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黑猫 The Black Cat

【美】埃德加·爱伦·坡

我将要讲的这个故事荒谬至极，却又极其平凡，我并不企求人们相信，就连我的心里都不相信这些亲身经历的事，还指望别人相信？那岂不是疯了吗？然而，我并没有疯，而且也确实不是在做梦。不过明天我就要死了，所以今天我要把这些事说出来好让自己的灵魂得以解脱。我迫切想把这一系列纯粹的家常琐事一五一十、简单明了、不加任何评论地公之于世。因为这些事情，我备受惊吓，内心痛苦不堪——它们彻底毁了我的一切。但我并不打算作出详细的解释。对我而言，这些事情留下的唯有恐怖，但对大多数人而言，它们也许并没有奇怪之处。也许，后世一些有识之士会把我的幻觉当作平常小事——而在一些更加冷静、逻辑思维更强，且不像我这样遇事容易激动紧张的有识之士看来，这不过是一连串有着因果联系的普通事件罢了。

我从小就因温顺善良而出名。我的软心肠甚至一度成为同伴们的笑柄。我尤其喜欢动物，宠爱我的父母就给我买了各种宠物。我大部分时间都与这些小动物在一起，而喂养和爱抚它们的时候往往也是我最开心的时刻。这种特殊的癖好一直伴随着我的成长。成年后，这也成了我的主要乐趣之一。对于那些喜欢忠实而敏锐的狗的人来说，我无须多费口舌，他们就能理解其中的无穷乐趣。如果你经常尝到人类哪种寡情薄义的滋味，那么动物的无私的、甘于牺牲的爱。一定会触动你的内心。

我结婚很早，很庆幸我的妻子与我志趣相投。她看我偏爱饲养宠物，只要有机会物色到中意的，从来都不放过。我们养了小鸟、金鱼、良种狗、小兔子，还有一只小猴和一只猫。

我们养的猫非常大，也很漂亮，浑身乌黑，而且非常聪明。我的妻子有些迷信，每当说到这只猫的聪明灵性，她总会提及些古老的传说，认为黑猫都是巫婆伪装而成的。我想，她也许只是说着好玩的，并没有当真，而这也只是我想到了就顺便写了下来。

这只猫名叫普路托。它是我最爱的宠物和玩伴。我独自喂养它，在家里，无论我走到哪儿，它都跟着我，寸步不离，就连我上街它也要跟着，我想尽一切办法都赶不走它。

我和猫的友情就这样维持了好几年。在这期间，说来不好意思，由于嗜酒成瘾，我的脾气和性情彻底变坏了。我变得越来越喜怒无常，急躁不安，不再顾及他人的感受，甚至对妻子也恶语相向，最后我还对她施加暴力。当然，我养的那些宠物也都察觉出了我性情的变化。我不仅没有照顾它们，反而虐待它们。那些兔子，那只小猴，甚至那只狗，偶尔出于想与主人亲热的目的跑到我面前，我也会毫无顾忌地虐待它们。然而，对于普路托，我还是心存爱护，没有怠慢。不过，我的病情越来越重——再也没有像酗酒这么严重的疾病了——最后，就连普路托也开始成为我坏脾气的受害者，而此时的它也老了，脾气也不再像以前那样温顺了。



一天晚上，我在镇上一个常去的酒吧喝得酩酊大醉。回到家，我认为这只猫在刻意地躲着我，便一把抓住它。它被我的粗暴行为吓坏了，不由地在我的手上轻轻咬了一口，留下了一排牙印。我立刻怒火中烧，失去了控制，原本善良的灵魂一下子飞出了我的躯体。我酒性大发，变得凶神恶煞。我从背心的口袋里掏出一把小刀，打开刀子，抓住那只可怜的畜生的喉咙，凶残地把它的一只眼珠剜了出来！写到自己的这一可恶的罪行时，羞愧不已的我面红耳赤，全身战栗发抖。

第二天，我恢复了理智，从昨晚愤怒的情绪中清醒过来，对自己所犯下的罪行感到既恐惧又懊悔。但这至多不过是一种微弱而模糊的感觉，并未触及我的灵魂。我又开始沉迷于酗酒，很快就忘记了自己过去的所作所为。

这时，那只猫也慢慢康复了，失去眼珠的眼窝看起来真是使人心惊肉跳，但它看上去已经不痛了。它像往常一样在屋里走来走去，正如我想的那样，它一见我走近，就会恐慌地拼命逃走。最初，我的内心还残留着一点儿良心，看到曾经如此热爱我的动物现在竟然这样嫌恶我，不免感到伤心。但不久，这种伤心之情就转化为愤怒之火。再后来，邪念又起，终于一发不可收拾。关于这种邪念，哲学上并没有任何记载，但我深信，邪念是人的一种原始本能——一种无法摆脱的原始本能，或者说是情感，它决定了人类的性格。谁不是明知不应该却一次又一次没有任何理由地做蠢事？我们的心中难道没有一种永久的邪念，我们以它们对抗自身的判断力，明知犯法却还要去以身试法？就是这种邪念，彻底断送了我的一生。正是内心这种难解的渴望，使我自寻烦恼、违背本性，仅仅为作恶而作恶，继续伤害那只无辜的动物，最终使其送了命。

一天早上，冷血的我残忍地用套索套住它的脖子，并将其挂在树枝上，做完这一切后，我眼含泪水，心里无比地痛苦懊悔。我把它挂在树上是因为我知道它曾经爱过我，我认为这就给了我伤害它的理由。我知道这是在犯罪，一种让我的灵魂永远不得超生的死罪。如果有这种可能，就连慈悲为怀的上帝都无法宽恕我的罪行。

就在我犯下这桩残忍罪行的那天晚上，我在睡梦中突然被失火的喊叫声惊醒。我床上的帘子都着火了，整间房子都烧着了。我们夫妇和一个仆人好不容易才逃出了那场大火，保住了性命。房子被彻底烧毁，我所有的财产都被大火吞没。从那以后，我万念俱灰。

我还不至于那么迷信，会去寻找这种灾难与罪行之间的因果关系。但我要详细地列出事实，我希望，这中间不要落下任何环节。火灾后的第二天，我去看了那片废墟。所有的墙壁，除了一面墙之外，其他都倒塌了。唯一没有倒塌的那面墙壁并不厚，立在房间的正中间，而我的床头就紧靠着这面墙。墙上的石膏在很大程度上阻止了火势的蔓延，我认为这是由于最近刚粉刷过的缘故。墙根前密密麻麻聚集了一堆人，人们似乎都在专心地看着这面墙。我不时地听到人们说“奇怪”、“异常”之类的话，这也引发了我的好奇心。走近一看，只见那面白壁上赫然有一只巨大的猫的浮雕。这只猫看起来惟妙惟肖，它的脖子上还套着绳子。

一看到这个鬼怪——我一口咬定它就是鬼怪——我便惊恐万分。但最后一想便放下心来。我记得这只猫是被挂在房子临近的花园里。火警一响，花园便挤满了人，肯定是哪个人把猫从树上放下来，从开着的窗子里扔进了我的卧室。这样做也许是为了让我从睡梦中醒来。其他倒下的墙把被我残害的受害者压在新刷的灰泥上。石灰、焰火，还有尸体发出的氨气，在这些东西的共同作用下，我所看到的那幅假浮雕便完成了。

对于这种触目惊心的事实，尽管从良心的角度来说，我很难自圆其说，但于理而言，倒也说得过去。然而，不管怎样，这些在我的脑海中留下了极其深刻的印象。几个月过去了，我依然不能摆脱那只猫所带来的幻觉。在这其间，我的心里又产生了一些感伤，以及似是而非的懊悔之情。我甚至很遗憾失去了这只猫，在经常出现猫的地方，我四处寻找一只外貌与之相似的猫来填补它的位置。一天晚上，我茫然地坐在一间下等酒吧里。突然，一个黑色的物体吸引了我的全部注意力，那东西就在一个盛着金酒或朗姆酒的大桶上。这只大桶也是这个房间里最重要的家当。我两眼直勾勾地盯着大木桶的顶端，看了好几分钟。令我吃惊的是，那上面的东西好像不见了。我靠近并用手摸了摸，这是一只黑猫，个头非常大——和普路托一样，长得也非常相似，除了一处：普路托全身没有一根白毛，而这只猫有一大片模糊的白斑，几乎覆盖了整个胸部。

我一摸它，它就立刻跳起来，大声地叫着，蹭着我的手，似乎为我终于注意到了它而感到高兴。这猫正是我梦寐以求的。我立刻向老板提出要买下来，但是老板并不了解这只猫的来历，他之前从未见过这只猫，因此无法开价。

我继续爱抚着这只猫。当我准备回家时，它流露出要跟着我走的意思。我便让它跟着我，还不时地弯腰拍拍它。到家后，它表现得很温驯，一下子就成了我妻子的最爱。

可是，对我而言，我很快就不喜欢它了。这大大出乎我的意料，我不知道怎么会这样，也不知道原因——而它显然很喜欢我，这不禁让我觉得非常厌烦、恼火。渐渐地，这种厌烦和恼怒的情绪升级为深恶痛绝。我躲避这只猫，某种羞愧之情以及之前残忍罪行的记忆使我并没有虐待它。几周以来，我既没有打它，也没有粗暴地虐待它，但是久而久之，我对它的厌恶之情日益加深，一见到它我就悄悄溜开，就像躲瘟疫那样。



就在我发现它并带它回家的第二天早晨，它竟然像普路托一样，失去了一颗眼珠。这愈发加深了我对这只猫的憎恶之情，但是，这使我的妻子愈发喜欢它了。正如我所说的，我的妻子非常富有同情心，而这也曾经是我最突出的优点，也是我单纯快乐的源泉。

尽管我极其厌恶这只猫，但它对我的喜爱与日俱增。它坚持与我寸步不离，这实在让人难以理解。无论我坐到哪里，它都会在我的椅子边蜷着，或跳到我的膝盖上，在我的身上撒娇，令人厌恶。我一站起来，它又会钻到我的两脚之间，并因此而差点儿把我绊倒；要不就用它那又长又尖的爪子抓住我的衣服，爬上我的胸口。每当这时，虽然我恨不得一拳揍死它，但还是克制住了自己，一方面是因为我对之前犯下罪行的记忆，而主要的原因还在于——说实话——这只猫让我感到非常恐惧。

这种恐惧并非对其身体邪恶的惧怕，但我也很难说明白这是一种什么心理。我自己几乎羞于承认——是的，即使在牢笼里，我也羞于承认——这只猫令我感到恐惧和害怕，而这种纯粹的幻觉又进一步加深了我的恐惧感。我的妻子不止一次地让我注意那片白毛的痕迹。我说过，这是它与被我杀害的那只猫唯一的明显区别。你们应该记得这个标记，虽然白毛面积大，但是，起先它看起来是模糊的，可不知不觉中，它竟然有了清晰的轮廓。很长一段时间，我的理智竭力将其当幻觉，而这时，那斑迹显示出一种东西，一种我害怕说出的东西。正因为这点，我憎恨、害怕这个怪物。如果我有足够的勇气，早就摆脱它了——它竟然成了可怕的影子，一种恐怖的东西——绞刑台！唉，多么可悲恐怖的刑具！让人痛苦送命的刑具！

此时的我成为一个无比悲惨的可怜虫。我行若无事地杀害了它的同类，而这只没有理性的动物竟然这样对我——作为按照上帝形象创造出来的人，给我带来如此不堪忍受的灾祸！无论白天还是黑夜，我知道自己再也不得安宁了。白天，这个畜生片刻不离我；晚上，我开始不断地从噩梦中惊醒，然后发现这个东西正在我的脸上吐着热气，并压在我的身上。我无法摆脱这一具体而真实的噩梦，只能任由它压在我的心头！

在这种压力的折磨下，我内心残余的那点儿微弱的良心消失了。邪念成了我唯一的内心活动，翻来翻去都是极为卑鄙的邪恶念头。我本来就喜怒无常，而今愈演愈烈，我竟然憎恶世间的一切事物和所有人。我盲目地放纵自我，常常抑制不住突然发火，而我那逆来顺受的妻子则经常成为我虐待的对象。

因为贫穷，我们不得不住在老房子里。有一天，为了一些家务事，她陪着我到老房子的地窖中去，这只猫也跟着我走下那陡峭的台阶，它又让我差点儿摔了跟头，我的怒火由此而变得一发不可收拾。我愤怒地举起斧头，对着这只猫砍了下去。不过，我内心对它还存有一些恐惧。当然，如果我要真想砍死它，这只猫肯定就当场毙命。但是，我的妻子伸手拦住了我。当时，我正在火头上，被这一拦，立刻怒不可遏，从她的手中抽出胳膊，朝她的脑袋砍了一斧头。她一声没吭地倒下了，当场就死了。



完成了这可怕的谋杀之后，我立刻着手细细盘算藏匿尸体的事。我知道无论是白天还是黑夜，我都无法将尸体运出房子，因为可能会被邻居看见。我想了很多计划。一会儿我想把尸体切成小块烧掉，一会儿又决定在地窖里挖一个墓穴。我又想到院子里的井，还打算把尸体放进箱子，当成装货那样，照往常的习惯，让搬运工把它搬出屋子。最后，我突然想到一个万全之策。我决定将尸体砌进地窖——据记载，中世纪的僧侣就是这样把殉道者砌进墙里的。

这个地窖用来藏尸再好不过了。它的墙壁结构很松，最近还刚用粗灰泥全部刷新过，因为空气很潮湿，灰泥还没有干。而且，有一堵墙因为有个假烟囱或者说是壁炉而凸出一块，里面被填满了，和地窖的其他部分相似。我可以很容易地将这个地方挖开，把尸体塞进去，再像之前那样把墙完全砌上，这样肉眼就无法看出任何破绽了。这个想法的确不错。我用一根撬杠，没费什么力气就把砖撬掉了，然后仔细把尸体紧贴着内墙放好，我撑着尸体让它不掉下来，然后我又顺利地把墙按照原来的样子砌好。我拿来了石灰、黄沙和乱发，做好一切防范。我准备好了一种与旧灰泥几乎无异的新灰泥，非常仔细地把它涂在新砌的砖墙上。一切完毕。我看到一切顺利，感到非常满意。这面墙看不出一丝动过的痕迹，地上的垃圾我也非常仔细地收拾干净。我得意地四下看看，自语道：“总算没有白忙活。”

下一步就是要找到那只招惹出这起悲惨灾难的畜生，我终于下定决心要置它于死地。我再看见它的时候，毫无疑问，那就是它的死期。但它很狡猾，乘我刚才暴怒之时，就警觉地逃走了。而我现在正怒火中烧，它自然不敢现身。这只讨厌的畜生终于消失了，我的心头一阵轻松，这种高兴劲儿实在难以形容和想象。到了晚上，那只猫还没有出现。自从它来到这屋子里之后，我还从来没像今晚这样睡得如此踏实而安宁，哪怕此时，我的内心还背负着杀人的重担！

第二天、第三天过去了，那只折磨我的猫还没现身。我又可以像自由人那样呼吸了。那个恶魔害怕了、逃走了，永远地离开了我。我再也看不见它了！我高兴极了！我甚至没有为自己的罪行感到不安，心里只洋溢着喜悦。警察来问过几次妻子的行踪，不过，我早已想好了答案，因此也就顺利地度过了危机。他们甚至还搜查过一次，当然，什么也没有发现。我觉得未来高枕无忧。

谋杀后的第四天，一群警察不期而至，再次严密地搜查了房子。不过，我认为自己藏匿的地方不可能被猜到，很安全，所以一点儿都不慌张。那些警察命令我陪他们搜查。他们没有放过任何隐蔽的地方和任何一个角落。最后搜到第三、第四遍，他们开始转向地窖。我一点儿也不紧张，泰然自若地跟着他们，就像清白者那样平静。我从地窖的一端走向另一端。我将双臂抱于胸前，若无其事地来回走动。警察什么也没发现，正准备离开，而我也高兴得心花怒放，感觉有一肚子话要说，庆祝自己的胜利，同时也让他们更加确信我是无罪的。

“先生们，”当这群人上楼梯的时候，我终于开口说道，“我非常高兴澄清了嫌疑。我祝福你们都健康，给你们请安。顺便说一下，这间屋子结构非常牢固。”（我只想开口说话，却根本不知道自己都说了什么）“可以说这屋子的结构非常棒。这些墙壁——你们要走了吗？先生们——这些墙非常牢固地砌在一起。”说到这里，我脑子一热，装作很有信心的样子，举起手中的棍子，猛地敲打藏着我妻子尸体的那堵墙。

上帝保佑，把我从虎口中拯救出来吧！我敲墙的余音未完，就听见从墙里传出一阵如同从坟墓里发出来的声音。那哭声，一开始压抑得断断续续，就像小孩子的抽噎，很快就成了持续不断的厉声尖叫，声音异常，惨绝人寰，一声号叫，一声痛哭，半是恐怖，半是得意，就好像地狱里的冤鬼痛苦的叫声和魔鬼诅咒的狂喜呼声混在一起。

说到我当时的想法，实在是太荒唐了。我昏头昏脑，踉踉跄跄地走到对面那面墙。那时，台阶上的警察都害怕起来，呆若木鸡。不一会儿，就有十多条粗壮的手臂在拆那堵墙。那墙完全倒塌。尸体已经腐烂，凝结着血块，直立在大家的面前。在尸体头上，坐着那可怕的畜生，张着血盆大口，独眼里冒着火。它捣了鬼，诱使我杀了妻子。如今它又发出声音，将我推向了绞刑架：原来我把这只怪物也砌到墙里去了！

For the most wild, yet most homely narrative which I am about to pen, I neither expect nor solicit belief. Mad indeed would I be to expect it, in a case where my very senses reject their own evidence. Yet, mad am I not—and very surely do I not dream. But tomorrow I die, and today I would unburthen my soul. My immediate purpose is to place before the world, plainly, succinctly, and without comment, a series of mere household events. In their consequences, these events have terrified—have tortured—have destroyed me. Yet I will not attempt to expound them. To me, they have presented little but Horror—to many they will seem less terrible than baroque. Hereafter, perhaps, some intellect may be found which will reduce my phantasm to the common-place—some intellect more calm, more logical, and far less excitable than my own, which will perceive, in the circumstances I detail with awe, nothing more than an ordinary succession of very natural causes and effects.

From my infancy I was noted for the docility and humanity of my disposition. My tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous as to make me the jest of my companions. I was especially fond of animals, and was indulged by my parents with a great variety of pets. With these I spent most of my time, and never was so happy as when feeding and caressing them. This peculiarity of character grew with my growth, and in my manhood, I derived from it one of my principal sources of pleasure. To those who have cherished an affection for a faithful and sagacious dog, I need hardly be at the trouble of explaining the nature or the intensity of the gratification thus derivable. There is something in the unselfish and selfsacrificing love of a brute, which goes directly to the heart of him who has had frequent occasion to test the paltry friendship and gossamer fidelity of mere Man.

I married early, and was happy to find in my wife a disposition not uncongenial with my own. Observing my partiality for domestic pets, she lost no opportunity of procuring those of the most agreeable kind. We had birds, goldfish, a fine dog, rabbits, a small monkey, and a cat.

This latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal, entirely black, and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In speaking of his intelligence, my wife, who at heart was not a little tinctured with superstition, made frequent allusion to the ancient popular notion, which regarded all black cats as witches in disguise. Not that she was ever serious upon this point—and I mention the matter at all for no better reason than that it happens, just now, to be remembered.

Pluto—this was the cat's name—was my favorite pet and playmate. I alone fed him, and he attended me wherever I went about the house. It was even with difficulty that I could prevent him from following me through the streets.



Our friendship lasted, in this manner, for several years, during which my general temperament and character—through the instrumentality of the Fiend Intemperance—had （I blush to confess it）experienced a radical alteration for the worse. I grew, day by day, more moody, more irritable, more regardless of the feelings of others. I suffered myself to use intemperate language to my wife. At length, I even offered her personal violence. My pets, of course, were made to feel the change in my disposition. I not only neglected, but ill-used them. For Pluto, however, I still retained sufficient regard to restrain me from maltreating him, as I made no scruple of maltreating the rabbits, the monkey, or even the dog, when by accident, or through affection, they came in my way. But my disease grew upon me—for what disease is like Alcohol!—and at length even Pluto, who was now becoming old, and consequently somewhat peevish—even Pluto began to experience the effects of my ill temper.

One night, returning home, much intoxicated, from one of my haunts about town, I fancied that the cat avoided my presence. I seized him; when, in his fright at my violence, he inflicted a slight wound upon my hand with his teeth. The fury of a demon instantly possessed me. I knew myself no longer. My original soul seemed, at once, to take its flight from my body and a more than fiendish malevolence, gin-nurtured, thrilled every fibre of my frame. I took from my waistcoat-pocket a pen-knife, opened it, grasped the poor beast by the throat, and deliberately cut one of its eyes from the socket!I blush, I burn, I shudder, while I pen the damnable atrocity.

When reason returned with the morning—when I had slept off the fumes of the night's debauch—I experienced a sentiment half of horror, half of remorse, for the crime of which I had been guilty; but it was, at best, a feeble and equivocal feeling, and the soul remained untouched. I again plunged into excess, and soon drowned in wine all memory of the deed.

In the meantime the cat slowly recovered. The socket of the lost eye presented, it is true, a frightful appearance, but he no longer appeared to suffer any pain. He went about the house as usual, but, as might be expected, fled in extreme terror at my approach. I had so much of my old heart left, as to be at first grieved by this evident dislike on the part of a creature which had once so loved me. But this feeling soon gave place to irritation. And then came, as if to my final and irrevocable overthrow, the spirit of PERVERSENESS.Of this spirit philosophy takes no account. Yet I am not more sure that my soul lives, than I am that perverseness is one of the primitive impulses of the human heart—one of the indivisible primary faculties, or sentiments, which give direction to the character of Man. Who has not, a hundred times, found himself committing a vile or a silly action, for no other reason than because he knows he should not?Have we not a perpetual inclination, in the teeth of our best judgment, to violate that which is Law, merely because we understand it to be such?This spirit of perverseness, I say, came to my final overthrow. It was this unfathomable longing of the soul to vex itself—to offer violence to its own nature—to do wrong for the wrong's sake only—that urged me to continue and finally to consummate the injury I had inflicted upon the unoffending brute.





One morning, in cool blood, I slipped a noose about its neck and hung it to the limb of a tree;—hung it with the tears streaming from my eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at my heart;—hung it because I knew that it had loved me, and because I felt it had given me no reason of offence;—hung it because I knew that in so doing I was committing a sin—a deadly sin that would so jeopardize my immortal soul as to place it—if such a thing were possible—even beyond the reach of the infinite mercy of the Most Merciful and Most Terrible God.

On the night of the day on which this cruel deed was done, I was aroused from sleep by the cry of fire. The curtains of my bed were in flames. The whole house was blazing. It was with great difficulty that my wife, a servant, and myself, made our escape from the conflagration. The destruction was complete. My entire worldly wealth was swallowed up, and I resigned myself thenceforward to despair.

I am above the weakness of seeking to establish a sequence of cause and effect, between the disaster and the atrocity. But I am detailing a chain of facts—and wish not to leave even a possible link imperfect. On the day succeeding the fire, I visited the ruins. The walls, with one exception, had fallen in. This exception was found in a compartment wall, not very thick, which stood about the middle of the house, and against which had rested the head of my bed. The plastering had here, in great measure, resisted the action of the fire—a fact which I attributed to its having been recently spread. About this wall a dense crowd were collected, and many persons seemed to be examining a particular portion of it with every minute and eager attention. The words“strange!”,“singular!”and other similar expressions, excited my curiosity. I approached and saw, as if graven in bas relief upon the white surface, the figure of a gigantic cat. The impression was given with an accuracy truly marvellous. There was a rope about the animal's neck.

When I first beheld this apparition—for I could scarcely regard it as less—my wonder and my terror were extreme. But at length reflection came to my aid. The cat, I remembered, had been hung in a garden adjacent to the house. Upon the alarm of fire, this garden had been immediately filled by the crowd—by some one of whom the animal must have been cut from the tree and thrown, through an open window, into my chamber. This had probably been done with the view of arousing me from sleep. The falling of other walls had compressed the victim of my cruelty into the substance of the freshly-spread plaster; the lime of which, had then with the flames, and the ammonia from the carcass, accomplished the portraiture as I saw it.

Although I thus readily accounted to my reason, if not altogether to my conscience, for the startling fact just detailed, it did not the less fall to make a deep impression upon my fancy. For months I could not rid myself of the phantasm of the cat; and, during this period, there came back into my spirit a half-sentiment that seemed, but was not, remorse. I went so far as to regret the loss of the animal, and to look about me, among the vile haunts which I now habitually frequented, for another pet of the same species, and of somewhat similar appearance, with which to supply its place.

One night as I sat, half stupefied, in a den of more than infamy, my attention was suddenly drawn to some black object, reposing upon the head of one of the immense hogsheads of Gin, or of Rum, which constituted the chief furniture of the apartment. I had been looking steadily at the top of this hogshead for some minutes, and what now caused me surprise was the fact that I had not sooner perceived the object thereupon. I approached it, and touched it with my hand. It was a black cat—a very large one—fully as large as Pluto, and closely resembling him in every respect but one. Pluto had not a white hair upon any portion of his body; but this cat had a large, although indefinite splotch of white, covering nearly the whole region of the breast.

Upon my touching him, he immediately arose, purred loudly, rubbed against my hand, and appeared delighted with my notice. This, then, was the very creature of which I was in search. I at once offered to purchase it of the landlord; but this person made no claim to it—knew nothing of it—had never seen it before.

I continued my caresses, and, when I prepared to go home, the animal evinced a disposition to accompany me. I permitted it to do so; occasionally stooping and patting it as I proceeded. When it reached the house it domesticated itself at once, and became immediately a great favorite with my wife.

For my own part, I soon found a dislike to it arising within me. This was just the reverse of what I had anticipated; but I know not how or why it was—its evident fondness for myself rather disgusted and annoyed. By slow degrees, these feelings of disgust and annoyance rose into the bitterness of hatred. I avoided the creature; a certain sense of shame, and the remembrance of my former deed of cruelty, preventing me from physically abusing it. I did not, for some weeks, strike, or otherwise violently ill use it; but gradually—very gradually—I came to look upon it with unutterable loathing, and to flee silently from its odious presence, as from the breath of a pestilence.

What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the discovery, on the morning after I brought it home, that, like Pluto, it also had been deprived of one of its eyes. This circumstance, however, only endeared it to my wife, who, as I have already said, possessed, in a high degree, that humanity of feeling which had once been my distinguishing trait, and the source of many of my simplest and purest pleasures.

With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for myself seemed to increase. It followed my footsteps with a pertinacity which it would be difficult to make the reader comprehend. Whenever I sat, it would crouch beneath my chair, or spring upon my knees, covering me with its loathsome caresses. If I arose to walk it would get between my feet and thus nearly throw me down, or, fastening its long and sharp claws in my dress, clamber, in this manner, to my breast. At such times, although I longed to destroy it with a blow, I was yet withheld from so doing, partly by a memory of my former crime, but chiefly—let me confess it at once—by absolute dread of the beast.



This dread was not exactly a dread of physical evil-and yet I should be at a loss how otherwise to define it. I am almost ashamed to own—yes, even in this felon's cell, I am almost ashamed to own—that the terror and horror with which the animal inspired me, had been heightened by one of the merest chimaeras it would be possible to conceive. My wife had called my attention, more than once, to the character of the mark of white hair, of which I have spoken, and which constituted the sole visible difference between the strange beast and the one I had destroyed. The reader will remember that this mark, although large, had been originally very indefinite; but, by slow degrees—degrees nearly imperceptible, and which for a long time my reason struggled to reject as fanciful—it had, at length, assumed a rigorous distinctness of outline. It was now the representation of an object that I shudder to name—and for this, above all, I loathed, and dreaded, and would have rid myself of the monster had I dared—it was now, I say, the image of a hideous—of a ghastly thing—of the Gallows!—oh, mournful and terrible engine of Horror and of Crime—of Agony and of Death!

And now was I indeed wretched beyond the wretchedness of mere Humanity. And a brute beast—whose fellow I had contemptuously destroyed—a brute beast to work out for me—for me a man, fashioned in the image of the High God—so much of insufferable wo!Alas!Neither by day nor by night knew I the blessing of Rest any more!During the former the creature left me no moment alone; and, in the latter, I started, hourly, from dreams of unutterable fear, to find the hot breath of the thing upon my face, and its vast weight—an incarnate Night-Mare that I had no power to shake off—incumbent eternally upon my heart!

Beneath the pressure of torments such as these, the feeble remnant of the good within me succumbed. Evil thoughts became my sole intimates—the darkest and most evil of thoughts. The moodiness of my usual temper increased to hatred of all things and of all mankind; while, from the sudden, frequent, and ungovernable outbursts of a fury to which I now blindly abandoned myself, my uncomplaining wife, she was the most usual and the most patient of sufferers.

One day she accompanied me, upon some household errand, into the cellar of the old building which our poverty compelled us to inhabit. The cat followed me down the steep stairs, and, nearly throwing me headlong, exasperated me to madness. Uplifting an axe, and forgetting, in my wrath, the childish dread which had hitherto stayed my hand, I aimed a blow at the animal which, of course, would have proved instantly fatal had it descended as I wished. But this blow was arrested by the hand of my wife. Goaded, by the interference, into a rage more than demoniacal, I withdrew my arm from her grasp and buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead upon the spot, without a groan.

This hideous murder accomplished, I set myself forthwith, and with entire deliberation, to the task of concealing the body. I knew that I could not remove it from the house, either by day or by night, without the risk of being observed by the neighbors. Many projects entered my mind. At one period I thought of cutting the corpse into minute fragments, and destroying them by fire. At another, I resolved to dig a grave for it in the floor of the cellar. Again, I deliberated about casting it in the well in the yard—about packing it in a box, as if merchandize, with the usual arrangements, and so getting a porter to take it from the house. Finally I hit upon what I considered a far better expedient than either of these. I determined to wall it up in the cellar—as the monks of the middle ages are recorded to have walled up their victims.

For a purpose such as this the cellar was well adapted. Its walls were loosely constructed, and had lately been plastered throughout with a rough plaster, which the dampness of the atmosphere had prevented from hardening. Moreover, in one of the walls was a projection, caused by a false chimney, or fireplace, that had been filled up, and made to resemble the rest of the cellar. I made no doubt that I could readily displace the at this point, insert the corpse, and wall the whole up as before, so that no eye could detect anything suspicious.

And in this calculation I was not deceived. By means of a crow-bar I easily dislodged the bricks, and, having carefully deposited the body against the inner wall, I propped it in that position, while, with little trouble, I re-laid the whole structure as it originally stood. Having procured mortar, sand, and hair, with every possible precaution, I prepared a plaster could not every poss be distinguished from the old, and with this I very carefully went over the new brick-work. When I had finished, I felt satisfied that all was right. The wall did not present the slightest appearance of having been disturbed. The rubbish on the floor was picked up with the minutest care. I looked around triumphantly, and said to myself—“Here at least, then, my labor has not been in vain.”

My next step was to look for the beast which had been the cause of so much wretchedness; for I had, at length, firmly resolved to put it to death. Had I been able to meet with it, at the moment, there could have been no doubt of its fate; but it appeared that the crafty animal had been alarmed at the violence of my previous anger, and forebode to present itself in my present mood. It is impossible to describe, or to imagine, the deep, the blissful sense of relief which the absence of the detested creature occasioned in my bosom. It did not make its appearance during the night—and thus for one night at least, since its introduction into the house, I soundly and tranquilly slept; slept even with the burden of murder upon my soul!

The second and the third day passed, and still my tormentor came not. Once again I breathed as a free-man. The monster, in terror, had fled the premises forever!I should behold it no more!My happiness was supreme!The guilt of my dark deed disturbed me but little. Some few inquiries had been made, but these had been readily answered. Even a search had been instituted—but of course nothing was to be discovered. I looked upon my future felicity as secured.

Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of the police came, very unexpectedly, into the house, and proceeded again to make rigorous investigation of the premises. Secure, however, in the inscrutability of my place of concealment, I felt no embarrassment whatever. The officers bade me accompany them in their search. They left no nook or corner unexplored. At length, for the third or fourth time, they descended into the cellar. I quivered not in a muscle. My heart beat calmly as that of one who slumbers in innocence. I walked the cellar from end to end. I folded my arms upon my bosom, and roamed easily to and fro. The police were thoroughly satisfied and prepared to depart. The glee at my heart was too strong to be restrained. I burned to say if but one word, by way of triumph, and to render doubly sure their assurance of my guiltlessness.

“Gentlemen,”I said at last, as the party ascended the steps,“I delight to have allayed your suspicions. I wish you all health, and a little more courtesy. By the way, gentlemen, this—this is a very well constructed house.”（In the rabid desire to say something easily, I scarcely knew what I uttered at all.）—“I may say an excellently well constructed house. These walls—are you going, gentlemen?—these walls are solidly put together”; and here, through the mere phrenetic of bravado, I rapped heavily, with a cane which I held in my hand, upon that very portion of the brick-work behind which stood the corpse of the wife of my bosom.

But may God shield and deliver me from the fangs of the Arch-Fiend!No sooner had the reverberation of my blows sunk into silence than I was answered by a voice from within the tomb!—by a cry, at first muffled and broken, like the sobbing of a child, and then quickly swelling into one long, loud, and continuous scream, utterly anomalous and inhuman—a howl—a wailing shriek, half of horror and half of triumph, such as might have arisen only out of hell, conjointly from the throats of the damned in their agony and of the demons that exult in the damnation.

Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak. Swooning, I staggered to the opposite wall. For one instant the party upon the stairs remained motionless, through extremity of terror and of awe. In the next, a dozen stout arms were tolling at the wall. It fell bodily. The corpse, already greatly decayed and clotted with gore, stood erect before the eyes of the spectators. Upon its head, with red extended mouth and solitary eye of fire, sat the hideous beast whose craft had seduced me into murder, and whose informing voice had consigned me to the hangman. I had walled the monster up within the tomb!
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一个古怪的梦 A Curious Dream

【美】马克·吐温

前天夜里，我做了一个古怪的梦。梦里的我坐在门前的台阶上（我也不知道这是哪座城市）沉思，时间可能是夜里12点或1点。天气温和宜人，四周寂静无声。除了远处偶尔传来的几声悠远的狗叫，以及更远处若有若无的狗吠回应外，再也听不到任何其他声音，四周一片死寂。不久，我听到大街上传来一阵类似骨头摩擦的咔咔声，我以为那是小夜曲演奏会上响板的声音。

不一会儿，一个高大的骷髅，戴着布帽，半裹着发霉的裹尸布——裹尸布的碎片和脱线在其躯体周围吊着——迈着庄重的步伐，从我面前走过，很快便消失在星光朦胧的夜幕里。他的肩上扛着一口破旧且被虫蛀了的棺材，手里拿着一个包裹。我这才明白，咔咔声原来是这具骷髅的关节以及他的手肘碰到身体发出的声音。我惊诧不已，还没来得及思考这个幽灵的出现究竟意味着什么，这个时候，我听到另一阵咔咔声，这预示着又一个幽灵向我走来。他扛着大半口棺材，腋下夹着头脚两端的木板。我极力想看清他帽子下的脸，和他说几句话，但当他转过身，用他那空洞无物的眼睛和突出的颌骨向我龇牙咧嘴地笑着走过的时候，我想还是不阻止他为妙。他刚走不远，咔咔声再次响起，昏暗中又有一具骷髅出现了，他弓着腰背着一个沉重的墓碑，身后用绳索拖着一口破烂的棺材。走到我跟前的时候，他盯住我看了一会儿，然后转过身，对我说：

“帮我把这个卸下来，可以吗？”

我帮他把墓碑卸下来放在地上，这时，我看到墓碑上刻着“约翰·巴克斯特·科普曼赫斯特，1839年5月”——这是他死亡的时间。死者疲倦地坐在我身边，用他的上颌骨擦了一下他的前额骨——我想这大概是习惯使然吧，因为我没有看见任何汗水被他擦下来。

“太糟糕了，真是太糟糕了！”他把身上破烂的裹尸布又裹了裹，用手托着下巴。然后，他抬起左脚，搭在右膝盖上，用一颗从棺材里拿出的锈钉子若无其事地挠他的脚踝。

“什么事情这么糟，朋友？”

“噢，所有的事情，所有的事情，我真希望我没有死。”

“太奇怪了，你为什么这样说呢？出了什么问题？到底怎么了？”“怎么了？看看这些裹尸布条，看看这个墓碑，都碎了。再看看这口丢人的破棺材。一个人的所有财产就在他的眼皮底下化为灰烬，你还问他怎么了？地狱般的灾难啊！”





“冷静些，冷静些，”我说，“太糟了，这的确很糟糕。不过，我没想到，以你目前的状况，你还会如此在乎这些事情。”

“唉，我亲爱的先生，我当然在乎。我的自尊受到了伤害，我的舒适生活遭到了损害——或者说是被毁了。我要说说我的遭遇——我会用你能听懂的方式讲给你听，如果你愿意听的话。”可怜的骷髅一边说着，一边把裹尸布上的帽子翻到脑后，像是在为陈述作准备，这也使他不知不觉换上了一副与他忧郁的性情显得格格不入的喜悦欢快的神态——换句话说吧——此时，他的神态与他悲伤的心情形成了鲜明的对比。

“请讲。”我催促道。

“我住在离这大概一两个街区外的一块令人觉得羞耻的破旧墓地里，就在这条街上——你瞧，我这块软骨都要掉下来了——从下面数第三根肋骨，朋友，如果你有绳子，请把它的末端绑在我的脊椎骨上，虽说我更喜欢用银线，更耐用更好看，如果让它保持光洁——想想看，因为子孙们的冷漠忽视，它就这样变成碎片了！”

说到这里，可怜的鬼魂把牙齿咬得咯咯作响。他的这个举动令我毛骨悚然——因为在没有皮肤和肌肉的情况下，这个动作的效果显得更加突出。“我住在那个破旧的墓地已经整整30年了。告诉你吧，自从我这把老骨头睡在那里后，一切都变了。当时，我翻了翻身体，舒展四肢，开始大睡，心情非常愉快。心想，这下终于可以摆脱烦恼、悲伤、担忧、疑虑和恐惧了。怀着安详、满足的心情，我聆听着教堂司事的干活声，从他第一铲土在我的棺材上发出巨大声响，到这种声音渐渐沉闷消失，直到最后为我的新居修建坟顶时发出的隐隐的拍土声——简直太惬意了！哎！希望今晚你也试一试！”我正思考的时候，死者突然用他那干枯的手给了我一巴掌。

“是啊，先生，30年前我搬到那里时，是很快乐的。因为当时，那个地方还处于偏远的乡下——那里微风轻拂，花儿绽放，古木参天。慵懒的风和树叶聊天，松鼠在我们周围打闹嬉戏，爬虫拜访我们，安宁静谧的天地充满了鸟儿的歌声。在那样的环境里，一个人就算少活十年也值了。”

“一切都那么美好，我的邻居们也很好，因为我周围的人都来自城里最好的家庭。我们的子孙们把一切都安排妥当，我们的坟墓被他们保护得非常好，篱笆被修剪得一丝不苟。头顶板是油漆或者粉饰的，只要稍微褪色或是腐朽，他们就会给我们换新的。墓碑总是笔直地矗立在那里，护栏完整无缺，亮闪闪的。玫瑰和灌木被修剪得整整齐齐，完美无瑕。墙壁使用砾石镶嵌，干净光滑。但这些日子都过去了，我的后代忘记了我。我的孙子住在豪华的房屋里，那可是用我这双老手挣来的钱盖起来的，而我却睡在无人问津的荒坟里，任臭虫啃噬我的裹尸布。这些虫子想用这东西给它们筑窝。我跟我的邻居们为这座美丽城市的繁荣打下了牢固的基础，可我们热爱的那些人却任凭我们在这被乡邻诅咒、行人嘲笑的破坟里腐烂。”

“你明白从前和现在的不同了吧——比如说吧，我们的坟墓现在都塌了，我们的棺材靠头一端的顶板都碎了，我们的护栏东倒西歪，一端斜翘着。我们的墓志铭东倒西歪，而我们的墓碑则无精打采地低垂着。装饰和点缀都没了——没有玫瑰，没有灌木，没有砾石小路或是任何其他顺眼的东西，甚至那道没有油漆过的用旧木板做的、用来帮我们隔开野兽和免受践踏的篱笆，也已经歪歪斜斜地躺在马路一边了。”

“现在，它唯一的作用就是向世人展示我们墓地的凄凉，从而招来更多的嘲笑。现在，我们无法再借助这片友好的树林来遮掩我们的贫穷和破败了，因为这座城市已经伸开它正在萎缩的胳膊，将我们揽了进去。我们昔日欢乐的旧居，现在只剩下一些悲伤的大树矗立在那里。它们厌倦了都市的生活，它们的根伸进了我们的棺材里，它们凝望着模糊的远方，希望能生长在那里。告诉你吧，这简直就是莫大的耻辱！”

“你开始了解了吧——你开始明白现在的情况了吧。当我们的后代在我们身边的城市里穷奢极欲地挥霍我们的钱财时，我们却不得不拼命保全自己的残躯。老天，我们的坟墓没有一座不漏水的——哪怕有一座也好啊。每当夜里下雨的时候，我们就只能爬出来，睡在树上——有时候冰冷的雨水流进后脖颈，我们就会被惊醒。告诉你，此时所有的老骷髅都不得不顶起墓盖，踢翻墓碑，忙着往树上爬！上帝，在这样的夜晚里，如果你12点以后去那里，你就会看到有15个之多的骷髅，单腿挂在树上，各个关节发出咔咔的响声，任由狂风吹过我们的肋骨。多少次，我们不得不在树上待三四个小时，直到冻僵了才能下来。大家非常困乏，还要借彼此的颅骨把坟墓里的水舀出来。如果你现在朝我的嘴巴里瞧一瞧，我把头往后一仰，你就会看到我头颅的一半已经塞满了积淀的水垢——有时候这让我感到头重脚轻，愚蠢至极！”

“是啊，先生，许多次，如果你凑巧在黎明前赶到那里，你就会发现我们正从坟墓里往外舀水，而篱笆上则正晾着我们的裹尸布。我曾有一块像样的裹尸布，就是有一天早晨在那里被偷走的。我想可能是那个名叫史密斯的人干的。这个人住在那边的平民墓地里——之所以这么说，是因为我初次见到他的时候，他只穿着一件格子衬衫，可是我最近一次看到他，在新墓地的一次聚会上，他是来宾中穿着最体面的——更重要的是，他一看见我就离开了。”



“然后，一位老妇人的棺材也不见了——她出去的时候一般都带着棺材，因为她待在外边的时间长了容易着凉，引起痉挛性风湿病发作，她本来就是因此而死的。她叫霍奇基斯——安娜·马蒂尔德·霍奇基斯——也许你认识她。她有两颗上门牙，个子挺高，但是背有些驼，左边一根肋骨没了，一绺头发耷拉在脑袋左边，一小撮在头顶上，还有几根在右耳朵前边。她的下颌骨一边松了，用铁丝拴着，左前臂的小骨头早不见了——是在一次打架中失去的——走起路来一副盛气凌人的样子，双手像背带似的叉在腰间，鼻孔朝天——她一直一副得意扬扬的样子，可现在一切全都毁了，全都没了。而她看上去就像是废墟堆里装女王陶的板条箱——或许你见过她？”

“但愿没有！”我无意中脱口而出。不知为什么，我没有想到他会这么问，这让我有点儿始料不及，但我急忙为自己的无礼道歉，我说：“我的意思仅仅是说我没有这样的荣幸——因为我不会故意粗鲁地谈论你的朋友。你刚说你被抢劫了——真是遗憾——但是从你身上的这块旧裹尸布来看，当年它是相当值钱的，怎么会——”

眼前这位老人腐烂的面孔和凹凸不平的脸皮上浮现出一种极度恐慌的表情，我开始感到惴惴不安。他回答我的时候，只是深沉而狡黠地笑了笑，眨了眨眼睛，说可能在他得到身上这件衣服的时候，邻居墓园里的一个鬼丢了一件。他的这话消除了我的顾虑。

不过，我求他从现在起就用语言和我交流，因为他的面部表情变幻无常，即使他再仔细、再留心也无济于事，微笑尤其要注意避免。他所坚信的、非凡的成功会给我完全不同的感受。我说我喜欢看到一具骷髅高兴的样子，甚至是有教养的顽皮样子，但是我认为微笑不是一具骷髅最佳的神情。

“是啊，朋友，”可怜的骷髅说，“事实就是这样。其中两处破败的墓地——我住过的那一处和更远的那处——被我们的后代故意冷落。现在，那里已经没有死人住了。除了这一把骨头不得安生之外——在下雨天这绝不是一桩小事——目前的状况对我们的财产极为不利。我们不得不搬走，否则只能眼睁睁地看着我们的财产惨遭损坏，直至完全被毁。”

“可能你不相信，但在我认识的人当中，真的没有人有一口完整的棺材——这绝对不假。我指的不是那些被装在松木匣子里、放在特快四轮马车上拉来的下等人，而是指那些高贵的、有漂亮的镀银棺木和纪念碑的人。他们刚刚搬到这里的时候，车顶上飘着黑色羽毛，一队人紧随其后，他们可以自由选择墓地——我是指比如贾维斯家族、布莱索家族和伯林家族等。他们的财产也全都被毁了。”

“他们曾经是我们这些人中最富有的，可是现在你看看他们——一切都没了，穷困潦倒。布莱索家族竟然有人拿纪念碑向后来的一位酒吧老板换了一点儿新鲜的刨木花，垫在自己的头底下。看吧，这很能说明问题，因为没有什么比一块纪念碑更让一个死人感到自豪的了。他爱看上面的文字，不久以后，他自己都相信上面的话了，你会见他整晚坐在篱笆上美美地欣赏呢。纪念碑虽然不贵，但是在一个可怜的人死了以后，那可是一种不可多得的奢侈，尤其是在他生前郁郁不得志的情况下。我希望能多做一些纪念碑。现在，我这样说并不是想抱怨什么，但我私下认为，我的后代们只给我这块旧墓碑，实在是有些寒碜。更令人伤心的是，上面竟然没有一句颂扬之辞。碑上曾经写着这么一句话：

‘死得其所’。”

“第一次看到这句话时，我很自豪。可是不久我就发现，当我的一位老朋友来到这里时，他都会把下颌搭在护栏上，拉长脸往下看。一看到这里，他就咯咯地笑起来，然后离开，似乎很满意。所以，我把那句话刮掉，不让这些笨蛋来看。但是，一个死人总是为他的纪念碑感到自豪。”

“那边走的是六七个贾维斯家族的人，随身带着他们的家族纪念碑。刚才，史密斯家族和一些受雇的鬼魂拿着他的纪念碑也一起从这里过去了。你好，希金斯，再见，老朋友！那是梅雷迪思·希金斯。他死于1944年，是我们墓地的，来自光荣显赫的古老家族，曾祖母是印第安人。我跟他最熟，他没有答应我，那是因为他没有听见我的话。不好意思，本来我想把你介绍给他，你会敬佩他的。他将是你所见过的骨架最散乱、后背最驼、最畸形的一具老骷髅，可是他非常滑稽，笑声就像是两块石头在一起刮擦发出的声音，开始笑的时候总是快活地高声尖叫，就像一根钉子刮过玻璃。”

“喂，琼斯！那是老哥伦布·琼斯，一块裹尸布就花了400美元。全部随葬品，连纪念碑一起，一共2700美元，那是1926年春天的事。在那个年头，这可是相当气派的。死人们甚至从阿里汉尼斯河赶来参观他的东西。葬在我邻墓的那些人至今还清楚地记得。看见那个腋下夹着一块顶板从这儿走过的人吗？他膝盖下的一块腿骨没了，身上一丝不挂。那就是巴斯托·戴尔哈西，他华贵的穿戴在我们墓地曾经仅次于哥伦布·琼斯。”

“我们都要离开这里，无法忍受在后代手里遭受这样的待遇。他们开辟新的墓地，却让我们忍受这样的耻辱；他们整修街道，却从来不整修我们周围或是属于我们的东西。看看我的棺材——告诉你，那个年代，这可是在任何客厅都会吸引眼球的东西。你想要的话，就拿走吧——我可没钱修了。给它换一块新底板，顶板换一部分新的，左侧再加一点儿新的衬垫，你就会发现它跟你用过的所有器物一样，很舒服。”

“别客气——不，不用客气——你对我很客气，在我觉得你不领情之前，我愿意把我所有的财产都给你。瞧，这身裹尸布其实是很好的东西。如果你想——不要？那好吧，随便你，但我还是大方一些——我这人一点儿也不小气。再见，朋友，我要走了，今晚我还要走好远的路呢——谁知道呢？不过，有件事我很明白，那就是我已经是流浪汉了，我彻底告别那块破败的墓地了。在找到体面的住处之前，我要不停地走，哪怕一直走到新泽西州去。我们那一块的人都要走了。昨晚大家秘密商议，我们都决定离开，天亮之前，一根骨头也不留在老墓地。这样的墓地对我那些活着的朋友合适，可对我们这些有幸说这番话的死人并不合适。我的观点是大多数人的观点。要是怀疑，你就去看看那些将要离开的鬼魂出发前的混乱程度吧。他们在宣泄自己的厌恶时差点儿要暴动了。”

“嗨！过来的是一些布莱索家族的人，不知道你能不能帮我扶一下这块墓碑，我想和他们结伴而行，一起走——布莱索家族是非常尊贵的古老家族。50年前，当我白天在街道上散步的时候，他们总是坐在6匹马拉的豪华马车里，显赫一时。再见，朋友。”

他扛着墓碑，拖着那口破旧的棺材，加入了这一恐怖的行列。尽管他诚心诚意，我还是婉拒了他的好意。这些可怜的流浪汉带着他们可怜的财物咔嚓咔嚓地从我的身边走过，超过两小时。怀着对他们遭遇的深切同情，我一直坐在那里。

他们中间有一两个最年轻、最完整的死人向我打听午夜火车的发车时间，但其余的死人可能还不熟悉这种旅行方式，只是向我询问前往各个城市的路，包括那些已经从地图上消失了的。30多年前，它们就从地图和地球上永远消失了，有几条也只是存在于从前的地图或者一些房地产公司的图纸上。他们还询问这些市镇的墓地环境，以及该地市民是不是敬重死者等问题。

这件事引起了我极大的兴趣，同样也激起我对这些无家可归的流浪者的同情。所有的一切都显得那么真实，以至于我根本都没有意识到这只是个梦。于是，我向一位裹着裹尸布的流浪汉说出了我的想法：记录并发表这次奇特而悲壮的大逃亡，同时我也说，我的描述不可能非常确切，就像真实发生过的事情那样，只要看上去不是在敷衍一个严肃的话题，或者表现对死者的大不敬，那就足够了。否则，我会惊动他们那些活着的朋友，让他们感到悲伤。然而，这位前公民温和而庄严的残骸远远地靠在我的门前，对我耳语说：“别为那件事自找麻烦了。社区既然能够容忍那片让我们纷纷逃离的墓地，自然也能够忍受一个人对死者受到的忽视和遗弃所发出的控诉。”



就在这个时候，公鸡一声啼鸣，鬼魂队伍一下子消失了，一片破布、一根骨头都没有留下。我醒了过来，发现自己躺在床上，头低垂着伸在床外，脸朝下——这是很适合做梦的姿势。这种梦可能很有内涵，可能吧，但绝不会有诗情画意。

注：读者们如果确信自己城市里的墓地被维护得很好，这个梦所针对的就肯定不是他们的城市。显而易见，它是蓄意针对其他城市的。

Night before last I had a singular dream. I seemed to be sitting on a doorstep （in no particular city perhaps）ruminating, and the time of night appeared to be about twelve or one o'clock. The weather was balmy and delicious. There was no human sound in the air, not even a footstep. There was no sound of any kind to emphasize the dead stillness, except the occasional hollow barking of a dog in the distance and the fainter answer of a further dog. Presently up the street I heard a bony clack-clacking, and guessed it was the castanets of a serenading party.

In a minute more a tall skeleton, hooded, and half clad in a tattered and moldy shroud, whose shreds were flapping about the ribby latticework of its person, swung by me with a stately stride and disappeared in the gray gloom of the starlight. It had a broken and worm-eaten coffin on its shoulder and a bundle of something in its hand. I knew what the clack-clacking was then; it was this party's joints working together, and his elbows knocking against his sides as he walked.

I may say I was surprised. Before I could collect my thoughts and enter upon any speculations as to what this apparition might portend, I heard another one coming for I recognized his clackclack. He had two-thirds of a coffin on his shoulder, and some foot and head boards under his arm. I mightily wanted, to peer under his hood and speak to him, but when he turned and smiled upon me with his cavernous sockets and his projecting grin as he went by, I thought I would not detain him. He was hardly gone when I heard the clacking again, and another one issued from the shadowy half-light. This one was bending under a heavy gravestone, and dragging a shabby coffin after him by a string. When he got to me he gave me a steady look for a moment or two, and then rounded to and backed up to me, saying:

“Ease this down for a fellow, will you?”

I eased the gravestone down till it rested on the ground, and in doing so noticed that it bore the name of“John Baxter Copmanhurst,”with“May, 1839,”as the date of his death. Deceased sat wearily down by me, and wiped his frontal with his major maxillary—chiefly from former habit I judged, for I could not see that he brought away any perspiration.

“It is too bad, too bad,”said he, drawing the remnant of the shroud about him and leaning his jaw pensively on his hand. Then he put his left foot up on his knee and fell to scratching his anklebone absently with a rusty nail which he got out of his coffin.

“What is too bad, friend?”

“Oh, everything, everything. I almost wish I never had died.”

“You surprise me. Why do you say this?Has anything gone wrong?What is the matter?”

“Matter!Look at this shroud-rags. Look at this gravestone, all battered up. Look at that disgraceful old coffin. All a man's property going to ruin and destruction before his eyes, and ask him if anything is wrong?Fire and brimstone!”

“Calm yourself, calm yourself,”I said.“It is too bad-it is certainly too bad, but then I had not supposed that you would much mind such matters situated as you are.”

“Well, my dear sir, I do mind them. My pride is hurt, and my comfort is impaired—destroyed, I might say. I will state my case—I will put it to you in such a way that you can comprehend it, if you will let me,”said the poor skeleton, tilting the hood of his shroud back, as if he were clearing for action, and thus unconsciously giving himself a jaunty and festive air very much at variance with the grave character of his position in life—so to speak—and in prominent contrast with his distressful mood.

“Proceed,”said I.

“I reside in the shameful old graveyard a block or two above you here, in this street—there, now, I just expected that cartilage would let go!—third rib from the bottom, friend, hitch the end of it to my spine with a string, if you have got such a thing about you, though a bit of silver wire is a deal pleasanter, and more durable and becoming, if one keeps it polished—to think of shredding out and going to pieces in this way, just on account of the indifference and neglect of one's posterity!”

—and the poor ghost grated his teeth in a way that gave me a wrench and a shiver—for the effect is mightily increased by the absence of muffling flesh and cuticle.“I reside in that old graveyard, and have for these thirty years; and I tell you things are changed since I first laid this old tired frame there, and turned over, and stretched out for a long sleep, with a delicious sense upon me of being done with bother, and grief, and anxiety, and doubt, and fear, forever and ever, and listening with comfortable and increasing satisfaction to the sexton's work, from the startling clatter of his first spadeful on my coffin till it dulled away to the faint patting that shaped the roof of my new home-delicious!My!I wish you could try it tonight!”And out of my reverie deceased fetched me a rattling slap with a bony hand.

“Yes, sir, thirty years ago I laid me down there, and was happy. For it was out in the country then—out in the breezy, flowery, grand old woods, and the lazy winds gossiped with the leaves, and the squirrels capered over us and around us, and the creeping things visited us, and the birds filled the tranquil solitude with music. Ah, it was worth ten years of a man's life to be dead then!”



“Everything was pleasant. I was in a good neighborhood, for all the dead people that lived near me belonged to the best families in the city. Our posterity appeared to think the world of us. They kept our graves in the very best condition; the fences were always in faultless repair, head-boards were kept painted or whitewashed, and were replaced with new ones as soon as they began to look rusty or decayed; monuments were kept upright, railings intact and bright, the rose-bushes and shrubbery trimmed, trained, and free from blemish, the walks clean and smooth and graveled. But that day is gone by. Our descendants have forgotten us. My grandson lives in a stately house built with money made by these old hands of mine, and I sleep in a neglected grave with invading vermin that gnaw my shroud to build them nests withal!I and friends that lie with me founded and secured the prosperity of this fine city, and the stately bantling of our loves leaves us to rot in a dilapidated cemetery which neighbors curse and strangers scoff at.”

“See the difference between the old time and this—for instance: Our graves are all caved in now; our head-boards have rotted away and tumbled down; our railings reel this way and that, with one foot in the air, after a fashion of unseemly levity; our monuments lean wearily, and our gravestones bow their heads discouraged; there be no adornments any more—no roses, nor shrubs, nor graveled walks, nor anything that is a comfort to the eye; and even the paintless old board fence that did make a show of holding us sacred from companionship with beasts and the defilement of heedless feet, has tottered till it overhangs the street, and only advertises the presence of our dismal restingplace and invites yet more derision to it.”

And now we cannot hide our poverty and tatters in the friendly woods, for the city has stretched its withering arms abroad and taken us in, and all that remains of the cheer of our old home is the cluster of lugubrious forest trees that stand, bored and weary of a city life, with their feet in our coffins, looking into the hazy distance and wishing they were there. I tell you it is disgraceful!

“You begin to comprehend—you begin to see how it is. While our descendants are living sumptuously on our money, right around us in the city, we have to fight hard to keep skull and bones together. Bless you, there isn't a grave in our cemetery that doesn't leak not one. Every time it rains in the night we have to climb out and roost in the trees and sometimes we are wakened suddenly by the chilly water trickling down the back of our necks. Then I tell you there is a general heaving up of old graves and kicking over of old monuments, and scampering of old skeletons for the trees!Bless me, if you had gone along there some such nights after twelve you might have seen as many as fifteen of us roosting on one limb, with our joints rattling drearily and the wind wheezing through our ribs!Many a time we have perched there for three or four dreary hours, and then come down, stiff and chilled through and drowsy, and borrowed each other's skulls to bail out our graves with—if you will glance up in my mouth now as I tilt my head back, you can see that my head-piece is half full of old dry sediment how top-heavy and stupid it makes me sometimes!”

“Yes, sir, many a time if you had happened to come along just before the dawn you'd have caught us bailing out the graves and hanging our shrouds on the fence to dry. Why, I had an elegant shroud stolen from there one morning—think a party by the name of Smith took it, that resides in a plebeian graveyard over yonder—I think so because the first time I ever saw him he hadn't anything on but a check shirt, and the last time I saw him, which was at a social gathering in the new cemetery, he was the best-dressed corpse in the company—and it is a significant fact that he left when he saw me.”

“And presently an old woman from here missed her coffin—she generally took it with her when she went anywhere, because she was liable to take cold and bring on the spasmodic rheumatism that originally killed her if she exposed herself to the night air much. She was named Hotchkiss—Anna Matilda Hotchkiss—you might know her?She has two upper front teeth, is tall, but a good deal inclined to stoop, one rib on the left side gone, has one shred of rusty hair hanging from the left side of her head, and one little tuft just above and a little forward of her right ear, has her underjaw wired on one side where it had worked loose, small bone of left forearm gone—lost in a fight has a kind of swagger in her gait and a‘gallus’way of going with: her arms akimbo and her nostrils in the air has been pretty free and easy, and is all damaged and battered up till she looks like a queensware crate in ruins—maybe you have met her?”

“God forbid!”I involuntarily ejaculated, for somehow I was not looking for that form of question, and it caught me a little off my guard. But I hastened to make amends for my rudeness, and say,“I simply meant I had not had the honor—for I would not deliberately speak discourteously of a friend of yours. You were saying that you were robbed—and it was a shame, too—but it appears by what is left of the shroud you have on that it was a costly one in its day. How did...”

A most ghastly expression began to develop among the decayed features and shriveled integuments of my guest's face, and I was beginning to grow uneasy and distressed, when he told me he was only working up a deep, smile, with a wink in it, to suggest that about the time he acquired his present garment a ghost in a neighboring cemetery missed one.

This reassured me, but I begged him to confine himself to speech thenceforth, because his facial expression was uncertain. Even with the most elaborate care it was liable to miss fire. Smiling should especially be avoided. What he might honestly consider a shining success was likely to strike me in a very different light. I said I liked to see a skeleton cheerful, even decorously playful, but I did not think smiling was a skeleton's best hold.

“Yes, friend,”said the poor skeleton,“the facts are just as I have given them to you. Two of these old graveyards—the one that I resided in and one further along have been deliberately neglected by our descendants of today until there is no occupying them any longer. Aside from the osteological discomfort of it—and that is no light matter this rainy weather—the present state of things is ruinous to property. We have got to move or be content to see our effects wasted away and utterly destroyed.”

“Now, you will hardly believe it, but it is true, nevertheless, that there isn't a single coffin in good repair among all my acquaintance—now that is an absolute fact. I do not refer to low people who come in a pine box mounted on an express-wagon, but I am talking about your high-toned, silver-mounted burial-case, your monumental sort, that travel under black plumes at the head of a procession and have choice of cemetery lots—I mean folks like the Jarvises, and the Bledsoes and the Burlings, and such. They are all about ruined.”



The most substantial people in our set, they were. And now look at them—utterly used up and poverty-stricken. One of the Bledsoes actually traded his monument to a late barkeeper for some fresh shavings to put under his head. I tell you it speaks volumes, for there is nothing a corpse takes so much pride in as his monument. He loves to read the inscription. He comes after a while to believe what it says himself, and then you may see him sitting on the fence night after night enjoying it. Epitaphs are cheap, and they do a poor chap a world of good after he is dead, especially if he had hard luck while he was alive. I wish they were used more. Now I don't complain, but confidentially I do think it was a little shabby in my descendants to give me nothing but this old slab of a gravestone—and all the more that there isn't a compliment on it. It used to have:

“‘GONE TO HIS JUST REWARD’”

“On it, and I was proud when I first saw it, but by and by I noticed that whenever an old friend of mine came along he would hook his chin on the railing and pull a long face and read along down till he came to that, and then he would chuckle to himself and walk off, looking satisfied and comfortable. So I scratched it off to get rid of those fools. But a dead man always takes a deal of pride in his monument.”

“Yonder goes half a dozen of the Jarvises now, with the family monument along. And Smithers and some hired specters went by with his awhile ago. Hello, Higgins, good-by, old friend!That's Meredith Higgins—died in‘44—belongs to our set in the cemetery—fine old family—great-grand mother was an Injun—I am on the most familiar terms with him he didn't hear me was the reason he didn't answer me. And I am sorry, too, because I would have liked to introduce you. You would admire him. He is the most disjointed, sway-backed, and generally distorted old skeleton you ever saw, but he is full of fun. When he laughs it sounds like rasping two stones together, and he always starts it off with a cheery screech like raking a nail across a window-pane.”

“Hey, Jones!That is old Columbus Jones—shroud cost four hundred dollars entire trousseau, including monument, twentyseven hundred. This was in the spring of 1926.It was enormous style for those days. Dead people came all the way from the Alleghanies to see his things—the party that occupied the grave next to mine remembers it well. Now do you see that individual going along with a piece of a head-board under his arm, one legbone below his knee gone, and not a thing in the world on?That is Barstow Dalhousie, and next to Columbus Jones he was the most sumptuously outfitted person that ever entered our cemetery.”

“We are all leaving. We cannot tolerate the treatment we are receiving at the hands of our descendants. They open new cemeteries, but they leave us to our ignominy. They mend the streets, but they never mend anything that is about us or belongs to us. Look at that coffin of mine—yet I tell you in its day it was a piece of furniture that would have attracted attention in any drawing-room in this city. You may have it if you want it—I can't afford to repair it. Put a new bottom in her, and part of a new top, and a bit of fresh lining along the left side, and you'll find her about as comfortable as any receptacle of her species you ever tried.”

“No thanks no, don't mention it you have been civil to me, and I would give you all the property I have got before I would seem ungrateful. Now this winding-sheet is a kind of a sweet thing in its way, if you would like to—No?Well, just as you say, but I wished to be fair and liberal there's nothing mean about me. Goodby, friend, I must be going. I may have a good way to go tonight—don't know. I only know one thing for certain, and that is that I am on the emigrant trail now, and I'll never sleep in that crazy old cemetery again. I will travel till I fiend respectable quarters, if I have to hoof it to New Jersey. All the boys are going. It was decided in public conclave, last night, to emigrate, and by the time the sun rises there won't be a bone left in our old habitations. Such cemeteries may suit my surviving friends, but they do not suit the remains that have the honor to make these remarks. My opinion is the general opinion. If you doubt it, go and see how the departing ghosts upset things before they started. They were almost riotous in their demonstrations of distaste.”

“Hello, here are some of the Bledsoes, and if you will give me a lift with this tombstone I guess I will join company and jog along with them—mighty respectable old family, the Bledsoes, and used to always come out in six-horse hearses and all that sort of thing fifty years ago when I walked these streets in daylight. Goodby, friend.”

And with his gravestone on his shoulder he joined the grisly procession, dragging his damaged coffin after him, for notwithstanding he pressed it upon me so earnestly, I utterly refused his hospitality. I suppose that for as much as two hours these sad outcasts went clacking by, laden with their dismal effects, and all that time I sat pitying them.

One or two of the youngest and least dilapidated among them inquired about midnight trains on the railways, but the rest seemed unacquainted with that mode of travel, and merely asked about common public roads to various towns and cities, some of which are not on the map now, and vanished from it and from the earth as much as thirty years ago, and some few of them never had existed anywhere but on maps, and private ones in realestate agencies at that. And they asked about the condition of the cemeteries in these towns and cities, and about the reputation the citizens bore as to reverence for the dead.

This whole matter interested me deeply, and likewise compelled my sympathy for these homeless ones. And it all seeming real, and I not knowing it was a dream, I mentioned to one shrouded wanderer an idea that had entered my head to publish an account of this curious and very sorrowful exodus, but said also that I could not describe it truthfully, and just as it occurred, without seeming to trifle with a grave subject and exhibit an irreverence for the dead that would shock and distress their surviving friends. But this bland and stately remnant of a former citizen leaned him far over my gate and whispered in my ear, and said:

“Do not let that disturb you. The community that can stand such graveyards as those we are emigrating from can stand anything a body can say about the neglected and forsaken dead that lie in them.”

At that very moment a cock crowed, and the weird procession vanished and left not a shred or a bone behind. I awoke, and found myself lying with my head out of the bed and“sagging”downward considerably—a position favorable to dreaming dreams with morals in them, maybe, but not poetry.

NOTE.—The reader is assured that if the cemeteries in his town are kept in good order, this Dream is not leveled at his town at all, but is leveled particularly and venomously at the next town.
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猴爪 The Monkey's Paw

【英】W.W.雅各布斯

一

这是一个阴冷的夜晚，但是在拉波诺姆·维拉镇的一间拉着窗帘的小客厅里，炉火正旺，父亲和儿子正在下棋。由于父亲误将王放到一个不必要的危险境地，棋局形势逆转，就连在火炉边静静织毛衣的白发老太太也过来评论了。

“听这风声，”怀特先生说，他看着这一步错棋导致满盘皆输的形势，试图用亲昵来转移儿子的注意力，不让他发现。

“我正听着呢。”儿子说道，冷冷地看着棋盘，伸出手，“将！”

“我实在不相信他今晚会来。”父亲说着，泰然自若地手把放在棋盘上方。

“将！”儿子又说。

“住得这么偏远真是糟糕极了。”怀特先生突然出人意料地发作起来。“在所有住过的荒芜、泥泞、偏僻的地方中，这里是最糟的。院里的小路像个泥塘，而外面的大路就是一条洪流。真不知道人们是怎么想的，我看哪，因为路边只有两座房子是提供出租的了，所以他们认为没有关系吧。”

“没关系，亲爱的。”他的妻子安慰道，“或许下一盘你就会赢的。”

怀特先生猛地抬起头，恰好看到母子互递眼色。他不好意思说下去了，那稀疏的灰胡须中隐藏着心虚的笑。

“他来了。”赫伯特·怀特说道。同时，大门“砰”地一声关上了，紧跟着，有沉重的脚步走近屋门口。

老头怀特急忙殷勤地站起来，打开门，向刚到的客人表示欢迎，来人也问候了他。当一个高大结实、眼睛炯炯有神、面色红润的男子跟着她丈夫走进屋子里，怀特太太不禁发出“啧啧”声，并轻轻咳嗽着。

“军士长莫里斯。”怀特先生向家人介绍着来客。

军士长和他们握了握手，就坐到火炉边的椅子上了，满意地看着大家。这时，主人拿出了威士忌和酒杯，火炉上还有一个黄铜小水壶。

三杯酒后，莫里斯的眼睛更明亮了，他开始侃侃而谈，一家人满怀热情、兴致勃勃地注视着这位远道而来的客人。他在椅子上挺了挺宽阔的肩膀，便说起了那些奇异的景观和英勇的事迹、战争和瘟疫，还有稀奇古怪的民族。

“21年了，”怀特先生说着，向他的妻子和儿子点点头，“他走的时候还只是货栈里一个又瘦又高的小伙子，现在，你再看看他！”

“他看上去没受多少罪。”怀特太太礼貌地说。

“我真想去趟印度。”老头说，“就去那儿看看，你知道的。”

“还是你们这儿好。”军士长说，他摇摇头，放下空玻璃杯，轻声叹了口气，又摇摇头。

“我想看看那些古老的寺院、托钵僧和杂耍师。”老头说，“那天你跟我说的关于一只猴爪还是什么的，是怎么回事呀，莫里斯？”

“没什么，”那个军人慌忙地说，“没有什么可听的。”

“猴爪？”怀特太太好奇地问。

“噢！就是你们或许会称作巫术的东西。”军士长立即说。

他的三位听众都向他这边靠了过来，眼睛里全都透着渴望。他茫然地将空杯放到嘴边，又放下。主人马上为他斟满。

“看看吧，”军士长说，在衣袋里摸索着，“只不过是一只普通的小爪子，都干瘪了。”

他从衣袋里掏出一个东西向前一递，怀特太太立刻厌嫌地缩回身子，但他的儿子接了过来，好奇而仔细地看起来。

“有什么奇特之处吗？”怀特先生一边问，一边从儿子的手里拿过来，仔细看了看，然后把它放在了桌子上。

“一个托钵僧在它上面施了一道咒语，”军士长说，“一个真正的圣人，他想告诉我们，命运主宰着人们的生活，而那些妨碍它的人只会痛苦万分。他将一道咒语施在这个上面，能让三个不同的人用它实现各自的三个心愿。”

他的神态是那样威严，以至于他的听众意识到，自己的轻笑声有点儿刺耳。

“那么，你自己为什么不许三个心愿呢，先生？”赫伯特·怀特问道。

军人用中年人看那些自以为是的年轻人的惯常目光注视着他。“我许了。”他平静地说，布满斑点的脸色霎时变得苍白。

“那你真的实现了那三个心愿？”怀特太太问。

“是的。”军士长说，杯子碰到了他坚硬的牙齿。

“有没有其他人许过心愿？”老太太问道。

“是的，第一个人提了他的三个心愿，”他答道，“我不知他许的前两个愿望是什么，但第三个是求死，而我就因此得到了这只爪子。”

他的语调很沉重，大家沉默不语。

最后，老头开口说道：“既然你实现了三个心愿，那它现在对你就毫无用处了。那么，莫里斯，你还留着它做什么？”

军人摇了摇头，“大概是我对它还存有幻想吧。”他慢慢地说。

“如果你再许三个心愿，”老头眼睛渴望地望着他，说道，“还能不能兑现？”

“我不知道。”军人说，“我不知道。”



他拿起这只爪子，将它悬荡在食指与拇指之间，突然，他把它扔到了火炉里。怀特轻声叫了一下，俯身抢了出来。

“最好把它烧了。”军士长严肃地说。

“如果你不想要，莫里斯，”怀特先生说，“就给我吧。”

“不行。”他的朋友坚决地说，“我已经把它扔到火里了。如果你想要它，以后发生什么事就别怪我。做个聪明人，把它扔回火里吧。”

老头摇摇头，非常仔细地看着新得到的东西，“怎么使用它呢？”他询问道。

“用右手举着它，并大声地说出你的心愿。”军士长说，“但我警告你，后果自负。”

“听上去就像《天方夜谭》。”怀特太太说着，便站起来去准备晚饭，“难道你不认为应该许愿让我长出四双手吗？”

她的丈夫把这个神物从口袋里掏出来。军士长的脸上流露出惊恐的神色，抓住他的手臂。一家三口突然大笑起来。

“如果你一定要提心愿，”他粗声粗气地说，“就提些明智的。”怀特先生把它放回衣袋里，摆好座椅，示意他的朋友去桌边。吃晚饭时，那神物几乎被他们遗忘了，后来三位听众又沉迷于军士长在印度探险的第二个故事中了。

为了赶上最后一班火车，客人告辞了。赫伯特关上门，说：“如果猴爪的故事还没有他告诉我们的其他事情真实，那么我们就不会凭它得到什么。”

“他爸，为了得到这个猴爪，你给他什么东西了？”怀特太太紧盯着她的丈夫，问道。

“一点儿小意思，”他说，脸有些红。“他不要，我让他拿着。他又坚持让我扔掉那东西。”

“很可信。”赫伯特说，假装恐惧。“我们为什么不能拥有富贵、名望和幸福呢？爸爸，祈求当皇帝吧，开始吧，那样你就不会再害怕妈妈了。”

他绕着桌子飞奔，被惹怒了的怀特太太拿着一个沙发套在他后面追赶着。

怀特先生从衣袋里拿出猴爪，怀疑地看了看它。“我不知道许什么心愿，也不知道那些话是不是真的，”他慢慢地说，“对我来说，我似乎已经得到所有想要的东西了。”“如果你还清房贷了，你会很高兴的，不是吗？”赫伯特说，把手搁在他的肩上。“好吧，就许愿要200英镑，看是否会实现。”



他的父亲因自己的轻信而惭愧地微笑着，于是举起那个神物。他的儿子脸色庄严，但这种庄严很快就被他向母亲眨眼的表情破坏了。怀特太太正坐在钢琴旁，弹出几个激动的和音。

“我要200英镑。”老头清清楚楚地说。

一串动听的音符随着这句话从钢琴里传来，却突然被老头毛骨悚然的一声大叫打断了。他的妻子和儿子向他跑去。

“它动了！”他叫道，厌恶地瞟了一眼地上的那个东西。“当我许愿时，它在我的手里像蛇一样扭动。”

“啊，但我没看到钱啊。”他儿子说，捡起它放到桌上，“我打赌我永远都不会看到。”

“那是你的幻觉，他爸。”他的妻子说道，不安地看着他。

他摇摇头：“不要紧。没受什么伤，不过，我还是吓了一跳。”

他们重新在火炉边坐下，两个男人抽完了他们的烟斗。外面的风比先前更猛了，楼上的一扇门“砰”地一声关上，老头开始紧张起来。一种不寻常的静寂和压抑笼罩在三个人的身上，直到老两口起身去睡觉。

“我希望你会发现床上有一大袋钱，”赫伯特向他们道晚安时说，“当你们把不义之财装入腰包的时候，可怕的东西就会蹲在衣柜顶上看着。”

他独自一人在黑暗中坐着，盯着渐渐熄灭的炉火，火光中出现了许多张脸孔，最后一张脸特别吓人，很像猿猴，他不禁看愣了。那张脸变得逼真起来，还带着一丝不自在的笑。他在桌上摸着杯子，想用水把火浇灭，手却抓到了那只猴爪，他战栗地在外衣上擦了擦手，上床去了。

二

次日早上，冬天的阳光照射在早餐桌上时，赫伯特为自己的畏惧感到好笑。屋内充满了昨晚没有的寻常而又平安的气息，那个肮脏、枯萎的小爪被漫不经心地放在餐具柜上，预示着没有人相信它的功效。

“我想，所有的老兵都一样。”怀特太太说，“这些胡说八道怎么能相信！短短几天的时间怎么可能让这个愿望变成现实？如果真的实现了，200英镑又怎么会害你呢，他爸？”

“也许会从半空中掉到他的脑袋上。”轻佻的赫伯特说。

“莫里斯说这些事情会自然而然地发生。”他父亲说，“以至于你们还认为祈求的结果不过是一种巧合罢了。”

“好吧，在我回来之前，别动那笔钱。”赫伯特说着便从桌边站起来，“我怕它会使你变成一个自私贪婪的人，那么我们就与你脱离关系。”

他的母亲笑了，跟他走到门口。目送他上了路，然后回到早餐桌边，一想到丈夫的轻信，她便开心地笑了起来。但是，这些并没有阻止她在邮差敲门时匆匆跑去开门。当她发现寄来的是一张裁缝的账单时，她也没忘记简短地问及那位嗜酒的退役军士长。

“我想，赫伯特回家时，会说更多俏皮话的。”他们吃午餐时，她说道。

“我敢说，”怀特先生说着，并给自己倒了些啤酒，“尽管如此，那个东西在我的手里真的动了，我敢发誓。”

“你在胡思乱想。”老妇人安慰地说道。

“我说的是真的，”老头子回答道。“不是乱想的。我刚——怎么了？”

他的妻子没有回答他，她正看外面一个神秘的人来回走动，并犹豫地窥视着这间屋子，看上去似乎在努力下决心进屋来似的。她注意到这个陌生人衣着讲究，戴着崭新的有光泽的丝帽，她立刻联想到那200英镑。他在大门口停留了三次，然后又走开了。第四次，他站住，手放在门上，突然下定决心似的推开门，走到院内的小道。怀特太太与此同时也将手伸到身后，匆忙解开围裙带子，把它放在椅垫底下。

她带着陌生人走进屋里。来人看上去似乎心神不宁，他暗暗地盯着她，心事重重地听着老太太为屋内的寒酸、她丈夫的外套以及他平时做园艺时穿的简陋的衣服表示的歉意。然后，她以女性特有的耐心等待他开口说明来意，但从一开始，他就奇怪地保持着沉默。

“我——是受命前来造访的。”他最后终于说道，弯腰从他的裤子上取下一块棉花，“我来自莫乌-麦金斯公司。”

老太太惊声说：“有什么事吗？”她屏住呼吸问道，“赫伯特出事了？什么事？什么事？”

她的丈夫插嘴道：“哎，他妈。”他焦急地说：“坐下，别急于下结论。你没带来坏消息吧，我相信，先生。”他急切地注视着对方。

“我很抱歉——”来人说道。

“他受伤了吗？”母亲焦急地问道。来人沉默地低下头。“非常严重，”他平静地说，“不过，他没有一点儿痛苦。”

“哦，感谢上帝！”老太太说，双手紧紧握着，“感谢上帝！感谢——”

她一下子明白了这句话的意思，突然停止了说话，而且在对方转开的脸上，她的担心得到了可怕的证实。她感到窒息，转向反应迟钝的丈夫，把颤抖的手放在他的手上。在很长一段时间里，屋子里的三个人都没说话。

“他被卷到机器里了。”来人最后低声说道。

“卷进机器里了。”怀特先生恍惚地重复道，“是的。”

他面无表情地盯着窗外，将妻子的手抓到自己的双手之间紧紧握着，就像四十年前，他们相爱的时候一样。

“他是我们唯一的孩子。”他说，轻轻地转向来人，“这太残酷了。”

对方咳嗽着站了起来，慢慢走向窗边。“公司希望我，就你们所遭受的巨大损失向你们转达他们真挚的同情。”他说，并没有观望四周，“我请求你们能理解，我只不过是他们的雇员，仅仅是在服从命令。”



他没有得到任何回应。老太太脸色煞白，眼神发直，似乎都听不见她的呼吸声。而她丈夫的脸色，看上去与他的朋友军士长第一次被送上战场时一样。

“我要说的是——莫乌-麦金斯公司不愿承担任何责任。”对方继续说，“他们认为公司没有任何责任。不过，考虑到你们儿子的贡献，他们想给你们一笔补偿金。”

怀特先生放下妻子的手，站起来，眼神恐怖地盯着来人。他干燥的嘴唇里挤出几个字：“多少钱？”

“200英镑。”对方回答。

老头无力地微笑起来，他似乎没有听到妻子的尖叫。他像盲人一样伸出手，又垂了下来，毫无知觉地倒在地上，地上掉了一堆钱。

三

老两口把他们死去的儿子埋葬在一个大约两英里外的巨大新墓场里，然后回到了阴暗沉寂的屋子。这一切来得太突然了，一开始他们不相信这是真的，依然期待着别的事情发生，从而减轻重负。对年老的心而言，这负担太沉重了。

日子一天天过去，期待渐渐变成绝望，两位老人变得麻木不仁，有时会叫错对方的名字，有时则相对无言，几乎一言不发。因为他们现在没什么可说的，日子漫长得让他们难以忍受。

大约一星期后，一天夜里，老头突然醒来，伸出手，发现那边的床是空的。室内一片漆黑，窗边传来压抑的哭泣声，他从床上坐起来倾听着。

“回来吧，”他温和地说，“你会着凉的。”

“儿子会更冷的。”老太太说着，又抽噎起来。

她的哭泣声在他的耳边渐渐消失。床很暖和，睡意使他的眼皮非常沉重。他断断续续地打着盹，直到他妻子突然惊叫一声，发出疯狂的呼喊，他才醒了过来。

“猴爪！”她疯狂地喊道，“那只猴爪！”

他惊恐地抬起身：“哪里？它在哪里？怎么了？”

她跌跌撞撞地穿过房间向他走过来。“我想要它，”她平静地说，“你没毁掉它吧？”

“它在客厅里，在餐具柜上。”他答道，感到惊讶，“你要做什么？”

她悲喜交加，俯身在他的脸颊上吻了一下。

“我刚刚才想到它。”她大声说着，“为什么我以前没想到？为什么你没想到它？”

“想到什么？”他问。

“另外两个心愿。”她迅速地说着，“我们只提了一个。”

“那还不够吗？”他愤怒地问。

“不，”她得意地叫道，“我们还能再提一个。下去，快把它拿来，祈求咱们的儿子复活。”

老头坐在床上，四肢发抖地掀开被子。“仁慈的上帝，你疯了！”他惊骇地叫道。

她喘着气，大声说，“快拿过来，祈求上帝——哦，我的孩子，我的孩子！”

她的丈夫划了一根火柴点燃蜡烛。“回到床上去。”他有点儿犹豫地说，“你不知道你在说什么。”

“我们的第一个愿望实现了。”老太太兴奋地说，“为什么不提第二个？”

“那不过是巧合！”老头结结巴巴地说道。

“去拿来求呀。”他妻子叫道，激动得颤抖起来。

老头转身注视着她，声音颤抖了：“他已经死了十天了，而且他——我不想告诉你别的——我只能凭借他的衣服认出他。如果他的样子让你觉得很可怕，那该怎么办？”

“带他回来。”老太太叫道，拖他到门口。“你难道以为我会害怕自己养大的孩子？”

他在黑暗中走下楼来，摸索到客厅，再到壁炉。那神物果然在原处。他感到极度恐惧，想到那个未说出的、把他残缺不全的儿子带到面前的愿望，他就恨不得逃出这个屋子。想着想着，他找不到门口的方向了。他呼吸急促，眉上冒着冷汗，感到自己正在绕着桌子兜圈。于是，他摸索着墙走。直到发现自己在小过道里，手里拿着那个讨厌的东西。

他进卧室时，他妻子的脸色好像变了，苍白而又有所期待，似乎以一种异乎寻常的眼光望着那个东西，他有点儿怕她了。

“许愿呀！”她叫道，声音坚决。

“这真是又愚蠢又邪恶！”他颤抖着说道。

“许愿！”他妻子重复道。

他举起手：“我祈求我的儿子复活。”

那个神物掉到地上，他以一种充满恐惧的眼神注视着它，然后战栗着让自己的身体陷进一把椅子里。老太太却两眼通红，走到窗边拉开窗帘。

他坐在那儿，只觉得凉意逼人，时不时地，他也会瞥一眼盯着窗外的老太太的身影。蜡烛已经烧到尽头，火苗在陶瓷烛台的边缘跳动，把影子投在天花板和墙壁上，闪出一个较大的火花之后便熄灭了。本着一种对神物失灵的无可言状的宽慰感，他回到了床上。一两分钟后，老太太一言不发地上了床，躺在他身旁。



两个人都没有说话，他们静静地躺着，听着钟的滴答声。楼梯嘎吱一响，一只吱吱叫着的老鼠急匆匆地跑过墙。沉重的黑暗压得人难以喘息，躺了一会儿，他鼓起勇气，拿了一盒火柴，划着一根，下楼去点蜡烛。

走到楼梯脚，火柴熄了，他停下来又划一根。就在这时，从大门口传来一阵敲门声，轻微而又隐秘，几乎无法听见。

火柴滑落掉在过道里。他站着不敢动，屏息倾听。敲门声再度响起。他急速转身逃回卧室，关上身后的门。第三下敲门声响彻了整座房子。

“是什么？”老太太惊叫起来，猛然起身。

“一只老鼠。”老头用颤抖的声音说，“一只老鼠，在楼梯上从我的身边跑过。”

他的妻子坐在床上听着，又一下重重的敲门声响彻了整座房子。

“是赫伯特！”她尖叫道，“是赫伯特！”

她奔向门口，但她的丈夫已经抢在她的前面，抓住了她的手臂，紧紧抓着她。



“你想干什么？”他声音嘶哑地低声问。

“是我的孩子，是赫伯特！”她叫道，机械地反抗着，“我忘记坟墓离这里有两英里远了，你抓住我干什么？让我去，我一定要开门！”

“看在上帝的份儿上，别让他进来。”老头颤抖地叫道。

“你难道怕自己的儿子？”她叫着，挣扎着，“让我去。我来了，赫伯特，我来了！”

敲门声又响了一下，接着又是一下，老太太突然猛力挣脱，从卧室跑了出去。她丈夫追了几步，恳求地叫着她，她却飞快地冲下楼。他听到链锁嘎啦嘎啦的声音，她正缓慢地、不灵活地从插座中拔门闩。他听到老太太紧张的喘息声。

“门闩，”她嚷着，“你下来，我拉不开！”

但是，她的丈夫这时正手忙脚乱在地板上急急地摸索，寻找那只爪子。他一心想着，如果在外边那个东西进来之前找到它，就能得救了。又一连串猛烈的敲门声回荡在整座房子里，他听到链锁的刮擦声，他的妻子正把它从门上拆下来，他还听到门闩正嘎吱作响地慢慢往外移动。正在这时，他发现了猴爪，慌张地喊出他第三个，也是最后一个心愿。

敲门声戛然而止，回声还在屋子里回荡，他听到链锁拽掉了，门打开了，一股寒风冲上楼梯，他的妻子发出了一声长长的、失望而又痛苦的哭喊声。妻子的惨叫使他鼓足勇气跑下楼，来到大门外妻子的身旁，却发现四周空荡荡的。他见到的只有对面闪烁的街灯，以及灯光下那条寂静而又荒凉的大路。

I

Without, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlour of Laburnam Villa the blinds were drawn and the fire burned brightly. Father and son were at chess, the former, who possessed ideas about the game involving radical changes, putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary perils that it even provoked comment from the white-haired old lady knitting placidly by the fire.

“Hark at the wind,”said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake after it was too late, was amiably desirous of preventing his son from seeing it.

“I'm listening,”said the latter, grimly surveying the board as he stretched out his hand.“Check.”

“I should hardly think that he'd come tonight,”said his father, with his hand poised over the board.

“Mate,”replied the son.

“That's the worst of living so far out,”bawled Mr. White, with sudden and unlooked-for violence;“of all the beastly, slushy, out-of-the-way places to live in, this is the worst. Pathway's a bog, and the road's a torrent. I don't know what people are thinking about. I suppose because only two houses on the road are let, they think it doesn't matter.”

“Never mind, dear,”said his wife soothingly;“perhaps you'll win the next one.”

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a knowing glance between mother and son. The words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin grey beard.

“There he is,”said Herbert White, as the gate banged to loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the door.

The old man rose with hospitable haste, and opening the door, was heard condoling with the new arrival. The new arrival also condoled with himself, so that Mrs. White said,“Tut, tut!”and coughed gently as her husband entered the room, followed by a tall burly man, beady of eye and rubicund of visage.

“Sergeant-Major Morris,”he said, introducing him.

The sergeant-major shook hands, and taking the proffered seat by the fire, watched contentedly while his host got out whisky and tumblers and stood a small copper kettle on the fire.

At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little family circle regarding with eager interest this visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad shoulders in the chair and spoke of strange scenes and doughty deeds; of wars and plagues and strange peoples.

“Twenty-one years of it,”said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son.“When he went away he was a slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look at him.”

“He don't look to have taken much harm,”said Mrs. White, politely.

“I'd like to go to India myself,”said the old man,“just to look round a bit, you know.”

“Better where you are,”said the sergeant-major, shaking his head. He put down the empty glass, and sighing softly, shook it again.

“I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers,”said the old man.“What was that you started telling me the other day about a monkey's paw or something, Morris?”

“Nothing,”said the soldier hastily.“Leastways, nothing worth hearing.”

“Monkey's paw?”said Mrs. White curiously.

“Well, it's just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps,”said the sergeant-major off-handedly.

His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absentmindedly put his empty glass to his lips and then set it down again. His host filled it for him.

“To look at,”said the sergeant-major, fumbling in his pocket,“it's just an ordinary little paw, dried to a mummy.”

He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew back with a grimace, but her son, taking it, examined it curiously.

“And what is there special about it?”inquired Mr. White, as he took it from his son and, having examined it, placed it upon the table.

“It had a spell put on it by an old fakir,”said the sergeantmajor,“a very holy man. He wanted to show that fate ruled people's lives, and that those who interfered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell on it so that three separate men could each have three wishes from it.”

His manner was so impressive that his hearers were conscious that their light laughter jarred somewhat.

“Well, why don't you have three, sir?”said Herbert White cleverly.

The soldier regarded him in the way that middle age is wont to regard presumptuous youth.“I have,”he said quietly, and his blotchy face whitened.

“And did you really have the three wishes granted?”asked Mrs. White.



“I did,”said the sergeant-major, and his glass tapped against his strong teeth.

“And has anybody else wished?”inquired the old lady.

“The first man had his three wishes, yes,”was the reply.“I don't know what the first two were, but the third was for death. That's how I got the paw.”

His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group.

“If you've had your three wishes, it's no good to you now, then, Morris,”said the old man at last.“What do you keep it for?”

The soldier shook his head.“Fancy, I suppose,”he said slowly.

“If you could have another three wishes,”said the old man, eyeing him keenly,“would you have them?”

“I don't know,”said the other.“I don't know.”

He took the paw, and dangling it between his front finger and thumb, suddenly threw it upon the fire. White, with a slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off.

“Better let it burn,”said the soldier solemnly.

“If you don't want it, Morris,”said the old man,“give it to me.”

“I won't,”said his friend doggedly.“I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, don't blame me for what happens. Pitch it on the fire again, like a sensible man.”

The other shook his head and examined his new possession closely.“How do you do it?”he inquired.

“Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud,”said the sergeant-major,“but I warn you of the consequences.”

“Sounds like the Arabian Nights,”said Mrs. White, as she rose and began to set the supper.“Don't you think you might wish for four pairs of hands for me?”

Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket and then all three burst into laughter as the sergeant-major, with a look of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm.

“If you must wish,”he said gruffly,“wish for something sensible.”

Mr. White dropped it back into his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his friend to the table. In the business of supper the talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the three sat listening in an enthralled fashion to a second instalment of the soldier's adventures in India.

“If the tale about the monkey paw is not more truthful than those he has been telling us,”said Herbert, as the door closed behind their guest, just in time for him to catch the last train,“we shan't make much out of it.”

“Did you give him anything for it, father?”inquired Mrs. White, regarding her husband closely.



“A trifle,”said he, colouring slightly.“He didn't want it, but I made him take it. And he pressed me again to throw it away.”

“Likely,”said Herbert, with pretended horror.“Why, we're going to be rich, and famous, and happy. Wish to be an emperor, father, to begin with; then you can't be henpecked.”

He darted round the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed with an antimacassar.

Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously.“I don't know what to wish for, and that's a fact,”he said slowly.“It seems to me I've got all I want.”

“If you only cleared the house, you'd be quite happy, wouldn't you?”said Herbert, with his hand on his shoulder.“Well, wish for two hundred pounds, then; that'll just do it.”

His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up the talisman, as his son, with a solemn face somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, sat down at the piano and struck a few impressive chords.

“I wish for two hundred pounds,”said the old man distinctly.

A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, interrupted by a shuddering cry from the old man. His wife and son ran toward him.

“It moved,”he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on the floor.“As I wished it twisted in my hands like a snake.”

“Well, I don't see the money,”said his son, as he picked it up and placed it on the table,“and I bet I never shall.”

“It must have been your fancy, father,”said his wife, regarding him anxiously.

He shook his head.“Never mind, though; there's no harm done, but it gave me a shock all the same.”

They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. Outside, the wind was higher than ever, and the old man started nervously at the sound of a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual and depressing settled upon all three, which lasted until the old couple rose to retire for the night.

“I expect you'll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the middle of your bed,”said Herbert, as he bade them good night,“and something horrible squatting up on top of the wardrobe watching you as you pocket your illgotten gains.”

He sat alone in the darkness, gazing at the dying fire, and seeing faces in it. The last face was so horrible and so simian that he gazed at it in amazement. It got so vivid that, with a little uneasy laugh, he felt on the table for a glass containing a little water to throw over it. His hand grasped the monkey's paw, and with a little shiver he wiped his hand on his coat and went up to bed.

II

In the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed over the breakfast table Herbert laughed at his fears. There was an air of prosaic wholesomeness about the room which it had lacked on the previous night, and the dirty, shrivelled little paw was pitched on the sideboard with a carelessness which betokened no great belief in its virtues.

“I suppose all old soldiers are the same,”said Mrs White.“The idea of our listening to such nonsense!How could wishes be granted in these days?And if they could, how could two hundred pounds hurt you, father?”

“Might drop on his head from the sky,”said the frivolous Herbert.

“Morris said the things happened so naturally,”said his father,“that you might if you so wished attribute it to coincidence.”

“Well, don't break into the money before I come back,”said Herbert, as he rose from the table.“I'm afraid it'll turn you into a mean, avaricious man, and we shall have to disown you.”

His mother laughed, and following him to the door, watched him down the road, and returning to the breakfast table, was very happy at the expense of her husband's credulity. All of which did not prevent her from scurrying to the door at the postman's knock, nor prevent her from referring somewhat shortly to retired sergeant-majors of bibulous habits when she found that the post brought a tailor's bill.

“Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, when he comes home,”she said, as they sat at dinner.

“I dare say,”said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer;“but for all that, the thing moved in my hand; that I'll swear to.”

“You thought it did,”said the old lady soothingly.

“I say it did,”replied the other.“There was no thought about it; I had just—What's the matter?”

His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious movements of a man outside, who, peering in an undecided fashion at the house, appeared to be trying to make up his mind to enter. In mental connection with the two hundred pounds, she noticed that the stranger was well dressed and wore a silk hat of glossy newness. Three times he paused at the gate, and then walked on again. The fourth time he stood with his hand upon it, and then with sudden resolution flung it open and walked up the path. Mrs. White at the same moment placed her hands behind her, and hurriedly unfastening the strings of her apron, put that useful article of apparel beneath the cushion of her chair.

She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into the room. He gazed at her furtively, and listened in a preoccupied fashion as the old lady apologized for the appearance of the room, and her husband's coat, a garment which he usually reserved for the garden. She then waited as patiently as her sex would permit, for him to broach his business, but he was at first strangely silent.

“I—was asked to call,”he said at last, and stooped and picked a piece of cotton from his trousers.“I come from Maw and Meggins.”

The old lady started.“Is anything the matter?”she asked breathlessly.“Has anything happened to Herbert?What is it?What is it?”

Her husband interposed.“There, there, mother,”he said hastily.“Sit down, and don't jump to conclusions. You've not brought bad news, I'm sure, sir.”and he eyed the other wistfully.

“I'm sorry...”began the visitor.

“Is he hurt?”demanded the mother.

The visitor bowed in assent.“Badly hurt,”he said quietly,“but he is not in any pain.”

“Oh, thank God!”said the old woman, clasping her hands.“Thank God for that!Thank...”

She broke off suddenly as the sinister meaning of the assurance dawned upon her and she saw the awful confirmation of her fears in the other's averted face. She caught her breath, and turning to her slower-witted husband, laid her trembling old hand upon his. There was a long silence.

“He was caught in the machinery,”said the visitor at length, in a low voice.

“Caught in the machinery,”repeated Mr. White, in a dazed fashion,“yes.”

He sat staring blankly out at the window, and taking his wife's hand between his own, pressed it as he had been wont to do in their old courting days nearly forty years before.

“He was the only one left to us,”he said, turning gently to the visitor.“It is hard.”

The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the window.“The firm wished me to convey their sincere sympathy with you in your great loss,”he said, without looking round.“I beg that you will understand I am only their servant and merely obeying orders.”

There was no reply; the old woman's face was white, her eyes staring, and her breath inaudible; on the husband's face was a look such as his friend the sergeant might have carried into his first action.



“I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all responsibility,”continued the other.“They admit no liability at all, but in consideration of your son's services they wish to present you with a certain sum as compensation.”

Mr. White dropped his wife's hand, and rising to his feet, gazed with a look of horror at his visitor. His dry lips shaped the words,“How much?”

“Two hundred pounds,”was the answer.

Unconscious of his wife's shriek, the old man smiled faintly, put out his hands like a sightless man, and dropped, a senseless heap, to the floor.

III

In the huge new cemetery, some two miles distant, the old people buried their dead, and came back to a house steeped in shadow and silence. It was all over so quickly that at first they could hardly realize it, and remained in a state of expectation as though of something else to happen—something else which was to lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear.

But the days passed, and expectation gave place to resignation—the hopeless resignation of the old, sometimes miscalled, apathy. Sometimes they hardly exchanged a word, for now they had nothing to talk about, and their days were long to weariness.

It was about a week after that that the old man, waking suddenly in the night, stretched out his hand and found himself alone. The room was in darkness, and the sound of subdued weeping came from the window. He raised himself in bed and listened.

“Come back,”he said tenderly.“You will be cold.”

“It is colder for my son,”said the old woman, and wept afresh.

The sound of her sobs died away on his ears. The bed was warm, and his eyes heavy with sleep. He dozed fitfully, and then slept until a sudden wild cry from his wife awoke him with a start.

“The paw!”she cried wildly.“The monkey's paw!”

He started up in alarm.“Where?Where is it?What's the matter?”

She came stumbling across the room toward him.“I want it,”she said quietly.“You've not destroyed it?”

“It's in the parlour, on the bracket,”he replied, marvelling.“Why?”

She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his cheek.

“I only just thought of it,”she said hysterically.“Why didn't I think of it before?Why didn't you think of it?”

“Think of what?”he questioned.

“The other two wishes,”she replied rapidly.“We've only had one.”

“Was not that enough?”he demanded fiercely.

“No,”she cried, triumphantly,“we'll have one more. Go down and get it quickly, and wish our boy alive again.”

The man sat up in bed and flung the bedclothes from his quaking limbs.“Good God, you are mad!”he cried aghast.

“Get it,”she panted,“get it quickly, and wish—Oh, my boy, my boy!”

Her husband struck a match and lit the candle.“Get back to bed,”he said, unsteadily.“You don't know what you are saying.”

“We had the first wish granted,”said the old woman, feverishly,“why not the second.”

“A coincidence,”stammered the old man.

“Go and get it and wish,”cried the old woman, quivering with excitement.

The old man turned and regarded her, and his voice shook.“He has been dead ten days, and besides he—I would not tell you else, but—I could only recognize him by his clothing. If he was too terrible for you to see then, how now?”

“Bring him back,”cried the old woman, and dragged him toward the door.“Do you think I fear the child I have nursed?”

He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the parlour, and then to the mantelpiece. The talisman was in its place, and a horrible fear that the unspoken wish might bring his mutilated son before him ere he could escape from the room seized upon him, and he caught his breath as he found that he had lost the direction of the door. His brow cold with sweat, he felt his way round the table, and groped along the wall until he found himself in the small passage with the unwholesome thing in his hand.

Even his wife's face seemed changed as he entered the room. It was white and expectant, and to his fears seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. He was afraid of her.

“Wish!”she cried, in a strong voice.

“It is foolish and wicked,”he faltered.

“Wish!”repeated his wife.

He raised his hand.“I wish my son alive again.”

The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it fearfully. Then he sank trembling into a chair as the old woman, with burning eyes, walked to the window and raised the blind.

He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing occasionally at the figure of the old woman peering through the window. The candle end, which had burnt below the rim of the china candlestick, was throwing pulsating shadows on the ceiling and walls, until, with a flicker larger than the rest, it expired. The old man, with an unspeakable sense of relief at the failure of the talisman, crept back to his bed, and a minute or two afterward the old woman came silently and apathetically beside him.

Neither spoke, but both lay silently listening to the ticking of the clock. A stair creaked, and a squeaky mouse scurried noisily through the wall. The darkness was oppressive, and after lying for some time screwing up his courage, the husband took the box of matches, and striking one, went downstairs for a candle.

At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused to strike another, and at the same moment a knock, so quiet and stealthy as to be scarcely audible, sounded on the front door.

The matches fell from his hand. He stood motionless, his breath suspended until the knock was repeated. Then he turned and fled swiftly back to his room, and closed the door behind him. A third knock sounded through the house.

“What's that?”cried the old woman, starting up.

“A rat,”said the old man, in shaking tones—“a rat. It passed me on the stairs.”

His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded through the house.

“It's Herbert!”she screamed.“It's Herbert!”

She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, and catching her by the arm, held her tightly.

“What are you going to do?”he whispered hoarsely.

“It's my boy; it's Herbert!”she cried, struggling mechanically.“I forgot it was two miles away. What are you holding me for?Let go. I must open the door.”

“For God's sake, don't let it in,”cried the old man trembling.

“You're afraid of your own son,”she cried, struggling.“Let me go. I'm coming, Herbert; I'm coming.”

There was another knock, and another. The old woman with a sudden wrench broke free and ran from the room. Her husband followed to the landing, and called after her appealingly as she hurried downstairs. He heard the chain rattle back and the bottom bolt drawn slowly and stiffly from the socket. Then the old woman's voice, strained and panting.

“The bolt,”she cried loudly.“Come down. I can't reach it.”

But her husband was on his hands and knees groping wildly on the floor in search of the paw. If he could only find it before the thing outside got in. A perfect fusillade of knocks reverberated through the house, and he heard the scraping of a chair as his wife put it down in the passage against the door. He heard the creaking of the bolt as it came slowly back, and at the same moment he found the monkey's paw, and frantically breathed his third and last wish.

The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it were still in the house. He heard the chair drawn back and the door opened. A cold wind rushed up the staircase, and a long loud wail of disappointment and misery from his wife gave him courage to run down to her side, and then to the gate beyond. The street lamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet and deserted road.

W.W.雅各布斯（W.W.Jacobs，1863—1943），英国小说家，生于伦敦，毕业于伯克拜克大学。
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法官的房子 The Judge's House

【爱尔兰】布拉姆·斯托克

随着考试日期的临近，马尔科姆逊决定找个清静的地方专心复习。他想去海边，又担心会被那儿的风景吸引而分心；他想去乡下，又担心自己忍受不了寂寞。想来想去，他最后还是决定去一个不知名的小镇，因为那里不会有什么事让自己分心。至于去哪个小镇，他决定不征求朋友的意见，因为他觉得他们可能会推荐一些自己很熟悉而且熟人很多的地方。马尔科姆逊想避开朋友们，也不愿意麻烦朋友们的朋友，因此，他决定自己找个地方。他只带了一些必要的衣服和书，买了当天的票就上路了，而他的目的地则是当地列车时刻表上的第一个自己没听说过的小镇。

三个小时后，就到了本切奇车站。他很满意这次旅程，因为迄今为止，他还没受到任何人的打扰，如此一来，他就可以静下心来复习功课了。他直接找了一家小旅店住了下来，准备过一夜。本切奇是个小集市，每月有一周是赶集的时间，在那个星期里，街上人声鼎沸，而在其余三周里，这个小镇冷清得就像沙漠。第二天，他在街上逛了逛，试图找一个比前一天晚上投宿的“好旅客”旅馆更僻静的住所。找来找去，只找到一家，就清静而言，这地方很合他的心意，事实上，用“偏僻”来形容这里更恰当。这是一栋古老而厚重的房子，带有鲜明的詹姆斯一世时期的建筑风格——高高的三角墙和小小的窗户，周围是一圈高高的围墙。一眼望去，这座房子像一个戒备森严的城堡，而不是一个普通的住宅。但是，马尔科姆逊很喜欢，他想：“这就是我要找的地方，如果能有机会住在这里，那实在是再好不过了。”当他知道这个地方还没有人住时，简直高兴坏了。

通过邮局，他打听到了房子代理人的名字，叫卡恩福德。卡恩福德先生是当地的律师兼代理人，他是一位非常随和的老绅士。当知道马尔科姆想租下这座房子时，他感到非常惊讶也非常高兴。

他说：“实话对你说，我真为房东感到高兴，终于有人肯租这座房子了，哪怕是一间也好，这座房子已经空了很长时间了，因此也招来了许多荒谬的谣言，只要有人住进去，谣言就会不攻自破了。”他意味深长地看了看马尔科姆逊，又说道，“像你这样的读书人也正是看中了它的清静。”

马尔科姆逊觉得没有必要向代理人问清楚所谓的“荒谬的谣言”是什么意思。如果他想知道的话，以后肯定会知道的。他预交了三个月的租金，拿了收据，并从卡恩福德先生那里得知帮他做家务的老妇人的名字。他拿着钥匙去向旅店的老板娘咨询在哪儿可以买到所需的物品。老板娘是个好脾气且热心肠的人。当她得知他租了那座房子后，立刻一脸惊诧地举起双手。

“不要住进法官的房子里！”她叫道，脸色也变得苍白。他说，他不知道房东是谁，只好描述了那座房子的具体位置。听完他的描述，老板娘叫道：“对！那就是，那就是，那就是法官的房子，没错。”他请老板娘告诉他关于那座房子的具体情况，为什么叫它“法官的房子”，那儿究竟有什么不对劲的地方。老板娘告诉他，当地人之所以那么叫它，是因为很多年前——到底有多久她也说不上来，因为她也是个外地人，可能一百年前或更久——有个法官住在那里，那位法官办案严厉，对囚犯从不留情，令人生畏。至于那座房子到底有什么不对劲的地方，她也说不上来。她也问过很多人，但是没有人能讲明白。不过，她的直觉告诉她，那座房子肯定有问题，即使把德林克沃特银行的钱都给她，她也不愿在那里单独待上一小时。这话刚出口，她便觉得有些不妥，立即为她刚才所说的话向马尔科姆逊道歉：“是我不对，阁下，我不该那么说。但如果你是我的孩子的话，请原谅我这样说，我是绝不会让你一个人在那里过夜的。如果非得让我一个人待在那里的话，我一定会在屋顶上安个大大的报警器。”

老板娘说得那么真诚，而她说这些也的确是出于对他的关心，因此，尽管马尔科姆逊觉得有些好笑，但是他也很感动。他告诉她，自己非常感谢她的关心，并说：“我亲爱的威特汉夫人，您不必为我担心，对于一个在剑桥大学攻读数学学士学位的学生来说，需要考虑的事情实在太多了，所以我根本无暇顾及这所谓的神秘的‘不对劲的东西’，我的脑袋里装满了那些严密而枯燥的东西，已经装不下那些神秘的东西了。对我来说，调和级数、数字排列组合、椭圆函数已经够神秘了！”好心的威特汉夫人主动提出帮他办事，而他自己则去找那位卡恩福德先生介绍的老妇人。一两个小时后，他和那位老妇人一起回到了法官的房子，威特汉夫人正和一群人站在门口等他，那些人拎着大包小包，家具商也运来了一张床。威特汉夫人说：“桌椅可以先凑合着用，那张有五十多年历史的床可能生霉了，不适合年轻人睡。”显然，她对屋子里的一切都很好奇，但同时她也很害怕那所谓的“不对劲的东西”，她紧紧地抓着马尔科姆逊，一刻也不敢松手，就这样在整个屋子里转了一遍。

马尔科姆逊审视完房子后，决定住在那间大饭厅里，那里足够宽敞，能够满足他所有的需要。威特汉夫人和那位来做杂活的女工——登普斯特太太，已经开始收拾房间了。那些大包裹被搬进来，马尔科姆逊打开一看，发现威特汉夫人送来的食物足够他吃好多日子。离开前，威特汉夫人说了些祝福的客套话，出门时转过身子对他说：“先生，房子很大，而且很通风，晚上睡觉的时候最好在床前隔个屏风。说实话，如果我和那些‘东西’一起住在这里，晚上到处都是它们伸出的头，或它们从上面看着我，我一定会吓得半死。”一想到这儿，她吓得全身都紧张起来，于是，便飞也似的逃走了。

威特汉夫人离开后，登普斯特太太流露出了一种不屑的神态，并说她自己根本就不怕这些鬼怪。

让我来告诉你他们都是些什么东西，阁下。”她说，“那些所谓的鬼怪其实就是老鼠、甲虫、嘎吱作响的门、松动的瓦片、破碎了的玻璃，还有不灵活的抽屉把手什么的，这些东西在晚上都有可能会引起响动。看那房间里的壁炉！都有一百多年的历史了，够古老了吧！你认为那里面就没有老鼠和虫子吗？你想一下，先生，你难道认为自己不会遇见这些小东西吗？老鼠就是鬼怪，我告诉你，鬼怪就是老鼠，不要往其他方面想。”

“登普斯特太太，”马尔科姆逊严肃地说，并朝她微微地鞠了个躬，“你很有智慧，为了表示对你的尊重，在我离开后，你还可以在这里住上两个月，租金由我来承担——我只在这里住一个月。”



“非常谢谢你的好意，先生！”她回答，“但是我不能在外过夜，我受格林豪慈善基金会的资助，如果我在外过夜，就会失去赖以生存的一切。那个基金会的规定非常严格，而且很多人都正觊觎我的位置，我可不能有任何闪失。你在这里的时候，我很乐意过来照顾你。”

“尊敬的太太，”马尔科姆逊急切地说道，“我来这里就是为了清静，请相信我，对于格林豪慈善基金会如此严明的纪律，我深表敬意。当然，我也绝不会让您做任何有违规定的事，您是如此虔诚，从这一点来说，您真是堪比严谨的圣·安东尼啊！”

老妇人笑了笑，说：“年轻人，不用担心，你在这里完全可以享受到你所希望的清静。”说完，她就去收拾房间了。黄昏的时候，马尔科姆逊散步回来了——散步的时候，他都会拿本书看。房间已经被收拾得干净整洁了，古老的壁炉里也生了火，房间里的灯亮着，餐桌上已经摆好了威特汉夫人为他准备的美味可口的晚餐。“真舒服！”他搓着手说道。

他吃完晚餐，把盘子移到餐桌的另一端。他拿出书来，给火炉里添了些新柴，调整了一下灯光，然后就坐下开始学习。不知不觉就到了11点，他这才停下来休息了一会儿，给壁炉里添了些柴，并给自己沏了杯茶。他向来喜欢喝茶，在大学里，他经常学习到很晚，茶就是他最好的伴侣。休息对他来说是种奢侈，他充分享受着这美妙、安逸的时刻。新添的柴迸发出小小的火花，古老的房子里晃动着奇怪的影子，他抿了口茶，沉浸在这种清静中。接着，他第一次听到老鼠弄出了些声响。

他想：“在我看书的时候，它们并不在这里。如果这样的话，我一定能察觉到。”不一会儿，响声越来越大，他确信这是刚刚才有的。显然，一开始，老鼠被这刚出现的陌生人和火光吓坏了，但过了一会儿，它们就变得大胆起来，开始像平时一样自娱自乐起来。

听，它们多忙啊！还发出奇怪的噪音！它们沿着古老的墙壁爬上爬下，爬到天花板上，又爬到地板上，还不停地啃咬、撕扯。马尔科姆逊不禁笑了笑，耳边回响起登普斯特太太的话——“鬼怪就是老鼠，老鼠就是鬼怪！”茶起了作用，让他兴奋起来，他又埋头苦读起来，一晚上就这么过去了。出于安全的考虑，中途休息时，他决定给自己一个环顾四周的机会，他一只手端着灯，绕着房间走了一圈，心中暗自纳闷，这么宁静而美丽的老房子，为什么长久以来一直空着呢。壁板上和门窗周围的橡木雕花非常精致。墙上挂着些古画，全都蒙上了厚厚的一层灰，尽管他高高地举起灯，但也无法看清画的是什么。房间里随处可见一些裂缝和小洞，老鼠从里面探出头来，它们的眼睛在灯光下显得格外亮，但它们立刻又把头缩了回去，发出吱吱声和窸窸窣窣声。他印象最深刻的还是屋顶上警钟的拉绳，它悬挂在壁炉左手边的墙角。他把一把高背雕花橡木椅拖到壁炉边坐下，继续喝他的茶。随后，他又往壁炉里添了些柴，坐在桌子的一边，继续看他的书。过了一会儿，老鼠又不断地发出了窸窸窣窣的声音，而他已经完全习惯了这种声音，就像习惯了钟的滴答声一样。他完全沉浸在书本里，仿佛除了正在做的题外，其他一切都与他无关。

他突然抬起头，题还没有做出来，但他似乎感觉到了某种黎明到来之前的黑暗。老鼠们也不再发出声响，虽然在他看来它们也确实该消停了，可这突如其来的安静让他有些不安。壁炉里的火越来越小，但仍发出深红色的火光。虽然他素以冷静大胆著称，可是再次环顾四周时，他还是吓了一跳。

在壁炉右边的高背雕花橡木椅上，趴着一只硕大的老鼠，它正恶狠狠地看着他。他做了个手势想吓跑它，但它一动不动，愤怒地露出了它大大的门牙，亮晶晶的眼睛在灯光下露出凶残的目光，好像要报复他一样。马尔科姆逊非常吃惊，抓起壁炉盘的拨火棍就去追打它。还没有打到，那只老鼠就发出满怀仇恨的尖叫声，一下子跳到地上，顺着警钟的拉绳跑了，消失在灯光照不到的黑暗中。说来也奇怪，壁板中立刻又响起老鼠们窸窸窣窣的声音。

这时，马尔科姆逊已经没有心思去想那些数学题了，外面传来公鸡打鸣报晓的声音，天要亮了，他要上床睡觉了。

他睡得很沉，登普斯特太太进来都没有吵醒他。她打扫好房间，做好早餐，才敲床前的屏风叫醒他。经过一夜辛苦的学习，他感觉很疲倦，但一杯浓茶过后，精神就来了，他拿了本书，便出去散步了。他还随身带了块三明治，这样即使中午不回来也不会饿。他走到城外，沿着榆树林散步，坐在草地上埋头看他的数学书，一直看到傍晚。回来时，他走到威特汉夫人的旅店向她表示谢意。威特汉夫人从窗户里看到他，便走出来迎接，请他进去坐坐。她仔细地打量了一下，摇摇头说：“你不要熬夜，今天早上你的脸色很苍白，熬夜工作对身体很不好。对了，请告诉我，昨天晚上你是怎么过的？都还好吧？今天早上登普斯特太太告诉我，她进去的时候你睡得正香，这我就放心了。”

“是啊，我很好。”他笑着回答，“那‘不对劲的东西’没有打扰我，只是老鼠太吵了，我跟你说，它们到处都是。有个目露凶光的老坏蛋趴在炉旁的椅子上，直到我拿拨火棍赶它，它才走。后来它沿着警钟的拉绳，不知是爬到墙上还是天花板上，反正不见了，当时太黑了，看不清楚。”

“上帝保佑我们，”威特汉夫人说，“一个老坏蛋趴在壁炉旁的椅子上！小心点儿，小心点儿，很多谣传都是真的。”

“什么意思？我不是很明白。”

“一个老坏蛋！说不定就是个老鬼怪。先生，不要笑。”因为马尔科姆逊忍不住大笑起来。“你们年轻人觉得好笑的事让我们老年人听了发抖，好吧，先生，好吧！但愿上帝能让你一直笑到最后，那样我也就没有什么好替你担心的了。”看到他很欢乐的样子，她也暂时抛开了忧虑。

“请原谅我！”马尔科姆逊立刻说道，“请不要把我当成一个鲁莽的人，但我真的很难接受——怎么会是老鬼怪在椅子上趴了一个晚上！”想到这儿，他又忍不住笑了，之后便回家吃晚饭了。

这天晚上，老鼠们窸窸窣窣的声音出现得很早，事实上，在马尔科姆逊回来之前，它们就已经开始活动了，他的出现反而打扰了它们，让它们停了下来。晚饭后，他在壁炉边坐下，抽了支烟，然后开始收拾桌子，像昨晚一样开始看书。老鼠们比昨晚闹多了，它们上蹿下跳，吱吱地叫着、撕扯着、啃咬着。它们更加肆无忌惮了，从洞口、裂缝处伸出头来，亮晶晶的眼睛随着壁炉中的火光闪烁着。而他，现在已经慢慢习惯了，它们的眼睛看起来也不那么邪恶了。他心想，它们也挺有意思。有时候，它们中胆子大的还会溜到地上或沿着壁炉边沿跑来跑去。它们一而再、再而三地打断马尔科姆逊，他不得不停下来敲打桌子或者凶狠地发出嘘嘘声来吓跑它们，这样，它们才会逃回到洞里。

前半夜就这样过去了，尽管很吵，马尔科姆逊还是专心致志地看书。

突然，他停了下来，就像昨天晚上一样，突如其来的安静打断了他。四周一点儿声音都没有，死一般地沉寂。他想起了昨天晚上发生的怪事，就不自觉地朝壁炉边的椅子望去。一个奇怪的念头从他的脑海里闪过。



在壁炉旁的高背雕花橡木椅上，还是趴着昨天那只硕大的老鼠，它正恶狠狠地看着他。

他本能地抓起手边的一本书，朝它扔去。这次没有打中，那只老鼠还是趴在那里一动不动。和昨天晚上一样，他又抓起拨火棍去追打那只老鼠，同样地，眼看就要打到的时候，那只老鼠又顺着警钟的拉绳溜走了。奇怪的是，那只老鼠刚一跑掉，其他老鼠又开始闹起来，和昨晚的情况一样。马尔科姆逊根本看不见那只老鼠溜到哪里去了，房间里灯和火光照不到的地方都是黑的。

他看了看手表，已经接近午夜了，他对刚才的小插曲并没有太在意，于是，他添了点儿柴，沏了壶茶，点了支烟，然后便在壁炉前的大橡木椅子上坐了下来，想好好休息一会儿。他一边抽着烟一边想着老鼠到底跑到哪里躲起来了，还想到明天是否需要买个老鼠夹来抓它。他又点亮了一盏灯，用它来照亮壁炉右边的墙角。他搬出了所有的书，把它们放在手边，准备当老鼠再出现的时候就用书砸它。最后，他把警钟拉绳的末端放到桌子上，并固定在灯座下。当他拉这根绳的时候才知道它有多软，尽管它看起来很粗。“它可以吊死一个人。”他自言自语。准备完毕后，他又环顾了一圈，沾沾自喜地说道：“嘿，我的朋友，让你们看看我的厉害！”接着他又看书去了，尽管老鼠们的吵闹声让他在刚开始的时候有点儿分神，不过，他很快就完全沉浸在解题中了。

他又一次被突然惊醒，而这一次不只是突如其来的安静，还有拉绳，拉绳轻轻地动了一下，灯也晃动了一下。他不动声色地看了看书是否放在手边，然后顺着拉绳向上看去。这时，他看到那只大老鼠顺着拉绳滑到橡木椅子上，趴在那里愤怒地看着他。他右手拿起一本书，朝那只老鼠扔去，它敏捷地躲开了。接着，他又拿起一本书，又没砸中，他就这样一本接一本地朝那只老鼠扔去，但都没有成功。最后，当他站起来拿着书准备朝它扔过去时，老鼠发出害怕的叫声。这使得马尔科姆逊越发想打中它，他用力地把书扔出去，狠狠地砸中了那只老鼠。它发出可怕的尖叫声，并回过头来凶恶地瞪了马尔科姆逊一眼，然后跑到椅背上，跳到警钟拉绳上闪电般逃跑了。灯摇晃着，不过，因为它很重，最终并没有翻倒。马尔科姆逊的目光紧跟着老鼠，借着灯光，他看到它沿着壁板的边缘跑了，然后钻进挂在墙上的画的一个洞里，那画上蒙了一层厚厚的灰尘，已经看不清它的真面目了。

“我早上可以好好看看它的藏身之地。”马尔科姆逊一边收拾地上的书一边说，“从壁炉数起，第三幅画那里，我记住了。”他一本一本地捡起地上的书，把它们摆好。“这本没有打中，这本没有，这本没有，这本也没有，对，是这本打中的！”马尔科姆逊捡起来看了看，他霎时惊呆了，脸刷地一下变得苍白，身子微微颤抖，喃喃自语：“是妈妈送给我的《圣经》，太巧了！”他坐下来继续看书，老鼠们又开始活动起来。它们并没有打扰他，相反，给了他一种很友好的感觉。在经过了刚才的事件之后，他已经无法再专心致志地看书了，经过几番努力，还是不行，他只好上床睡觉，这时东方已经露出鱼肚白了。

他睡得很沉但不安稳，老是做梦。快到中午的时候，登普斯特太太叫醒他，他有些心神不宁，几分钟之后才回过神来，他醒来后说的第一句话令这位老太太有些吃惊：“登普斯特太太，今天我出去后，请搬把梯子来，把画上的灰尘弄干净，尤其是从壁炉数起的第三幅——我想看看那上面究竟画的是什么。”

马尔科姆逊一直在树荫下看书，一直看到太阳快落山。这一天的学习进行得非常顺利，所有的难题都解开了。怀着愉快的心情，他去了威特汉夫人的“好旅客”旅店。有个陌生的客人和老板娘一起坐在舒适的客厅里，威特汉夫人介绍时，称他为“索恩希尔医生”。威特汉夫人的神情显得很不自然，而且这个医生又向他提出了一连串的问题，这一切都让马尔科姆逊感觉到，他的出现并非偶然，于是就开门见山地说：“索恩希尔医生，我很乐意回答你的问题，但你先要回答我一个问题。”

医生有些吃惊，但随后立刻笑着说道：“没问题，请问吧。”

“是不是威特汉夫人让您来这儿说服我？”

索恩希尔医生吃了一惊，威特汉夫人的脸也一下子变得通红，她把脸转了过去，不过，医生是个直率且反应很快的人，他随即直截了当地说：“是她安排的，不过她并不想让你知道。我想是因为我操之过急，让你察觉到了。她告诉我，她不希望你一个人住在那座房子里，而且，她认为你喝了太多的浓茶。事实上，她希望我劝告你不要喝茶熬夜了。我做学生的时候也是很用功的，我希望用我的亲身经历来劝告你，希望你不会见外。”

马尔科姆逊笑着伸出手来，说：“握个手吧，就像美国人那样，非常感谢你和威特汉夫人的好意。为了感谢你们的好意，我保证不再喝浓茶了，除非你让我喝，今天晚上我1点钟之前就睡，这样总可以了吧。”

“太好了！”医生说，“现在，跟我们说说那座老房子里发生的事吧。”马尔科姆逊迟疑了一下，便将前两天晚上发生的事情告诉了他们。威特汉夫人时不时地发出惊叹声打断他的话，当他最后讲到打到老鼠的那本书是《圣经》时，她忍不住尖叫起来，直到喝了一大杯加水的白兰地后，情绪才慢慢地平静下来。索恩希尔医生听着，表情慢慢变得越来越严肃，等他讲完，索恩希尔医生问道：“老鼠总是沿着那根警钟的拉绳逃跑吗？”

“都是这样的。”

医生停顿了一下，说：“你知道那是根什么拉绳吗？”

“不知道。”



医生一字一句地说：“那是用来绞死法官判处死刑的犯人的绳子。”威特汉夫人的尖叫声再次打断了他的话，于是，他们只得想办法让她再次平静下来。马尔科姆逊看了一下手表，发现已经快到吃晚饭的时间了，他没来得及等她完全平静下来就先告辞了。

威特汉夫人缓过神来，便生气地对着医生吼叫道：“他一个人住在那里已经够受的了，为什么还要给他讲那么恐怖的事来吓他？”

索恩希尔医生回答道：“亲爱的夫人，我这样做自有我的道理。我是为了让他留意那根拉绳，不要无视它。或许是他神经高度紧张，或是学习过度——但我可以确定他的身体和心智都很健康，至少目前看来是这样的——才有了那些关于老鼠的故事，或是鬼怪的暗示。”医生摇了摇头，继续说：“本来我很想提议第一天晚上去陪他一起住的，但又怕他不高兴。晚上发生的事情可能是他因为害怕而产生的幻觉。如果真是那样的话，他可以拉那根绳子，那样可以发出警报，我们就可以及时赶到去帮他。今天晚上我会很晚才睡，并会提高警觉，随时注意他的动静。如果本切奇在黎明之前爆出大新闻，请不要感到惊恐。”

“哦，医生，你这是什么意思？到底是什么意思啊？”

“我的意思是，可能，很可能，我们今天晚上会听到从法官的房子里传出的大警钟的警鸣声。”医生说完就走了。

马尔科姆逊回到家，发现他这次比平时晚回来了一些。登普斯特太太已经走了——看来她确实很遵守他们的规定。他很高兴地看到，亮堂堂的房间被收拾得干干净净，壁炉里的火烧得旺旺的，灯也点得亮亮的。虽然已经四月份了，但是晚上还是比想象的要冷得多。窗外，风呼呼地刮着，越吹越大，预示着晚上很有可能会有一场暴风雨。他刚进屋后的几分钟，老鼠们的吵闹声停止了，但很快它们便又像往常一样开始闹了起来。听到吵闹声，他非常高兴，因为他再一次感觉到它们的吵闹声是友好的。这时，他又想起了那件怪事：只有当那只目露凶光的大老鼠出现时，它们才会停止活动，安静下来。他看书用的那盏灯已经点亮了，因为罩了个绿色的灯罩，天花板和房间的上方都是黑漆漆的。壁炉里的火光照在地板上，照在白色的桌布上，让整个屋子都笼罩在温暖、愉快的氛围中。马尔科姆逊坐下吃饭，他胃口很好，也觉得很放松。吃完饭后，他点了支烟，如往常般准备开始看书，不让任何事来打扰自己。他记得自己对医生的承诺，下决心要尽可能地充分利用时间。

开始的一两个小时，一切都很顺利，可后来他的注意力就不在书上了。周围的环境分散了他的注意力，他必须承认自己有点儿神经紧张。外面的风越来越大，已经算是暴风雨了。虽然这座古老的房子非常结实，但也好像开始摇晃起来。狂风暴雨呼啸着，吹进烟囱里，吹到古老的三角墙上，从空旷的房间里和走廊上传来可怕的声音。甚至屋顶上的大警钟也感觉到了暴风雨的威力，拉绳上下摇晃着，好像钟也在慢慢移动着，柔软的拉绳落在橡木地板上，发出空洞的响声。

这时，马尔科姆逊耳边回响起医生的话：“那是用来绞死被法官判处死刑的犯人的绳子。”他不由自主地走到壁炉边，抓起这根绳子，仔细地端详着。他感觉到它似乎有种可怕的魔力，他不禁开始琢磨，那些被绞死的到底是些什么人？为什么法官要把这么可怕的东西放在这里？他站在这里，晃动着的钟使拉绳来回晃着。突然，他感觉到拉绳在颤动，就好像有什么东西在它的上面爬一样。

马尔科姆逊本能地抬头看了看，只见那只大老鼠正在慢慢地朝他爬过来，还紧紧地盯着他。他慌忙丢掉拉绳，向后退了几步，嘴里咒骂着，老鼠转身又爬了回去，一下子就不见了。与此同时，马尔科姆逊听到，刚安静下来的老鼠们又开始吵闹起来。

这一幕让他不禁开始思索这到底是怎么回事，他突然想到还没有仔细看看他本打算要探究的那个老鼠洞和那幅画。于是他又点了一盏没有灯罩的灯，举得高高的，走到壁炉右边的第三幅画前。前两天晚上，老鼠就是从这里逃跑的。

他刚看了一眼，就吓了一大跳，差点儿把灯掉在地上，他的脸变得像白纸一样，没有一点儿血色。他的膝盖在发抖，前额也冒出大滴大滴的汗珠，他颤抖着，就像风中的杨柳树。毕竟是初生牛犊不怕虎，他马上定了定神，壮了壮胆，几秒钟后再次走到画前，举高灯，仔细地端详着那幅画，画面已经被擦得干干净净、清晰可见了。

画面上的人穿着一件紫红色的貂毛袍子，那是法官的制服。他的表情严肃冷酷，带有一点儿邪恶、狡猾和报复的意味，厚厚的嘴唇，红红的鹰钩鼻，看起来就像只凶猛的鹰，但面如死灰。画上的那个人双目炯炯有神，露出可怕的恶毒之意。看着看着，马尔科姆逊突然发现，那眼神竟然和那只大老鼠的眼神一模一样，他不由得浑身战栗。灯从他的手中滑落下来，他看见那只大老鼠正躲在画的角落里用恶狠狠的眼神看着他，其他老鼠又安静了下来。他又鼓起勇气，继续研究那幅画。

法官坐在壁炉右边的高背雕花橡木椅上，一根绳子从角落的天花板上垂下来，末端落在地板上。马尔科姆逊认出画中的背景正是他住的这个房间，不禁毛骨悚然。他觉得背后似乎有人，于是，他惊恐地环视了一下房间。随后，他又朝壁炉边看去，突然，他尖叫一声，灯又掉在了地上。

那根拉绳就垂在法官坐的那张椅子的背后，那只老鼠则趴在椅子上，露出和法官一样凶狠的眼神，这时看来，更显得恐怖。房间里一片寂静，只听得见外面狂风暴雨的声音。

掉在地上的灯将马尔科姆逊的思绪拉了回来。幸好灯是金属的，油没有洒出来。先要把灯弄好，他镇定了一下紧张的神经。关了灯，他擦擦额头上的汗水，沉思了一会儿。

他自言自语：“不能这样，我再这样下去，肯定会变成个疯子，必须停下来。我答应过医生不再喝茶了。他是对的，我的神经太紧张了，有点儿不正常。我都没有注意到，还觉得自己再正常不过了。不过，我现在总算意识到了，不会再像个傻瓜那样了。”

他喝了一大杯兑水的白兰地，让自己平静下来，然后又坐下，静心看书。

他差不多又看了一个多小时的书，随后又被突如其来的寂静打断了。屋外的暴风雨还在继续咆哮着，甚至比之前更猛烈了。雨点打在窗户上，溅起冰雹大的水珠。屋子里还是一片寂静，除了风吹进烟囱里的回荡声，就只有雨点打进烟囱所发出的哗哗声。壁炉里的火也慢慢小了，已看不见火星，只燃着暗红的余火。马尔科姆逊全神贯注地听着，只听到一丝轻微、模糊的声音。那是从房间的角落里发出的，那里正是拉绳摆动着的地方，他猜可能是风吹得大警钟摇摇晃晃，拉绳也跟着晃动，从而和地板摩擦发出了哗啦声。他抬起头，借着昏暗的灯光，看到那只大老鼠抓着那根拉绳，正在拼命地啃咬。拉绳快被咬断了，他看见被咬开的绳芯上的浅颜色。就在这时，拉绳被咬断了，下面的一截落在橡木地板上，发出“噗”的一声，而那只大老鼠仍趴在上半截拉绳的末端，像个流苏或小球一样，在上面荡来荡去。这时，马尔科姆逊突然意识到，他再也无法抓住拉绳向外面求助了，一种恐惧感油然而生，随之而来的便是难以遏制的愤怒，他抓起一本书就向那只大老鼠扔去。他砸得很准，但还是被老鼠躲过去了，老鼠从拉绳上跳下来，“咚”的一声落在地板上。马尔科姆逊立刻向它冲去，它一溜烟儿地跑了，消失在黑暗中。马尔科姆逊决定停下他手头的工作，全力去捕老鼠。他把绿灯罩取下，这样灯光可以照到房间的每个地方。房顶也被照亮了，那些原来黑漆漆的地方都变得亮堂起来，墙上的画也清晰可见。马尔科姆逊站在正对着壁炉右边第三幅画的地方。突然，他被眼前的一切惊呆了，随即恐惧便占据了他的大脑。

在画的中央，露出一大片不规则的褐色画布，其他地方还是和之前看到的一模一样，那些椅子、炉角、拉绳都在，但就是法官不见了。

马尔科姆逊吓得浑身冒冷汗，他慢慢地转过身来，浑身都在颤抖，就像一个中了风的病人。他已经吓得动不了了，手脚根本不听使唤，大脑也不受控制了，只能听和看。

画里的法官此时就坐在高背雕花橡木椅上，穿着紫红色的貂毛法官袍，手拿一顶黑帽子正准备戴上，他目露凶光，坚毅、冷酷的嘴角扬起胜利的微笑。马尔科姆逊感觉到他的血正在涌向心脏，耳朵嗡嗡响，只听得到暴风雨呼啸的声音和从广场上传来的午夜的钟声，他就像尊雕像那样定在那里，眼睛睁得圆圆的，屏住了呼吸。听到钟声，法官胜利的微笑显得更得意了，当午夜的钟声敲到最后一下时，法官戴上了他的黑帽子。

法官缓慢地、从容不迫地站了起来，捡起掉在地上的那半段拉绳，放在手上摩挲着，好像他很喜欢这种感觉。然后，他不慌不忙地在绳的一端打了个结，穿成了套索，接着踩住拉紧它，直到他满意为止。之前的绳子现在已经变成了绳套，法官将它握在手里，接着，他沿着桌子向马尔科姆逊走去，并紧紧地盯着他，直到来到门口时才停了下来。马尔科姆逊感觉自己好像被捆住了一样，他思索着该怎么办。法官的眼睛好像有种特殊的魔力，把他的目光吸住了。他看见法官走近他（但仍站在他和门之间），举起绳套，朝他扔过来想要套住他。他用尽全力跳开了，回头一看，绳套落在了他的身后，发出“砰”的一声。法官再一次举起绳套想要套住他，并继续用凶残的眼神盯着他，这一次马尔科姆逊也用尽全力避开了。如此反复了几次，法官对此又不气馁也不生气，就像一只猫在逗老鼠一样。马尔科姆逊已经绝望至极，他迅速地看了看周围，灯很亮，房间被照得亮堂堂的。他可以看见老鼠洞和墙缝间老鼠们圆溜溜的眼睛，这让他稍微感到一丝安慰。他朝四周看了看，大警钟的拉绳上也挤满了老鼠，越来越多的老鼠从洞里爬到拉绳上，拉绳越来越沉，开始摇晃。



听，钟敲响了。只是开始时声音有点儿小，但随着钟的摇摆，声音越来越响。

听到钟响，一直盯着马尔科姆逊的法官抬起头看看警钟，脸上露出非常愤怒的表情，红了眼的他气得直跺脚，发出巨大的声音，整栋房子都在震动。当他再一次举起绳套的时候，一道霹雳震耳欲聋，拉绳上的老鼠上蹿下跳，像是在同时间赛跑。这一次法官没有扔绳套，而是走近马尔科姆逊，一边走一边拉开绳套。当他走近时，马尔科姆逊像被施了魔法一样，站在那里一动不动。他感到法官冰冷的手指正划过他的喉咙，给他套绳套，拉紧，把他抱到橡木椅上，让他站在上面，接着放开手，拉着这警钟拉绳的末端。当法官抬起手时，老鼠们尖叫着逃跑了，消失在天花板上的洞里。他把套在马尔科姆逊脖子上的绳套的末端绑到了警钟的绳子上。最后，他推开椅子，让马尔科姆逊吊在空中。

当法官的房子里的警钟被拉响时，大队人马迅速聚集了起来，他们擎着灯、举着火把，沉默不语，飞身朝着目的地奔了过去。他们使劲儿地敲门，却没有任何回应。最后，他们只好破门而入，医生带头冲进马尔科姆逊住的饭厅。

警钟拉绳的末端吊着马尔科姆逊的尸体，油画上法官露出了邪恶的微笑。

When the time for his examination drew near Malcolmson made up his mind to go somewhere to read by himself. He feared the attractions of the seaside, and also he feared completely rural isolation, for of old he knew its harms, and so he determined to find some unpretentious little town where there would be nothing to distract him. He refrained from asking suggestions from any of his friends, for he argued that each would recommend some place of which he had knowledge, and where he had already acquaintances. As Malcolmson wished to avoid friends he had no wish to encumber himself with the attention of friends' friends, and so he determined to look out for a place for himself. He packed a portmanteau with some clothes and all the books he required, and then took ticket for the first name on the local time-table which he did not know.

When at the end of three hours' journey he alighted at Benchurch, he felt satisfied that he had so far obliterated his tracks as to be sure of having a peaceful opportunity of pursuing his studies. He went straight to the one inn which the sleepy little place contained, and put up for the night. Benchurch was a market town, and once in three weeks was crowded to excess, but for the remainder of the twenty-one days it was as attractive as a desert. Malcolmson looked around the day after his arrival to try to find quarters more isolated than even so quiet an inn as“The Good Traveller”afforded. There was only one place which took his fancy, and it certainly satisfied his wildest ideas regarding quiet; in fact, quiet was not the proper word to apply to it—desolation was the only term conveying any suitable idea of its isolation. It was an old rambling, heavy-built house of the Jacobean style, with heavy gables and windows, unusually small, and set higher than was customary in such houses, and was surrounded with a high brick wall massively built. Indeed, on examination, it looked more like a fortified house than an ordinary dwelling. But all these things pleased Malcolmson.“Here,”he thought,“is the very spot I have been looking for, and if I can get opportunity of using it I shall be happy.”His joy was increased when he realised beyond doubt that it was not at present inhabited.

From the post-office he got the name of the agent who was rarely surprised at the application to rent a part of the old house. Mr. Carnford, the local lawyer and agent, was a genial old gentleman, and frankly confessed his delight at anyone being willing to live in the house.

“To tell you the truth,”said he,“I should be only too happy, on behalf of the owners, to let anyone have the house rent free for a term of years if only to accustom the people here to see it inhabited. It has been so long empty that some kind of absurd prejudice has grown up about it, and this can be best put down by its occupation—if only,”he added with a sly glance at Malcolmson,“by a scholar like yourself, who wants its quiet for a time.”

Malcolmson thought it needless to ask the agent about the“absurd prejudice”; he knew he would get more information, if he should require it, on that subject from other quarters. He paid his three months'rent, got a receipt, and the name of an old woman who would probably undertake to“do”for him, and came away with the keys in his pocket. He then went to the landlady of the inn, who was a cheerful and most kindly person, and asked her advice as to such stores and provisions as he would be likely to require. She threw up her hands in amazement when he told her where he was going to settle himself.

“Not in the Judge's House!”she said, and grew pale as she spoke. He explained the locality of the house, saying that he did not know its name. When he had finished she answered:“Aye, sure enough—sure enough the very place!It is the Judge's House sure enough.”He asked her to tell him about the place, why so called, and what there was against it. She told him that it was so called locally because it had been many years before—how long she could not say, as she was herself from another part of the country, but she thought it must have been a hundred years or more—the abode of a judge who was held in great terror on account of his harsh sentences and his hostility to prisoners at Assizes. As to what there was against the house, itself she could not tell. She had often asked, but no one could inform her; but there was a general feeling that there was something, and for her own part she would not take all the money in Drinkwater's Bank and stay in the house an hour by herself. Then she apologized to Malcolmson for her disturbing talk.“It is too bad of me, sir, and you—and a young gentleman, too—if you will pardon me saying it, going to live there all alone. If you were my boy—and you'll excuse me for saying it—you wouldn't sleep there a night, not if I had to go there myself and pull the big alarm bell that's on that roof!”

The good creature was so manifestly in earnest, and was so kindly in her intentions, that Malcolmson, although amused, was touched. He told her kindly how much he appreciated her interest in him, and added:“But, my dear Mrs. Witham, indeed you need not be concerned about me!A man who is reading for the Mathematical Tripos has too much to think of to be disturbed any any of these mysterious‘something’, and his work is of too exact and prosaic a kind to allow of his having any corner in his mind for mysteries of any kind. Harmonical Progression, Permutations and Combinations, and Elliptic Functions have sufficient mysteries for me!”Mrs. Witham kindly undertook to see after his commissions, and he went himself to look for the old woman who had been recommended to him. When he returned to the Judge's House with her, after an interval of a couple of hours, he found Mrs. Witham herself waiting with several men and boys carrying parcels, and an upholsterer's man with a bed in a car, for she said, though tables and chairs might be all very well, a bed that hadn't been aired for mayhap fifty years was not proper for young bones to lie on. She was evidently curious to see the inside of the house; and though manifestly so afraid of the“something”that at the slightest sound she clutched on to Malcolmson, whom she never left for a moment, went over the whole place.



After his examination of the house, Malcolmson decided to take up his abode in the great dining-room, which was big enough to serve for all his requirements; and Mrs. Witham, with the aid of the charwoman, Mrs. Dempster, proceeded to arrange matters. When the hampers were brought in and unpacked, Malcolmson saw that with much kind forethought she had sent from her own kitchen sufficient provisions to last for a few days. Before going she expressed all sorts of kind wishes; and at the door turned and said:“And perhaps, sir, as the room is big and draughty it might be well to have one of those big screens put round your bed at night-though, truth to tell, I would die myself if I were to be so shut in with all kinds of-of‘things’, that put their heads round the sides, or over the top, and look on me!”The image which she had called up was too much for her nerves, and she fled incontinently.

Mrs. Dempster sniffed in a superior manner as the landlady disappeared, and remarked that for her own part she wasn't afraid of all the bogies in the kingdom.

“I'll tell you what it is, sir,”she said;“bogies is all kinds and sorts of things—except bogies!Rats and mice, and beetles, and creaky doors, and loose slates, and broken panes, and stiff drawer handles, that stay out when you pull them and then fall down in the middle of the night. Look at the wainscot of the room!It is old—hundreds of years old!Do you think there's no rats and beetles there!And do you imagine, sir, that you won't see none of them?Rats is bogies, I tell you, and bogies is rats; and don't you get to think anything else!”

“Mrs. Dempster,”said Malcolmson gravely, making her a polite bow,“you know more than a Senior Wrangler!And let me say, that, as a mark of esteem for your indubitable soundness of head and heart, I shall, when I go, give you possession of this house, and let you stay here by yourself for the last two months of my tenancy, for four weeks will serve my purpose.”

“Thank you kindly, sir!”she answered,“but I couldn't sleep away from home a night. I am in Greenhow's Charity, and if I slept a night away from my rooms I should lose all I have got to live on. The rules is very strict; and there's too many watching for a vacancy for me to run any risks in the matter. Only for that, sir, I'd gladly come here and attend on you altogether during your stay.”

“My good woman,”said Malcolmson hastily,“I have come here on purpose to obtain solitude; and believe me that I am grateful to the late Greenhow for having so organised his admirable charity—whatever it is—that I am perforce denied the opportunity of suffering from such a form of temptation!Saint Anthony himself could not be more rigid on the point!”

The old woman laughed harshly.“Ah, you young gentlemen,”she said,“you don't fear for naught; and belike you'll get all the solitude you want here.”She set to work with her cleaning; and by nightfall, when Malcolmson returned from his walk—he always had one of his books to study as he walked—he found the room swept and tidied, a fire burning in the old hearth, the lamp lit, and the table spread for supper with Mrs. Witham's excellent fare.“This is comfort, indeed,”he said, as he rubbed his hands.

When he had finished his supper, and lifted the tray to the other end of the great oak dining-table, he got out his books again, put fresh wood on the fire, trimmed his lamp, and set himself down to a spell of real hard work. He went on without pause till about eleven o'clock, when he knocked off for a bit to fix his fire and lamp, and to make himself a cup of tea. He had always been a teadrinker, and during his college life had sat late at work and had taken tea late. The rest was a great luxury to him, and he enjoyed it with a sense of delicious, voluptuous ease. The renewed fire leaped and sparkled, and threw quaint shadows through the great old room; and as he sipped his hot tea he revelled in the sense of isolation from his kind. Then it was that he began to notice for the first time what a noise the rats were making.

“Surely,”he thought,“they cannot have been at it all the time I was reading. Had they been, I must have noticed it!”Presently, when the noise increased, he satisfied himself that it was really new. It was evident that at first the rats had been frightened at the presence of a stranger, and the light of fire and lamp; but that as the time went on they had grown bolder and were now disporting themselves as was their wont.

How busy they were!And hark to the strange noises!Up and down behind the old wainscot, over the ceiling and under the floor they raced, and gnawed, and scratched!Malcolmson smiled to himself as he recalled to mind the saying of Mrs. Dempster,“Bogies is rats, and rats is bogies!”The tea began to have its effect of intellectual and nervous stimulus, he saw with joy another long spell of work to be done before the night was past, and in the sense of security which it gave him, he allowed himself the luxury of a good look round the room. He took his lamp in one hand, and went all around, wondering that so quaint and beautiful an old house had been so long neglected. The carving of the oak on the panels of the wainscot was fine, and on and round the doors and windows it was beautiful and of rare merit. There were some old pictures on the walls, but they were coated so thick with dust and dirt that he could not distinguish any detail of them, though he held his lamp as high as he could over his head. Here and there as he went round he saw some crack or hole blocked for a moment by the face of a rat with its bright eyes glittering in the light, but in an instant it was gone, and a squeak and a scamper followed. The thing that most struck him, however, was the rope of the great alarm bell on the roof, which hung down in a corner of the room on the right-hand side of the fireplace. He pulled up close to the hearth a great high-backed carved oak chair, and sat down to his last cup of tea. When this was done he made up the fire, and went back to his work, sitting at the corner of the table, having the fire to his left. For a little while the rats disturbed him somewhat with their perpetual scampering, but he got accustomed to the noise as one does to the ticking of a clock or to the roar of moving water, and he became so immersed in his work that everything in the world, except the problem which he was trying to solve, passed away from him.



He suddenly looked up, his problem was still unsolved, and there was in the air that sense of the hour before the dawn, which is so dread to doubtful life. The noise of the rats had ceased. Indeed it seemed to him that it must have ceased but lately and that it was the sudden cessation which had disturbed him. The fire had fallen low, but still it threw out a deep red glow. As he looked he started in spite of his sang froid.

There on the great high-backed carved oak chair by the right side of the fireplace sat an enormous rat, steadily glaring at him with baleful eyes. He made a motion to it as though to hunt it away, but it did not stir. Then he made the motion of throwing something. Still it did not stir, but showed its great white teeth angrily, and its cruel eyes shone in the lamplight with an added vindictiveness.

Malcolmson felt amazed, and seizing the poker from the hearth ran at it to kill it. Before, however, he could strike it, the rat, with a squeak that sounded like the concentration of hate, jumped upon the floor, and, running up the rope of the alarm bell, disappeared in the darkness beyond the range of the green-shaded lamp. Instantly, strange to say, the noisy scampering of the rats in the wainscot began again.

By this time Malcolmson's mind was quite off the problem; and as a shrill cock-crow outside told him of the approach of morning, he went to bed and to sleep.



He slept so sound that he was not even waked by Mrs. Dempster coming in to make up his room. It was only when she had tidied up the place and got his breakfast ready and tapped on the screen which closed in his bed that he woke. He was a little tired still after his night's hard work, but a strong cup of tea soon freshened him up and, taking his book, he went out for his morning walk, bringing with him a few sandwiches lest he should not care to return till dinnertime. He found a quiet walk between high elms some way outside the town, and here he spent the greater part of the day studying his Laplace. On his return he looked in to see Mrs. Witham and to thank her for her kindness. When she saw him coming through the diamond-paned bay window of her sanctum she came out to meet him and asked him in. She looked at him searchingly and shook her head as she said:

“You must not overdo it, sir. You are paler this morning than you should be. Too late hours and too hard work on the brain isn't good for any man!But tell me, sir, how did you pass the night?Well, I hope?But my heart!Sir, I was glad when Mrs. Dempster told me this morning that you were all right and sleeping sound when she went in.”

“Oh, I was all right,”he answered, smiling,“the‘something'didn't worry me, as yet. Only the rats; and they had a circus, I tell you, all over the place. There was one wicked-looking old devil that sat up on my own chair by the fire, and wouldn't go till I took the poker to him, and then he ran up the rope of the alarm bell and got to somewhere up the wall or the ceiling—I couldn't see where, it was so dark.”

“Mercy on us,”said Mrs. Witham,“an old devil, and sitting on a chair by the fireside!Take care, sir!take care!There's many a true word spoken in jest.”

“How do you mean?Upon my word I don't understand.”

“An old devil!the old devil, perhaps. There!Sir, you needn't laugh,”for Malcolmson had broken into a hearty peal.“You young folks thinks it easy to laugh at things that makes older ones shudder. Never mind, sir!never mind!Please God, you'll laugh all the time. It's what I wish you myself!”and the good lady beamed all over in sympathy with his enjoyment, her fears gone for a moment.

“Oh, forgive me!”said Malcolmson presently.“Don't think me rude; but the idea was too much for me—that the old devil himself was on the chair last night!”And at the thought he laughed again. Then he went home to dinner.

This evening the scampering of the rats began earlier; indeed it had been going on before his arrival, and only ceased whilst his presence by its freshness disturbed them. After dinner he sat by the fire for a while and had a smoke; and then, having cleared his table, began to work as before. Tonight the rats disturbed him more than they had done on the previous night. How they scampered up and down and under and over!How they squeaked, and scratched, and gnawed!How they, getting bolder by degrees, came to the mouths of their holes and to the chinks and cracks and crannies in the wainscoting till their eyes shone like tiny lamps as the firelight rose and fell. But to him, now doubtless accustomed to them, their eyes were not wicked; only their playfulness touched him. Sometimes the boldest of them made sallies out on the floor or along the mouldings of the wainscot. Now and again as they disturbed him Malcolmson made a sound to frighten them, smiting the table with his hand or giving a fierce“Hsh, hsh,”so that they fled straightway to their holes.

And so the early part of the night wore on; and despite the noise Malcolmson got more and more immersed in his work.

All at once he stopped, as on the previous night, being overcome by a sudden sense of silence. There was not the faintest sound of gnaw, or scratch, or squeak. The silence was as of the grave. He remembered the odd occurrence of the previous night, and instinctively he looked at the chair standing close by the fireside. And then a very odd sensation thrilled through him.

There, on the great old high-backed carved oak chair beside the fireplace sat the same enormous rat, steadily glaring at him with baleful eyes.

Instinctively he took the nearest thing to his hand, a book of logarithms, and flung it at it. The book was badly aimed and the rat did not stir, so again the poker performance of the previous night was repeated; and again the rat, being closely pursued, fled up the rope of the alarm bell. Strangely too, the departure of this rat was instantly followed by the renewal of the noise made by the general rat community. On this occasion, as on the previous one, Malcolmson could not see at what part of the room the rat disappeared, for the green shade of his lamp left the upper part of the room in darkness, and the fire had burned low.

On looking at his watch he found it was close on midnight; and, not sorry for the divertissement, he made up his fire and made himself his nightly pot of tea. He had got through a good spell of work, and thought himself entitled to a cigarette; and so he sat on the great oak chair before the fire and enjoyed it. Whilst smoking he began to think that he would like to know where the rat disappeared to, for he had certain ideas for the morrow not entirely disconnected with a rat-trap. Accordingly he lit another lamp and placed it so that it would shine well into the right-hand corner of the wall by the fireplace. Then he got all the books he had with him, and placed them handy to throw at the vermin. Finally he lifted the rope of the alarm bell and placed the end of it on the table, fixing the extreme end under the lamp. As he handled it he could not help noticing how pliable it was, especially for so strong a rope, and one not in use.“You could hang a man with it,”he thought to himself. When his preparations were made he looked around, and said complacently,“There now, my friend, I think we shall learn something of you this time!”He began his work again, and though as before somewhat disturbed at first by the noise of the rats, soon lost himself in his propositions and problems.

Again he was called to his immediate surroundings suddenly. This time it might not have been the sudden silence only which took his attention; there was a slight movement of the rope, and the lamp moved. Without stirring, he looked to see if his pile of books was within range, and then cast his eye along the rope. As he looked he saw the great rat drop from the rope on the oak armchair and sit there glaring at him. He raised a book in his right hand, and taking careful aim, flung it at the rat. The latter, with a quick movement, sprang aside and dodged the missile. He then took another book, and a third, and flung them one after another at the rat, but each time unsuccessfully. At last, as he stood with a book poised in his hand to throw, the rat squeaked and seemed afraid. This made Malcolmson more than ever eager to strike, and the book flew and struck the rat a resounding blow. It gave a terrified squeak, and turning on his pursuer a look of terrible malevolence, ran up the chair-back and made a great jump to the rope of the alarm bell and ran up it like lightning. The lamp rocked under the sudden strain, but it was a heavy one and did not topple over. Malcolmson kept his eyes on the rat, and saw it by the light of the second lamp leap to a moulding of the wainscot and disappear through a hole in one of the great pictures which hung on the wall, obscured and invisible through its coating of dirt and dust.

“I shall look up my friend's habitation in the morning,”said the student, as he went over to collect his books.“The third picture from the fireplace; I shall not forget.”He picked up the books one by one, commenting on them as he lifted them.“Conic Sections he does not mind, nor Cycloidal Oscillations, nor the Principia, nor Quaternions, nor Thermodynamics. Now for the book that fetched him!”Malcolmson took it up and looked at it. As he did so he started, a sudden pallor overspread his face. He looked round uneasily and shivered slightly, as he murmured to himself:“The Bible my mother gave me!What an odd coincidence.”He sat down to work again, and the rats in the wainscot renewed their gambols. They did not disturb him, however; somehow their presence gave him a sense of companionship. But he could not attend to his work, and after striving to master the subject on which he was engaged gave it up in despair, and went to bed as the he first streak of dawn stole in through the eastern window.

He slept heavily but uneasily, and dreamed much; and when Mrs. Dempster woke him late in the morning he seemed ill at ease, and for a few minutes did not seem to realise exactly where he was. His first request rather surprised the servant.“Mrs. Dempster, when I am out today I wish you would get the steps and dust or wash those pictures—specially that one the third from the fireplace—I want to see what they are.”

Late in the afternoon Malcolmson worked at his books in the shaded walk, and the cheerfulness of the previous day came back to him as the day wore on, and he found that his reading was progressing well. He had worked out to a satisfactory conclusion all the problems which had as yet baffled him, and it was in a state of jubilation that he paid a visit to Mrs. Witham at“The Good Traveller.”He found a stranger in the cosy sitting-room with the landlady, who was introduced to him as Dr. Thornhill. She was not quite at ease, and this, combined with the doctor's plunging at once into a series of questions, made Malcolmson come to the conclusion that his presence was not an accident, so without preliminary he said:“Dr. Thornhill, I shall with pleasure answer you any question you may choose to ask me if you will answer my one question first.”



The doctor seemed surprised, but he smiled and answered at once,“Done!What is it?”

“Did Mrs. Witham ask you to come here and see me and advise me?”

Dr. Thornhill for a moment was taken aback, and Mrs. Witham got fiery red and turned away; but the doctor was a frank and ready man, and he answered at once and openly.“She did: but she didn't intend you to know it. I suppose it was my clumsy haste hat made you suspect. She told me that she did not like the idea of your being in that house all by yourself, and that she thought you took too much strong tea. In fact, she wants me to advise you if possible to give up the tea and the very late hours. I was as a keen student in my time, so I suppose I may take the liberty of a college man, and without offence, advise you not quite as a stranger.”

Malcolmson with a bright smile held out his hand.“Shake!As they say in America,”he said.“I must thank you for your kindness and Mrs. Witham too, and your kindness deserves a return on my part. I promise to take no more strong tea—no tea at all till you let me—and I shall go to bed tonight at one o'clock at latest. Will that do?”

“Capital,”said the doctor.“Now tell us all that you noticed in the old house,”and so Malcolmson then and there told in minute detail all that had happened in the last two nights. He was interrupted every now and then by some exclamation from Mrs. Witham, till finally when he told of the episode of the Bible the landlady's pent-up emotions found vent in a shriek; and it was not till a stiff glass of brandy and water had been administered that she grew composed again. Dr. Thornhill listened with a face of growing gravity, and when the narrative was complete and Mrs. Witham had been restored he asked:“The rat always went up the rope of the alarm bell?”

“Always.”

“I suppose you know,”said the doctor after a pause,“what the rope is?”

“No!”

“It is,”said the doctor slowly,“the very rope which the hangman used for all the victims of the Judge's judicial rancour!”Here he was interrupted by another scream from Mrs. Witham, and steps had to be taken for her recovery. Malcolmson having looked at his watch, and found that it was close to his dinner hour, had gone home before her complete recovery.

When Mrs. Witham was herself again she almost assailed the doctor with angry questions as to what he meant by putting such horrible ideas into the poor young man's mind.“He has quite enough there already to upset him,”she added. Dr. Thornhill replied:

“My dear madam, I had a distinct purpose in it!I wanted to draw his attention to the bell rope, and to fix it there. It may be that he is in a highly overwrought state, and has been studying too much, although I am bound to say that he seems as sound and healthy a young man, mentally and bodily, as ever I saw—but then the rats—and that suggestion of the devil.”The doctor shook his head and went on.“I would have offered to go and stay the first night with him but I felt sure it would have been a cause of offence. He may get in the night some strange fright or hallucination; and if he does I want him to pull that rope. All alone as he is it will give us warning, and we may reach him in time to be of service. I shall be sitting up pretty late tonight and shall keep my ears open. Do not be alarmed if Benchurch gets a surprise before morning.”

“Oh, Doctor, what do you mean?What do you mean?”

“I mean this; that possibly—nay, more probably—we shall hear the great alarm bell from the Judge's House tonight,”and the doctor made about as effective an exit as could be thought of.

When Malcolmson arrived home he found that it was a little after his usual time, and Mrs. Dempster had gone away—the rules of Greenhow's Charity were not to be neglected. He was glad to see that the place was bright and tidy with a cheerful fire and a well-trimmed lamp. The evening was colder than might have been expected in April, and a heavy wind was blowing with such rapidly increasing strength that there was every promise of a storm during the night. For a few minutes after his entrance the noise of the rats ceased; but so soon as they became accustomed to his presence they began again. He was glad to hear them, for he felt once more the feeling of companionship in their noise, and his mind ran back to the strange fact that they only ceased to manifest themselves when that other—the great rat with the baleful eyes—came upon the scene. The reading—lamp only was lit and its green shade kept the ceiling and the upper part of the room in darkness, so that the cheerful light from the hearth spreading over the floor and shining on the white cloth laid over the end of the table was warm and cheery. Malcolmson sat down to his dinner with a good appetite and a buoyant spirit. After his dinner and a cigarette he sat steadily down to work, determined not to let anything disturb him, for he remembered his promise to the doctor, and made up his mind to make the best of the time at his disposal.



For an hour or so he worked all right, and then his thoughts began to wander from his books. The actual circumstances around him, the calls on his physical attention, and his nervous susceptibility were not to be denied. By this time the wind had become a gale, and the gale a storm. The old house, solid though it was, seemed to shake to its foundations, and the storm roared and raged through its many chimneys and its queer old gables, producing strange, unearthly sounds in the empty rooms and corridors. Even the great alarm bell on the roof must have felt the force of the wind, for the rope rose and fell slightly, as though the bell were moved a little from time to time, and the limber rope fell on the oak floor with a hard and hollow sound.

As Malcolmson listened to it he bethought himself of the doctor's words,“It is the rope which the hangman used for the victims of the Judge's judicial rancour,”and he went over to the corner of the fireplace and took it in his hand to look at it. There seemed a sort of deadly interest in it, and as he stood there he lost himself for a moment in speculation as to who these victims were, and the grim wish of the Judge to have such a ghastly relic ever under his eyes. As he stood there the swaying of the bell on the roof still lifted the rope now and again; but presently there came a new sensation—a sort of tremor in the rope, as though something was moving along it.

Looking up instinctively Malcolmson saw the great rat coming slowly down towards him, glaring at him steadily. He dropped the rope and started back with a muttered curse, and the rat turning ran up the rope again and disappeared, and at the same instant Malcolmson became conscious that the noise of the rats, which had ceased for a while, began again.

All this set him thinking, and it occurred to him that he had not investigated the lair of the rat or looked at the pictures, as he had intended. He lit the other lamp without the shade, and, holding it up went and stood opposite the third picture from the fireplace on the right-hand side where he had seen the rat disappear on the previous night.

At the first glance he started back so suddenly that he almost dropped the lamp, and a deadly pallor overspread his face. His knees shook, and heavy drops of sweat came on his forehead, and he trembled like an aspen. But he was young and plucky, and pulled himself together, and after the pause of a few seconds stepped forward again, raised the lamp, and examined the picture which had been dusted and washed, and now stood out clearly.

It was of a judge dressed in his robes of scarlet and ermine. His face was strong and merciless, evil, crafty, and vindictive, with a sensual mouth, hooked nose of ruddy colour, and shaped like the beak of a bird of prey. The rest of the face was of a cadaverous colour. The eyes were of peculiar brilliance and with a terribly malignant expression. As he looked at them, Malcolmson grew cold, for he saw there the very counterpart of the eyes of the great rat. The lamp almost fell from his hand, he saw the rat with its baleful eyes peering out through the hole in the corner of the picture, and noted the sudden cessation of the noise of the other rats. However, he pulled himself together, and went on with his examination of the picture.

The Judge was seated in a great high-backed carved oak chair, on the right-hand side of a great stone fireplace where, in the corner, a rope hung down from the ceiling, its end lying coiled on the floor. With a feeling of something like horror, Malcolmson recognized the scene of the room as it stood, and gazed around him in an awestruck manner as though he expected to find some strange presence behind him. Then he looked over to the corner of the fireplace—and with a loud cry he let the lamp fall from his hand.

There, in the Judge's arm-chair, with the rope hanging behind, sat the rat with the Judge's baleful eyes, now intensified and with a fiendish leer. Save for the howling of the storm without there was silence.



The fallen lamp recalled Malcolmson to himself. Fortunately it was of metal, and so the oil was not spilt. However, the practical need of attending to it settled at once his nervous apprehension. When he had turned it out, he wiped his brow and thought for a moment.

“This will not do,”he said to himself.“If I go on like this I shall become a crazy fool. This must stop!I promised the doctor I would not take tea. Faith, he was pretty right!My nerves must have been getting into a queer state. Funny I did not notice it. I never felt better in my life. However, it is all right now, and I shall not be such a fool again.”

Then he mixed himself a good stiff glass of brandy and water and resolutely sat down to his work.

It was nearly an hour when he looked up from his book, disturbed by the sudden stillness. Without, the wind howled and roared louder than ever, and the rain drove in sheets against the windows, beating like hail on the glass; but within there was no sound whatever save the echo of the wind as it roared in the great chimney, and now and then a hiss as a few raindrops found their way down the chimney in a lull of the storm. The fire had fallen low and had ceased to flame, though it threw out a red glow. Malcolmson listened attentively, and presently heard a thin, squeaking noise, very faint. It came from the corner of the room where the rope hung down, and he thought it was the creaking of the rope on the floor as the swaying of the bell raised and lowered it. Looking up, however, he saw in the dim light the great rat clinging to the rope and gnawing it. The rope was already nearly gnawed through—he could see the lighter colour where the strands were laid bare. As he looked the job was completed, and the severed end of the rope fell clattering on the oaken floor, whilst for an instant the great rat remained like a knob or tassel at the end of the rope, which now began to sway to and fro. Malcolmson felt for a moment another pang of terror as he thought that now the possibility of calling the outer world to his assistance was cut off, but an intense anger took its place, and seizing the book he was reading he hurled it at the rat. The blow was well aimed, but before the missile could reach him the rat dropped off and struck the floor with a soft thud. Malcolmson instantly rushed over towards him, but it darted away and disappeared in the darkness of the shadows of the room. Malcolmson felt that his work was over for the night, and determined then and there to vary the monotony of the proceedings by a hunt for the rat, and took off the green shade of the lamp so as to insure a wider spreading light. As he did so the gloom of the upper part of the room was relieved, and in the new flood of light, great by comparison with the previous darkness, the pictures on the wall stood out boldly. From where he stood, Malcolmson saw right opposite to him the third picture on the wall from the right of the fireplace. He rubbed his eyes in surprise, and then a great fear began to come upon him.

In the centre of the picture was a great irregular patch of brown canvas, as fresh as when it was stretched on the frame. The background was as before, with chair and chimney-corner and rope, but the figure of the Judge had disappeared.

Malcolmson, almost in a chill of horror, turned slowly round, and then he began to shake and tremble like a man in a palsy. His strength seemed to have left him, and he was incapable of action or movement, hardly even of thought. He could only see and hear.

There, on the great high-backed carved oak chair sat the Judge in his robes of scarlet and ermine, with his baleful eyes glaring vindictively, and a smile of triumph on the resolute, cruel mouth, as he lifted with his hands a black cap. Malcolmson felt as if the blood was running from his heart, as one does in moments of prolonged suspense. There was a singing in his ears without, he could hear the roar and howl of the tempest, and through it, swept on the storm, came the striking of midnight by the great chimes in the market place. He stood for a space of time that seemed to him endless still as a statue, and with wide-open, horror-struck eyes, breathless. As the clock struck, so the smile of triumph on the Judge's face intensified, and at the last stroke of midnight he placed the black cap on his head.

Slowly and deliberately the Judge rose from his chair and picked up the piece of the rope of the alarm bell which lay on the floor, drew it through his hands as if he enjoyed its touch, and then deliberately began to knot one end of it, fashioning it into a noose. This he tightened and tested with his foot, pulling hard at it till he was satisfied and then making a running noose of it, which he held in his hand. Then he began to move along the table on the opposite side to Malcolmson, keeping his eyes on him until he had passed him, when with a quick movement he stood in front of the door. Malcolmson then began to feel that he was trapped, and tried to think of what he should do. There was some fascination in the Judge's eyes, which he never took off him, and he had, perforce, to look. He saw the Judge approach—still keeping between him and the door—and raise the noose and throw it towards him as if to entangle him. With a great effort he made a quick movement to one side, and saw the rope fall beside him, and heard it strike the oaken floor. Again the Judge raised the noose and tried to ensnare him, ever keeping his baleful eyes fixed on him, and each time by a mighty effort the student just managed to evade it. So this went on for many times, the Judge seeming never discouraged nor discomposed at failure, but playing as a cat does with a mouse. At least in despair, which had reached its climax, Malcolmson cast a quick glance round him. The lamp seemed to have blazed up, and there was a fairly good light in the room. At the many ratholes and in the chinks and crannies of the wainscot he saw the rats'eyes; and this aspect, that was purely physical, gave him a gleam of comfort. He looked around and saw that the rope of the great alarm bell was laden with rats. Every inch of it was covered with them; and more and more were pouring through the small circular hole in the ceiling whence it emerged, so that with their weight the bell was beginning to sway.

Hark!It had swayed till the clapper had touched the bell. The sound was but a tiny one, but the bell was only beginning to sway, and it would increase.

At the sound the Judge, who had been keeping his eyes fixed on Malcolmson, looked up, and a scowl of diabolical anger overspread his face. His eyes fairly glowed like hot coals, and he stamped his foot with a sound that seemed to make the house shake. A dreadful peal of thunder broke overhead as he raised the rope again, whilst the rats kept running up and down the rope as though working against time. This time, instead of throwing it, he drew close to his victim, and held open the noose as he approached. As he came closer there seemed something paralyzing in his very presence, and Malcolmson stood rigid as a corpse. He felt the Judge's icy fingers touch his throat as he adjusted the rope. The noose tightened—tightened. Then the Judge, taking the rigid form of the student in his arms, carried him over and placed him standing in the oak chair, and stepping up beside him, put his hand up and caught the end of the swaying rope of the alarm bell. As he raised his hand the rats fled squeaking, and disappeared through the hole in the ceiling. Taking the end of the noose which was round Malcolmson's neck he tied it to the hanging-bell rope, and then descending pulled away the chair.

When the alarm bell of the Judge's House began to sound a crowd soon assembled. Lights and torches of various kinds appeared, and soon a silent crowd was hurrying to the spot. They knocked loudly at the door, but there was no reply. Then they burst in the door, and poured into the great dining-room, the doctor at the head.

There at the end of the rope of the great alarm bell hung the body of the student, and on the face of the Judge in the picture was a malignant smile.
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罗生门 Rashomon

【日】芥川龙之介

那是一个寒冷的夜晚，一位武士的仆人站在罗生门下避雨。

这个宽敞的大门下只站着一个人，除他以外，没有别人。在朱漆斑驳的大圆柱上，蹲着一只蟋蟀。罗生门正位于朱雀大街上，本该有不少戴女笠和乌软帽的男女行人到这里来避雨，可现在只有他一个。

这些年来，京都接连遭受地震、台风、大火等几次灾难的袭击，已经变得格外荒凉了。古时候留下来的记载里说到，佛像、供品的碎片，凡是油漆、金箔、银箔有破损的，都被堆在路边当柴火卖。京都已经是这样的情景了，所以像修理罗生门那样的事一定不会有人来管。在如此萧条的环境下，狐狸和其他动物便开始趁机作乱，小偷和强盗也将这里作为他们的藏身之处。最后，把无人认领的尸体扔到罗生门逐渐成了一种习惯。每逢太阳落山，这里总是让人感觉阴森恐怖，所以谁也不上这里来了。

不知道从哪里飞来了许多乌鸦。白天的时候，这些乌鸦在门柱上成群地盘旋尖叫。当夕阳西下的时候，这些黑黝黝的乌鸦漫天都是，好像天空撒满了黑芝麻。它们是到罗生门的门楼上吃死人肉的——因为今天已经很晚了，所以一只也没有看到，但是在倒塌了的砖石缝里长着杂草的台阶上，还可以看到一些斑斑点点的白色鸟粪。这位仆人穿着洗旧了的蓝色和服，一屁股坐在第七级——最高一级的台阶上，神情茫然地看着雨。他的注意力全部集中在他右脸上的那个脓包上。

就像开始说的那样，这位仆人在这儿等着雨停。可是雨停之后，他却不知道该干什么去了。照理说应当回主人家去，主人却在四五天前已经把他辞退了。因为当时的京都一片萧条，现在，这位仆人被他侍奉多年的主人辞退，也是大萧条的环境下难以避免的。与其说是这位仆人在避雨，还不如说是无处可去。这样的天气对他的绝望情绪没有任何帮助，这个雨看上去一时半会儿停不了。他深深陷入生活的苦恼之中，甚至不知道明天该怎么办。无助而杂乱的想法预示着他的悲惨命运。他毫无目的地听着朱雀大街上的雨点声。

大雨包围着罗生门，雨点重重地落在地上的声音从很远的地方就能听到。仆人抬头看了看，一片乌云正压在罗生门里唯一能看到的那片天空。

无论如何，在现在这样的悲惨环境下，他没有任何选择的权利。如果他选择一种诚实的办法，那么他会毫无疑问地饿死在墙边或者朱雀大街的臭水沟里。最终他的尸体会像狗一样被扔到罗生门里。如果他决定去偷——他反复思考，最后便跑到这里。想来想去还是觉得“偷”不是办法。即使他走投无路，还是没有办法鼓足勇气去当一个小偷。

他打了一个大喷嚏后慢慢地站了起来。夜晚的京都异常寒冷，他很想去找个地方烤烤火。冷风毫不留情地从门柱间穿过。连在朱漆圆柱上停留的蟋蟀都不见踪影了。

他穿着蓝色和服，里面还穿了件黄色的薄内衬，缩着脖子，耸着肩膀，向门内四处张望，如果有那么一个地方——既可以避风雨，又能安安静静地睡觉，那该多好。这时候，他发现了一条通往塔顶的、宽大的、漆了朱漆的楼梯。除了死人外，楼上不会有任何人。他留意着腰间的刀，不让它脱出鞘来，然后抬起穿草鞋的脚，跨上楼梯最下面的一个台阶。

过了一会儿，他走到了楼梯中间，看到一个影子在晃动。他像猫儿似的哈着腰，正屏住呼吸窥探着上面的情况。从楼上透出来的火光，照在他的右脸上，隐约可见他的短胡子中长着的那个红肿化脓的面疮。他原来以为上面只有死人，可是上了几级台阶后，看见还有人点着火。这个火光到处移动，模糊的黄色火光在屋顶挂满蜘蛛网的天花板下像鬼影一样地摇晃。什么人会在罗生门里点着灯呢？特别是在这样一个风雨交加的夜里？恐惧笼罩着他。



他像蜥蜴那样蹑手蹑脚地爬着，好不容易才爬到这险陡的楼梯的最高一级。他尽量伏倒身体，伸长脖子，小心翼翼地朝塔顶望去。

正如传闻所说的那样，楼上胡乱扔着几具尸体。塔里的光线非常微弱，所以看不出到底有多少具。能看到的，有赤身裸体的，有穿着衣服的。当然，有男也有女。这些尸体全都耷拉着脑袋、张着嘴躺在地上，还有一些伸着胳膊，看上去像泥人一样，似乎从来没有过生命的迹象。他们的肩膀、胸膛和躯体在昏暗的灯光里僵硬着，其他的部位则消失在影子里。尸体由于腐烂发出的恶臭向仆人扑面而来，他不得不捂住了鼻子。

不一会儿，他放下捂住鼻子的手，开始仔细观察这些尸体。突然，他在尸体的后面发现了一个鬼影。好像是一个老妇人，她一头白发面色憔悴，神情恍惚，右手拿着一个松木火把，正盯着一具有着长长的黑发的尸体。

仆人带着六分恐惧四分好奇的心理，一阵激动，在那一刻，他甚至连呼吸都忘记了。他觉得身上的汗毛和头发全都竖了起来。老妇人把松木火把插在楼板上，两手在那个尸体的脑袋上跟母猴替小猴捉虱子一样，一根一根地拔着头发。

看着头发被一根根拔下来，仆人心中的恐惧也渐渐消失了，同时对这个老妇人的仇恨却一点点加剧。仇恨让他觉得这位老妇人是邪恶的化身。如果此时有人问他刚才在罗生门下选择是饿死还是当小偷，他大概会毫不犹豫地选择饿死。他的厌恶之心，正如老妇人插在楼板上的松木火把一样，熊熊燃烧起来。

他不知道这位老妇人为什么要拔死人的头发，当然也就不能判断她的行为的善与恶。不过在他眼里，在这样大雨滂沱的夜里，在罗生门拔死人的头发，仅凭这一点，就是不可饶恕的罪恶。当然，他已经忘记刚才自己还打算做小偷。

仆人感到有一种力量召唤他的双腿。他一个箭步跳上了楼板，一手抓住刀柄，大步走到老妇人的面前。老妇人转过身，眼里充满了恐惧，战栗着从楼板上弹了起来。过了一会儿，她平静下来了，接着尖叫着跑向楼梯。



“嘿！你要去哪里？”仆人挡住了在尸体间跌跌撞撞慌忙逃走的老妇人，并大声吆喝着。老妇人还想把他推开，赶快逃跑，可是仆人阻挡她的道路，一把将她拉了回来，两人便在尸堆里扭结起来。胜负当然毋庸置疑，仆人不一会儿就扭住老妇人的胳膊，并把她按倒在地。老妇人的胳膊瘦得只剩下皮包骨头，就像鸡脚一样。仆人拔出他的刀，直直地顶在老妇人的鼻子前，而她一句话也说不出来。她两手发抖，气喘吁吁地耸动着双肩，睁大眼睛，眼珠子几乎从眼眶里蹦出来，像哑巴似的沉默着。仆人意识到老妇人的死活已经操纵在自己的手上，刚才火一般的怒气渐渐平息了，他只想弄明白究竟是怎么一回事。他低头看着老妇人，放缓口气说：“你听着，我不是巡捕厅的差人，而是经过罗生门的行路人，不会拿绳子捆你的。你只要告诉我，你为什么这个时候在塔上，到底在干什么？”

这时，老妇人的眼睛睁得更大，眼眶红烂，眼光像肉食鸟那样矍铄，盯着仆人的脸，然后蠕动着发皱的同鼻子挤在一起的嘴，像吃东西似的，还牵动了细脖子的喉尖，从喉头发出了乌鸦似的嗓音，她喘着气，声音传到仆人的耳朵里：

“我拔他们的头发……是为了做假发用。”

听到这样的回答，仆人觉得非常意外，也有些失望，刚才的怒气与冷酷的轻蔑一起涌上了心头。老妇人看出他的失望。她的手里还捏着一把刚拔下的死人头发，又动着蛤蟆似的嘴巴，用沙哑的声音断断续续地说道：“的确，对您而言，拔死人头发是不对的，不过这里的死人，活着的时候也都这么干。我所拔的这个女人，活着时把蛇肉切成一段一段的，晒干了当干鱼拿到军营去卖。要不是害瘟病死了，她这会儿还在卖。她卖的干鱼味道很鲜，军营的人买去做菜。她那么干也不坏，否则，就得饿死，反正是没有办法。我跟她一样，迫不得已，她大概会原谅我的。”

仆人若有所思地听着，把刀插进鞘里，左手按着刀柄，右手摸摸脸上的肿疮。逐渐地，他鼓起了勇气。这是他刚才在门下所缺乏的勇气，也不同于刚才上楼逮老妇人的勇气。他不再为饿死还是当小偷的问题烦恼，现在他已经把饿死的念头完全抛之脑后了。

“你确定？”老妇人的话刚说完，他讥笑地说了一声。于是，他下定决心，立刻跨前一步，右手也不再摸脸上的脓包了，抓住老妇人的衣领，狠狠地说：

“那么，我抢劫你，你也不要怪我，否则，我也要饿死。”

他一下子剥下了老妇人身上的衣服，一脚把她踢到尸体上，只跨了五大步便到了楼梯口，腋下还夹着剥下的黄色衣服，一溜烟地走下楼梯，消失在夜色之中。

没过一会儿，老妇人光着身子从尸堆里爬了起来，嘴里嘟嘟囔囔的，借着还在燃烧的火把的光，爬到楼梯口，然后披散着短短的白发，向楼梯下面张望。外边是一片沉沉的黑夜。

除了无尽的黑夜……无人知晓。

It was a chilly evening. A servant of a samurai stood under the Rashomon, waiting for a break in the rain.

No one else was under the wide gate. On the thick column, its crimson lacquer rubbed off here and there, perched a cricket. Since the Rashomon stands on Sujaku Avenue, a few other people at least, in sedge hat or nobleman's headgear, might have been expected to be waiting there for a break in the rain storm. But no one was near except this man.

For the past few years the city of Kyoto had been visited by a series of calamities, earthquakes, whirlwinds, and fires, and Kyoto had been greatly devastated. Old chronicles say that broken pieces of Buddhist images and other Buddhist objects, with their lacquer, gold, or silver leaf worn off, were heaped up on roadsides to be sold as firewood. Such being the state of affairs in Kyoto, the repair of the Rashomon was out of the question. Taking advantage of the devastation, foxes and other wild aninals made their dens in the ruins of the gate, and thieves and robbers found a home there too. Eventually it became customary to bring unclaimed corpses to this gate and abandon them. After dark it was so ghostly that no one dared approach.

Flocks of crows flew in from somewhere. During the daytime these cawing birds circled round the ridgepole of the gate. When the sky overhead turned red in the afterlight of the departed sun, they looked like so many grains of sesame flung across the gate. But on that not a crow was to be seen, perhaps because of the lateness of the hour. Here and there the stone steps, beginning to crumble, and with rank grass growing in their crevices, were dotted with the white droppings of crows. The servant, in a worn blue kimono, sat on the seventh and highest step, vacantly watching the rain. His attention was drawn to a large pimple irritating his right cheek.

As has been said, the servant was waiting for a break in the rain. But he had no particular idea of what to do after the rain stopped. Ordinarily, of course, he would have returned to his master's house, but he had been discharged just before. The prosperity of the city of Kyoto had been rapidly declining, and he had been dismissed by his master, whom he had served many years, because of the effects of this decline. Thus, confined by the rain, he was at a loss to know where to go. And the weather had not a little to do with his depressed mood. The rain seemed unlikely to stop. He was lost in thoughts of how to make his living tomorrow, helpless incoherent thoughts protesting an inexorable fate. Aimlessly he had been listening to the pattering of the rain on the Sujaku Avenue.

The rain, enveloping the Rashomon, gathered strength and came down with a pelting sound that could be heard far away. Looking up, he saw a fat black cloud impale itself on the tips of the tiles jutting out from the roof of the gate.

He had little choice of means, whether fair or foul, because of his helpless circumstances. If he chose honest means, he would undoubtedly starve to death beside the wall or in the Sujaku gutter. He would be brought to this gate and thrown away like a stray dog. If he decided to steal...His mind, after making the same detour time and again, came finally to the conclusion that he would be a thief. But doubts returned many times. Though determined that he had no choice, he was still unable to muster enough courage to justify the conclusion that he must become a thief.

After a loud fit of sneezing he got up slowly. The evening chill of Kyoto made him long for the warmth of a brazier. The wind in the evening dusk howled through the columns of the gate. The cricket which had been perched on the crimson-lacquered column was already gone.

Ducking his neck, he looked around the gate, and drew up the shoulders of the blue kimono which he wore over his yellow thin underwear. He decided to spend the night there, if he could find a secluded corner sheltered from wind and rain. He found a broad lacquered stairway leading to the tower over the gate. No one would be there, except the dead, if there were any. So, taking care that the sword at his side did not slip out of the scabbard, he set foot on the lowest step of the stairs.

A few seconds later, halfway up the stairs, he saw a movement above. Holding his breath and huddling cat-like in the middle of the broad stairs leading to the tower, he watched and waited. A light coming from the upstairs shone on his right cheek with the red, festering pimple visible under his stubby whiskers. He had expected only dead people inside the tower, but he had only gone up a few steps before he noticed a fire above, about which someone was moving. He saw a dull, yellow, flickering light which made the cobwebs hanging from the ceiling glow in a ghostly way. What sort of person would be making a light in the Rashomon...and in a storm?The unknown, the evil terrified him.

As quietly as a lizard, the servant crept up to the top of the steep stairs. Crouching on all fours, and stretching his neck as far as possible, he timidly peeped into the tower.



As rumor had said, he found several corpses strewn carelessly about the floor. Since the glow of the light was feeble, he could not count the number. He could only see that some were naked and others clothed. Some of them were women, and all were lolling on the floor with their mouths open or their arms outstretched showing no more signs of life than so many clay dolls. One would doubt that they had ever been alive, so eternally silent they were. Their shoulders, breasts, and torsos stood out in the dim light; other parts vanished in shadow. The offensive smell of these decomposed corpses brought his hand to his nose.

The next moment his hand dropped and he stared. He caught sight of a ghoulish form bent over a corpse. It seemed to be an old woman, gaunt, gray-haired, and delirious in appearance. With a pine torch in her right hand, she was peeping into the face of a corpse which had long black hair.

Seized more with horror than curiosity, he even forgot to breathe for a time. He felt the hair of his head and body stand on end. As he watched, terrified, she wedged the torch between two floor boards and, laying hands on the heads of the corpse, began to pull out the long hairs one by one, as a monkey kills the lice of her young. The hair came out smoothly with the movement of her hands.

As the hair came out, fear faded from his heart, and his hatred toward the old woman mounted. It grew beyond hatred, becoming a consuming antipathy against all evil. At this instant if anyone had brought up the the question of whether he would starve to death or become a thief—the question which had occurred to him a little while ago—he would not have hesitated to choose death. His hatred toward evil flared up like the piece of pine wood which the old woman had stuck in the floor.

He did not know why she pulled out the hair of the dead. Accordingly, he did not know whether her case was to be put down as good or bad. But in his eyes, pulling out the hair of the dead in the Rashomon on this stormy night was an unpardonable crime. Of course it never entered his mind that a little while ago he had thought of becoming a thief.

Then, summoning strength into his legs, he rose from the stairs and strode, hand on sword, right in front of the old creature. The hag turned, terror in her eyes, and sprang up from the floor, trembling. For a small moment she paused, poised there, then lunged for the stairs with a shriek.

“Wretch!Where are you going?”he shouted, barring the way of the trembling hag who tried to scurry past him. Still she attempted to claw her way by. He pushed her back to prevent her...they struggled, fell among the corpses, and grappled there. The issue was never in doubt. In a moment he had her by the arm, twisted it, and forced her down to the floor. Her arms were all skin and bones, and there was no more flesh on them than on the shanks of a chicken. No sooner was she on the floor than he drew his sword and thrust the silver-white blade before her very nose. She was silent. She trembled as if in a fit, and her eyes were open so wide that they were almost out of their sockets, and her breath come in hoarse gasps. The life of this wretch was his now. This thought cooled his boiling anger and brought a calm pride and satisfaction. He looked down at her, and said in a somewhat calmer voice :

“Look here, I'm not an officer of the High Police Commissioner. I'm a stranger who happened to pass by this gate. I won't bind you or do anything against you, but you must tell me what you're doing up here.”

Then the old woman opened her eyes still wider, and gazed at his face intently with the sharp red eyes of a bird of prey. She moved her lips, which were wrinkled into her nose, as though she were chewing something. Then a panting sound like the cawing of a crow came from her throat :

“I pull the hair...I pull out the hair...to make a wig.”

Her answer banished all unknown from their encounter and brought disappointment. Suddenly she was only a trembling old woman there at his feet. A ghoul no longer : only a hag who makes wigs from the hair of the dead—to sell, for scraps of food. A cold contempt seized him. Fear left his heart, and his former hatred entered. These feelings must have been sensed by the other. The old creature, still clutching the hair she had pulled off the corpse, mumbled out these words in her harsh broken voice :

“Indeed, making wigs out of the hair of the dead may seem a great evil to you, but these that are here deserve no better. This woman, whose beautiful black hair I was pulling, used to sell cut and dried snake flesh at the guard barracks, saying that it was dried fish. If she hadn't died of the plague, she'd be selling it now. The guards liked to buy from her, and used to say her fish was tasty. What she did couldn't be wrong, because if she hadn't, she would have starved to death. There was no other choice. If she knew I had to do this in order to live, she probably wouldn't care.”

He sheathed his sword, and, with his left hand on its hilt, he listened to her meditatively. His right hand touched the big pimple on his cheek. As he listened, a certain courage was born in his heart—the courage which he had not when he sat under the gate a little while ago. A strange power was driving him in the opposite direction of the courage which he had had when he seized the old woman. No longer did he wonder whether he should starve to death or become a thief. Starvation was so far from his mind that it was the last thing that would have entered it.

“Are you sure?”he asked in a mocking tone, when she finished talking. He took his right hand from his pimple, and, bending forward, seized her by the neck and said sharply :

“Then it's right if I rob you. I'd starve if I didn't.”

He tore her clothes from her body and kicked her roughly down on the corpses as she struggled and tried to clutch his leg. Five steps, and he was at the top of the stairs. The yellow clothes he had wrested off were under his arm, and in a twinkling he had rushed down the steep stairs into the abyss of night. The thunder of his descending steps pounded in the hollow tower, and then it was quiet.

Shortly after that the hag raised up her body from the corpses. Grumbling and groaning, she crawled to the top stair by the still flickering torchlight, and through the gray hair which hung over her face, she peered down to the last stair in the torch light.

Beyond this was only darkness...unknowing and unknown.
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孪生兄弟 One of Twins

【美】安布罗斯·比尔斯



您曾经问过我，身为孪生兄弟之一，是不是感觉有些事情难以用人们所熟知的自然法则来解释。我是这样说的：或许我们之间所熟知的自然法则并不相同。一些法则为你所熟知，而我并不知晓；而你无法理解的道理，我则相当熟悉。

在我没有现身时，你一定可以认出我的兄弟——约翰。然而，我确信，不管你还是其他人，当我们身着相同的服装出现时，谁都无法分清哪个是我，哪个是约翰。即便是我们的父母，也分不清楚。因此我说，或许世上再也没有和我们这样相像的孪生兄弟了！提起约翰这个名字，我也不确定到底属于谁。和其他人一样，我们出生后也接受了洗礼。然而，就在那个人给我们印上记号的时候，他也弄不清了。尽管我的前臂上印着一个小小的“H”，意思是Henry（亨利），他的前臂上印着“J”，代表John（约翰），然而现在再也不能证实记号是否弄错了。童年时，父母打算给我们穿上不同的衣服来区分我们，我们却常常故意交换，这样一来，他们又无所适从。后来，大家干脆放弃了对我们的区分。只要我们同时出现，大家就晕头转向，索性叫我们“约翰亨利”。我时常想，父亲怎么不直接将记号烙在我们的眉毛上呢。但是，我们两个还是比较乖，尽管有时候会淘气、惹人烦，但终究没做什么过分的事情。事实上，父亲是一个性格温顺的人，没准还把我们视为上天对他的恩赐呢！

之后，我们来到了加利福尼亚，并在圣何塞安了家。值得庆幸的是，我们在这里和您这样的好人成了朋友。您知道，后来父母在一周之内先后去世，我们这个家就支离破碎了。父亲去世时已经破产，为了偿还债务，一家人只好将宅地低价抵押。姐妹们都去投靠东部的亲戚，因为得到您的帮助，22岁的我和约翰得以在旧金山谋职。由于公司在不同城市，我们两人只好各自居住，一周也难得相聚一次。这样一来，我们拥有了自己的朋友，朋友中无人知晓我们彼此有一个颇为相像的兄弟。有关您的疑问，请听我娓娓道来。

就在刚到旧金山不久的一天下午，我在市场大街上散步。突然，一位穿着考究的中年男子走上前，跟我热情地打招呼：“史蒂夫，我知道你一般不爱出门，但当我跟我的太太说起你时，她非常希望你能到家里做客。另外，你可以认识一下我的女儿们。明天晚上6点，你是否能到我的家里吃顿便饭。如果我的女儿们和你没有共同语言，我们也可以打台球。”

那个中年男子谈笑风生，兴致勃勃，我都不忍心拒绝，于是我爽快地答应了这个从未谋面的男人：“您真是太客气了，很荣幸能得到您的邀请，请代我向马戈温夫人致以谢意，明晚我一定准时到。”

一阵寒暄之后，我们愉快地道别。和这位先生一样，经常会有人将我错认为我的哥哥，不过我早习惯了。除非事关重大，否则我不会急于纠正。可是我怎么知道这个人姓马戈温呢？这并非一个普通的姓氏。可能我真的叫对了。实际上，我对这个姓氏和这个人同样陌生。

第二天早上，我急匆匆地赶到约翰所在的公司，正好看到他抱着一大摞账单从办公室走出来。我对他讲述了如何以他的身份作出承诺，还说假如他不愿意赴约，我可以接着装扮下去。

约翰思考了一下说道：“真奇怪，在办公室里，我唯一熟悉并谈得来的人就是马戈温先生。今天早上他进来时，我们还互道了早安，我莫名其妙地问了一句：‘噢，马戈温先生，我把您家的地址给忘记了。’他告诉了我，当时我也不知道我要这个地址有什么用，现在知道了。看来你硬着头皮答应他的邀请是正确的，我会亲自赴宴的。”

自此以后，约翰就经常到马戈温先生家“赴宴”。我不是贬低他们家的厨艺，他家饭菜的味道的确不怎么样。时间长了，约翰对马戈温的一个女儿心生爱意，向她求婚。那位小姐冷淡而礼貌地接受了他的求婚。

几个星期之后，约翰告诉我，他已经和那位小姐订婚了。在我与那位年轻小姐和她的家人没有见面前，发生了这样一件事。那天，我在卡尼大街碰到一个相貌英俊、外表有些放荡不羁的小伙子。他的模样促使我不由自主地想监视他的一举一动。我无所顾忌地跟在他后面，到了吉尔利大街，并一直跟到联合广场。他看了看手表，然后走进广场，徘徊了很长时间。显然他在等人。正在这时，一位穿着时尚、模样俊俏的年轻小姐走了过去。紧接着，他们一起离开广场，我一直尾随他们走到斯托克顿大街。那时我十分谨慎，怕被他们觉察出来，总感觉那个陌生的女孩能一眼就把我认出来。他们七拐八绕地走了好几条街，最后在一所房子前停了下来。两人不约而同地朝四周看了看，一起走进了屋子。虽然我躲在暗处，但也差点被他们发现。至于那幢房子的具体地址，这里不再做详细说明。总之，它看起来非常普通，毫无特色。

需要说明的是，我跟踪这对陌生男女没有一点恶意。依我看，无论是否有碍道德，大部分人在类似情况下都会有同样的反应。下面这个故事就是您要我回忆的重要环节。讲述时，我心里坦坦荡荡，无所顾忌。

一周以后，约翰带我去拜望他未来的岳父。我想您一定已经想到了，我见到了马戈温小姐。令我惊讶的是，她竟然就是我那天跟踪的女孩。说实话，马戈温小姐有倾国倾城的美貌，然而，这副娇艳的面孔在她和那位青年在一起时却没有打动我。这使我怀疑自己是不是看错了人，但仔细想想又觉得不可能。或许是因为得体的服饰和轻松的气氛所致吧！



那晚，我和约翰坐立不安，那时的尴尬一点也不比我们被认错时的狼狈差。当我终于有机会和马戈温小姐单独相处时，便郑重地问她：“马戈温小姐，您也有个孪生姐妹吧。上个星期二下午，我在联合广场看到过她。”

一听这话，她睁大眼睛看着我，但马上就把视线移开了，然后一直盯着自己的鞋尖出神。和我的目光比起来，她似乎没有那么从容与镇静。

“她长得和我一模一样吗？”她故意装出一副不在意的样子。

“非常像，我简直被她迷住了，唯恐以后再也见不到她，所以就一直在她的后面跟着……马戈温小姐，您能明白我在说什么吗？”

听到我的提问，她的脸“唰”地一下变得苍白。但她抬起头，用眼神告诉我她没有被我的话吓垮。

“你想怎样办？”她问，“把你想要的条件说出来吧，我全都接受。”

很显然，这个姑娘是个厉害角色，惯常的勒索方法对她是不起作用的。

“马戈温小姐，”我的话语流露出由衷的怜悯之情，“我想您一定是迫于无奈才服从什么人的管束。我只是想帮你重获自由，决不会损害你的名誉。”

她伤心而绝望地摇了摇头。我继续鼓动她：

“您的美貌让我震惊，而您的坦率和不幸则消除了我对您的怀疑。如果您问心无愧，我相信您一定能找到最恰当的脱身方法。假如您是迫不得已，那么上天自有安排。您无须担心我会泄密。假如您不满意这桩婚姻，我会找出其他理由。”

当时的原话可能不是这样的，不过就是这个意思。当时我心绪烦乱，情急之下脱口而出。我没有再看她，站起身准备离开时，其他人都走了进来，我尽力保持镇静。“我刚向马戈温小姐道了晚安。也许待得太久了。”

约翰也要和我一起走。途中他问我有没有觉得茱莉叶小姐的神色有些怪异。

我搪塞说：“也许是身体不舒服，所以我才要告辞。”至于方才谈话的内容，我没有告诉他。

第二天我回到卧室时，已经很晚了。前天晚上的事让我惴惴不安。我走了出来，希望外面的空气能让我的头脑清醒一下。然而不知什么原因，我的心里有一种不祥的预感，让我很长时间不能释怀。深夜的寒气逼人，薄雾打湿了我的头发和衣服。我冷得发抖，又回到卧室，穿上睡衣和拖鞋坐在熊熊的炉火旁。我越想越害怕，身子也不停地发抖。此时的颤抖不是因为天气寒冷，而是因为内心恐惧，也许这就是所谓的“胆战心惊”吧。我有一种强烈的预感，某种不幸的事情就要发生了。这种预感让我备受折磨，我宁愿回想已经成为事实的往日的伤心之事，也不愿承受这种不知道结果的猜测性的困扰。于是，我回忆起已逝的父母，追忆着在他们床前的最后诀别以及在墓前的沉痛悼念。这些情景仿佛光影般看不真切，就像发生在遥远的过去，发生在某个和我不相干的人身上。突然，我被一个极度惊恐的尖叫声惊醒，就好像是钢刀斩断了绷紧的绳索。

那是约翰的声音，听起来好像是从窗外的街道上传来的。我一跃而起，打开窗户向四外查看。街灯昏暗，人行道湿气缭绕，临街的住房隐隐约约，看不清楚，有些阴森恐怖。一个竖着衣领的警察，背靠在门柱上，悠闲地点着一根香烟。我关上窗户，放下帘子，回到炉火旁，一边做些习惯性的动作，极力不去想刚才那个可怕的叫声，一边焦虑地看着手表。11点半的时候，我又听到那个让我毛骨悚然的叫声。那声音仿佛就在我的身边，触手可及。我害怕极了，待在那里一动都不动。过了很长时间，我跑出屋子，不由自主地朝一条陌生的街道飞奔。那个时候，我既不知道自己身在何处，也不知要去往何处。最后，我停在一户人家的前面。门外停着两三辆马车，屋内灯光晃动，人声鼎沸。这就是马戈温先生的家。



朋友，至于屋里到底发生了什么事，相信你已经猜想到了。我破门而入，首先看到茱莉叶·马戈温小姐躺在屋子里。因为中毒，她在几个小时之前就离开了人世。约翰·史蒂夫躺在另一个房间里，他的胸部中了一枪，还冒着血，他的手里握着一把枪。我冲进房间，把医生推开，蹲下身来抚摸着他的额头。约翰目光茫然地睁着眼睛，然后慢慢地闭上，悄无声息地死了。

之后的6个星期，我一直处于昏迷状态。幸运的是，我住到了您舒适的家中，在您妻子的精心照料下，我的身体很快恢复了。想必您对这段时间发生的事都非常清楚，但有一点恐怕您还不知道，这跟您的心理研究无关，至少与您曾经问我的问题没有一点联系。我知道您当时是顾及到我的身体情况才没有追根问底，不过我还能为您提供更多的情况。

几年后的一个夜晚，月明星稀，我独自一人在联合广场漫步。夜色已深，广场上空荡荡的。当我再次走到曾经目睹那次约会的地方，即预示了那次悲剧要发生的地方时，往事涌上心头，我不由地回想起那最凄惨的一幕。正当我坐在长椅上胡思乱想的时候，一名男子穿过人行道，走进了广场，径直向我走来。只见他低着头，双手放在身后，悠闲地走着。当他快走到我的座位时，我一下子认出了他。他不是别人，正是几年前在这里茱莉叶·马戈温小姐幽会的浪荡公子。不过，他整个人已经变成了一副苍白、疲惫、憔悴的模样，每一处都显露出生活放荡和重病缠身的迹象。他衣衫不整，前额垂着几绺头发，看起来既恐怖又怪异，就像一个刚从医院跑出来的病人。

我下意识地站到他面前，面对着他，而他也抬起头，仔细打量我的脸。突然，他呆住了，脸上呈现出难以言状的恐惧——就像遇到了鬼。但是，他并不示弱。“快滚开，约翰·史蒂夫。”他一面喊，一面举起颤抖的手臂向我的脸打来。只是那一拳软弱无力，我向一边躲开，他就栽倒在地上。

当人们发现他躺在那里的时候，他的身体已经僵硬。谁也不知道他是谁，甚至连他叫什么名字都无人知晓。他留在人间的唯一信息就是他已经死了。





You ask me if in my experience as one of a pair of twins I ever observed anything unaccountable by the natural laws with which we have acquaintance. As to that you shall judge; perhaps we have not all acquaintance with the same natural laws. You may know some that I do not, and what is to me unaccountable may be very clear to you.

You knew my brother John—that is, you knew him when you knew that I was not present; but neither you nor, I believe, any human being could distinguish between him and me if we chose to seem alike. Our parents could not; ours is the only instance of which I have any knowledge of so close resemblance as that. I speak of my brother John, but I am not at all sure that his name was not Henry and mine John. We were regularly christened, but afterward, in the very act of tattooing us with small distinguishing marks, the operator lost his reckoning; and although I bore upon my forearm a small“H”and he bore a“J”, it is by no means certain that the letters ought not to have been transposed. During our boyhood our parents tried to distinguish us more obviously by our clothing and other simple devices, but we would so frequently exchange suits and otherwise circumvent the enemy that they abandoned all such ineffectual attempts, and during all the years that we lived together at home everybody recognized the difficulty of the situation and made the best of it by calling us both“Jehnry”.I have often wondered at my father's forbearance in not branding us conspicuously upon our unworthy brows, but as we were tolerably good boys and used our power of embarrassment and annoyance with commendable moderation, we escaped the iron. My father was, in fact, a singularly good-natured man, and I think quietly enjoyed Nature's practical joke.

Soon after we had come to California, and settled at San Jose（where the only good fortune that awaited us was our meeting with so kind a friend as you）, the family, as you know, was broken up by the death of both my parents in the same week. My father died insolvent, and the homestead was sacrificed to pay his debts. My sisters returned to relatives in the East, but owing to your kindness John and I, then twenty-two years of age, obtained employment in San Francisco, in different quarters of the town. Circumstances did not permit us to live together, and we saw each other infrequently, sometimes not oftener than once a week. As we had few acquaintances in common, the fact of our extraordinary likeness was little known. I come now to the matter of your inquiry.

One day soon after we had come to this city I was walking down Market Street late in the afternoon, when I was accosted by a well-dressed man of middle age, who after greeting me cordially said,“Stevens, I know, of course, that you do not go out much, but I have told my wife about you, and she would be glad to see you at the house. I have a notion, too, that my girls are worth knowing. Suppose you come out tomorrow at six and dine with us, en famille; and then if the ladies can't amuse you afterward I'll stand in with a few games of billiards.”

This was said with so bright a smile and so engaging a manner that I had not the heart to refuse, and although I had never seen the man in my life I promptly replied,“You are very good, sir, and it will give me great pleasure to accept the invitation. Please present my compliments to Mrs. Margovan and ask her to expect me.”

With a shake of the hand and a pleasant parting word the man passed on. That he had mistaken me for my brother was plain enough. That was an error to which I was accustomed and which it was not my habit to rectify unless the matter seemed important. But how had I known that this man's name was Margovan?It certainly is not a name that one would apply to a man at random, with a probability that it would be right. In point of fact, the name was as strange to me as the man.

The next morning I hastened to where my brother was employed and met him coming out of the office with a number of bills that he was to collect. I told him how I had“committed”him and added that if he didn't care to keep the engagement I should be delighted to continue the impersonation.

“That's queer,”he said thoughtfully.“Margovan is the only man in the office here whom I know well and like. When he came in this morning and we had passed the usual greetings some singular impulse prompted me to say,‘Oh, I beg your pardon, Mr. Margovan, but I neglected to ask your address.’I got the address, but what under the sun I was to do with it, I did not know until now. It's good of you to offer to take the consequence of your impudence, but I'll eat that dinner myself, if you please.”

He ate a number of dinners at the same place—more than were good for him, I may add without disparaging their quality; for he fell in love with Miss Margovan, proposed marriage to her and was heartlessly accepted.

Several weeks after I had been informed of the engagement, but before it had been convenient for me to make the acquaintance of the young woman and her family, I met one day on Kearney Street a handsome but somewhat dissipated-looking man whom something prompted me to follow and watch, which I did without any scruple whatever. He turned up Geary Street and followed it until he came to Union Square. There he looked at his watch, then entered the square. He loitered about the paths for some time, evidently waiting for someone. Presently he was joined by a fashionably dressed and beautiful young woman and the two walked away up Stockton Street, I following. I now felt the necessity of extreme caution, for although the girl was a stranger it seemed to me that she would recognize me at a glance. They made several turns from one street to another and finally, after both had taken a hasty look all about—which I narrowly evaded by stepping into a doorway—they entered a house of which I do not care to state the location. Its location was better than its character.

I protest that my action in playing the spy upon these two strangers was without assignable motive. It was one of which I might or might not be ashamed, according to my estimate of the character of the person finding it out. As an essential part of a narrative educed by your question it is related here without hesitancy or shame.



A week later John took me to the house of his prospective father-in-law, and in Miss Margovan, as you have already surmised, but to my profound astonishment, I recognized the heroine of that discreditable adventure. A gloriously beautiful heroine of a discreditable adventure I must in justice admit that she was; but that fact has only this importance: her beauty was such a surprise to me that it cast a doubt upon her identity with the young woman I had seen before; how could the marvellous fascination of her face have failed to strike me at that time?But no—there was no possibility of error; the difference was due to costume, light and general surroundings.

John and I passed the evening at the house, enduring, with the fortitude of long experience, such delicate enough banter as our likeness naturally suggested. When the young lady and I were left alone for a few minutes I looked her squarely in the face and said with sudden gravity,“You, too, Miss Margovan, have a double: I saw her last Tuesday afternoon in Union Square.”

She trained her great grey eyes upon me for a moment, but her glance was a trifle less steady than my own and she withdrew it, fixing it on the tip of her shoe.

“Was she very like me?”she asked, with an indifference which I thought a little overdone.

“So like,”said I,“that I greatly admired her, and being unwilling to lose sight of her I confess that I followed her until—Miss Margovan, are you sure that you understand?”

She was now pale, but entirely calm. She again raised her eyes to mine, with a look that did not falter.

“What do you wish me to do?”she asked.“You need not fear to name your terms. I accept them.”

It was plain, even in the brief time given me for reflection, that in dealing with this girl ordinary methods would not do, and ordinary exactions were needless.

“Miss Margovan,”I said, doubtless with something of the compassion in my voice that I had in my heart,“it is impossible not to think you the victim of some horrible compulsion. Rather than impose new embarrassments upon you I would prefer to aid you to regain your freedom.”

She shook her head, sadly and hopelessly, and I continued, with agitation:

“Your beauty unnerves me. I am disarmed by your frankness and your distress. If you are free to act upon conscience you will, I believe, do what you conceive to be best; if you are not—well, Heaven help us all!You have nothing to fear from me but such opposition to this marriage as I can try to justify on—on other grounds.”

These were not my exact words, but that was the sense of them, as nearly as my sudden and conflicting emotions permitted me to express it. I rose and left her without another look at her, met the others as they re-entered the room and said, as calmly as I could,“I have been bidding Miss Margovan good evening; it is later than I thought.”

John decided to go with me. In the street he asked if I had observed anything singular in Julia's manner.

“I thought her ill,”I replied,“that is why I left.”Nothing more was said.

The next evening I came late to my lodgings. The events of the previous evening had made me nervous and ill; I had tried to cure myself and attain to clear thinking by walking in the open air, but I was oppressed with a horrible presentiment of evil—a presentiment which I could not formulate. It was a chill, foggy night; my clothing and hair were damp and I shook with cold. In my dressing-gown and slippers before a blazing grate of coals I was even more uncomfortable. I no longer shivered but shuddered—there is a difference. The dread of some impending calamity was so strong and dispiriting that I tried to drive it away by inviting a real sorrow—tried to dispel the conception of a terrible future by substituting the memory of a painful past. I recalled the death of my parents and endeavoured to fix my mind upon the last sad scenes at their bedsides and their graves. It all seemed vague and unreal, as having occurred ages ago and to another person. Suddenly, striking through my thought and parting it as a tense cord is parted by the stroke of steel—I can think of no other comparison—I heard a sharp cry as of one in mortal agony!

The voice was that of my brother and seemed to come from the street outside my window. I sprang to the window and threw it open. A street lamp directly opposite threw a wan and ghastly light upon the wet pavement and the fronts of the houses. A single policeman, with upturned collar, was leaning against a gatepost, quietly smoking a cigar. No one else was in sight. I closed the window and pulled down the shade, seated myself before the fire and tried to fix my mind upon my surroundings. By way of assisting, by performance of some familiar act, I looked at my watch; it marked half-past eleven. Again I heard that awful cry!It seemed in the room—at my side. I was frightened and for some moments had not the power to move. A few minutes later—I have no recollection of the intermediate time—I found myself hurrying along an unfamiliar street as fast as I could walk. I did not know where I was, nor whither I was going, but presently sprang up the steps of a house before which were two or three carriages and in which were moving lights and a subdued confusion of voices. It was the house of Mr. Margovan.

You know, good friend, what had occurred there. In one chamber lay Julia Margovan, hours dead by poison; in another John Stevens, bleeding from a pistol wound in the chest, inflicted by his own hand. As I burst into the room; pushed aside the physicians and laid my hand upon his forehead he unclosed his eyes, stared blankly, closed them slowly and died without a sign.

I knew no more until six weeks afterwards, when I had been nursed back to life by your own saintly wife in your own beautiful home. All of that you know, but what you do not know is this—which, however, has no bearing upon the subject of your psychological researches—at least not upon that branch of them in which, with a delicacy and consideration all your own, you have asked for less assistance than I think I have given you:

One moonlight night several years afterward I was passing through Union Square. The hour was late and the square deserted. Certain memories of the past naturally came into my mind as I came to the spot where I had once witnessed that fateful assignation, and with that unaccountable perversity which prompts us to dwell upon thoughts of the most painful character I seated myself upon one of the benches to indulge them. A man entered the square and came along the walk toward me. His hands were clasped behind him; his head was bowed; he seemed to observe nothing. As he approached the shadow in which I sat I recognized him as the man whom I had seen meet Julia Margovan years before at that spot. But he was terribly altered—grey, worn and haggard. Dissipation and vice were in evidence in every look; illness was no less apparent. His clothing was in disorder, his hair fell across his forehead in a derangement which was at once uncanny, and picturesque. He looked fitter for restraint than liberty—the restraint of a hospital.

With no defined purpose I rose and confronted him. He raised his head and looked me full in the face. I have no words to describe the ghastly change that came over his own; it was a look of unspeakable terror—he thought himself eye to eye with a ghost. But he was a courageous man.“Damn you, John Stevens!”he cried, and lifting his trembling arm he dashed his fist feebly at my face and fell headlong upon the gravel as I walked away.

Somebody found him there, stone-dead. Nothing more is known of him, not even his name. To know of a man that he is dead should be enough.

安布罗斯·比尔斯(Ambrose Bierce，1842-1914)，美国恐怖、灵异小说家，出生在美国俄亥俄州梅格斯县一个贫苦的农民家庭。
他早期的作品主要是随笔和讽刺短诗，也包括一些小说。他比较悲观，被人们称为“辛辣比尔斯”。
主要的代表作品有《魔鬼辞典》《士兵和百姓的故事》等。
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掘墓盗尸人 The Body-snatcher

【苏格兰】罗伯特·路易斯·史蒂文森

那一年，殡仪员、房东、费蒂斯和我四个人每天晚上都要在德本汉姆的“乔治”酒家的小包间里聚会。有时候人会更多，但是无论风霜雨雪，我们四个都不曾缺席。费蒂斯是个醉醺醺的英格兰老醉汉，看得出他受过教育，还有一些财产，因此过着悠闲的生活。他是几年前来到德本汉姆的，那时他还年轻，在那里仅仅生活了几年，就被接收为城市居民。他的蓝色羽纱斗篷是当地的一件古董，犹如教堂的尖顶。他在“乔治”酒家的行为、缺席教堂的活动、暴饮暴食，还有声名狼藉的坏脾气，当然都成了德本汉姆理所当然的热门话题。他总是有些模糊的激进观点和短暂的对宗教的疑惑，还摇摇晃晃地拍着桌子以示强调。他喝朗姆酒，通常是一晚上5杯。在“乔治”酒家里，他都是右手擎着酒杯，处于一种令人伤感的酒精饱和状态。我们都叫他医生。大家推测，他受过医学方面的专门训练，会拿捏、接骨、治脱臼。除了这些细节方面外，我们对他的性格和身世便一无所知了。

一个漆黑的冬夜，9点后，房东谈了起来：“乔治”酒家有一个病人，是邻居，有名的业主，他是在去议会的路上突发脑溢血病倒的。比他出名的一位伦敦医生已经收到了电报，他要到这里来，对德本汉姆来说，这还是第一次。因为铁路刚刚开通，我们大家都被此事震动了。

“他来了。”房东装好烟斗，点燃后说道。

“他？”我说，“谁？医生？”

“正是他。”店主回答。

“他叫什么？”

“麦克法兰大夫。”房东说。

费蒂斯已经快灌完第三大杯酒了，时而昏昏欲睡，时而茫然地看着四周，但最后一句话似乎唤醒了他，他重复了两遍“麦克法兰”这个名字，第一遍语气安静，但第二遍时似乎突然爆发了。

“是的，”房东说，“那就是他的名字，沃尔夫·麦克法兰。”

费蒂斯立刻清醒过来。他双眼睁得大大的，声音异常清楚，洪亮而又沉着，言语诚挚而且有力。我们全都被这突如其来的变化惊呆了，就好像看到一个死人复活一样。

“请再说一遍，”他说道，“我恐怕刚才没有注意听你说话。这个麦克法兰是谁？”然后，听完房东说话后，他却说道：“这不可能，这不可能，我很想亲眼看看他。”

“你认识他吗，医生？”殡仪员喘气着问。

“但愿这不可能！”他答道，“然而名字是个很奇怪的东西，也许是同名同姓。告诉我，房东，他老吗？”

“呃，”主人说，“他肯定不是个年轻人，他的头发都已经白了，但他看起来比你年轻。”

“但是他比我大，比我大几岁。”他拍击桌子说道，“你们在我的脸上看到的是朗姆酒——朗姆酒和罪恶。也许这个人心态轻松，消化很好。良心！听我说。你们认为我善良、年老、是一个得体的基督徒，不是吗？不，我不是，我从不伪善。伏尔泰如果站在我的立场，他都会说伪善之言。但是——”他在秃顶的脑袋上猛地拍了一下，“尽管我的头脑清晰又敏捷，但我仍然弄不清楚。”

“如果你认识这位医生，”一阵可怕的沉默后，我斗胆说，“我认为你不会像房东那样对他有什么好评价。”

费蒂斯没有回答。

“是的，”他突然说，“我必须亲眼看看他。”

又一阵沉寂后，楼上的门猛地关上了，楼上传来一阵脚步声。

“那是医生，”房东喊道，“快点，你就能看到他了。”

从小包间到“乔治”酒家的门口不过两步之遥，宽阔的橡木楼梯几乎通到街上，在门槛和楼梯底部之间只能放下一块土耳其地毯，此外就再也放不了其他任何东西了。但是就在这个小小的空间里，每晚都是灯火辉煌，有来自楼上的灯和指示牌底下巨大的信号灯发出的光，还有酒吧窗户里射出的柔和灯光。这样，“乔治”酒家向冷冰冰的大街上的过路人耀眼地自我推销。费蒂斯步伐稳健地走向那个地方。我们紧随其后，看见这两个人碰面了，正像他们其中的一个人所言，面对面地站着。麦克法兰很机警，且精力旺盛。虽然他精力充沛，但他的白发让他的脸显得苍白、平静。他的衣着考究，穿着精细棉布料和雪白的亚麻布料制成的衣服。他戴着由一种珍贵的材质制作的一副很大的金表链、纽扣和眼镜。另外，他还戴着一条宽大的领带，白底上点缀着淡紫色的小斑点，胳膊上搭着一件驾驶时穿的舒适皮衣。毫无疑问，这些年来他享受着富足的、受人尊敬的生活。这与我们客厅里的酒鬼形成了鲜明对比——秃顶、肮脏、满脸粉刺、穿着一件破旧的羽纱斗篷，在楼梯下与他碰面了。

“麦克法兰！”他喊道，很像传令者，而不像是朋友。

这个名医突然停在了第4个台阶那里，好像惊异于这种过分亲密并多少伤害到他尊严的称呼。

“托蒂·麦克法兰！”费蒂斯再次喊道。

那个伦敦人几乎站不住了。他飞快地看了一眼面前的这个人，惶恐不安地望了望他的身后，然后战战兢兢地低声说道：“费蒂斯！是你！”

“嗯，”费蒂斯说，“是我！你以为我也死了？我们的交情不会这么容易就中断的。”

“安静，安静！”那个医生叫道，“安静，安静！这次碰面真是意外——我能看得出你失掉了男子气概。坦白而言，一开始我几乎认不出你。但我很高兴——很高兴能有机会遇到你。不过我们匆匆一见就必须告别，因为我的马车正在等我，我不能误了火车，你可以——让我想想——对了——你可以告诉我你的地址，我会很快让你得到消息的。我们必须为你做点什么，费蒂斯。我想你已经捉襟见肘了吧，但我们必须从长计议，就像我们曾经在晚餐时所唱的那样。”

“钱！”费蒂斯喊道，“你的钱！从你那里得到的钱我已经扔到雨中了。”

麦克法兰医生说话时带着某种优越感和自信，但这少见的坚决拒绝，让他第一次感到不知所措。



一丝可怕的丑陋神情闪过他那张庄重的脸庞。“我亲爱的伙伴，”他说，“随便你怎么样，我就是不想听从你的摆布。我不会强迫任何人。我会给你留下我的地址，但是——”

“我不想要——我不想知道你的藏身地，”对方打断他的话，“我听到了你的名字，我想这可能是你。我希望知道，上帝到底是否存在，现在我知道并不存在。滚蛋！”

他站在地毯中间，在门口和楼梯之间一动不动。那位伟大的伦敦医生，为了脱身，被迫在一侧走。很显然，他一想到这种耻辱，就犹豫了。他虽然身穿一件白衣服，但眼睛里闪着危险的光。然而正当他还犹豫不决时，他注意到他的马车夫正在从街上窥视这不寻常的场景，同时瞥见了我们从客厅里出来，匆忙挤进酒吧的一角。有这么多证人在场让他立刻决定逃跑。他蜷缩在一起，掠过那块壁板，像蛇一样向大门飞奔而去。但他的苦难还没有完全结束，因为就在他即将通过时，费蒂斯抓住他的胳膊，低声地，却又非常痛苦地、清晰地问道：“你又看见他了？”

那位来自伦敦的富有的著名医生大声尖叫起来，他把问话的人撞到空地，双手举过头顶，飞快地逃出了门，就像一个被人发现的贼一样。我们还没动，马车就朝着车站疾驰而去。那个场景如梦般结束了，唯独留下了它经过的证据和痕迹。第二天，仆人发现他在门口摔碎的金质眼镜，就在那晚，我们都站在酒吧窗户旁边屏住呼吸，费蒂斯也在，他镇定、脸色苍白，神情坚定。

“上帝保佑我们，费蒂斯先生！”房东用他那惯常的口气说道，“这一切是怎么回事？你说的事情很奇怪。”

费蒂斯转向我们，依次看了看我们。“你们要是能沉住气的话，就会看到。”他说，“那个麦克法兰不会轻易混过去的，那些干过坏事的人已经悔之不及了。”

接着，他还没有喝完第三杯酒，也不等另外两杯，就跟我们告了别，走了出去，在旅馆的灯光下走到黑暗的夜色中。

我们三个人回到包间，那里有通红的炉火以及四支洁白的蜡烛。当我们简要回顾了一下发生的事情后，最初因惊奇而产生的震撼马上变成了好奇。我们谈到很晚，这是我所了解的在“乔治”酒家最近的一次聚会。分手时每个人都各自怀着一定要证实的想法。我们近期要做的，便是寻访我们这位受谴责的同伴的过去，并且了解他与那位伟大的伦敦医生之间的秘密。不是自夸，我的同伴们没有一个能比得上我。也许现在再也不会有其他活着的人向你讲述下面这样邪恶而又不自然的事了。

费蒂斯年轻的时候在爱丁堡的学校学医。他很有天赋，能很快学会听到的东西，并且能轻而易举就用自己的话表述出来。他在家里很少学习，但在老师的面前他总是很有礼貌、专心致志、聪明过人。他们很快就认为他是勤奋、记忆力好的人。不仅如此，令我惊奇的是，我听说他的时候，他的外表深受欢迎。那段时期，学校从外面聘请了一名校外的解剖学老师（在此我用字母K来指代他），他的名字后来人尽皆知。正当暴徒们为处死伯克而鼓掌欢呼，高声叫喊着杀死他的主人时，这个人偷偷穿过爱丁堡大街。但K先生那个时候的名声正如日中天，这一方面是由于他的天赋和谈吐，另一方面则是因为他对手——大学教授的无能。至少学生们比较信任他。当费蒂斯得到这个辉煌的名人的青睐时，他认为，别人也认为，他已经奠定了走向成功的基础。K先生不仅锦衣玉食，而且是一名很有成就的教师。他不仅喜欢精心备课，而且还能巧妙地引经据典。费蒂斯在这两方面都很有能力，理所当然值得他重视。两年后，费蒂斯便成了班里半正式的第二示范助教或次级助教。

就这样，阶梯教室和讲堂的工作就落到了费蒂斯的肩上。他要负责房屋内外的清洁以及引导、管理其他学生。其中，他的部分职责是提供、接收、分配各种物体。正是由于最后这件事——那时非常敏感，K先生才为他提供了住宿，住在与解剖室同一条巷子里，后来又在同一座大楼。经过一夜的吵闹与兴奋，他的手依然在颤抖，视觉依然模糊朦胧，那些脏兮兮的亡命私商会在冬日黎明前的黑暗时刻，把他从床上叫起来。他们是来送供解剖用的尸体的。他为这些声名狼藉的人打开门，帮他们卸下悲惨的重负，支付他们污秽的钱。等他们走后，他便独自一人守着这些充满敌意的尸体。他总是从这样的情景中退回来再睡上一两个小时，以弥补晚上的睡眠不足，为白天的工作养精蓄锐。

生活在这些尸体间的人不可能不害怕，但他毫不畏惧。他对别人的命运一点都不感兴趣，而成了自己欲望和卑贱野心的奴隶。最后他变得冷漠、轻率、自私。他仅存的一点点审慎以及被误称的德性，让他不至于去酗酒，或者去干应该受到惩罚的盗窃之事。另外，他还想要贏得老师和同学的尊敬，不希望名声扫地而惹人注意。因此，在学业方面出名成为了他的一大乐事，而且日复一日，逐渐形成了对主人K先生无懈可击的阳奉阴违。作为对白天工作的补偿，他晚上总是放浪形骸，粗鄙不堪。当那种平衡被打破之后，他所谓的良心便得到了满足。

解剖尸体的供应一直困扰着他和他的老师。宽敞繁忙的教室里，供解剖者使用的原材料总是短缺，这类必需的交易不仅令人不快，而且还给所有的相关人员带来了危险的后果。K先生的原则是，在进行这类交易时，绝不提任何问题。“一手交钱，一手交货。”他过去常说，而且重点强调的是“钱”。这有点亵渎神灵。他告诉他的助手：“为了‘良心’，不要提出任何问题。没有人知道这些尸体是由杀人犯提供的。”如果有人告诉他这一事实，他也许会恐惧地退缩不干了。然而，如此严重的事情，他竟然言语平淡，这本身就是对礼貌的冒犯，而且会对处理此事的人产生诱惑力。那些黎明前来到他这里的恶棍们脸上表现出的卑鄙的、令人憎恶的神情总是让他吃惊。他在内心把这件事情清晰地放在一起，也许会得出结论，他的老师作出的轻率忠告过于邪恶，过于绝对。他明白自己的职责，简而言之就是三个方面：接收运来之物、付款和把人们的视线从犯罪证据上转移开。

一个十一月的早晨，这一潜规则受到了一次突如其来的考验。头天晚上，他因为牙疼，整夜都没有合眼——就像笼中的困兽一样在屋内逡巡，或者狂躁地倒在床上——最后终于在这种情绪中睡着了，这以后心神不宁的睡眠常常伴着整夜的痛苦，然后他被三四声重复的、带着怒气的声音惊醒了。月光淡薄而明亮，天有点冷，冷风伴着霜花。当小镇还在沉睡时，一阵不确定的骚动已经拉开了白日喧闹的序幕。盗尸人比平时来得晚，他们似乎异乎寻常地要急着走。费蒂斯半梦半醒地掌灯带着他们上楼，他迷迷糊糊地听到他们带有爱尔兰口音的喃喃的诉苦声。当他们剥下黑色的商品上的粗布麻袋时，他竟然双肩靠着墙打起瞌睡来。他抖了抖身体，以便给这些人付钱。就在这时，他偶然看到了死者的脸。他惊跳起来，举着蜡烛走近了两步。



“万能的主啊！”他喊道，“这是简·加尔布雷斯！”

那些人并未回答，拖着脚步向门口走去。

“我认识她，告诉你们，”他接着说道，“她昨天还活得好好的呢。她不可能死，你们一定是通过不正当的手段弄到这具尸体的。”

“先生，你完全错了。”其中一个人说道。

其他人全都虎视眈眈地看着费蒂斯，想赶快拿到钱。

面对明白无误的威胁和毫不夸张的危险，他退缩了，结结巴巴地说了些理由后，他缓慢地付给了他们钱，看着这些可恶的来访者离开。当他们一走，他就急忙去证实自己的猜测。尸体上十几处确切的标记显示她就是前一天和他玩笑的那个姑娘。他惊恐地发现，她有曾经被人强暴过的迹象。恐惧围绕着他，他跑进自己的房间躲避起来。在那里，他将刚才看到的情景回忆了一遍，冷静地思考了K先生的指示和自己介入这件事的危险。最后，在极度的迷茫中，他决定等待他的直接上级——班级助教的意见。

这位年轻的医生名叫沃尔夫·麦克法兰，他是所有那些从不考虑后果的学生中最讨人喜欢的人。他聪明、浪荡、肆无忌惮，曾去国外旅游和学习过。他仪态优雅，并且是活动场上的权威人物，滑冰和打高尔夫球的技术高超，他衣着得体大胆。为了给他的荣耀添上最后一笔，他拥有一辆双轮马车，饲养了一匹强壮有力的千里马。他和费蒂斯关系亲密。的确，他们在职位上的相互联系，需要他们在生活上拥有某种共同点。当解剖用的尸体不足时，这两个人便会乘坐麦克法兰的双轮马车到很远的乡下去，去造访并亵渎某个孤独的墓地，黎明前带着他们的战利品返回到解剖室。

就在那天早上，麦克法兰来得比平时早了点，费蒂斯听到是他，来到楼梯上碰面，告诉他这件事，并讲述了自己惊慌的原因。麦克法兰查看了尸体上的印痕。

“是的，”他点头说道，“这看起来很可疑。”

“那么，我该做什么？”费蒂斯问。

“做什么？”对方重复说，“你想做什么吗？我要说，沉默是金。”

“其他人会认出她来，”费蒂斯反驳说，“她就像罗克城堡那样出名。”

“希望不是这样，”麦克法兰说，“如果大家都知道——好，就说你不知道。明白吗？只能到此为止了。实际上，这种事已经有很长时间了。如果这事传出去，你就会让K先生背上邪恶的罪名，你自己也会陷入麻烦。我也会那样，如果你真那样做的话。我想知道的是，我们每个人该如何去看待这种事情，或者说基督徒证人席上我们该为自己说些什么。就我来说，有一件事是确定无疑的——那就是，所有解剖用的尸体都是被谋杀的。”

“麦克法兰！”费蒂斯叫道。

“听着！”对方讥讽到，“就好像你并不曾察觉此事一样！”

“察觉是一回事——”

“证据是另一回事。是的，我懂。我和你一样，对出现在这里的东西感到非常遗憾。”他用手杖轻轻敲了敲尸体。“对我来说，下一件最明智的事情就是不去辨认它，”他若无其事地加上一句，“我不，你可以，如果你乐意。我不强迫你，但我认为，一个懂得人情世故的人会像我那样去做的。我还要说，我想这就是K想通过我们的手去寻找的东西。问题在于，他为什么要挑选我们两个人去做他的助手呢？我的回答是，他不需要老妇人。”

所有人都用这种语调去影响诸如费蒂斯这样的年轻人。他同意效仿麦克法兰。可怜的女孩尸体被及时切割了，没有人注意和意识到是她。

一天下午，结束了一天的工作后，费蒂斯走进一家很受欢迎的酒店，看到麦克法兰正和一个陌生人坐在一起。那是小个子男人，脸色苍白阴郁，眼睛墨黑色。从外貌看，他似乎很像有知识、有教养的高雅人士，但他的举止言行推翻了这种印象，进一步熟悉之后，就可以发现，他粗俗、卑鄙、愚蠢。但很明显，他控制着麦克法兰，对他颐指气使。简短的讨论或延误都令他火气冲天。这个最无礼的人当场对费蒂斯产生了好感，纠缠着要他喝酒，并且以不同寻常的信任向他讲述了他的过去，如果他所说的话有十分之一是真实的，那么他也是个非常可厌的无赖。费蒂斯因为受到如此有经验的人的注意而使虚荣心得到了满足。

“我自己很坏，”陌生人说，“而麦克法兰是个孩子——我叫他托蒂·麦克法兰。托蒂，再给你的朋友叫一杯。”

“托蒂恨我，”他又说，“噢，是的，托蒂，你恨我！”

“不要叫我那个讨厌的名字。”麦克法兰咆哮道。

“听听！你看到过老朋友之间动刀吗？他想把我浑身上下捅个遍。”陌生人说。

“我们医生有一个比那个更高明的方法，”费蒂斯说，“当我们讨厌一个呆板的朋友时，我们就把他给解剖了。”

麦克法兰猛然仰起头，好像对这个笑话不屑一顾。

下午过去了。格雷，那个陌生人，邀请费蒂斯跟他们共进晚餐。他点的菜非常奢华，整个酒馆都轰动了。晚餐结束时，他要麦克法兰买单。他们告别时已经很晚，格雷已不胜酒力。怒气冲冲的麦克法兰并未喝醉，他还在想他被迫花掉的钱和受到的侮辱。费蒂斯摇摇摆摆地回到家，脑子里虽然有不同的液体在唱歌，却一片空白。第二天，麦克法兰旷课了。费蒂斯一想到他正陪着让他难耐的格雷在酒馆间穿梭，就窃笑起来。一下课，费蒂斯就忙着到处找昨晚的两个同伴，但是没有找到，所以很早就回到他的房间，上床入睡了。

早晨4点钟，熟悉的暗号吵醒了他。他下楼来到门口，吃惊地发现麦克法兰和他的双轮马车待在那里。一个他非常熟悉的、长的可怕的包裹放在马车上。

“什么？”他喊道，“你一个人出去了？你是怎么搞到的？”

但是麦克法兰粗鲁地让他安静，命令他赶快动手。当他们把尸体抬到楼上，放在手术台上时，麦克法兰开始表现出要离开的举止，然后停住并且似乎在犹豫。再后来，他说：“你最好看看他的脸，”语气有些拘谨，“你最好。”他重复道。费蒂斯只是盯着他，显得迷惑不解。

“你在哪里搞到的？怎么搞到的，什么时候？”费蒂斯喊道。

“看脸。”这是唯一的回答。

费蒂斯愕然，内心疑惑重重。他一会儿看着那个年轻医生，一会儿又看着那具尸体，又看回去。最后，他猛然醒悟，照令而行。他几乎已经预料到了眼前发生的景象，但还是为其残酷而惊骇。在酒馆门口告别时，那个人还衣冠楚楚，酒足饭饱，现在却直挺挺地僵死在这里，赤裸裸地躺在粗糙的麻袋布上。目睹此景，费蒂斯尽管没有考虑，但是唤醒了内心的恐惧。他的脑子里有声音在回响：他所认识的那两个人本应躺在这些冰凉的手术台上。然而这些想法是其后才出现的。他首先想到的还是有关沃尔夫。面对如此重大的挑战，他一点儿准备也没有，他不知道该如何面对同伴。他不敢看他的眼睛。听到他的命令后，既没有说一句话，也没有发出任何声音。

还是麦克法兰自己先打破僵局。他静静地走到他身后，把手轻轻地、坚定地放在他的肩膀上。

“或许有个头部，理查森可以解剖了。”他说。理查森是一名急着要解剖人体头部的学生。麦克法兰没有回答，这个杀人凶手继续说：“说到生意，你必须付我钱。你明白，账目必须相符。”

费蒂斯感觉到自己的灵魂在发声。“付给你钱！”他喊道，“为那个东西付你钱？”

“当然，你必须付给我钱。无论如何，无论怎样，你都必须付我钱。”对方回答道。“我不能白给，你也不能白要。这是又一个像简·加尔布雷斯那样的例子。错误越多，我们越要装作是对的。老K的钱放在哪里？”

“那里，”费蒂斯沙哑地说，并指了指放在角落里的碗柜。

“给我钥匙，”对方镇定地说，并伸手去拿。

稍一踌躇，一切已成定局。麦克法兰无法抑制紧张的心情，他摸着手里的钥匙打开碗柜，拿出放在一个格子里的钢笔、墨水和一个账册，然后从放在一个抽屉里拿出来应得的钱。

“看这里，”他说，“这是支付的报酬——你诚实的第一个证据：你安全的第一个步骤。现在进行第二个步骤。把这笔款子记入账册，然后你就说你可以藐视魔鬼了。”

接下来的几秒钟，对费蒂斯来说最为痛苦。但是这段时间极其有效地遏止了他的恐惧，任何困难都迎刃而解，如果能避免与麦克法兰面对面的争吵的话。他放下手里一直举着的蜡烛，安静地在账册中记下日期、种类、交易数额。

“现在，”麦克法兰说，“最公平的是你把钱装入口袋。我那一份已经拿到。顺便说一下，一个人一旦走运，口袋里就会有几先令的外快——这种事有点丢人，不过这种事情有一个管理规定。不宴请，不买贵重的毕业班纪念册，不清理旧债。借入，但不借出。”

“麦克法兰，”费蒂斯依然嘶哑地说，“为了让你受到束缚，我已经把脖子伸到绞索里了。”

“为了让我受到束缚？”沃尔夫喊道，“噢，听我说！为了自卫，你可以去做你必须要做的事情，就像我密切注视这个问题时那样尽力。倘若我遇到了麻烦，你会在哪里？这第二个小问题显然是从第一个演变而来的，格雷先生是加尔布雷斯小姐的继续。你不能开始，然后停止。如果你开始了，那就必须一直干下去。这是真理。邪恶的人决不会洗手不干。”

一种可怕的黑暗感觉和命中注定的叛逆紧紧地抓住了这个不幸的学生的灵魂。

“我的上帝！”他喊道，“我做了些什么？我是什么时候开始被任命为班里的助教——冠冕堂皇，这其中的危害在哪里？用人需要职位，用人可能已经得到了它。他是否经历过我现在的处境？”

“我亲爱的伙计，”麦克法兰说，“你真是个孩子！你受到了什么伤害？如果你守口如瓶，你会有什么伤害呢？唉！你知道人生是什么吗？我们是由两部分人组成的——狮子和羔羊。如果你是一只羔羊，你就得像格雷或简·加尔布雷斯那样躺在这些手术台上；如果你是狮子，你就会像我，像K，像世界上所有那些有智慧、有勇气的人那样驾驭生活。刚刚开始你就踌躇了。看看K！我亲爱的伙计，你聪明，你有勇气。我喜欢你，还有K，他也喜欢你。你天生就具有领导才能。我以我的荣誉和人生经验向你保证，从现在起，三天之后你就会像一名高中学生看喜剧一样去嘲笑这些吓人的东西。”

说完，麦克法兰就离开了。他驾着他的双轮马车沿着狭窄的小巷疾驰，以便在天亮之前隐藏起来，只有费蒂斯一人在那里独自忏悔。他无比痛苦，惊恐地发现自己陷入无止境的怯懦之中，并且发现自己一再退让，已经从麦克法兰命运的仲裁者变成了从他那里领取报酬的无助从犯。那时，他宁愿用全世界来换取勇敢，但他并没有勇敢起来。简·加尔布雷斯的秘密和每日记录中令人诅咒的内容让他闭嘴。

数小时过去了，他开始上课。可怜的格雷的躯体被分配给一个又一个学生，没有人说什么。理查森幸运地分到了格雷的头。在自由使用的铃声敲响之前，费蒂斯惊喜而颤抖着观察他们已经朝安全走了多远。

这种可怕的进展情况他一连观察了两天，心情一天比一天轻松。

到第三天，麦克法兰出现了。他说他生了一场病。他竭尽全力指导学生，要弥补耽误的时间。特别是对理查森，他给他提供最有价值的帮助和建议，而学生听了示范助教的夸奖后大受鼓励，雄心勃勃，似乎已经胜券在握了。不到一周的时间，麦克法兰的预言成真了。费蒂斯已经不再感到恐惧了，并且忘记了自己的卑鄙。他开始以自己的勇气为荣耀，并在脑中以这种不健康的荣耀来组织回顾这些事情。他极少见到他的帮凶。当然他们在课堂上碰面，他们一起从K先生那里接受命令。有时他们私下说上一两句话，麦克法兰从始至终都非常友善、快活。但他总是避而不谈他们共同的秘密，甚至当费蒂斯低声告诉他说自己已经背叛了羔羊与狮子共命运时，他也仅仅微笑着示意让他平静。

后来，出现了一次让两人再次合作的机会。K先生解剖用的尸体又告急了。学生们很着急，而供应及时一向是这位老师的骄傲。就在这时，传来消息，格伦科斯的乡下墓地有一个葬礼。时间对我们提到的这个地方似乎不起作用，多少年过去了，它和现在一样，处在交叉路口，远离喧嚣的居民区，埋葬的深度有几英寻，墓地边有六棵茂盛的香柏树。附近山坡上传来绵羊的叫声，两边的小河在流淌——有一条河在流经小圆石时发出欢快的歌声，另一条河静静地从一个池塘注入另一个池塘，风吹在正开着花儿的、年代久远的、巨大栗树上，发出了阵阵响声，每七天一次的钟声和唱诗班领唱着那古老的曲调，是唯一打破乡村教堂周围宁静气氛的声音。掘墓盗尸人是不会被任何圣洁和虔敬所阻止的。他们职业的一部分就是蔑视和亵渎坟墓的卷轴和喇叭、敬仰者和悼念者踩踏出的小径以及死者亲属供奉的祭品和镌刻的碑铭。在爱超过其他地方的乡下，血缘和感情将整个教区联结在一起。在这种地方，在自然流露出的尊敬之情面前，无动于衷的掘墓盗尸者最关心的是怎样容易又安全地完成任务。他借着灯光，紧张而匆忙地挥舞着铁锹和鹤嘴锄。而那些早已埋进土里的尸体则指望着能以不同的方式转醒过来。棺木被强行打开，裹尸布被撕开，令人悲伤的遗骸用粗麻袋布包起来，慌乱中，在没有月光的偏僻小路走了几小时后，尸体就会展示在一群张着大嘴的男孩面前。

就像两个贪婪而残酷的人突然攫取一只濒死的羔羊那样，费蒂斯和麦克法兰打算到那座碧绿、安详的墓地的墓穴中去胡作非为。这是一个农夫的妻子，活了60岁，以奶油技术高超和举止虔诚而远近闻名。她半夜被人从墓穴中挖了出来，一丝不挂，被带到了那个遥远的城市，她曾经穿着最好的衣服光顾过那个城市。她那无辜而又庄严的肢体将要被展示在解剖学家最后的好奇目光下。



一天傍晚，两人披着斗篷，准备瓶子，然后就出发了。雨肆无忌惮地下着——冰冷的倾盆大雨，时不时地会吹过来一阵风，但倾盆的雨水抑制着它。到盘尼奎克这段路，一路忧愁静默，他们要在那里过夜。他们停了下来，把工具藏在离墓地没多远的一片浓密的灌木丛里。他们在“渔翁之家”又停了下来，在厨房炉火前吃了点儿面包片，喝了一点威士忌，还喝了一杯淡色啤酒。到达目的地之后，他们藏起双轮马车，喂饱了马，并安顿好它，然后这两个年轻的医生便在一个隐蔽的房间里坐了下来，享用这所住宅所能提供的最好的晚餐和美酒。灯、炉火、打在窗户上的雨点，还有他们眼前的令人战栗的、不合时宜的工作，这些都为他们享用这些食物增添了趣味。每喝一杯酒，他们的情谊就随之加深。不久，麦克法兰把一小堆金币放到了同伴的手中。“一点小意思，”他说，“朋友之间的这些微不足道的薄利不值一提，应该让其像烟斗里的火光一样转瞬即逝。”

费蒂斯把钱放进口袋，大声鼓掌表示赞成。“你是一个哲学家，”他叫道，“认识你之前我是一个笨人。你和K——你们之间，我敢发誓，你将把我变成一名男子汉。”

“我们当然会的，”麦克法兰赞同道，“一个男子汉？我告诉你，那天早晨我就需要有男子汉来支持我。有些40岁的人，块头很大，吵吵闹闹的，却是胆小鬼，他们看到这种东西后会觉得恶心。但你不一样，你头脑冷静，我注意过你。”

“呃，为什么不呢？”费蒂斯自我吹嘘起来，“这不关我的事。一方面，我得到的只有烦恼，另一方面，我还指望你的感谢之情，你看不出来吗？”说着，他拍了拍口袋，直到里面的金币响起来。

听了这些不愉快的话，不知何故，麦克法兰感到有些惊恐。也许他后悔如此成功地教育了这位年轻的同伴，但他没有时间打断，因为对方在不停地吹嘘着自己：

“重要的是不害怕。现在，你和我之间，我不想被绞死——这是事实。但说实话，麦克法兰，我生来就轻蔑一切。地狱、上帝、魔鬼、正确、错误、罪恶、犯罪以及所有引起人们好奇心的东西，它们可以吓住孩子们，但世上的男人，就像你和我这样，轻视它们。想想格雷吧！”

此时，天色渐晚。按规矩，双轮马车点着两盏明亮的灯光，绕到了门口。这两个年轻人结了账后便上路了。他们声称要去皮布尔斯，于是就朝那个方向驶去，直到驶出城外的无人之地。他们熄了灯，回到出发地，选了一条偏僻的路朝格伦科斯驶去。四周很静，只能听到马车的声音和不停下的大雨的“哗哗”声。夜非常黑，不时出现的白色大门和围墙上的白色石头照着黑暗中很小的一块地方，指引他们行进。但大部分时间只是试探和摸索着前进。他们小心谨慎地穿过沉闷的黑暗，艰难地到达了幽暗孤寂的目的地。在横贯附近墓地的凹下去的树林里，最后的一丝光线也无济于事，他们只能划火柴，又点亮了马车上的灯。这样，在不停滴雨的树下和晃动着的巨大黑影的包围中，他们走向了实施深重罪孽的地方。

他们两个人干这种事都很有经验。用铁锹挖了不到20分钟，他们就听见了棺材盖上传来的沉闷的声音。与此同时，麦克法兰的手指被一块石头弄伤了，他毫不在意地把那块石头扔过头顶。他们站着的那个墓穴差不多齐肩深，墓穴紧挨着高地的边缘。为了能更好地照明，他们把双轮马车上的灯挂在一棵树上，那棵树就在陡峭河岸的边缘。巧得很，那块石头恰好打了个正着，传来一声玻璃的碎裂声。周围一下子暗了下来，接着是交替的沉闷铃声，这是灯落到岸上弹起时发出的响声，还有偶尔撞到树上发出的声音。有一两块石头被下落的灯带动，滚向深谷。然后是一片沉静，犹如暗夜又恢复了其主宰作用。他们竖起耳朵，除了听到雨水随着风飘荡，稳稳地落在几英里的开阔田野上发出的响声外，什么也没有听到。

他们即将完成这件他们认为最好在天黑之前完成的令他们憎恶的差事。棺材被掘出并被砸开，尸体被塞到雨水湿透的粗麻布袋里，抬到双轮马车上，他们一个人坐在车上照看尸体，另一个人拽着马顺着墙和灌木丛摸索着往前走，直至来到“渔翁之家”旁边的宽阔的大路上。这里有微弱的、范围很广泛的光线，他们像欢呼黎明的到来一样欢呼，然后加快速度，朝着通往城里的方向飞奔而去。

他们干活的时候，身上的衣服全都湿透，而且贴在了身上。此刻，随着双轮马车在深深的辙印间颠簸，放在他们两人之间的那个东西一会儿倒向你，一会儿倒向我，不断循环。每次当这个可怕的东西接触到自己时，他们都本能地以越来越快的速度把它从自己的身旁推开，这个过程很自然，开始影响两人的情绪。麦克法兰颇为不快地嘲笑了几句农夫的妻子，但说出来的话很空洞，并被沉默吞噬。这个不近人情的重负依然来回挪动，时而好像当作秘密一样把头靠放在他们的肩上，时而那块湿透的粗麻袋布冷冰冰地拍到他们的脸上。费蒂斯的心头不禁打个寒战。他瞥了一眼包裹，似乎它比刚才大了一点。乡下的任何地方都能听到农家狗在互殴中发出的悲惨叫声。他越来越坚信，某种不近人情的奇迹已经完成，某种难以形容的变化已经发生在死尸上，正是由于惧怕邪恶的负担，狗才不停地嗥叫。

“看在上帝的面上，”他费了很大的气力才说出话来，“看在上帝的面上，让我们有点亮光吧！”

麦克法兰也受到这种情绪的感染。尽管他没有回答，但他停下马，把缰绳递给同伙，跳下马车，走到前面把仅存的那盏灯点着了。这时，他们还没到通向奥根丁尼去的十字路口。

雨依然下得很大，好像又在发洪水。在这样潮湿黑暗的情况下，点灯是非常困难的。当闪烁的蓝色火焰最终移向了灯芯并开始燃烧时，双轮马车的周围扩散出朦胧的亮光，使两个年轻人彼此可以看清楚，也能看清楚跟他们在一起的那个东西。大雨使得覆盖在尸体上的粗麻布袋凸凹不平，尸体轮廓毕现，头部与四肢区别开了，肩部平展，他们的眼睛紧紧盯着车上这个可怕的东西。

麦克法兰一动不动地站了一会儿，举着灯。一种莫名的恐惧感包围着他，就像一个紧紧裹在尸体周围的湿漉漉的床单一样，费蒂斯惨白的脸绷得紧紧的。无意义的恐惧不断涌入他的大脑。但他的同伴首先采取行动来阻止他。

“那不是女人。”麦克法兰低声说道。

“我们装进袋子里时还是个女人。”费蒂斯低声说。



“拿着灯，”对方说，“我一定要看她的脸。”

当费蒂斯拿来灯时，他的同伴解开了捆在粗麻袋布上的绳子，取下了盖在头上的东西。灯光清楚地照在阴暗的、五官端正的脸上。这张脸他们太熟悉了，它经常出现在两个年轻人的梦中。伴随着一声惨叫，两人都从自己那边跳了下来，灯掉到地上碎了，火也熄灭了。马儿被这突如其来的骚动惊了，带着双轮马车和唯一的乘客，朝爱丁堡方向疾驰而去。那个乘客就是死去的、已被解剖的格雷的尸体。

Every night in the year, four of us sat in the small parlour of the George at Debenham—the undertaker, and the landlord, and Fettes, and myself. Sometimes there would be more; but blow high, blow low, come rain or snow or frost, we four would be each planted in his own particular arm-chair. Fettes was an old drunken Scotchman, a man of education obviously, and a man of some property, since he lived in idleness. He had come to Debenham years ago, while still young, and by a mere continuance of living had grown to be an adopted townsman. His blue camlet cloak was a local antiquity, like the church-spire. His place in the parlour at the George, his absence from church, his old, crapulous, disreputable vices, were all things of course in Debenham. He had some vague Radical opinions and some fleeting infidelities, which he would now and again set forth and emphasise with tottering slaps upon the table. He drank rum—five glasses regularly every evening; and for the greater portion of his nightly visit to the George sat, with his glass in his right hand, in a state of melancholy alcoholic saturation. We called him the Doctor, for he was supposed to have some special knowledge of medicine, and had been known, upon a pinch, to set a fracture or reduce a dislocation; but beyond these slight particulars, we had no knowledge of his character and antecedents.

One dark winter night—it had struck nine some time before the landlord joined us—there was a sick man in the George, a great neighbouring proprietor suddenly struck down with apoplexy on his way to Parliament; and the great man's still greater London doctor had been telegraphed to his bedside. It was the first time that such a thing had happened in Debenham, for the railway was but newly open, and we were all proportionately moved by the occurrence.

“He's come,”said the landlord, after he had filled and lighted his pipe.

“He?”said I.“Who?—not the doctor?”

“Himself,”replied our host.

“What is his name?”

“Doctor Macfarlane,”said the landlord.

Fettes was far through his third tumbler, stupidly fuddled, now nodding over, now staring mazily around him; but at the last word he seemed to awaken, and repeated the name“Macfarlane”twice, quietly enough the first time, but with sudden emotion at the second.

“Yes,”said the landlord,“that's his name, Doctor Wolfe Macfarlane.”

Fettes became instantly sober; his eyes awoke, his voice became clear, loud, and steady, his language forcible and earnest. We were all startled by the transformation, as if a man had risen from the dead.

“I beg your pardon,”he said,“I am afraid I have not been paying much attention to your talk. Who is this Wolfe Macfarlane?”And then, when he had heard the landlord out,“It cannot be, it cannot be,”he added,“and yet I would like well to see him face to face.”

“Do you know him, Doctor?”asked the undertaker, with a gasp.

“God forbid!”was the reply.“And yet the name is a strange one; it were too much to fancy two. Tell me, landlord, is he old?”

“Well,”said the host,“he is not a young man, to be sure, and his hair is white; but he looks younger than you.”

“He is older, though; years older. But,”with a slap upon the table,“it's the rum you see in my face—rum and sin. This man, perhaps, may have an easy conscience and a good digestion. Conscience!Hear me speak. You would think I was some good, old, decent Christian, would you not?But no, not I; I never canted. Voltaire might have canted if he had stood in my shoes; but the brains”—with a rattling fillip on his bald head—“the brains were clear and active, and I saw and made no deductions.”

“If you know this doctor,”I ventured to remark, after a somewhat awful pause,“I should gather that you do not share the landlord's good opinion.”

Fettes paid no regard to me.

“Yes,”he said, with sudden decision,“I must see him face to face.”

There was another pause, and then a door was closed rather sharply on the first floor, and a step was heard upon the stair.

“That's the doctor,”cried the landlord.“Look sharp, and you can catch him.”

It was but two steps from the small parlour to the door of the old George Inn; the wide oak staircase landed almost in the street; there was room for a Turkey rug and nothing more between the threshold and the last round of the descent; but this little space was every evening brilliantly lit up, not only by the light upon the stair and the great signal-lamp below the sign, but by the warm radiance of the bar-room window. The George thus brightly advertised itself to passers-by in the cold street. Fettes walked steadily to the spot, and we, who were hanging behind, beheld the two men meet, as one of them had phrased it, face to face. Dr. Macfarlane was alert and vigorous. His white hair set off his pale and placid, although energetic, countenance. He was richly dressed in the finest of broadcloth and the whitest of linen, with a great gold watch-chain, and studs and spectacles of the same precious material. He wore a broad-folded tie, white and speckled with lilac, and he carried on his arm a comfortable driving-coat of fur. There was no doubt but he became his years, breathing, as he did, of wealth and consideration; and it was a surprising contrast to see our parlour sot—bald, dirty, pimpled, and robed in his old camlet cloak—confront him at the bottom of the stairs.



“Macfarlane!”he said somewhat loudly, more like a herald than a friend.

The great doctor pulled up short on the fourth step, as though the familiarity of the address surprised and somewhat shocked his dignity.

“Toddy Macfarlane!”repeated Fettes.

The London man almost staggered. He stared for the swiftest of seconds at the man before him, glanced behind him with a sort of scare, and then in a startled whisper,“Fettes!”he said,“You!”

“Ay,”said the other,“me!Did you think I was dead too?We are not so easy shut of our acquaintance.”

“Hush, hush!”exclaimed the doctor.“Hush, hush!this meeting is so unexpected—I can see you are unmanned. I hardly knew you, I confess, at first; but I am overjoyed—overjoyed to have this opportunity. For the present it must be good-bye in one, for my fly is waiting, and I must not fail the train; but you shall—let me see—yes—you shall give me your address, and you can count on early news of me. We must do something for you, Fettes. I fear you are out at elbows; but we must see to that for auld lang syne, as once we sang at suppers.”

“Money!”cried Fettes,“Money from you!The money that I had from you is lying where I cast it in the rain.”

Dr. Macfarlane had talked himself into some measure of superiority and confidence, but the uncommon energy of this refusal cast him back into his first confusion.

A horrible, ugly look came and went across his almost venerable countenance.“My dear fellow,”he said,“be it as you please; my last thought is to offend you. I would intrude on none. I will leave you my address, however...”

“I do not wish it—I do not wish to know the roof that shelters you,”interrupted the other.“I heard your name; I feared it might be you; I wished to know if, after all, there were a God; I know now that there is none. Begone!”

He still stood in the middle of the rug, between the stair and doorway; and the great London physician, in order to escape, would be forced to step to one side. It was plain that he hesitated before the thought of this humiliation. White as he was, there was a dangerous glitter in his spectacles; but while he still paused uncertain, he became aware that the driver of his fly was peering in from the street at this unusual scene and caught a glimpse at the same time of our little body from the parlour, huddled by the corner of the bar. The presence of so many witnesses decided him at once to flee. He crouched together, brushing on the wainscot, and made a dart like a serpent, striking for the door. But his tribulation was not yet entirely at an end, for even as he was passing Fettes clutched him by the arm and these words came in a whisper, and yet painfully distinct,“Have you seen it again?”



The great rich London doctor cried out aloud with a sharp, throttling cry; he dashed his questioner across the open space, and, with his hands over his head, fled out of the door like a detected thief. Before it had occurred to one of us to make a movement the fly was already rattling toward the station. The scene was over like a dream, but the dream had left proofs and traces of its passage. Next day the servant found the fine gold spectacles broken on the threshold, and that very night we were all standing breathless by the bar-room window, and Fettes at our side, sober, pale, and resolute in look.

“God protect us, Mr. Fettes!”said the landlord, coming first into possession of his customary senses.“What in the universe is all this?These are strange things you have been saying.”

Fettes turned toward us; he looked us each in succession in the face.“See if you can hold your tongues,”said he.“That man Macfarlane is not safe to cross; those that have done so already have repented it too late.”

And then, without so much as finishing his third glass, far less waiting for the other two, he bade us good-bye and went forth, under the lamp of the hotel, into the black night.

We three turned to our places in the parlour, with the big red fire and four clear candles; and as we recapitulated what had passed, the first chill of our surprise soon changed into a glow of curiosity. We sat late; it was the latest session I have known in the old George. Each man, before we parted, had his theory that he was bound to prove; and none of us had any nearer business in this world than to track out the past of our condemned companion, and surprise the secret that he shared with the great London doctor. It is no great boast, but I believe I was a better hand at worming out a story than either of my fellows at the George; and perhaps there is now no other man alive who could narrate to you the following foul and unnatural events.

In his young days Fettes studied medicine in the schools of Edinburgh. He had talent of a kind, the talent that picks up swiftly what it hears and readily retails it for its own. He worked little at home; but he was civil, attentive, and intelligent in the presence of his masters. They soon picked him out as a lad who listened closely and remembered well; nay, strange as it seemed to me when I first heard it, he was in those days well favoured, and pleased by his exterior. There was, at that period, a certain extramural teacher of anatomy, whom I shall here designate by the letter K.His name was subsequently too well-known. The man who bore it skulked through the streets of Edinburgh in disguise, while the mob that applauded at the execution of Burke called loudly for the blood of his employer. But Mr. K was then at the top of his vogue; he enjoyed a popularity due partly to his own talent and address, partly to the incapacity of his rival, the university professor. The students, at least, swore by his name, and Fettes believed himself, and was believed by others, to have laid the foundations of success when he had acquired the favour of this meteorically famous man. Mr. K was a BON VIVANT as well as an accomplished teacher; he liked a sly illusion no less than a careful preparation. In both capacities Fettes enjoyed and deserved his notice, and by the second year of his attendance he held the halfregular position of second demonstrator or sub-assistant in his class.

In this capacity the charge of the theatre and lecture-room devolved in particular upon his shoulders. He had to answer for the cleanliness of the premises and the conduct of the other students, and it was a part of his duty to supply, receive, and divide the various subjects. It was with a view to this last—at that time very delicate—affair that he was lodged by Mr. K in the same wynd, and at last in the same building, with the dissecting-rooms. Here, after a night of turbulent pleasures, his hand still tottering, his sight still misty and confused, he would be called out of bed in the black hours before the winter dawn by the unclean and desperate interlopers who supplied the table. He would open the door to these men, since infamous throughout the land. He would help them with their tragic burden, pay them their sordid price, and remain alone, when they were gone, with the unfriendly relics of humanity. From such a scene he would return to snatch another hour or two of slumber, to repair the abuses of the night, and refresh himself for the labours of the day.

Few lads could have been more insensible to the impressions of a life thus passed among the ensigns of mortality. His mind was closed against all general considerations. He was incapable of interest in the fate and fortunes of another, the slave of his own desires and low ambitions. Cold, light, and selfish in the last resort, he had that modicum of prudence, miscalled morality, which keeps a man from inconvenient drunkenness or punishable theft. He coveted, besides, a measure of consideration from his masters and his fellow-pupils, and he had no desire to fail conspicuously in the external parts of life. Thus he made it his pleasure to gain some distinction in his studies, and day after day rendered unimpeachable eye-service to his employer, Mr. K.For his day of work he indemnified himself by nights of roaring, blackguardly enjoyment; and when that balance had been struck, the organ that he called his conscience declared itself content.

The supply of subjects was a continual trouble to him as well as to his master. In that large and busy class, the raw material of the anatomists kept perpetually running out; and the business thus rendered necessary was not only unpleasant in itself, but threatened dangerous consequences to all who were concerned. It was the policy of Mr. K to ask no questions in his dealings with the trade.“They bring the body, and we pay the price,”he used to say, dwelling on the alliteration—“QUID PRO QUO”.And, again, and somewhat profanely,“Ask no questions,”he would tell his assistants,“for conscience's sake. There was no understanding that the subjects were provided by the crime of murder.”Had that idea been broached to him in words, he would have recoiled in horror; but the lightness of his speech upon so grave a matter was, in itself, an offence against good manners, and a temptation to the men with whom he dealt. Fettes, for instance, had often remarked to himself upon the singular freshness of the bodies. He had been struck again and again by the hang-dog, abominable looks of the ruffians who came to him before the dawn; and putting things together clearly in his private thoughts, he perhaps attributed a meaning too immoral and too categorical to the unguarded counsels of his master. He understood his duty, in short, to have three branches: to take what was brought, to pay the price, and to avert the eye from any evidence of crime.



One November morning this policy of silence was put sharply to the test. He had been awake all night with a racking toothache—pacing his room like a caged beast or throwing himself in fury on his bed—and had fallen at last into that profound, uneasy slumber that so often follows on a night of pain, when he was awakened by the third or fourth angry repetition of the concerted signal. There was a thin, bright moonshine; it was bitter cold, windy, and frosty; the town had not yet awakened, but an indefinable stir already preluded the noise and business of the day. The ghouls had come later than usual, and they seemed more than usually eager to be gone. Fettes, sick with sleep, lighted them upstairs. He heard their grumbling Irish voices through a dream; and as they stripped the sack from their sad merchandise he leaned dozing, with his shoulder propped against the wall; he had to shake himself to find the men their money. As he did so his eyes lighted on the dead face. He started; he took two steps nearer, with the candle raised.

“God Almighty!”he cried.“That is Jane Galbraith!”

The men answered nothing, but they shuffled nearer the door.

“I know her, I tell you,”he continued.“She was alive and hearty yesterday. It's impossible she can be dead; it's impossible you should have got this body fairly.”

“Sure, sir, you're mistaken entirely,”said one of the men.

But the other looked Fettes darkly in the eyes, and demanded the money on the spot.

It was impossible to misconceive the threat or to exaggerate the danger. The lad's heart failed him. He stammered some excuses, counted out the sum, and saw his hateful visitors depart. No sooner were they gone than he hastened to confirm his doubts. By a dozen unquestionable marks he identified the girl he had jested with the day before. He saw, with horror, marks upon her body that might well betoken violence. A panic seized him, and he took refuge in his room. There he reflected at length over the discovery that he had made; considered soberly the bearing of Mr. K's instructions and the danger to himself of interference in so serious a business, and at last, in sore perplexity, determined to wait for the advice of his immediate superior, the class assistant.

This was a young doctor, Wolfe Macfarlane, a high favourite among all the reckless students, clever, dissipated, and unscrupulous to the last degree. He had travelled and studied abroad. His manners were agreeable and a little forward. He was an authority on the stage, skilful on the ice or the links with skate or golf-club; he dressed with nice audacity, and, to put the finishing touch upon his glory, he kept a gig and a strong trottinghorse. With Fettes he was on terms of intimacy; indeed, their relative positions called for some community of life; and when subjects were scarce the pair would drive far into the country in Macfarlane's gig, visit and desecrate some lonely graveyard, and return before dawn with their booty to the door of the dissectingroom.

On that particular morning Macfarlane arrived somewhat earlier than his wont. Fettes heard him, and met him on the stairs, told him his story, and showed him the cause of his alarm. Macfarlane examined the marks on her body.

“Yes,”he said with a nod,“it looks fishy.”

“Well, what should I do?”asked Fettes.

“Do?”repeated the other.“Do you want to do anything?Least said soonest mended, I should say.”

“Someone else might recognise her,”objected Fettes.“She was as well-known as the Castle Rock.”

“We'll hope not,”said Macfarlane,“and if anybody does—well, you didn't, don't you see, and there's an end. The fact is, this has been going on too long. Stir up the mud, and you'll get K into the most unholy trouble; you'll be in a shocking box yourself. So will I, if you come to that. I should like to know how any one of us would look, or what the devil we should have to say for ourselves, in any Christian witness-box. For me, you know there's one thing certain—that, practically speaking, all our subjects have been murdered.”

“Macfarlane!”cried Fettes.

“Come now!”sneered the other.“As if you hadn't suspected it yourself!”

“Suspecting is one thing—”

“And proof another. Yes, I know; and I'm as sorry as you are this should have come here,”tapping the body with his cane.“The next best thing for me is not to recognise it”and he added coolly,“I don't. You may, if you please. I don't dictate, but I think a man of the world would do as I do; and I may add, I fancy that is what K would look for at our hands. The question is, why he chose us two for his assistants. And I answer, because he didn't want old wives.”

This was the tone of all others to affect the mind of a lad like Fettes. He agreed to imitate Macfarlane. The body of the unfortunate girl was duly dissected, and no one remarked or appeared to recognise her.

One afternoon, when his day's work was over, Fettes dropped into a popular tavern and found Macfarlane sitting with a stranger. This was a small man, very pale and dark, with coalblack eyes. The cut of his features gave a promise of intellect and refinement which was but feebly realised in his manners, for he proved, upon a nearer acquaintance, coarse, vulgar, and stupid. He exercised, however, a very remarkable control over Macfarlane; issued orders like the Great Bashaw; became inflamed at the least discussion or delay, and commented rudely on the servility with which he was obeyed. This most offensive person took a fancy to Fettes on the spot, plied him with drinks, and honoured him with unusual confidences on his past career. If a tenth part of what he confessed were true, he was a very loathsome rogue; and the lad's vanity was tickled by the attention of so experienced a man.



“I'm a pretty bad fellow myself,”the stranger remarked,“but Macfarlane is the boy—Toddy Macfarlane I call him. Toddy, order your friend another glass.”Or it might be,“Toddy, you jump up and shut the door.”

“Toddy hates me,”he said again.“Oh yes, Toddy, you do!”

“Don't you call me that confounded name,”growled Macfarlane.

“Hear him!Did you ever see the lads play knife?He would like to do that all over my body,”remarked the stranger.

“We medicals have a better way than that,”said Fettes.“When we dislike a dead friend of ours, we dissect him.”

Macfarlane looked up sharply, as though this jest were scarcely to his mind.

The afternoon passed. Gray, for that was the stranger's name, invited Fettes to join them at dinner, ordered a feast so sumptuous that the tavern was thrown into commotion, and when all was done commanded Macfarlane to settle the bill. It was late before they separated; the man Gray was incapably drunk. Macfarlane, sobered by his fury, chewed the cud of the money he had been forced to squander and the slights he had been obliged to swallow. Fettes, with various liquors singing in his head, returned home with devious footsteps and a mind entirely in abeyance. Next day Macfarlane was absent from the class, and Fettes smiled to himself as he imagined him still squiring the intolerable Gray from tavern to tavern. As soon as the hour of liberty had struck he posted from place to place in quest of his last night's companions. He could find them, however, nowhere; so returned early to his rooms, went early to bed, and slept the sleep of the just.

At four in the morning he was awakened by the well-known signal. Descending to the door, he was filled with astonishment to find Macfarlane with his gig, and in the gig one of those long and ghastly packages with which he was so well acquainted.

“What?”he cried.“Have you been out alone?How did you manage?”

But Macfarlane silenced him roughly, bidding him turn to business. When they had got the body upstairs and laid it on the table, Macfarlane made at first as if he were going away. Then he paused and seemed to hesitate; and then,“You had better look at the face,”said he, in tones of some constraint.“You had better,”he repeated, as Fettes only stared at him in wonder.

“But where, and how, and when did you come by it?”cried the other.

“Look at the face,”was the only answer.

Fettes was staggered; strange doubts assailed him. He looked from the young doctor to the body, and then back again. At last, with a start, he did as he was bidden. He had almost expected the sight that met his eyes, and yet the shock was cruel. To see, fixed in the rigidity of death and naked on that coarse layer of sackcloth, the man whom he had left well clad and full of meat and sin upon the threshold of a tavern, awoke, even in the thoughtless Fettes, some of the terrors of the conscience. It was a CRAS TIBI which re-echoed in his soul, that two whom he had known should have come to lie upon these icy tables. Yet these were only secondary thoughts. His first concern regarded Wolfe. Unprepared for a challenge so momentous, he knew not how to look his comrade in the face. He durst not meet his eye, and he had neither words nor voice at his command.

It was Macfarlane himself who made the first advance. He came up quietly behind and laid his hand gently but firmly on the other's shoulder.

“Richardson,”said he,“may have the head.”

Now Richardson was a student who had long been anxious for that portion of the human subject to dissect. There was no answer, and the murderer resumed:“Talking of business, you must pay me; your accounts, you see, must tally.”

Fettes found a voice, the ghost of his own:“Pay you!”he cried.“Pay you for that?”

“Why, yes, of course you must. By all means and on every possible account, you must,”returned the other.“I dare not give it for nothing, you dare not take it for nothing; it would compromise us both. This is another case like Jane Galbraith's. The more things are wrong the more we must act as if all were right. Where does old K keep his money?”

“There,”answered Fettes hoarsely, pointing to a cupboard in the corner.

“Give me the key, then,”said the other, calmly, holding out his hand.

There was an instant's hesitation, and the die was cast. Macfarlane could not suppress a nervous twitch, the infinitesimal mark of an immense relief, as he felt the key between his fingers. He opened the cupboard, brought out pen and ink and a paperbook that stood in one compartment, and separated from the funds in a drawer a sum suitable to the occasion.

“Now, look here,”he said,“there is the payment made—first proof of your good faith: first step to your security. You have now to clinch it by a second. Enter the payment in your book, and then you for your part may defy the devil.”



The next few seconds were for Fettes an agony of thought; but in balancing his terrors it was the most immediate that triumphed. Any future difficulty seemed almost welcome if he could avoid a present quarrel with Macfarlane. He set down the candle which he had been carrying all this time, and with a steady hand entered the date, the nature, and the amount of the transaction.

“And now,”said Macfarlane,“it's only fair that you should pocket the lucre. I've had my share already. By the bye, when a man of the world falls into a bit of luck, has a few shillings extra in his pocket—I'm ashamed to speak of it, but there's a rule of conduct in the case. No treating, no purchase of expensive classbooks, no squaring of old debts; borrow, don't lend.”

“Macfarlane,”began Fettes, still somewhat hoarsely,“I have put my neck in a halter to oblige you.”

“To oblige me?”cried Wolfe.“Oh, come!You did, as near as I can see the matter, what you downright had to do in selfdefence. Suppose I got into trouble, where would you be?This second little matter flows clearly from the first. Mr. Gray is the continuation of Miss Galbraith. You can't begin and then stop. If you begin, you must keep on beginning; that's the truth. No rest for the wicked.”

A horrible sense of blackness and the treachery of fate seized hold upon the soul of the unhappy student.

“My God!”he cried,“but what have I done?and when did I begin?To be made a class assistant—in the name of reason, where's the harm in that?Service wanted the position; Service might have got it. Would he have been where I am now?”

“My dear fellow,”said Macfarlane,“what a boy you are!What harm HAS come to you?What harm CAN come to you if you hold your tongue?Why, man, do you know what this life is?There are two squads of us—the lions and the lambs. If you're a lamb, you'll come to lie upon these tables like Gray or Jane Galbraith; if you're a lion, you'll live and drive a horse like me, like K, like all the world with any wit or courage. You're staggered at the first. But look at K!My dear fellow, you're clever; you have pluck. I like you, and K likes you. You were born to lead the hunt; and I tell you, on my honour and my experience of life, three days from now you'll laugh at all these scarecrows like a High School boy at a farce.”

And with that Macfarlane took his departure and drove off up the wynd in his gig to get under cover before daylight. Fettes was thus left alone with his regrets. He saw the miserable peril in which he stood involved. He saw, with inexpressible dismay, that there was no limit to his weakness, and that, from concession to concession, he had fallen from the arbiter of Macfarlane's destiny to his paid and helpless accomplice. He would have given the world to have been a little braver at the time, but it did not occur to him that he might still be brave. The secret of Jane Galbraith and the cursed entry in the day-book closed his mouth.

Hours passed; the class began to arrive; the members of the unhappy Gray were dealt out to one and to another, and received without remark. Richardson was made happy with the head; and before the hour of freedom rang Fettes trembled with exultation to perceive how far they had already gone toward safety.

For two days he continued to watch, with increasing joy, the dreadful process of disguise.

On the third day Macfarlane made his appearance. He had been ill, he said; but he made up for lost time by the energy with which he directed the students. To Richardson in particular he extended the most valuable assistance and advice, and that student, encouraged by the praise of the demonstrator, burned high with ambitious hopes, and saw the medal already in his grasp.

Before the week was out Macfarlane's prophecy had been fulfilled. Fettes had outlived his terrors and had forgotten his baseness. He began to plume himself upon his courage, and had so arranged the story in his mind that he could look back on these events with an unhealthy pride. Of his accomplice he saw but little. They met, of course, in the business of the class; they received their orders together from Mr. K.At times they had a word or two in private, and Macfarlane was from first to last particularly kind and jovial. But it was plain that he avoided any reference to their common secret; and even when Fettes whispered to him that he had cast in his lot with the lions and forsworn the lambs, he only signed to him smilingly to hold his peace.

At length an occasion arose which threw the pair once more into a closer union. Mr. K was again short of subjects; pupils were eager, and it was a part of this teacher's pretensions to be always well supplied. At the same time there came the news of a burial in the rustic graveyard of Glencorse. Time has little changed the place in question. It stood then, as now, upon a cross road, out of call of human habitations, and buried fathom deep in the foliage of six cedar trees. The cries of the sheep upon the neighbouring hills, the streamlets upon either hand, one loudly singing among pebbles, the other dripping furtively from pond to pond, the stir of the wind in mountainous old flowering chestnuts, and once in seven days the voice of the bell and the old tunes of the precentor, were the only sounds that disturbed the silence around the rural church. The Resurrection Man—to use a byname of the period—was not to be deterred by any of the sanctities of customary piety. It was part of his trade to despise and desecrate the scrolls and trumpets of old tombs, the paths worn by the feet of worshippers and mourners, and the offerings and the inscriptions of bereaved affection. To rustic neighbourhoods, where love is more than commonly tenacious, and where some bonds of blood or fellowship unite the entire society of a parish, the body-snatcher, far from being repelled by natural respect, was attracted by the ease and safety of the task. To bodies that had been laid in earth, in joyful expectation of a far different awakening, there came that hasty, lamp-lit, terror-haunted resurrection of the spade and mattock. The coffin was forced, the cerements torn, and the melancholy relics, clad in sackcloth, after being rattled for hours on moonless byways, were at length exposed to uttermost indignities before a class of gaping boys.

Somewhat as two vultures may swoop upon a dying lamb, Fettes and Macfarlane were to be let loose upon a grave in that green and quiet resting-place. The wife of a farmer, a woman who had lived for sixty years, and been known for nothing but good butter and a godly conversation, was to be rooted from her grave at midnight and carried, dead and naked, to that far-away city that she had always honoured with her Sunday's best; the place beside her family was to be empty till the crack of doom; her innocent and almost venerable members to be exposed to that last curiosity of the anatomist.

Late one afternoon the pair set forth, well wrapped in cloaks and furnished with a formidable bottle. It rained without remission—a cold, dense, lashing rain. Now and again there blew a puff of wind, but these sheets of falling water kept it down. Bottle and all, it was a sad and silent drive as far as Penicuik, where they were to spend the evening. They stopped once, to hide their implements in a thick bush not far from the churchyard, and once again at the Fisher's Tryst, to have a toast before the kitchen fire and vary their nips of whisky with a glass of ale. When they reached their journey's end the gig was housed, the horse was fed and comforted, and the two young doctors in a private room sat down to the best dinner and the best wine the house afforded. The lights, the fire, the beating rain upon the window, the cold, incongruous work that lay before them, added zest to their enjoyment of the meal. With every glass their cordiality increased. Soon Macfarlane handed a little pile of gold to his companion.

“A compliment,”he said.“Between friends these little accommodations ought to fly like pipe-lights.”

Fettes pocketed the money, and applauded the sentiment to the echo.“You are a philosopher,”he cried.“I was an ass till I knew you. You and K—between you, by the Lord Harry!but you'll make a man of me.”

“Of course we shall,”applauded Macfarlane.“A man?I tell you, it required a man to back me up the other morning. There are some big, brawling, forty-year-old cowards who would have turned sick at the look of the d-d thing; but not you—you kept your head. I watched you.”

“Well, and why not?”Fettes thus vaunted himself.“It was no affair of mine. There was nothing to gain on the one side but disturbance, and on the other I could count on your gratitude, don't you see?”And he slapped his pocket till the gold pieces rang.

Macfarlane somehow felt a certain touch of alarm at these unpleasant words. He may have regretted that he had taught his young companion so successfully, but he had no time to interfere, for the other noisily continued in this boastful strain:

“The great thing is not to be afraid. Now, between you and me, I don't want to hang—that's practical; but for all cant, Macfarlane, I was born with a contempt. Hell, God, Devil, right, wrong, sin, crime, and all the old gallery of curiosities—they may frighten boys, but men of the world, like you and me, despise them. Here's to the memory of Gray!”

It was by this time growing somewhat late. The gig, according to order, was brought round to the door with both lamps brightly shining, and the young men had to pay their bill and take the road. They announced that they were bound for Peebles, and drove in that direction till they were clear of the last houses of the town; then, extinguishing the lamps, returned upon their course, and followed a by-road toward Glencorse. There was no sound but that of their own passage, and the incessant, strident pouring of the rain. It was pitch dark; here and there a white gate or a white stone in the wall guided them for a short space across the night; but for the most part it was at a foot pace, and almost groping, that they picked their way through that resonant blackness to their solemn and isolated destination. In the sunken woods that traverse the neighbourhood of the burying-ground the last glimmer failed them, and it became necessary to kindle a match and re-illumine one of the lanterns of the gig. Thus, under the dripping trees, and environed by huge and moving shadows, they reached the scene of their unhallowed labours.

They were both experienced in such affairs, and powerful with the spade; and they had scarce been twenty minutes at their task before they were rewarded by a dull rattle on the coffin lid. At the same moment Macfarlane, having hurt his hand upon a stone, flung it carelessly above his head. The grave, in which they now stood almost to the shoulders, was close to the edge of the plateau of the graveyard; and the gig lamp had been propped, the better to illuminate their labours, against a tree, and on the immediate verge of the steep bank descending to the stream. Chance had taken a sure aim with the stone. Then came a clang of broken glass; night fell upon them; sounds alternately dull and ringing announced the bounding of the lantern down the bank, and its occasional collision with the trees. A stone or two, which it had dislodged in its descent, rattled behind it into the profundities of the glen; and then silence, like night, resumed its sway; and they might bend their hearing to its utmost pitch, but naught was to be heard except the rain, now marching to the wind, now steadily falling over miles of open country.

They were so nearly at an end of their abhorred task that they judged it wisest to complete it in the dark. The coffin was exhumed and broken open; the body inserted in the dripping sack and carried between them to the gig; one mounted to keep it in its place, and the other, taking the horse by the mouth, groped along by wall and bush until they reached the wider road by the Fisher's Tryst. Here was a faint, diffused radiancy, which they hailed like daylight; by that they pushed the horse to a good pace and began to rattle along merrily in the direction of the town.

They had both been wetted to the skin during their operations, and now, as the gig jumped among the deep ruts, the thing that stood propped between them fell now upon one and now upon the other. At every repetition of the horrid contact each instinctively repelled it with the greater haste; and the process, natural although it was, began to tell upon the nerves of the companions. Macfarlane made some ill-favoured jest about the farmer's wife, but it came hollowly from his lips, and was allowed to drop in silence. Still their unnatural burden bumped from side to side; and now the head would be laid, as if in confidence, upon their shoulders, and now the drenching sack-cloth would flap icily about their faces. A creeping chill began to possess the soul of Fettes. He peered at the bundle, and it seemed somehow larger than at first. All over the country-side, and from every degree of distance, the farm dogs accompanied their passage with tragic ululations; and it grew and grew upon his mind that some unnatural miracle had been accomplished, that some nameless change had befallen the dead body, and that it was in fear of their unholy burden that the dogs were howling.



“For God's sake,”said he, making a great effort to arrive at speech,“for God's sake, let's have a light!”

Seemingly Macfarlane was affected in the same direction; for, though he made no reply, he stopped the horse, passed the reins to his companion, got down, and proceeded to kindle the remaining lamp. They had by that time got no farther than the cross-road down to Auchenclinny.

The rain still poured as though the deluge were returning, and it was no easy matter to make a light in such a world of wet and darkness. When at last the flickering blue flame had been transferred to the wick and began to expand and clarify, and shed a wide circle of misty brightness round the gig, it became possible for the two young men to see each other and the thing they had along with them. The rain had moulded the rough sacking to the outlines of the body underneath; the head was distinct from the trunk, the shoulders plainly modelled; something at once spectral and human riveted their eyes upon the ghastly comrade of their drive.

For some time Macfarlane stood motionless, holding up the lamp. A nameless dread was swathed, like a wet sheet, about the body, and tightened the white skin upon the face of Fettes; a fear that was meaningless, a horror of what could not be, kept mounting to his brain. Another beat of the watch, and he had spoken. But his comrade forestalled him.

“That is not a woman,”said Macfarlane, in a hushed voice.

“It was a woman when we put her in,”whispered Fettes.

“Hold that lamp,”said the other.“I must see her face.”

And as Fettes took the lamp his companion untied the fastenings of the sack and drew down the cover from the head. The light fell very clear upon the dark, well-moulded features and smooth-shaven cheeks of a too familiar countenance, often beheld in dreams of both of these young men. A wild yell rang up into the night; each leaped from his own side into the roadway: the lamp fell, broke, and was extinguished; and the horse, terrified by this unusual commotion, bounded and went off toward Edinburgh at a gallop, bearing along with it, sole occupant of the gig, the body of the dead and long-dissected Gray.

罗伯特·路易斯·史蒂文森（Robert Louis Stevenson，1850—1894），苏格兰著名惊悚小说家和儿童读物作家。自《沃尔特· 斯科特爵士》问世以来，它成为英国最受公众喜爱的作品。随后又出版了《金银岛》（1883）、《化身博士》（1886）等一系列
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姨妈历险记 The Adventure of My Aunt

【美】华盛顿·欧文

我的姨妈身材高大，意志坚强，行事果断。她也许就是所谓的有男子气概的女人。而我的姨夫是个瘦弱的人，非常温和，也非常温顺，和我的姨妈一点都不般配。自打他们结婚那天起，我们就眼见他越来越抽缩，他无法承受姨妈的种种强大的意愿，他总感到疲惫不堪。而我的姨妈对他关怀备至，镇上半数以上的医生都被她请来给姨夫诊断，开方子。她让他喝下医药方上列的所有的药，那量都足够给整个医院的病人用了。可这些丝毫不起作用。我姨夫吃的药越多，受到的照顾越精细，他的情况越恶化，最后还是死了，成了那一长串婚姻牺牲者名单中的一个——这些都是因为配偶的过分关心而死的。

“那他的魂来找她了吗？”一个爱问先生问正在讲述这个故事的人。

“你继续往下听啊！”讲故事的人说。我的姨妈为她可怜丈夫的离世难过不已，也许她不该给他吃那么多药。但她不该因将他爱护进了坟墓而良心不安，她尽到了寡妇之道，使丈夫死后的名声更荣耀。她不惜工本，缝制了质地最好的丧服，把一个小日晷那么大的他的头像挂在脖子上，还裱了一幅他的全身像，挂在自己的卧室里。全世界的人都赞扬她的操守德行。他们认定，这样一个好的女人如此悼念自己的亡夫，很快就会找到下一个如意郎君的。

不久，她就到德比郡的一个古老乡村里定居了，那里长期住着一个男仆和一个管家。她几乎把所有的仆人都带了过去，打算把那里作为自己的居所。这房子在村庄里一个偏僻而孤寂的地方，位于德比郡那些灰暗的小山之间。从远处看，人们能看到那吊着一个被链子捆着的杀人犯。

那些她从镇上带来的仆人听说他们要搬到这个阴暗、诡异的地方，一半都吓破了胆。尤其是晚上的时候，他们聚集在住的地方，互相交流白天听到的那些鬼怪传说，更是令人心惊肉跳。他们都害怕一个人待在那间阴森、黑暗的房间里。我姨妈手下的一个神经质的女仆说她在这种“阴气森森的房子”里，是不可能入睡的。心地善良的马夫总是竭尽所能地宽慰她，让她开心。

这个偏僻而孤寂的房子也令我姨妈害怕。所以睡觉之前，她会检查所有门窗是否关好，亲手锁好那些贵重的餐具，把钥匙和一个装有钱以及珠宝的小盒子一起带到自己的房间。因为她名声显赫，而且又是个事必躬亲的人。她把钥匙在枕头下面藏好之后，就把女仆人打发走，然后坐在梳妆台前梳着头发。尽管她正在为我的姨夫守丧，可作为一个颇有姿色的寡妇，多少要讲究一些自己的仪容。她坐了一会儿，端详着镜中的自己，左看看，右看看，就像女人习惯性的那样拿着镜子端详自己是不是好看。她年轻时喜欢过一个乡绅，就住在这附近，那天还来拜访她，对她的到来，他表示欢迎。



突然她听到身后有什么动静，立马扭头去看，但除了那幅挂在墙上的、被画得面目恐怖的亡夫画像，其他的什么都没有。

她重重地叹了口气，以示哀悼。她已经习惯在人前这样造作一下，然后又整理起了她的睡衣，继续想着那个乡绅。然而，她的叹息声竟然有了回音，或者说是回应。她又环顾四周，但确定没人。她以为这个声音是风吹过这座老房子的老鼠洞时发出的，便又开始悠闲地摆弄起她的卷发。这时，她看到画像里有一只眼睛动了。

“可是，她应该是后脑勺背对着那幅画的啊！”——另一个脑子有点问题的人对讲故事的人说，“是呀！”

“是的，先生，”讲述者冷冷地说，“她是背对着那幅画像，但她的眼睛正盯着镜子里反射的画像啊。是的，正如我说的那样她看到画像里有一只眼睛动了。这情况太诡异了，你们完全能想到，这让她受到了多么突然的惊吓。为了确定自己没看错，她把手放到额头上假装按摩，然后透过手指缝往外瞧，并用另一只手移动蜡烛，小小烛光竟在那只眼睛上闪动。”

她肯定那眼睛一定是动了，不仅如此，它好像还冲她眨眼，这动作就像她亡夫生前爱做的样子。霎时间，她心里泛起了一阵寒意，透彻心扉。因为这屋里只有她一个人，现在的处境对她来说十分可怕。

但这寒意并没有持续多久。我的姨妈是一个像你叔叔一样果断的人，马上就冷静下来，恢复镇定。她继续整理睡衣，竟然还哼起了小曲，还没有跑调。她不经意间打翻了一个梳妆匣，又拿起一支蜡烛，把那些小物件一个个从地板上捡起来，顺势追赶一个快速朝床下滚着的针插。接着，她把房门打开，向走廊看了一眼，然后，她悄悄地走了出去。

她赶忙下楼，命令仆人拿起手边最近的武器把自己武装起来，然后带着一帮人，很快回到了她的房间。

她慌忙中组建的队伍看上去很强大。男仆手里有一只大口径的短程散弹枪，车夫握着一根铅芯棍棒，马夫拿的是一对马枪，厨子拿着一把巨大的削皮器，而男管家一手拎一只瓶子。我的姨妈拿一把烧红的钳子打头阵。在我看来，她是这群人中威力最大的一个。那个女仆，不敢在厅里单独待着，便跟在队伍的屁股后面，一面对着一个破了的臭盐瓶子，一面解释说她害怕“女鬼”。“是男鬼，”我姨妈斩钉截铁地说。“我要把他们的胡子都燎光。”

他们进了房间，一切都像她刚才离开时一样，完好如初。他们慢慢地走近我姨夫的画像。

“把那幅画摘下来。”我的姨妈喊着。画像那边传来了一阵沉重的呻吟，好像牙齿打战的声音。仆人们吓得退到一边。那女仆发出一声尖叫，抓住马夫以支撑住身体。

“马上。”我的姨妈跺着脚，又命令道。

那幅画被扯了下来，它后面藏着一个通道，以前那里放着一座钟。他们从那里拖出一个弯腰弓背，长着黑胡子的男人。那个人手里拿着一把胳膊那么长的刀，但身体抖得像一片杨树叶子。

“他是谁？我猜一定不是鬼。”那个爱问先生说。

“是个欺骗、偷窃混饭的无赖，”讲故事的人说，“他想霸占这个寡妇的钱财。简单地说，他就是想抢劫。他偷偷溜到她的房间，想趁夜深时所有人睡了之后，去偷她的钱包和保险柜。”他接着说，“那个人是附近的一个浪荡子，整天吊儿郎当，无所事事。他以前在这里做过仆人，被雇来帮着整理这个房间，为迎接新的女主人。他坦白说——他挖空心思，想到这个主意，藏到画像后面，从画中人的眼睛部位偷窥。”

“他们怎么处置他的呢？把他绞死了吗？”爱问先生问。

“绞死他，怎么可能？”一位眉毛浓密，长着鹰钩鼻的律师说，“他的罪没那么重，他没有抢劫，没有杀人，没有强行入室。”



“我的姨妈，”讲故事的人说，“她是个非常有主意的女人，习惯按自己的意愿使用法律，对于如何让他改过自新她有自己的见解。她让人把他放入马池里拖来拖去，说是要洗清他的罪孽，又用木棍将他痛打一顿。”

“那后来他怎么样了？”爱问先生说。

“我不是特别清楚，我想，也许他被流放到澳大利亚的植物学湾接受改造了。”

“那你的姨妈呢？”爱问先生说，“我敢说，事后她一定让那个女仆陪她睡一个房间。”

“不，先生，比这要好。”不久，她便与故事开头提到的那个乡绅结婚了，她逢人便说：“一个女人住在乡下实在是太凄凉啦！”

“她说的对，”爱问先生一边说，一边点着头，“但是真遗憾，他们没有绞死他！”

毫无疑问，说故事的人后来给他的故事是一个最令人满意的结尾，虽然一个乡村教士有点遗憾，因为在另一个故事里出现的叔叔和姨妈都没有结婚，而且他们非常般配。

My aunt was a lady of large frame, strong mind, and great resolution. She was what might be termed a very manly woman. My uncle was a thin, puny little man, very meek and acquiescent, and no match for my aunt. It was observed that he dwindled and dwindled gradually away, from the day of his marriage. His wife's powerful mind was too much for him; it wore him out. My aunt, however, took all possible care of him; had half the doctors in town to prescribe for him; made him take all their prescriptions, and dosed him with physic enough to cure a whole hospital. All was in vain. My uncle grew worse and worse the more dosing and nursing he underwent, until in the end he added another to the long list of matrimonial victims who have been killed with kindness.

“And was it his ghost that appeared, to her?”asked the inquisitive gentleman, who had questioned the former storyteller.

“You shall hear,”replied the narrator—My aunt took on mightily for the death of her poor dear husband. Perhaps she felt some compunction at having given him so much physic, and nursed him into the grave. At any rate, she did all that a widow could do to honor his memory. She spared no expense in either the quantity or quality of her mourning weeds; wore a miniature of him about her neck as large as a little sundial, and had a full-length portrait of him always hanging in her bedchamber. All the world extolled her conduct to the skies; and it was determined that a woman who behaved so well to the memory of one husband deserved soon to get another.

It was not long after this that she went to take up her residence in an old country seat in Derbyshire, which had long been in the care of merely a steward and housekeeper. She took most of her servants with her, intending to make it her principal abode. The house stood in a lonely, wild part of the country, among the gray Derbyshire hills, with a murderer hanging in chains on a bleak height in full view.

The servants from town were half frightened out of their wits at the idea of living in such a dismal, pagan-looking place; especially when they got together in the servants' hall in the evening, and compared notes on all the hobgoblin stories picked up in the course of the day. They were afraid to venture alone about the gloomy, black-looking chambers. My lady's maid, who was troubled with nerves, declared she could never sleep alone in such a“ghastly, rummaging old building”; and the footman, who was a kind-hearted young fellow, did all in his power to cheer her up.

My aunt was struck with the lonely appearance of the house. Before going to bed, therefore, she examined well the fastnesses of the doors and windows; locked up the plate with her own hands, and carried the keys, together with a little box of money and jewels, to her own room; for she was a notable woman, and always saw to all things herself. Having put the keys under her pillow, and dismissed her maid, she sat by her toilet arranging her hair; for being in spite of her grief for my uncle, rather a buxom widow, she was some-what particular about her person. She sat for a little while looking at her face in the glass, first on one side, then on the other, as ladies are apt to do when they would ascertain whether they have been in good looks; for a roistering country squire of the neighborhood, with whom she had flirted when a girl, had called that day to welcome her to the country.

All of a sudden she thought she heard something move behind her. She looked hastily round, but there was nothing to be seen. Nothing but the grimly painted portrait of her poor dear man, hanging against the wall.

She gave a heavy sigh to his memory, as she was accustomed to do whenever she spoke of him in company, and then went on adjusting her nightdress, and thinking of the squire. Her sigh was reechoed, or answered, by a long, drawn breath. She looked round again, but no one was to be seen. She ascribed these sounds to the wind oozing through the rat holes of the old mansion, and proceeded leisurely to put her hair in papers, when, all at once, she thought she perceived one of the eyes of the portrait move.

“The back of her head being towards it!”said the storyteller with the ruined head,“good!”

“Yes, sir,”replied dryly the narrator,“her back being towards the portrait, but her eyes fixed on its reflection in the glass.”Well, as I was saying, she perceived one of the eyes of the portrait move. So strange a circumstance, as you may well suppose, gave her a sudden shock. To assure herself of the fact, she put one hand to her forehead as if rubbing it;peeped through her fingers, and moved the candle with the other hand. The light of the taper gleamed on the eye, and was reflected from it.

She was sure it moved. Nay, more, it seemed to give her a wink, as she had sometimes known her husband to do when living. It struck a momentary chill to her heart; for she was a lone woman, and felt herself fearfully situated.

The chill was but transient. My aunt, who was almost as resolute a personage as your uncle, sir,（turning to the old story teller）, became instantly calm and collected. She went on adjusting her dress. She even hummed an air, and did not make even a single false note. She casually overturned a dressing box; took a candle and picked up the articles one by one from the floor; pursued a roiling pincushion that was making the best of its way under the bed; then opened the door; looked for an instant into the corridor, as if in doubt whether to go; and then walked quietly out.



She hastened downstairs, ordered the servants to arm themselves with the weapons first at hand, placed herself at their head, and returned almost immediately.

Her hastily levied army presented a formidable force. The steward had a rusty blunderbuss, the coachman a loaded whip, the footman a pair of horse pistols, the cook a huge chopping knife, and the butler a bottle in each hand. My aunt led the van with a red-hot poker, and in my opinion she was the most formidable of the party. The waiting maid, who dreaded to stay alone in the servants' hall, brought up the rear, smelling to a broken bottle of volatile salts, and expressing her terror of the“ghostesses”.“Ghosts!”said my aunt resolutely.“I'll singe their whiskers for them!”

They entered the chamber. All was still and undisturbed as when she had left it. They approached the portrait of my uncle.

“Pull down that picture!”cried my aunt. A heavy groan, and a sound like the chattering of teeth, issued from the portrait. The servants shrunk back; the maid uttered a faint shriek, and clung to the footman for support.

“Instantly!”added my aunt, with a stamp of the foot.

The picture was pulled down, and from a recess behind it, in which had formerly stood a clock, they hauled forth a roundshouldered, black-bearded varlet, with a knife as long as my arm, but trembling all over like an aspen leaf.

“Well, and who was he?No ghost, I suppose,”said the inquisitive gentleman.

“A knight of the post,”replied the narrator,“who had been smitten with the worth of the wealthy widow; or rather, a marauding Tarquin, who had stolen into her chamber to violate her purse, and rifle her strong box, when all the house should be asleep. In plain terms,”continued he,“the vagabond was a loose, idle fellow of the neighborhood, who had once been a servant in the house, and had been employed to assist in arranging it for the reception of its mistress. He confessed that he had contrived this hiding place for his nefarious purpose, and had borrowed an eye from the portrait by way of a reconnoitering hole.”

“And what did they do with him?Did they hang him?”resumed the questioner.

“Hang him?How could they?”exclaimed a beetle-browed barrister with a hawk's nose.“The offense was not capital. No robbery, no assault had been committed. No forcible entry or breaking into the premises.”

“My aunt,”said the narrator,“was a woman of spirit, and apt to take the law in her own hands. She had her own notions of cleanliness also. She ordered the fellow to be drawn through the horsepond, to cleanse away all offenses, and then to be well rubbed down with an oaken towel.”

“And what became of him afterwards?”said the inquisitive gentleman.

“I do not exactly know. I believe he was sent on a voyage of improvement to Botany Bay.”

“And your aunt?”said the inquisitive gentleman.“I'll warrant she took care to make her maid sleep in the room with her after that.”

“No, sir, she did better; she gave her hand shortly after to the roistering squire; for she used to observe that it was a dismal thing for a woman to sleep alone in the country.”

“She was right,”observed the inquisitive gentleman, nodding sagaciously;“but I am sorry they did not hang that fellow.”

It was agreed on all hands that the last narrator had brought his tale to the most satisfactory conclusion, though a country clergyman present regretted that the uncle and aunt, who figured in the different stories, had not been married together; they certainly would have been well matched.

华盛顿·欧文（Washington Irving, 1783—1859），美国文学的奠基人之一。
他所撰写的游记文学堪称世界文坛的经典之作。
欧文出身于美国一个富商家庭，自幼饱读书史，酷爱文学和旅行。
在国外旅行的17年，他创造了大量的优秀作品，其中《见闻札记》最为著名。
这些杰作铸造了他在美国文坛上的坚固地位，他被誉为“美国文学之父”。
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带家具出租的房间 The Furnished Room

【美】欧·亨利

在纽约西区南部的红砖房一带，大多数居民都像时间一样动荡、漂泊、变幻不定。他们无家可归，但也可以说有无数个家。他们从一间客房搬到另一间客房，永远那么飘忽不定——住所飘忽不定，情感和理智同样飘忽不定。他们用拉格泰姆的调子唱着“家，甜蜜的家”，用硬纸盒装着全部家当。印花帽上盘旋环绕的装饰是他们的葡萄藤，而橡胶树杖则是他们的无花果树。

既然这一带的房屋中有成百上千个住户，理所当然就有了成百上千个故事，但其中的大部分都平淡乏味。可如果说，在这一波又一波涌现的流浪客中找不到一两个幽灵，那就奇怪了。

一天，天色刚暗下来，一个年轻人在这些年久失修的红砖大房子中穿来穿去，不时地按着门铃。当他来到第十二家门口时，他把空空的手袋放在台阶上，又擦了擦帽檐和额上的尘土。门铃声很微弱，就像从某个遥远而空旷的深渊传来。

这是第十二家了，随着门铃的响声，门开了，女房东走了出来。她的样子让他想起那病态的、恶心的蛆虫，它们把坚果啃得只剩一层空壳，现在又寻思着可以充饥的房客来填充空间。

年轻人问还有没有房间出租。

“进来，”女房东说，声音从她那好像蒙了张毛皮的喉咙里钻出来，“三楼还有个后间，空了一星期，来看看吧。”

年轻人跟着她上了楼。一束不知从哪儿射出的微弱光线冲淡了走廊的阴暗。他们无声地走在破旧不堪的地毯上，那地毯让编织它的织布机都羞于承认那是自己的产物。它好像已经变成了植物，已经在这阴暗恶臭的空气中退化成繁茂的地衣或蔓延的苔藓，左一块右一块，粘在楼梯上，踩上去就像踏着黏糊糊的有机物。楼梯每个转角处的墙上都有一个空着的壁龛，里面也许放置过花草。要是这样的话，那些花草也早已被这污浊肮脏的空气窒息死了。里面也有可能放过圣像。但不难想象，黑暗中，圣灵们早被大鬼小妖拖出来，一直拖到下面某间放过家具的地窖中的邪恶深渊了。

“就是这间，”女房东用那副蒙了皮毛的嗓子说道，“房间不错，难得有空着的时候。去年夏天还曾经住过一些高雅的人——他们从不找麻烦，按时交房租。水龙头在走廊尽头。斯普罗丝和穆尼曾在这里住了三个月，他们演过轻松喜剧。布蕾塔·斯普罗丝小姐——你也许听说过——哦，那是她的艺名——她的结婚证书原来就挂在那张梳妆台上，还镶了框呢！煤气在这儿。你看这壁橱，也很宽敞。这房间人人喜欢，所以从来没有长久闲置过。”

“许多艺人在这儿住过吗？”年轻人问道。

“他们来的来，去的去，我的房客中有相当一部分都和戏剧这一行有关。不错，先生，这一带属于艺人区，演员从不在任何地方长住。他们有的住在我这儿。可都是这个来那个走。”

他要了那间房，预付了一周的房钱。他数清了租金，说他累了，要马上住下。房东说房子早就收拾过，甚至连水和毛巾都已经备好。房东正要离开时，他又提出了那个挂在嘴边的问题——这个问题他已经问了上千遍。

“一个年轻姑娘——瓦西娜小姐——艾露易丝·瓦西娜——你记不记得你的房客中有这么个人？她多半会在台上唱歌。她是一个漂亮的姑娘，中等身材，瘦瘦的，一头金红色的头发，左眉梢上还有一颗黑痣。”

“不，我不记得这个名字。那些台上的人换名字就像换房间一样。他们来来去去的，我可记不起来了。”



没有！总是没有！五个月来不间断地打听，而回答总是否定。已经花了这么多时间，白天去问剧院经理、代理人、剧校与合唱团；晚上则挤在观众群中找，从明星荟萃的剧院一直到下流污秽的音乐厅——尽管他害怕在这类地方找到他心爱的人。他真心爱她，努力想找到她。他确信，自从她离家失踪以后，这个四面环水的大城市肯定会把她留在某个地方，但这城市就像一片巨大的流沙，无根无基，不停地卷着它里面的每一颗沙粒。今天还在上面的沙粒，明天或许就被淤泥和黏土埋在了下面。

这间配备了家具的客房，用假惺惺的热情迎接着它的新房客，就像娼妇满脸潮红却憔悴无神，敷衍地迎接她的嫖客一样。破烂绸套的沙发、两把椅子、窗子间一码宽的廉价穿衣镜、一两个烫金相框、角落里的铜床架——所有这些破旧家具折射出一丝微弱的光，给人一种虚假的安慰。

房客无精打采地躺到椅子上，而房间则竭力向他讲述它形形色色的房客——尽管语言混乱得像巴比伦通天塔里的套间。

一张色彩斑驳的地毯铺在脏兮兮的地板上，像热带地区的一个盛开着鲜花的矩形小岛被波涛汹涌的大海包围着。灰纸裱过的墙上贴着几张追随无家者流浪漂泊的图片——“胡格诺情人”、“第一次争吵”、“婚礼早餐”、“泉边美女”。壁炉架轮廓简洁庄重，外面却歪歪斜斜地挂起了花哨的布帘，像亚马孙芭蕾舞女的腰带。壁炉架上还残留着一些零碎物品，都是些困顿受苦的房客在幸运之帆把他们载到新码头时抛弃的东西：一两个无关紧要的花瓶、几张女演员的相片、一个药瓶和一副缺七少八的扑克牌。

渐渐地，像密码被破解一样，前后一连串房客留下的细小痕迹也都显现出它所具有的意义来。梳妆台前的地毯已经磨光了绒毛，诉说着这上面曾走过多少可爱的女人，墙上细小的指纹表明，这些小囚犯们曾在这里摸索过通往阳光和空气的道路。一团泼溅的污迹，放射成爆炸的形状，见证了杯子或瓶子连同它所盛之物一起砸到墙上时的壮观景象。穿衣镜上被人用钻刀歪歪扭扭地刻着“玛丽”两个字，显示某一位房客曾在愤怒中辗转反侧，把自己的愤怒尽情发泄在房子上——也许是因为无法忍受房间那俗艳的冷漠。家具伤痕斑斑，被凸起的弹簧扭曲的沙发像是在痛苦而怪异的痉挛中被宰杀的可怖的怪兽。某次更大的剧变劈裂了大理石壁炉架的一大块。地板的每块拼板都有自己独特的斜面，并从各自的痛苦中发出尖叫声。难以置信的是，那些曾把这一切恶意和伤害加于这间客房的人竟一度把这里称为自己的家，然而，也许正是这不经意间存在的、屡遭欺骗的恋家本能和对虚伪的护家神的愤恨点燃了他们的怒火。一间棚屋只要属于自己，我们就会去打扫它、装点它、爱惜它。

年轻的房客在椅子上任思绪漂游萦绕。其间，一缕触手可及的声音和味道飘进房中。他听到一间房中传来嗤笑和放荡无度的大笑，别的房间则是独自的谩骂声、骰子滚动的撞击声、催眠曲声和沉闷的号哭声，而头顶上的卓班琴则兴致勃勃地弹个不停。某处的门砰的一声关上了，电梯不时地呼啸而过，后面的篱笆上，一只猫凄惨地号叫着。



他呼吸着这间房子的气息——是阴冷的潮气，而非其他什么气味——如同潮湿地窖中的破布和朽木混在一起蒸发的霉臭。

他正在那儿休息时，房间突然间充满了木樨草浓烈的芳香，它乘风而来，鲜活、香甜而真切，几乎是活脱脱的来访贵宾。他大叫：“什么，亲爱的？”就像有人喊他一样，他一跃而起，四下张望。浓烈的香味扑面而来，包围了他。他伸出手去触摸它。一时间，他的感觉乱作一团。怎么可能？人怎么会被气味断然唤醒呢？肯定是声音。可这难道就是那个触摸过、抚慰过他的声音？

“她曾来过这个房间！”他叫道，跳起来想揪出什么证据，因为他知道他能辨认出她或她摸过的哪怕最细微的东西。这弥漫萦绕的木樨花香是她所钟爱的，她独有的气息——究竟来自何处呢？

房间被草草收拾过。梳妆台薄薄的台布上零星散落着几只发卡——都是女性们精心别致但毫无特征的物件，具有女性特征，但未标明任何心境或时间。他知道这类东西显然缺乏个性，就没去理睬它们。他把梳妆台抽屉翻了个遍，发现一条被遗弃的劣质小手帕。他把它蒙到脸上，一股刺鼻的芥菜怪味冲鼻而来，他马上把手绢甩在地上。在另一个抽屉里，他发现几颗零星的纽扣、一张剧目单、一张当铺商的名片、两颗吃剩的果酱软糖和一本解梦书。最后一个抽屉中，他发现了一个女人用的黑蝴蝶结，他突然愣住了，身上忽冷忽热。但黑缎发卡也只是女性端庄典雅的普通装饰，不具任何个性，不能说明任何问题。

他像猎狗一样在房中四处搜寻。他环视四壁，趴在地上仔细检查地毯上凹凸不平的每一个角落。他翻遍了壁炉架、桌子、帷幔、窗帘和角落里那醉歪歪的柜子，想找出明显的迹象证明她就在身旁、在周围、在对面、在心中、在头上，偎依着、爱恋着他，并用她微妙的感官发出痛苦的呼唤，让他那迟钝的感官都能感觉得到。他再次大声回答：“是的，亲爱的！”然后转过身，瞪大了眼睛，盯着跟前的一片空旷，他不能从木樨草的香气中看到形状、色彩、爱情和伸展的双臂。啊，天啊！香味在哪啊？从何时起，香味有了声音，能够呼喊？他就这样摸索着。

他又在裂缝和墙角认认真真地挖掘了一遍，找到了一些软木塞和烟头。他对这些毫不在意。但有一次，他在地毯的折叠处找到半只雪茄，他愤恨恶毒地咒骂起来，把它狠狠地碾碎在脚下。他又从头到尾把房间细细地搜罗了一遍，发现许多漂泊房客留下的烦人的、不光彩的丝丝缕缕的记录。但是他要找的那个人可能就在这儿住过，她的灵魂似乎在这儿盘旋过，而他找不到任何痕迹。

这时，他想起了女房东。

他从那令人困苦不堪的房间冲了下来，在一扇透着光线的门前停下。听到敲门声，房东打开门。他努力控制着过分激动的心情。

“夫人，能告诉我吗？”他恳切地说，“谁在我前面住过这间房子？”

“好吧，先生，我可以再给你说一次，斯普罗丝和穆尼，像我说过的，布蕾塔·斯普罗丝小姐是她的艺名，她是穆尼夫人。我的房子向来都以好的声誉著称。那个镶了金框的，挂在墙上的结婚证可以说明——”

“斯普罗丝小姐是怎么一种人？——长相，我是说。”

“哦，先生，黑头发，矮矮的，胖胖的，还长了一张滑稽的脸。他们是上周搬走的，哦，上周二。”

“那他们以前呢？”

“呕，一个单身男人，搞运输的。他还欠我一周房钱呢。在他之前是克罗德夫人和她的两个孩子，住了四个月，再往前呢，是多伊尔老先生，房租是他儿子付的，他住了六个月。都是一年前的事了，先生，再以前的事我就记不得了。”

他向她道了谢，爬回房间。屋子里死气沉沉的。那些曾赋予它精神的精髓都消失了。木樨花香已经离去，剩下的是地窖中发霉的家具那陈腐、老朽的恶臭。

希望的破灭耗尽了他全部的信心。他坐在那儿，盯着那黄色的咝咝作响的煤气。片刻之后，他走到床边，把床单撕成长条，用刀片把布条紧紧塞入窗户和门的每一条缝隙里。这一切收拾妥当以后，他关上灯，把煤气开足，满怀感激地躺在床上。

今晚轮到迈克库尔太太拿罐子去打啤酒了。取酒回来后，她和珀迪太太在一间房东们聚会的地下室坐下。这是个蛆虫猖獗的地方。

“今晚我把三楼后间租了出去，”珀迪太太说，面前是一圈细细的啤酒泡沫，“一个年轻人租了它，两小时前他就上床睡了。”

“啊？真有你的，珀迪太太！”迈克库尔太太由衷地羡慕着说，“那种房子你都租得出去，真是个奇迹。那你告诉他那件事了吗？”结束时她的声音像山谷中的低语，充满了神秘。

“房间，”珀迪太太用她那蒙着皮毛的嗓音说，“装了家具，就是为了租出去，迈克库尔太太。我可没有告诉他！”

“就该这样嘛，太太，我们就是靠出租房子为生的！你可真有生意头脑！如果知道有人在那间房里自杀，谁还会去租那间房呢？”

“就是啊，我们总得挣钱活命啊。”珀迪太太说。

“是的，太太，是这个理儿。就是上周的这一天，我帮你把三楼后间收拾干净的。那俊俏的小姑娘竟开煤气把自己弄死了——她的小脸儿多甜啊，珀迪太太。”



“可不是嘛，都说她长得俊，”珀迪太太说，既赞同，又挑剔，“只可惜左眉梢上长了颗痣。再来一杯，迈克库尔太太。”

Restless, shifting, fugacious as time itself is a certain vast bulk of the population of the red brick district of the lower West Side. Homeless, they have a hundred homes. They flit from furnished room to furnished room, transients forever—transients in abode, transients in heart and mind. They sing“Home, Sweet Home”in ragtime; they carry their lares et penates in a bandbox; their vine is entwined about a picture hat; a rubber plant is their fig tree.

Hence the houses of this district, having had a thousand dwellers, should have a thousand tales to tell, mostly dull ones, no doubt; but it would be strange if there could not be found a ghost or two in the wake of all these vagrant guests.

One evening after dark a young man prowled among these crumbling red mansions, ringing their bells. At the twelfth he rested his lean hand-baggage upon the step and wiped the dust from his hatband and forehead. The bell sounded faint and far away in some remote, hollow depths.

To the door of this, the twelfth house whose bell he had rung, came a housekeeper who made him think of an unwholesome, surfeited worm that had eaten its nut to a hollow shell and now sought to fill the vacancy with edible lodgers.

He asked if there was a room to let.

“Come in,”said the housekeeper. Her voice came from her throat; her throat seemed lined with fur.“I have the third floor back, vacant since a week back. Should you wish to look at it?”

The young man followed her up the stairs. A faint light from no particular source mitigated the shadows of the halls. They trod noiselessly upon a stair carpet that its own loom would have forsworn. It seemed to have become vegetable; to have degenerated in that rank, sunless air to lush lichen or spreading moss that grew in patches to the staircase and was viscid under the foot like organic matter. At each turn of the stairs were vacant niches in the wall. Perhaps plants had once been set within them. If so they had died in that foul and tainted air. It may be that statues of the saints had stood there, but it was not difficult to conceive that imps and devils had dragged them forth in the darkness and down to the unholy depths of some furnished pit below.

“This is the room,”said the housekeeper, from her furry throat.“It's a nice room. It isn't often vacant. I had some most elegant people in it last summer—no trouble at all, and paid in advance to the minute. The water's at the end of the hall. Sprowls and Mooney kept it three months. They done a vaudeville sketch. Miss B'retta Sprowls—you may have heard of her—Oh, that was just the stage names—right there over the dresser is where the marriage certificate hung, framed. The gas is here, and you see there is plenty of closet room. It's a room everybody likes. It never stays idle long.”

“Do you have many theatrical people rooming here?”asked the young man.

“They come and go. A good proportion of my lodgers is connected with the theatres. Yes, sir, this is the theatrical district. Actor people never stays long anywhere. I get my share. Yes, they come and they go.”

He engaged the room, paying for a week in advance. He was tired, he said, and would take possession at once. He counted out the money. The room had been made ready, she said, even to towels and water. As the housekeeper moved away he put, for the thousandth time, the question that he carried at the end of his tongue.

“A young girl—Miss Vashner—Miss Eloise Vashner—do you remember such a one among your lodgers?She would be singing on the stage, most likely. A fair girl, of medium height and slender, with reddish, gold hair and a dark mole near her left eyebrow.”

“No, I don't remember the name. The stage people have names they change as often as their rooms. They come and they go. No, I don't call that one to mind.”

No. Always no. Five months of ceaseless interrogation and the inevitable negative. So much time spent by day in questioning managers, agents, schools and choruses; by night among the audiences of theatres from all-star casts down to music halls so low that he dreaded to find what he most hoped for. He who had loved her best had tried to find her. He was sure that since her disappearance from home this great, water-girt city held her somewhere, but it was like a monstrous quicksand, shifting its particles constantly, with no foundation, its upper granules of today buried tomorrow in ooze and slime.

The furnished room received its latest guest with a first glow of pseudo-hospitality, a hectic, haggard, perfunctory welcome like the specious smile of a demirep. The sophistical comfort came in reflected gleams from the decayed furniture, the ragged brocade upholstery of a couch and two chairs, a foot wide cheap pier glass between the two windows, from one or two gilt picture frames and a brass bedstead in a corner.

The guest reclined, inert, upon a chair, while the room, confused in speech as though it were an apartment in Babel, tried to discourse to him of its divers tenantry.

A polychromatic rug like some brilliant-flowered rectangular, tropical islet lay surrounded by a billowy sea of soiled matting. Upon the gay-papered wall were those pictures that pursue the homeless one from house to house—The Huguenot Lovers, The First Quarrel, The Wedding Breakfast, Psyche at the Fountain. The mantel's chastely severe outline was ingloriously veiled behind some pert drapery drawn rakishly askew like the sashes of the Amazonian ballet. Upon it was some desolate flotsam cast aside by the room's marooned when a lucky sail had borne them to a fresh port—a trifling vase or two, pictures of actresses, a medicine bottle, some stray cards out of a deck.

One by one, as the characters of a cryptograph become explicit, the little signs left by the furnished room's procession of guests developed a significance. The threadbare space in the rug in front of the dresser told that lovely women had marched in the throng. Tiny finger prints on the wall spoke of little prisoners trying to feel their way to sun and air. A splattered stain, raying like the shadow of a bursting bomb, witnessed where a hurled glass or bottle had splintered with its contents against the wall. Across the pier glass had been scrawled with a diamond in staggering letters the name“Marie”.It seemed that the succession of dwellers in the furnished room had turned in fury—perhaps tempted beyond forbearance by its garish coldness—and wreaked upon it their passions. The furniture was chipped and bruised; the couch, distorted by bursting springs, seemed a horrible monster that had been slain during the stress of some grotesque convulsion. Some more potent upheaval had cloven a great slice from the marble mantel. Each plank in the floor owned its particular cant and shriek as from a separate and individual agony. It seemed incredible that all this malice and injury had been wrought upon the room by those who had called it for a time their home; and yet it may have been the cheated home instinct surviving blindly, the resentful rage at false household gods that had kindled their wrath. A hut that is our own we can sweep and adorn and cherish.



The young tenant in the chair allowed these thoughts to file, soft-shod, through his mind, while there drifted into the room furnished sounds and furnished scents. He heard in one room a tittering and incontinent, slack laughter; in others the monologue of a scold, the rattling of dice, a lullaby, and one crying dully; above him a banjo tinkled with spirit. Doors banged somewhere; the elevated trains roared intermittently; a cat yowled miserably upon a back fence. And he breathed the breath of the house—a dank savour rather than a smell—a cold, musty effluvium as from underground vaults mingled with the reeking exhalations of linoleum and mildewed and rotten woodwork.

Then, suddenly, as he rested there, the room was filled with the strong, sweet odour of mignonette. It came as upon a single buffet of wind with such sureness and fragrance and emphasis that it almost seemed a living visitant. And the man cried aloud,“What, dear?”as if he had been called, and sprang up and faced about. The rich odour clung to him and wrapped him around. He reached out his arms for it, all his senses for the time confused and commingled. How could one be peremptorily called by an odour?Surely it must have been a sound. But, was it not the sound that had touched, that had caressed him?

“She has been in this room,”he cried, and he sprang to wrest from it a token, for he knew he would recognize the smallest thing that had belonged to her or that she had touched. This enveloping scent of mignonette, the odour that she had loved and made her own—whence came it?

The room had been but carelessly set in order. Scattered upon the flimsy dresser scarf were half a dozen hairpins—those discreet, indistinguishable friends of womankind, feminine of gender, infinite of mood and uncommunicative of tense. These he ignored, conscious of their triumphant lack of identity. Ransacking the drawers of the dresser he came upon a discarded, tiny, ragged handkerchief. He pressed it to his face. It was racy and insolent with heliotrope; he hurled it to the floor. In another drawer he found odd buttons, a theatre programme, a pawnbroker's card, two lost marshmallows, a book on the divination of dreams. In the last was a woman's black satin hair bow, which halted him, poised between ice and fire. But the black satin hairbow also is femininity's demure, impersonal, common ornament, and tells no tales.



And then he traversed the room like a hound on the scent, skimming the walls, considering the corners of the bulging matting on his hands and knees, rummaging mantel and tables, the curtains and hangings, the drunken cabinet in the corner, for a visible sign, unable to perceive that she was there beside, around, against, within, above him, clinging to him, wooing him, calling him so poignantly through the finer senses that even his grosser ones became cognisant of the call. Once again he answered loudly,“Yes, dear!”and turned, wild-eyed, to gaze on vacancy, for he could not yet discern form and colour and love and outstretched arms in the odour of mignonette. Oh, God!whence that odour, and since when have odours had a voice to call?Thus he groped.

He burrowed in crevices and corners, and found corks and cigarettes. These he passed in passive contempt. But once he found in a fold of the matting a half-smoked cigar, and this he ground beneath his heel with a green and trenchant oath. He sifted the room from end to end. He found dreary and ignoble small records of many a peripatetic tenant; but of her whom he sought, and who may have lodged there, and whose spirit seemed to hover there, he found no trace.

And then he thought of the housekeeper.

He ran from the haunted room downstairs and to a door that showed a crack of light. She came out to his knock. He smothered his excitement as best he could.

“Will you tell me, madam,”he besought her,“who occupied the room I have before I came?”

“Yes, sir. I can tell you again. Twas Sprowls and Mooney, as I said. Miss B'retta Sprowls it was in the theatres, but Missis Mooney she was. My house is well-known for respectability. The marriage certificate hung, framed, on a nail over—”

“What kind of a lady was Miss Sprowls—in looks, I mean?”

“Why, black-haired, sir, short, and stout, with a comical face. They left a week ago Tuesday.”

“And before they occupied it?”

“Why, there was a single gentleman connected with the draying business. He left owing me a week. Before him was Missis Crowder and her two children, that stayed four months; and back of them was old Mr. Doyle, whose sons paid for him. He kept the room six months. That goes back a year, sir, and further I do not remember.”

He thanked her and crept back to his room. The room was dead. The essence that had vivified it was gone. The perfume of mignonette had departed. In its place was the old, stale odour of mouldy house furniture, of atmosphere in storage.

The ebbing of his hope drained his faith. He sat staring at the yellow, singing gaslight. Soon he walked to the bed and began to tear the sheets into strips. With the blade of his knife he drove them tightly into every crevice around windows and door. When all was snug and taut he turned out the light, turned the gas full on again and laid himself gratefully upon the bed.

It was Mrs. McCool's night to go with the can for beer. So she fetched it and sat with Mrs. Purdy in one of those subterranean retreats where house keepers foregather and the worm dieth seldom.

“I rented out my third floor, back, this evening,”said Mrs. Purdy, across a fine circle of foam.“A young man took it. He went up to bed two hours ago.”

“Now, did ye, Mrs. Purdy, ma'am?”said Mrs. McCool, with intense admiration.“You do be a wonder for rentin' rooms of that kind. And did ye tell him, then?”she concluded in a husky whisper, laden with mystery.

“Rooms,”said Mrs. Purdy, in her furriest tones,“are furnished for to rent. I did not tell him, Mrs. McCool.”

“This right ye are, ma'am; this by renting rooms we kape alive. Ye have the rale sense for business, ma'am. There be many people will rayjict the renting of a room if they be tould a suicide has been after dying in the bed of it.”

“As you say, we has our living to be making,”remarked Mrs. Purdy.



“Yis, ma'am; that's true. That just one wake ago this day I helped ye lay out the third floor, back. A pretty slip of a colleen she was to be killing herself wid the gas—a swate little face she had, Mrs. Purdy, ma'am.”

“She'd a-been called handsome, as you say,”said Mrs. Purdy, assenting but critical,“but for that mole she had a-growing by her left eyebrow. Do fill up your glass again, Mrs. McCool.”

欧·亨利 (O.Henry，1862—1910)，20世纪初美国著名短篇小说家，美国现代短篇小说创始人，批判现实主义作家，
被誉为“美国的莫泊桑”。他的作品贴近百姓生活，结局往往出人意料，以“含泪微笑”的风格被誉为“美国生活的幽默百科全书”。
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