
          
            
              
            
          

        目录
封面
一生之恋 Forever in Their Eyes
汉诺威广场，不见不散 My Darling Wife
玫瑰之约 Roses for Rose
看不见的线 Love Is Just a Thread
忍耐的报答 Rice Pudding
最后的告白 Words from the Heart
梦想之舟 Broken Promises
爱成就自信 Butterfly Kisses
蹉跎的爱 Waiting for Love
在树林里 In the Wood
黄手帕 Going Home
暖暖的河流 Warm River
红玫瑰的考验 Appointment with Love
不合身的婚纱带来的称心爱人 The Blessed Dress
真正的浪漫 Test of True Love
爱的牺牲 A Service of Love
壁橱里的秘密 The 175-dollar Bill
爱无处不在 How to Find True Love
时间是爱的养料 Express Your Love, Don’t Buy It
音像店的邂逅 Say“I Love You”
爱人，我在等你 A Sometimes Beautiful Thing
苹果皮 Apple Skin
仲夏之恋 The Love in Summer
如意郎君 Mr. Right
永远的爱 Forever Meant Being There—Always
琳达的情人节 Secret Admirer
让我做你的声音 A Silent Love
信任的许诺 Trust
远方的知己 Soulmate
最后一封信 The Last Relationship
恋爱中的诗人 Unbosoming Myself
浪漫路曲曲折折 Detour to Romance
至爱 Moments of Love

本书由“ePUBw.COM”整理，ePUBw.COM 提供最新最全的优质电子书下载！！！

封面





本书由“ePUBw.COM”整理，ePUBw.COM 提供最新最全的优质电子书下载！！！

一生之恋 Forever in Their Eyes

佚名/Anonymous

一天清晨，我在世界上人们最不想去的地方——长期看护所里，目睹了一段浪漫故事。那时，我父亲和另外三位先生同住一间房。虽然条件不是很好，但已是当时管理员所能提供的最好环境了。

在那次特殊拜访的前几天，一对老年夫妇被送进了这家看护所。因为没有多余的双人间，他们只好被分开。那位老先生，维斯特先生（化名），被安排住到我父亲的临床。而他的妻子，维斯特太太，则被安排到大厅另一侧的房间，和几位女士合住。

去看父亲的那个上午，我见到了维斯特先生。当时有三个护理员在照料他。自从住进看护所，他就没吃过一口东西。从护理员的神情中，我能看出他们很担心他。当一个护理员正用小勺哄他吃一种胶状食物时，另一个护理员则试着让他吸食一种营养汁，而第三个护理员则端着一杯水站在旁边。可是，维斯特先生却坚决不肯张嘴。

“来尝尝这个。”其中一个护理员取出一支棒棒糖，撕掉糖纸递给维斯特先生。然而他仍紧闭着双唇，不听任何人的劝说。最后，他自言自语地说了一些有关他妻子的话，而她就住在大厅的另一侧。

“去把维斯特太太找来，”护理员对助手说着，随手把棒棒糖也给了他。“或许维斯特先生肯为她而吃点东西。”

几分钟后，一位和蔼可亲的老太太坐着轮椅被推了进来，她手里拿着的正是那支棒棒糖。她的微笑极富感染力，维斯特先生也露出了灿烂的笑容。我突然觉得自己的存在仿佛侵犯了他们的私人空间，但是我却无法将视线从那对老夫妇身上移开。当维斯特太太轻拍维斯特先生的手并轻抚他的额头时，你可以真切体会到他们之间的那份爱。

维斯特太太温柔地劝说维斯特先生先吃点东西。令人惊讶的事情发生了，维斯特先生张开嘴津津有味地吃起那支棒棒糖，同时也享受着有妻子陪伴的欢愉。护理员喂他食物时，他始终带着笑意凝视着妻子。维斯特太太开始为他轻声哼唱。他原本严肃的脸顿时露出了轻松的表情。



我被感动得热泪盈眶。护理员拉上围帘，将他们围在其中，让他们尽情享用这段私人空间。我发觉，浪漫不仅仅是恋爱中的年轻人的专属，它会陪伴我们一生，并随着年龄的增长而变得愈加香醇。不一会儿，惬意的鼾声从旁边的床上传来。

现在，维斯特夫妇住在一个没有轮椅，没有看护室，没有任何限制的自由之所。他们不会再因为房间而分离，而他们的眼中也不再有泪水。我坚信他们的婚姻已经超越了“生死相许”的誓言成为永恒。那天，我不仅亲眼见证了一段难忘的浪漫故事，也从这对相亲相爱的老夫妇那倦怠而焦灼的眼神中，瞥到了永恒的瞬间。

Early one morning, I witnessed romance at one of the leastexpected places in the world—a long-term care facility. At the time, my father shared a room with three other gentlemen. While it wasn’t an ideal situation, it was the best the administrator could do at the time.

A few days before this particular visit, an elderly couple was admitted to the facility. Since there wasn’t a double room available, they were forced to separate the couple. The gentleman, Mr. West (name has been changed) was placed in the bed beside Daddy. His wife, Mrs. West, shared a room with several other ladies down the hall.

When I went to see Daddy that morning, I met Mr. West. Three employees were working with him. He hadn’t eaten a bite of food since he was admitted several days earlier. I could tell by the expression on the nurses’faces that they were worried about him. While one nurse was trying to get him to open his mouth with spoonfuls of gelatin, another nurse was trying to coax him to drink a health shake from a straw. The third nurse was standing nearby with a cup of water. Mr. West refused to open his mouth for any of them.



The romance doesn’t only exist when we’re young and in love. Romance lasts a lifetime and grows stronger with age.

“Let’s try this.”one of the nurses said. She pulled out a lollipop, tore off the paper and offered it to Mr. West. His lips were clamped together tightly. He refused to listen to reason. Finally, he uttered something about his sweetheart, who was resting down the hall.

“Go get Mrs. West,”the nurse instructed her helper, while handing her the lollipop.“Maybe Mr. West will eat for her.”

In a few minutes a kind-looking lady was wheeled into the room. She held the lollipop in her hand. Her smile was contagious and Mr. West smiled brightly. I felt as though I was intruding on a private moment, but I couldn’t take my eyes off the couple. The love between them was obvious, as Mrs. West patted Mr. West's hand and then caressed his forehead.

With a soft voice, Mrs. West convinced Mr. West to eat. To everyone’s surprise, Mr. West opened his mouth and began to enjoy the lollipop and his wife’s company. While the nurses fed him, he stared at his sweetheart with a smile on his face. Mrs. West began humming a tune to him. The expression on his once solemn face became even brighter.

Tears filled my eyes. The nurse then pulled the curtain around the couple to give them some quality time alone to visit. I discovered that romance doesn’t only exist when we’re young and in love. Romance lasts a lifetime and grows stronger with age. Before long I heard snores of contentment coming from the bed beside me.

Today, Mr.and Mrs. West reside together in a place where there are no limitations, nursing homes or wheelchairs. There are no tears in their eyes or rooms dividing them. I am convinced that the West marriage went well beyond“till death us do part”and will last throughout eternity. Not only did I witness a memorable romance that day, I saw a glimpse of forever in a loving couple’s tired and worn-out eyes.
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汉诺威广场，不见不散 My Darling Wife

佚名/Anonymous

第一次见到你，真的已经是62年前的事了吗？我明白，这是一生的缘分。但此时，当我凝望着你的双眸时，一切又都像是就发生在昨天，在汉诺威广场的那间小咖啡店里。

当时，你正在为一位年轻的母亲和她的新生宝贝开门，就在那一瞬间，我看到了你的微笑；从那一刻开始，我就知道，我要与你共度我的余生。

时至今日，我仍然觉得，初次遇到你时，我凝望你的眼神看起来一定很愚钝。我记得，当时我呆呆地望着你摘下帽子，用手指轻柔地抚弄着你的黑发。

你把帽子放在桌上，双手捧一杯热气腾腾的茶，嘟着嘴轻轻地吹开热气，那一刻，我感觉自己已经完全沉醉在你的一举一动中了。

从那时起，每一件事对我来说都好像是有意义的。咖啡店里的人们，以及行走于匆忙的街道上的人们顿时都消失在了迷雾之中。我的眼中只有你。

在我的一生之中，那次的初遇曾多次在我的脑中重现。一次又一次，我坐在那里，回味着当时的情形，感受岁月如梭，再次体味着你我初遇时的那份真爱。令我感到欣慰的是，多年以后的今天我仍然能够重拾那份感觉，我知道这是我生命中永远的慰藉。

即使我在战壕中不由自主地战栗和发抖时，我也没有忘记你的容颜。我蜷缩在潮湿的泥浆中，恐惧和枪林弹雨包围着我。我握着步枪，将其紧紧地贴在胸口，再次回想起我们的初遇。当战争的号角吹响时，我在恐惧中大叫。但是当我想到你，看到你在我的背后微笑，周围的一切顿时便陷入沉寂，我与你在这宝贵的时刻里相遇，暂时远离死亡和毁灭。直到我再次睁开双眼，我才又看到周围的战火，听到屠杀的声音。





九月，我回到了你身边，那时的我，因受伤痛的折磨而变得脆弱不堪，我无法告诉你我对你的爱是多么的强烈。我们彼此紧紧拥抱，仿佛想融入对方的身体，就在那一天，我向你求婚。当你注视我的双眼，说“我愿意”时，兴高采烈的我兴奋得大叫。

此时，我正看着我们的结婚照，我一直把它放在梳妆台上——你的首饰盒旁边。那时的我们是多么年轻和天真啊！我记得你说我穿制服很神勇英俊，而那时我正站在教堂的台阶上，咧着嘴笑得像只柴郡猫。这张照片已经有些泛黄和褪色，但是每当我看到它，眼里却只有我们年轻时灿烂的容颜。

一年后，你轻轻地将我的手放在你的腹部，悄悄地告诉我，我们有孩子了。那一刻，我记得我几乎被这突如其来的幸福所击倒！

我知道我们的两个孩子都深深地爱着你，此时，他们就在门外等候着。

你记得吗？乔纳森出世时，我是多么慌张！我还记得，当我第一次把他抱在怀中，你含笑望着我时的表情。微笑中，你的眼泪夺眶而出，我望着他，也流下了开心的眼泪。

萨拉和汤姆今天早上带着小泰西来了。你还记得我们初次看到我们的小孙女时，曾紧紧地拥抱在一起吗？

亲爱的，我知道你很累，我必须要放你走。但我是如此爱你，让你离开，我好难过。

亲爱的，我必须得走了，孩子们正在外面等我，他们也希望能同你道别。

你要离开我了，我很悲痛，但是请不要担心，只要一想到我很快就能去陪你，我就感到欣慰。我知道，不久之后，我们就会在汉诺威广场上的那间小咖啡店里再次相聚。

Can it really be sixty-two years ago that I first saw you?

It is truly a lifetime, I know. But as I gaze into your eyes now, it seems like only yesterday that I first saw you, in that small cafe in Hanover Square.

From the moment I saw you smile, as you opened the door for that young mother and her newborn baby, I knew that I wanted to share the rest of my life with you.

I still think of how foolish I must have looked, as l gazed at you, that first time I remember watching you intently, as you took off your hat and loosely shook your short dark hair with your fingers I felt myself becoming immersed in your every detail, as you placed your hat on the table and cupped your hands around the hot cup of tea, gently blowing the steam away with your pouted lips.

From that moment, everything seemed to make perfect sense to me. The people in the cafe and the busy street outside all disappeared into a hazy blur. All I could see was you.

All through my life I have relived that very first day. Many, many times I have sat and thought about that the first day, and how for a few fleeting moments I am there, feeling again what is like to know true love for the very first time. It pleases me that I can still have those feelings now after all those years, and I know I will always have them to comfort me.

Not even as I shook and trembled uncontrollably in the trenches, did I forget your face. I would sit huddled into the wet mud, terrified, as the hails of bullets and mortars crashed down around me. I would clutch my rifle tightly to my heart, and think again of that very first day we met. I would cry out in fear, as the noise of war beat down around me. But, as I thought of you and saw you smiling back at me, everything around me would be silent, and I would be with you again for a few precious moments, far from the death and destruction. It would not be until I opened my eyes once again, that I would see and hear the carnage of the war around me.

I cannot tell you how strong my love for you was back then, when I returned to you on leave in the September, feeling battered, bruised and fragile. We held each other so tight I thought we would burst. I asked you to marry me the very same day and I whooped with joy when you looked deep into my eyes and said“yes”to being my bride.



I’m looking at our wedding photo now, the one on our dressing table, next to your jewellery box. I think of how young and innocent we were back then. I remember being on the church steps grinning like a Cheshire cat, when you said how dashing and handsome I looked in my uniform. The photo is old and faded now, but when I look at it, I only see the bright vibrant colors of our youth.

I remember being so over-enjoyed, when a year later, you gently held my hand to your waist and whispered in my ear that we were going to be a family.

I know both our children love you dearly; they are outside the door now, waiting.

Do you remember, how I panicked like a mad man when Jonathon was born?I can still picture you laughing and smiling at me now, as I clumsily held him for the very first time in my arms. I watched as your laughter faded into tears, as I stared at him and cried my own tears of joy.

Sarah and Tom arrived this morning with little Tessie. Can you remember how we both hugged each other tightly when we saw our tiny granddaughter for the first time?

I know you are tired, my dear, and I must let you go. But I love you so much and it hurts to do so.

I must go now, my darling. Our children are waiting outside. They want to say goodbye to you.

I am sad that you had to leave me, but please don’t worry. I am content, knowing I will be with you soon. I know it won’t be long before we meet again in that small cafe in Hanover Square.
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玫瑰之约 Roses for Rose

佚名/Anonymous



红玫瑰是她的最爱，她的名字叫罗丝，也是“玫瑰”的意思。每年情人节，丈夫都要送她用漂亮的丝带扎好的玫瑰花。丈夫去世的那年，她依然收到了玫瑰花，卡片上像往年一样写着：“献给我的爱人！”

每年，丈夫送她花时，都要写下这样一些话：“我爱你，今朝更胜往昔。”“时光流转，我对你的爱历久弥新。”她知道，这是她最后一次收到丈夫的玫瑰花了。

她想，玫瑰花一定是他提前预订的。她亲爱的丈夫并不知道，自己将会死去。他总喜欢提前把一些事情安排妥当，这样，即使再忙，他也可以从容应对，处理好一切。

她修剪好枝叶，将花插到一个别致的花瓶里。然后，把花瓶放到面带微笑的丈夫的遗像旁。她会坐在丈夫最喜欢的椅子里，一坐就是几个小时，伴着玫瑰花，凝神地望着他的照片。

一年过去了，没有丈夫的日子十分难熬。在孤独与寂寞中，她又迎来了另一个情人节。情人节前夕，一如既往，家里的门铃响了，有人送来一束玫瑰花，放在了门口。

她把玫瑰花拿进屋，吃惊地看着它们。然后走到电话旁，拨通了花店的电话，是店主接的，她要他解释为什么还有人送花给她，徒增她的悲伤。

“我知道您的丈夫一年前就过世了，”店主说，“我也知道您会打电话来问究竟的。您今天收到的花，也是他提前付过款的。您丈夫总是提前准备好一切，以求万无一失。”

“他预付了花款，委托我们每年给您送花。还有一件事，我想您应该了解。几年前他就写好了一张特别的小卡片。”

“那张卡片……是他让我们在他死后的第二年送给您。现在他不在了，所以就把卡片送给您了。”



When you get these roses,
 

think of all the happiness, that we had together,
 

and how both of us were blessed.


 I have always loved you and I know I always will.

她谢过店主，挂断了电话，泪如泉涌。她的手颤抖着，缓缓地伸向那张卡片。

卡片上是丈夫的字迹，她静静地注视着它，这是他亲手写给她的……“亲爱的，你好！我知道我已经离开你一年了，我希望这一年里你没有受太多的苦。”

“我知道这一年你一定很孤单，很痛苦。我也知道，如果换作是我，我也会那样的。我们的爱使生命中的一切都变得美好。我对你的爱用语言无法表达，你是我完美的爱妻。”

“你是我的朋友、我的爱人，你让我时刻都感到心满意足。我知道这才仅仅过去一年，但我还是要你努力去忘记苦痛。我想让你快乐，即使流泪也是因幸福而泣。正因为如此，我要每年送你玫瑰花。”

“当你收到这些玫瑰时，想想我们一起度过的美好时光，我们曾经是多么幸福呀！我一直深爱着你，并将一直深爱下去。但是，亲爱的，答应我，一定要好好活着。”

“请努力寻找幸福，珍惜生命中的每一天。我知道那并不容易，但我仍希望你能努力去做。玫瑰花每年都会如期而至，除非你不再应门，花店才会停止送花。”

“每年送花时，花店会派人来五次，以免你外出。第五次来访时若还没有遇到你，送花人便可确定他已经可以把花送到我告诉他们的另一个地方，那就是我们的重逢之地。”

Red roses were her favorites, her name was also Rose. And every year her husband sent them, tied with pretty bows. The year he died, the roses were delivered to her door. The card said,“Be my Valentine,”like all the years before.

Each year he sent her roses, and the note would always say,“I love you even more this year, than last year on this day.”“My love for you will always grow, with every passing year.”She knew this was the last time that the roses would appear.

She thought, he ordered roses in advance before this day. Her loving husband did not know, that he would pass away. He always liked to do things early, before the time. Then, if he got too busy, everything would work out fine.

She trimmed the stems, and placed them in a very special vase. Then, sat the vase beside the portrait of his smiling face. She would sit for hours, in her husband’s favorite chair. While staring at his picture, and the roses sitting there.



A year went by, and it was hard to live without her mate. With loneliness and solitude, that had become her fate. Then, the very hour, as on Valentines before, the doorbell rang, and there were roses, sitting by her door.

She brought the roses in, and then just looked at them in shock. Then, went to get the telephone, to call the florist shop. The owner answered, and she asked him, if he would explain, why would someone do this to her, causing her such pain?

“I know your husband passed away, more than a year ago,”The owner said,“I knew you’d call, and you would want to know. The flowers you received today were paid for in advance. Your husband always planned ahead, he left nothing to chance.”

“There is a standing order, that I have on file down here. And he has paid, well in advance, you'll get them every year. There also is another thing that I think you should know, he wrote a special little card...he did this years ago.”

“Then, should ever I find out that he’s no longer here, that’s the card...that should be sent to you the following year.”

She thanked him and hung up the phone, her tears now flowing hard. Her fingers shaking, as she slowly reached to get the card.

Inside the card, she saw that he had written her a note. Then, as she stared in total silence, this is what he wrote...“Hello, my love, I know it’s been a year since I’ve been gone, I hope it hasn’t been too hard for you to overcome.”

“I know it must be lonely, and the pain is very real. For if it was the other way, I know how I would feel. The love we shared made everything so beautiful in life. I loved you more than words can say, you were the perfect wife.”

“You were my friend and lover, you fulfilled my every need. I know it’s only been a year, but please try not to grieve. I want you to be happy, even when you shed your tears. That is why the roses will be sent to you for years.”

“When you get these roses, think of all the happiness, that we had together, and how both of us were blessed. I have always loved you and I know I always will. But, my love, you must go on, you have some living still.”

“Please...try to find happiness, while living out your days. I know it is not easy, but I hope you find some ways. The roses will come every year, and they will only stop when your door’s not answered, when the florist stops to knock.”

“He will come five times that day, in case you have gone out. But after his last visit, he will know without a doubt, to take the roses to the place, where I’ve instructed him, and place the roses where we are, together once again.”
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看不见的线 Love Is Just a Thread

佚名/Anonymous

有时我怀疑，父母之间是否存在着真爱。每一天，他们都疲于奔命，为我和弟弟赚学费。我从没见他们有过任何我在书中或电视中看到过的浪漫举止。在他们看来，将“我爱你”这句话说出口都太奢侈，更别说在情人节互赠鲜花了。父亲脾气很糟，特别是经过了一天劳累的工作之后，他那糟糕的脾气更容易发作。

有一天，母亲正在缝被子，我安静地坐在旁边看着她。



“妈妈，我有个问题想问你。”过了一会儿，我说。

“什么问题啊？”她答道，而手里的活儿却没停下。

“你和爸爸之间有爱情吗？”我压低声音问道。

母亲停下手里的活儿，抬起头诧异地看着我，并未马上回答，然后又低下头，继续缝被子。

我很担心，因为我觉得这个问题会伤她的心。我很尴尬，不知所措。可接下来，我却听到母亲说出了这样一番话。

“苏珊，”她若有所思地说，“你看这线。有时我们看得见它，但更多时候它却藏于被子中，我们看不见。然后这些线却确实能使被子结实耐用。如果将生活比作一床被子，那么爱就是丝线。你不可能时刻都看得到它，但是它却真实地存在着。爱隐藏于生活之中。”

我仔细听着，但是直到第二年春天才真正明白她这番话的含义。当时，父亲病重，母亲在医院里照顾他。一个月后，父亲出院回到家时，两个人看起来都面色苍白，就像他们都生了一场大病。

他们回家后，每到黎明和黄昏，母亲总会搀扶着父亲在乡间小路上散步。父亲从没有那样温柔过。他们看起来仿佛是世间最和谐的一对。路旁有许多漂亮的鲜花、绿草和树木，阳光透过叶子的缝隙温柔地照射在上面，所有这一切都像是一幅世间最美的画面。

医生说，两个月后父亲就能病愈。不过，两个月后他还是不能独立行走，为此，我们都很担心。

“你感觉如何，爸爸？”有一天我问他。

“苏珊，不要担心我，”父亲慢慢地说，“不瞒你说，我很喜欢和你妈妈一起散步的感觉。我喜欢这样的生活。”从他的眼神中，我读出了他对母亲那份深深的爱恋。

曾经，我以为爱情是与鲜花、礼物和吻的。可是，经历了这些后，我明白了：爱情就如同我们生活中被子里的丝线，它隐藏于生活之中，令生活变得更加稳固和温暖。

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

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

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

“What?”she replied, still doing her work.

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

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

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

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

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

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



如果将生活比作一床被子，那么爱就是丝线。你不可能时刻都看得到它，但是它却真
实地存在着。爱隐藏于生活之中。

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

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

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

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

佚名/Anonymous

希拉的制服上被洒了厚厚的一层晚饭，她怒气冲冲地走进了护士室。她向当晚的领班护士海伦发火道：“天哪！我实在不明白您是怎么做到的！斯沃博达太太刚刚又把盘子扔到我身上了。她情绪这么激动，我真不知道在睡前该怎么为她洗澡。为什么你在服侍她时，就不会碰到这些麻烦呢？”

海伦满怀同情地微笑着说：“刚开始，我也曾有过很多糟糕的夜晚。不过因为我来这里的时间比较长，自然，我也就认识她丈夫。”“哦，我听说过，是特洛伊吧。她每次暴躁不安时，我就只能听明白这个词。”



海伦迟疑了一下，说：“希拉，我明白，要让斯沃博达太太这样的人来配合你的工作，这的确很难。她刚来到这里时，情况还没有现在这么糟糕，但让人觉很非常棘手。她总是在一些鸡毛蒜皮的小事上找我的茬——比如，她的茶不够热，她的床整理得不够整洁等等。心情糟糕时，她还会指责我们所有人，说我们偷她的东西。我对她的忍耐已经达到了极限，直到有一天为她洗澡时，她丈夫碰巧在场。我像平常一样蓄势待发，准备与她进行‘战斗’，此时，他问我是否需要帮忙。我十分感激地说：‘当然。’因为她已经开始又踢又叫，好在我已经做好了安全约束措施。”

“然后我开始用最快的速度给她洗澡，心里盼望着能早一点结束。这时特洛伊把手放在我的胳膊上，让我先停下来。他请求道：‘请给她一点时间来适应水温。’接着他开始用俄语温柔地对她说话。不一会儿，她就安静了下来，看起来像是在听他讲话。他接过我手中的毛巾和肥皂，非常温柔地擦洗着她的双手。之后，又缓慢而细心地擦洗着她的手臂和肩膀，认真地擦拭着她满是皱纹并已变得灰黄的皮肤。他的每次触摸仿佛都是爱抚，每个动作仿佛都是许诺。不久，她闭上了眼睛，在温暖的水里显得很轻松。老人喃喃低语道，‘我美丽的娜佳，你多么漂亮啊。’令我惊讶的是，斯沃博达太太居然睁开双眼，低声答道，‘我英俊的特洛伊。’更令人诧异的是，她的眼里竟含着泪水！”

海伦长长地呼了口气，接着说：“那天下午，斯沃博达太太一直都很安静。她丈夫帮我给她穿衣服，并喂她吃午餐。她埋怨午餐不合胃口，还打翻了汤。斯沃博达先生耐心地清理完洒了的汤，并一直等到她发完脾气，恢复平静。之后他又慢慢地喂她把剩下的食物吃完，并陪她聊天，一直到她准备睡觉。我很担心这位老人，因为他看上去已经非常疲惫。这些事本都是我们应该做的，于是我问他为什么要坚持自己做。他转身面对着我，简单地说道：‘因为我爱她！’他又接着讲道，‘你不明白，我们结婚差不多49年了。你无法想象，我们当初在农场的生活是多么的艰苦。旱灾让我们的庄稼颗粒无收，也没有充足的牧场养牛。那时我们的孩子还小，而我甚至不知道我们是否能够熬过那个寒冷的冬天。那一年，我变得脾气暴躁，难以相处。然而，娜佳却一直忍受着我恶劣暴躁的脾气，也不烦扰我。但最终有一天我还是爆发了，当时一家人正在吃晚饭。娜佳做了我们最爱吃的米饭布丁。可我脑海里唯一能想到的就是她得用了多少的牛奶和糖啊！”

我一口也不想吃，猛地抓起我的碗，用力砸到墙上，然后冲出门，跑到谷仓里。我不清楚自己独自在那儿待了多长时间。但日落时，娜佳找到了我。她说：“特洛伊，你有麻烦，可你却并不孤单。我答应你，我会永远站在你身边，不管生活给我们带来多少艰难困苦，我都会和你一起面对。但倘若你不同意，那你就只能离开了。”尽管她满眼含泪，但语气却十分坚定。“无论何时，我们都会在这里等你，只要你愿意回到我们身边。”她轻吻我的脸颊，然后转身走回了屋子。

那晚我一直待在谷仓里。次日，我直接去了城里，准备在那里找一份工作。当然，我一无所获，但我还是继续在找。大约一周后，我决定放弃了。作为一个男人，一个庄稼汉，我觉得自己彻底地失败了！于是我动身回家，我不知道他们是否会欢迎我的归来，但除了家，我的确无处可去。当我走在回家的乡间小路上时，娜佳看到了我并飞快地从屋里冲了出来，朝我跑来，她的围裙带欢快地跳跃着。她张开双臂，紧紧地拥抱着我。我不禁哭了出来，像刚出生的婴儿一样紧紧地依偎着她。

“在我人生最黑暗的时候，在我们生活最艰苦的时候，娜佳都能一直守候在我身边，那么，我现在能做的只有尽力来安慰她，让她回忆起我们曾经美好快乐的日子。每当一起吃米饭布丁时，我们总会微笑着看着彼此。而这也是现在她能想起的少数几件事情之一。”

说完，海伦默默地望着希拉。突然，希拉推开椅子，站起身来，将脸颊上滚落的泪水轻轻拭去，柔声地说道：“我休息好了。我也终于明白了，这位老太太为什么总想要其他的晚餐。”然后，她看着海伦，露出了笑容并说：“只要我诚心诚意地请求他们，我敢打赌厨房一定能很快地为她做一盘米饭布丁。”



Sheila stomped into the staff room, her uniform plastered with someone’s dinner.“I don’t know how you do it!”she fumed to Helen, the nurse supervising the evening shift.“Mrs. Svoboda just threw her tray at me again, and she’s so agitated I don’t know how l’ll be able to clean her up before bed. Why don’t you have so much trouble with her?”

Helen smiled sympathetically.“I’ve had my share of rough nights with her, too. But I’ve been here longer and, of course, I knew her husband.”“Yeah, Troy. I’ve heard about him. It’s about the only word I can understand when she gets going.”

“Sheila,”Helen began hesitantly.“I know it’s hard to work with people like Mrs. Svoboda. When Mrs. Svoboda was admitted she wasn’t as bad as she is now, but she was still pretty spicy. She used to give me grief over the smallest things. Her tea wasn’t hot enough, her bed wasn’t made up right. On her bad days she’d accuse us all of stealing her things. I had no patience with her, until one day her husband happened to be there during bath time. I was gearing up for the usual fight with her when he asked if he could help.‘Sure.’I said gratefully. Good thing the safety restraints were on because she began kicking and screaming.’”

“I began washing her quickly, anxious to get it over with, when Troy laid his hand on my arm.‘Give her a moment to get used to the water.’he asked. Then he began talking softly in Russian. After a few moments she became calm and seemed to listen to him. Very gently, he took the cloth and soap from me and washed each of her hands. Then slowly and carefully, he washed her arms and shoulders, working his way over the wrinkled, sallow skin. Each touch was a caress, each movement was a promise. After a while, she closed her eyes and relaxed into the warm water.‘My beautiful Nadja,’the old man murmured.‘You are so beautiful’.To my surprise, Mrs. Svoboda opened her eyes and murmured back,‘My beautiful Troy.’Even more astonishing, she had tears in her eyes!”

Helen took a deep breath and continued her story.“Mrs. Svoboda stayed calm that whole afternoon. Her husband helped me dress her and feed her lunch. She complained about the food and at one point knocked over her soup. Mr. Svoboda patiently cleaned it up and waited until her tantrum was over. Then he slowly fed her the rest of her meal and talked to her until she was ready to go to bed. I was concerned about that old man. He looked completely exhausted. I asked him why he insisted on doing so much by himself when we were paid to do it. He turned to me and said simply,‘Because I love her. You don’t understand.’he continued.‘We’ve been married for almost forty-nine years. When we started out, life on the farm was harder than you can imagine. The drought killed our crops, and there wasn’t enough pasture for the cattle. Our children were small, and I didn’t know how we were going to survive the winter. I was very hard to live with that year. Nadja put up with my moods, and left me alone, but one night I blew up at the supper table. She’d made our favorite treat, rice pudding, and all I could think about was how much sugar and milk she’d used.”

Suddenly. I just couldn’t take it. I picked up my bowl and threw it against the wall, and stormed out to the barn. I don’t know how long I stayed there, but around sundown, Nadja came out to find me.“Troy”, she said,“you are not alone in your troubles. I promised to stand by you through everything life brought our way. But if you won’t let me, then you have to go.”She had tears in her eyes, but her voice was firm.“when you are ready to be with us again, we are here.”Then she kissed my cheek and walked back to the house.

‘I stayed in the barn that night, and the next day I headed into town to look for a job. There was nothing, of course, but I keep looking. After about a week, I was ready to give up. I felt a complete failure, at farming, as a man. I started for home, not knowing if I’d be welcome, but I didn’t have anywhere else to go. When she saw me coming down the lane, Nadja came out running, her apron strings riving. She threw her arms around me and I began to weep. I clung to her like a newborn baby.

“‘If she could stay committed to me during my worst times, during the hardest time of our life, the least I can do is to comfort her now. And remind her of the good times we had. We always smiled at each other when we ate rice pudding, and it’s one of the few things she still remembers.’”

Helen was quiet. Suddenly Sheila pushed back her chair,“My break is over,”she said, dabbing at the tears that rolled down her cheeks,“And I know an old lady who needs another dinner.”She smiled at Helen.“If I ask them nicely, I’ll bet the kitchen can rustle up a dish of rice pudding for her, too.”
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最后的告白 Words from the Heart

佚名/Anonymous

多数人都喜欢听“我爱你”这三个小巧可爱的字眼。有时他们会在最需要时听到。

我看到康尼的那天，她刚被送到收容所的病房，而我则是那儿的志愿者。她的丈夫比尔不安地站在旁边，看着她从轮床被抬到病床上。康尼虽然已到了癌症晚期，但仍神清气爽。安顿好她后，我把收容所发放给她的所有用品都标上了她的名字，然后又问她是否还需要别的东西。

“哦，”她说，“那么请您告诉我怎样用电视好吗？我很喜欢看肥皂剧，不想错过任何故事情节。”康尼是个追求浪漫的人。她爱看肥皂剧、浪漫小说和言情电影。我们日渐熟识，她向我抱怨说，她有多么失望，与一个常称她为“傻女人”的男人共同生活了32年。

“哦，我知道比尔深爱着我，”她说，“可是他从不说他爱我，也从未给我寄过贺卡。”她叹了口气，把目光投向窗外庭院里的树林。“如果他能对我说‘我爱你’，让我付出一切我都在所不惜，可是那根本不是他的作风。”

每天比尔都来看望康尼。开始，康尼看肥皂剧时，他就坐在床边陪她。后来，她睡觉的时候多了，比尔便在病房外的走廊里踱来踱去。不久后，康尼不再看电视了，清醒的时候也不多了，于是我有了更多的时间与比尔相处。

他说他是个木匠，非常爱钓鱼。他和康尼没有孩子，他们到处游玩以享受退休后的时光，直至康尼病倒。面对妻子病危的事实，他内心的感受是无以言表的。

一天，在自助餐馆喝咖啡时，我和比尔谈起了关于女人的话题，并谈到了生活中浪漫对我们的重要性以及我们对洋溢着柔情蜜意的卡片和情书的渴望。

“你告诉康尼你爱她了吗？”我明知故问道。他注视着我，仿佛我神经错乱了。



多数人都喜欢听“我爱你”这三个小巧可爱的字眼。

“没那必要，”他说道，“她知道我非常爱她！”

“我也确信她是知道的，”说着，我把手伸过去，碰到了他的手，那是一双木工的粗糙的手。这双手紧握着杯子，似乎那是他唯一可以抓住的东西。“但是她需要听那句话，比尔。她需要听你说，这些年她对你意味着什么。你该考虑一下。”

我们回到康尼的病房。比尔进去了，我去看另一个病人了。而后，我看见比尔坐到床边，握着熟睡中的康尼的一只手。那天是2月12日。

两天后的中午，我沿着收容所病房的过道走着。我看到比尔靠墙站在那儿，目光呆滞地看着地面。我已经从护士那儿得知，康尼上午11时走了。

比尔看到我，扑到我怀里哭了许久。他满脸泪痕，全身颤抖。后来，他向后倚在墙上，深深地吸了口气。

“我有些话要说，”他说道，“而且非说不可，我想说，能够告诉她真的感觉好极了。”他顿了顿，吸了吸鼻子。“你说的话，让我想了很多；今天早上我对她说了，我非常爱她，我为能娶到她而感到幸福。你真该看看她那时灿烂的笑容！”

我去了康尼的病房，与她道别。我看到床头柜上放着一张大大的情人节贺卡，那是比尔送给她的。那张满载着浓情蜜意的贺卡上写着：“献给我的爱妻……我爱你！”

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t have to,”he said.“She knows I do!”

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

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

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

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

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

I went into the room to say my own good-bye to Connie. There, on the bedside table, was a large Valentine card from Bill. You know, the sentimental kind that says,“To my wonderful wife...I love you.”
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梦想之舟 Broken Promises

洛林·M.格雷/Lorraine M.Gregoire



“烦死了，为什么要约束自己！”我冲着脾气暴躁的丈夫嚷道。经过大卖场时，碰巧一家体育用品商店停业大甩卖，我想进去看看里面有没有我们需要的东西。他用一贯暴躁的男人腔调抱怨道，“都是些昂贵的垃圾，要是有好东西，就不会停业了。”

“但是，我想孩子们会喜欢这里的体育用品，”我极力劝说他，“况且，那些小船、钓鱼用品之类的东西，你也喜欢。要不，这么多年，卫生间的镜子上怎么一直都贴着你那幅梦想之舟的图片呢？我可是看够了。也许你正想进去看看呢！”

“你疯了吗？”他用戏弄的眼神看着我，说道：“我想要的可是‘超级一号’小舟，一旦我攒够了6000美元，我就会直接去厂家那儿订置一艘银光闪闪的小船。这种即将停业的小店不会有那种货色，我可不想拼命挤进去上当受骗。”

“你简直不可理喻且无趣！”我反驳道，“我偏偏喜欢凑热闹，我觉得这让我不至于无所事事。我保证不买东西，只是逛着玩玩，你去喝会儿咖啡，半小时后我来找你。”

“做不到就不要发誓，老伴。”他得意地笑着，好像心里在说“等着瞧吧”，他总是这样激我，“我知道你准会买些没用的东西回来。你一向如此。”

他的话令我极度气恼。他竟敢说我草率行事！我自认为自己从来都是理性购物。我向来很会讨价还价，从不乱花我们的养老金，可现在，我真是生气到家了，“好吧，老兄，我倒要让你看看。”我暗下决心，不管有什么好东西，我绝不买回家。哈！我可不会把笑柄留给这个自以为是、自作聪明的家伙。

我下定决心，于是走进拥挤的商店。商店的过道里摆满了曲棍球、排球、高尔夫球和健身器材、渔具以及儿童玩具等，旁边写着醒目的标语：停业大甩卖，2折优惠，已售商品，概不退货。

我一边在过道里逛来逛去，一边又提防着那挤来挤去的购物者。我嘴里哼着小调，情绪高昂，全身心地享受着逛街的乐趣。

突然，在商店的后门，一个银光闪闪的东西吸引了我的注意，那正是我丈夫照片上的那艘独木舟，里面放着救生衣、船桨、渔具。我屏住呼吸，眨了几下眼睛。啊，的的确确就在那儿，“超级一号”小舟。我的心顿时激动起来。我奋力挤开拥挤的人群，跌跌撞撞地跨过过道里杂七杂八的东西，中间还差点跌进那只独木舟里，我急不可待地去找价格牌。

那张破烂的价格牌上标着，厂家建议零售价：6750美元，另加税价，上面打了一个大大的叉叉，旁边有手写的字，清仓价：750美元，售出不退。少了6000美元？一定是搞错了。我得去问一下售货员。

我瞅了一下那个胸前戴着写有“你好，我是马修”字样牌子的年轻人。他正奋力从淘便宜货的人群中挤出身来。我抓住他的袖子，问道：“马修，那艘独木舟怎么回事，为什么只卖750美元？”

“噢，没什么问题，船是全新的。我们店要关门了，这船和其他东西一样，清仓贱卖。我想这价格还包括救生衣、船桨以及一些钓鱼用具。我去确认一下。”

几分钟后，他回来了，对我说道：“夫人，真的很抱歉，价格标错了，所有一切应该是4750美元。我刚问过我父亲，他负责甩卖，他说这船原价是8000多美元，所以，买下来还是很划算的。”





我的眼泪马上涌了出来，“噢，是这样，”我难过地说，“当然，这几乎不太可能，一直以来我丈夫都梦想拥有这样的小船。当我看到价格标签时，我认为自己简直在做梦。这个星期五，他就要满62岁了。因为身体不好，他早早就退休了。靠退休金维持的生活是很艰难的，但是数年来，这个顽固的老傻瓜还是每周省下10美元，就为拥有这样的船。谁都知道，这只是一个老人在痴人说梦。他总说退休后要驾着独木舟去钓鱼……”我的声音哽咽了，于是转身离去。

快到大卖场门口时，马修赶了过来，“对不起，夫人，你有750美元吗，加上25美元送货费及一点儿税金？”我激动得快要喘不过气来了，说道：“有的，有的，我口袋里刚好有那么多钱。”我边说，脑子里边飞快地想着那笔我攒下来要做白内障手术的钱。

“那好吧，让你先生星期五上午10点在家里等着，我会和我父亲把那艘新船送来。我们还会为他庆祝生日，给船装上一个船头。”

我简直要哭了，两只手颤抖着，填支票时，我不得不眯着眼睛。马修也有些哽咽。

“夫人，我想告诉你一件事。这家店是我爷爷开的，他经营了30多年，总是说有一天会退休，然后好好放松一下，划着独木舟去钓鱼，去年，他为自己订购了这艘船。可是，唉，他最终没能等到这一天。”

他强忍着泪水，继续说道：“爷爷突然在上周去世了，他只活到了68岁，我想，如果他知道你丈夫买下了这艘船，一定会很高兴，我父亲也是这样想的。你能保证你丈夫经常使用这艘船吗？”

我递给马修一张纸巾，我们一起默默地站在那里，任思绪飞扬，激动不已。

“我保证！”说完，我飞快地奔了出去，去找我亲爱的丈夫。

“Sheesh!Give me a few points for self control!”I snapped at my cranky husband. I wanted to stop at a sporting goods store“Going Out of Business”sale we passed in the mall.“There’s nothing we need ,”his usual grumpy male comment.“it’s all overpriced junk. If they had anything good they wouldn’t be going out of business.”

“But, it’s sporting goods,”I wheedled.“could be some good deals for the grandkids. And, you like boats and fishing stuff. I’ve put up with that photo of your‘dream-canoe’stuck on the bathroom mirror for years now. Maybe you’d enjoy just looking around?”

“Are you crazy?”his eyes got funny and he said something like.“The boat I want is the Supremo Numero-Uno blah, blah. Soon as I finish saving up 6000 bucks for that baby I’m going to order right from the manufacturer. Custom. In silver. This loser store wouldn’t carry something like THAT.And I’m sure not going near those sucker crowds.”

“You’re so darn negative and boring!”I retorted.“I happen to like crowds. They make me feel like I’m part of something. I promise I won’t buy anything but I’m going to look around for fun anyways. You go for coffee and I’ll meet you back here in half an hour.”

“Don’t make promises you can’t keep, old girl.”He chuckled in that self-satisfied“I’ll believe it when I see it”way that always gets me riled.“I know you’re going to come out of there with useless junk. You always do.”

His words made me mad. How dare he accuse me of being frivolous!I prided myself on being a wise shopper. I had a darn good nose for bargains and stretched our old age pensions like nobody’s business. Now I had a mad on, that’s for sure.“Boy, I’ll show him.”I promised myself I would not buy a darn thing, no matter what. Ha!I wouldn’t give Mr. Know-It-All smarty-pants reason to gloat.

I squared my chin and marched into the crowded store. Aisles and aisles of hockey equipment, basketballs, golf clubs, exercise equipment, fishing gear, boy toys galore were strung with huge blaring signs. CLOSING OUT SALE—Up to 80%OFF.NO REFUNDS.

Up and down the aisles I strolled, ducked and dodged, humming to myself and enjoying the frenetic energy and excitement of a sale.

All of a sudden, there, at the back of the store, in gleaming silver, full of lifejackets, paddles and fishing stuff, sat the exact canoe of my husband’s picture. I gasped and blinked three times. Yup. It was still there. The Supremo Numero-Uno blah, blah. My heart beat wildly. I elbowed my way through the crowds, scrambled over junk in the aisles and darned near fell into the canoe looking for the price tag.

There it was a little tattered, with the manufacturer’s suggested retail price at $6750 plus tax crossed out and a handwritten TO CLEAR $750 AS IS.NO RETURNS.Must be a mistake.$6000 off?Salesman. I had to talk to a salesman.

I spotted a young fellow with a“Hi. I’m Mathew”tag trying to hide out from the mob of bargain hunters. I clutched his sleeve.“Mathew. Tell me about this Supremo canoe. What’s wrong with it?Why is it only $750?”

“Oh. There’s nothing wrong with it. It’s brand new. We’re closing the store. That is all. It’s on clearance like everything else. I think that includes lifejackets, paddles and a bunch of fishing gear, too. I’ll go check.”

A few minutes later he came back and said,“I’m sorry ma’am. Someone made a mistake on the sale tag. It’s supposed to be $4750 for the whole package. I just talked to my dad who is running the close-out. He said it was worth more than $8000 regular price so it’s still a real good deal.”



I felt tears well up in my eyes.“Oh well,”I said sadly,“of course, it was too good to be true. This is exactly like my husband’s dreamboat. I guess I started to dream myself when I saw that price tag. He’s going to be 62 years old Friday. Had to retire early for his health. It’s been hard on just the pension but the stubborn old fool has been saving $10 every week for years to buy one just like this. Just an old man’s silly dream, you know. Always said he wanted to spend his retirement out fishing in a canoe,”my voice trailed off and I turned and walked away.

I was already at the mall door when Mathew caught up with me.“Do you have $750 plus $25 for delivery and a bit more for tax, ma’am?”I gasped.“Yes. Yes. That’s about all I have.”I said as I thought fleetingly about the cataract surgery I was saving up for.

“Well then, you just have your husband sitting on the front porch on Friday morning around 10 o’clock so he can be there when my Dad and I come to unload his new boat. We’ll even put a bow on it for his birthday.”

I started to cry. My old hand shook and I had to squint as I wrote out my cheque. Mathew swallowed hard.

“Ma’am. There’s something you should know. This store was my Grandpa’s. He ran it for more than 30 years. He always promised to retire one day. Said he wanted to spend time relaxing and out fishing in a canoe. He ordered this one, custom, for himself last year but, well, just never took the time off to use it.”

He swallowed even harder.“My Grandpa died, suddenlike, just last week. He was only 68 years old. I think he’d be mighty happy that your husband will get this here canoe. My Dad thinks so, too. You just have to make sure he uses it a lot, okay?Promise?”

I handed Mathew a Kleenex and we stood there together, quietly lost in our own thoughts for a moment, blowing our noses.

“I promise!”I said as I dashed off to look for my dear sweet husband.
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爱成就自信 Butterfly Kisses

佚名/Anonymous

“你今天真漂亮。”每天早晨，新婚的丈夫都会对我说这句话。

只要照一下镜子，我就会知道此话与事实相去甚远。

镜中的我很瘦，笑吟吟地望着镜子。头发杂乱，没有化妆，而且我还感到自己早晨的口气并不清新。

“骗人。”我大声地喊道，笑了。

我通常都是这样的反应。母亲的第一个丈夫很粗暴，他言语和肢体上的凌虐使母亲和她的两个孩子不得不离开，去寻找一个安全的地方。一天，这个男人拿着玫瑰花来到母亲家门前。进门后，他却用玫瑰花狠狠地殴打她，并占了她的便宜。9个月后，母亲生下一个重9英磅13盎司的女婴，那就是我。

从小到大，我所听到的那些刻薄言语逐渐在我心中扎了根，因此我很难把自己看成一个有用的人。结婚两年后，丈夫拥抱着我，说我很漂亮，对此，我感到很意外。

我说：“谢谢你。”

镜中的我还是那个瘦瘦的、有着黑褐色头发的女孩，但不管怎样，那句温暖的话语最终在我心中开了花。

多年过去了，丈夫的头发已变得花白，我也不再那么瘦弱。上星期的一个早晨，醒来时我发现丈夫正与我脸对脸，我们靠得那么近，不过几英寸。

我问道：“你在干什么？”

我捂住嘴，不想让他闻到早晨我那并不清新的口气。他低下头吻了我的脸。



“做我每天都做的事。”他回答说。

每天早晨我还在睡觉的时候，丈夫就要离开家，所以我们早晨根本没有时间交谈，可是我从不知道他每天早晨都会对我说他爱我，哪怕当时我还在熟睡之中。他走后，我打了个滚儿，抱着枕头，想象着自己张着嘴轻轻打鼾的样子，忍不住笑了。

这是一个怎样的男人啊！他了解我的过去，并一直陪在我身边，看着我从一个自卑的女孩成长为一个自信的女人、一位母亲，同时也是一位成功的演说家和作家。

然而，我并不知道他是否清楚自己在我这一系列的蜕变中所扮演的角色。从小到大，那些刻薄的话曾深深刺痛我的灵魂，而他的话对我的触动更大。

我打算今年的结婚纪念日早点起床，我想告诉理查德我有多爱他。他可能会在照镜子时，发现自己又重了一磅或两磅，或是希望某天他的头发能重新变黑变卷；而我所看到的他，永远是那个能看透我、发现连我自己都无法看到的优点的人，那个甚至在结婚23年后每天依然给我轻轻的吻的人。

My newlywed husband said the same thing every morning.“You’re beautiful today.”

One glance in the mirror revealed that it was far from the truth.

A skinny girl with mashed hair on one side of her head and no makeup smiled back at me. I could feel my sticky morning breath.

“Liar.”I shot back with a grin.

It was my usual response. My mother’s first husband was not a kind man and his verbal and physical abuse forced her and her two children to find a safe place. He showed up on her doorstep one day with roses. She let him in and he beat her with those roses and took advantage of her. Nine months later she gave birth to a 9 lb.13 oz.baby girl—me.

The harsh words we heard growing up took root. I had trouble seeing myself as someone of value. I had been married two years when I surprised myself. My husband wrapped his arms around me and told me I was beautiful.

“Thank you.”I said.

The same thin girl with the mousy brown hair still stared back at me in the mirror, but somehow the words had finally blossomed in my heart.

A lot of years have passed. My husband has grey in his hair. I’m no longer skinny. Last week I woke up and my husband’s face was inches from mine.



“What are you doing?”I asked.

I covered my mouth, trying to hide my morning breath. He reached down and kissed my face.

“What I do every morning.”he said.

He leaves in the early hours of the morning while I sleep. I miss our morning conversations, but I had not realized that he continued to tell me that he loved me even while I slept. When he left, I rolled over and hugged my pillow. I envisaged the picture of me lightly snoring with my mouth open and giggled.

What a man!My husband understands my past. He’s been beside me as I’ve grown from an unsure young girl to a confident woman, mother, speaker and author.

But I’m not sure that he understands the part he played in that transition. The words I heard growing up pierced my soul, yet his words pierced even deeper.

This Anniversary Day I plan to wake early. I wants to tell Richard how much I love him. He may look in the mirror and see an extra pound or two, or wish for the day when his hair was dark and curly, but all I’ll see is the man who saw something in me when I couldn’t see it myself, and who leaves butterfly kisses, even after twenty-three years of marriage.
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蹉跎的爱 Waiting for Love

佚名/Anonymous

他们相识已有三载，两人都性格内向，羞涩保守。虽然在她面前他对爱只字未提，然而她却能从他羞涩的眼神中读出那浓浓的爱意。她暗示他许多次，鼓励他说出心中的爱，然而他却傻傻地紧闭双唇，不敢将爱说出。时光飞逝，转眼三年过去了，她同另外一个男孩订了婚，然而，直到订婚前夜，她还是无法将他的模样从脑海中抹去。

“如果他现在来向我求婚，我仍愿意回到他身边。”在亲朋好友的祝福声中她如是抱怨着。可他仍然没有任何表示，只是迷离的眼神中多了些忧郁。新婚之日终究还是来了，这新婚的喜悦中夹杂着令人遗憾的淡淡忧愁。

“要是他现在开口，我也宁愿放弃一切，选择这份迟来的幸福。”在试穿结婚礼服的时候她仍旧这样想着，但他还是没有任何表示，只是眼神中的忧郁更为浓重了。

50年过去了，两人都已两鬓斑白。最终，她先倒了下去，在她临终之际，他从远方赶回来看她。她紧握他的手，把一生的疑虑和期待化为一句话：“请你告诉我，你究竟在等什么？”“我在等你……啊！”他颤抖地说道，这也是他犹豫了一生的期待。“等我什么？”“等你先开口啊！”



They had known each other for 3 years. Both of them were of conservative type, shy and introverted. Although he had never mentioned the word of love in her presence. She was able to vaguely detect burning passion for her in his different look. She dropped one hint after another to encourage him, but he remained big fool never dare to disclose to his own thought. Time passed by so quickly, 3 years later she was engaged to another young man. However, she could not drive his image away from her mind on the eve of the engagement.

“If he comes and proposes now, I’m still willing to go back to him.”She complained amidst the congratulations of her relatives and friends. Yet he did nothing of the sort at the difference of the look was a faint streak of melancholy. At least, it was the eve of marriage, nevertheless, for happiness of marriage mingled with a touch of sadness.



“Even if he should come and propose now, I would give up all this in favor of this belated happiness.”She said to herself as she tried wedding gown, but again he was as silent as ever only his eyes betrayed great misery.

50 years passed and passage of the time turned their hair silvery white. She was the first to collapse. In her critical condition, he come from other place to see her. Holding his hand in tight grip. She asked him one question into which she had compressed the perplexities and expectations of the life time,“Tell me, what on earth have you been waiting for?”“Waiting for you to...”he mumbled out his life long hesitations and expectations only when he made sure no one else was within hearing.“For me what?”“For you to break the ice!”
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在树林里 In the Wood

居伊·德·莫泊桑/Guy de Maupassant

村长正要坐下来吃早餐，突然有人来，打断了这顿早餐，说是乡村警察抓到两个可疑的人，正在办公室里等着他去判决。村长立刻赶往那里，看见巡查员霍希多尔老人表情严肃地站在大门前，而他的身后，则站着一对中产阶级男女。

那个男的是一个红鼻子、白头发的胖老头，看起来非常沮丧，与他相反的是，那个女的却容光焕发，并用一种蔑视的目光注视着抓捕她的警察。

“这是怎么回事，霍希多尔，说说发生了什么事情。”

这个乡村警察将事情讲述了一遍。

今天早晨，他像往常一样从康比西斯树林到阿金迪尔的边界上巡逻。放眼望去，真是美好的一天，灿烂的阳光照耀在这片碧绿的田野上，小麦在快乐地成长，四周没有任何异常情况。这时，正在整理枝藤的年轻人布雷德尔向他喊道：

“这里，霍希多尔爷爷，过来看看这个树林！在第一个灌木丛里，你会发现一对调情的‘鸽子’，但是，他们的年龄加起来一定有130多岁了！”

他顺着年轻人所指的方向走去，并钻进浓密的树丛里。这时，他听到一对男女的说话声和喘息声。这让他马上想到一对伤风败俗的狗男女。于是，他趴在地上，就像一位出人意料的潜入者，慢慢地向声响的方向移动。最终，当场抓住了这对偷情的男女。

村长非常惊讶地打量着这对疑犯。因为那个男的看上去应该有60多岁了，而那个女的至少也有55岁了。然后，他开始先审问那个男的，男人回答的声音很小，小到几乎听不清楚。

“姓名？”

“尼古拉斯·博文。”

“职业？”

“小商人，在巴黎的烈士街。”

“你们在树林里干什么？”

小商人沉默了，两眼紧盯着他那肥肥的圆肚皮，两只手垂放在两侧。村长继续问道：

“你对乡政府乡村巡查员所说的情况有什么异议吗？”

“没有，长官。”

“那么，你承认这一切？”

“是的，长官。”

“你还有什么需要辩解的吗？”

“没有，长官。”

“那你在哪里遇见你的同伙的？”

“长官，她是我的妻子。”

“你的妻子？”

“是的，长官。”

“那么……那么，你们不是一起住在巴黎吗？”

“长官，我请求您的宽恕，但我们一直都住在一起。”

“不过，如果真的如你们所说，你一定疯了，你们都疯了，我亲爱的先生。上午10点来到这个长满杂草的树林里，做出那种事情，还被当场发现！”

小商人羞愧得眼泪都要流出来了，用极低微的声音说道：“是她怂恿我的！而且，我也告诉过她这是一件丢人而又愚蠢的事，但是，你也明白，当一个女人决定要做某件事情时，你是无法阻拦的！”

村长面带笑容，揶揄着回答道：“可是，这件事情你也有责任，如果你能做到拒绝她，就不会有这些事情发生了。如果你坚持自己的意见，只让这些想法留在脑子里，现在你就不会被拘押在这里了，不是吗？”

村长的一席话激起了博文先生的怒气，他转向他的妻子斥责道：“你不是说要把我们带到一个诗情画意的地方吗？现在却面临这种尴尬的境地！像我们这个年纪的人，还要因为伤风败俗去面对法庭的审问！如果是这样的结果，商店就不得不关闭，我们又该怎么面对街坊邻居，原来的地方无法待下去了，后果很可能就是这样。”



博文太太站起来，正眼都不看她的丈夫，镇定从容，没有一点的羞愧和不安，她毫不犹豫地解释道：

“村长先生，当然，我知道我们所做的事情是多么荒谬、多么可笑。但是，请允许我像律师那样，或者更恰当地说，像一个可怜的女人一样进行自我辩护。在听完我的故事后，希望你能大发善心，让我们回家，并赦免对我们这种不光彩事情的起诉。”

“许多年前，当我还是少女的时候，我与博文先生在一个星期天，而且就是在这个村庄里认识的。当时，他在一家服装店当伙计，我在一家服装店当营业员。到现在，这些事情还清楚地印在我的脑海里，就像昨天才刚刚发生的那样。过去，每个星期天我基本上都与一个名叫露丝·雷维克的女友来这里玩。我和她都住在比加香街。露丝有一个非常帅气的男朋友西蒙，但我没有。他经常带我们来这里玩。一个周末，露丝的男友笑着对我说，下次他要带一个朋友来。我十分了解话语中隐含的意思。我装出一种毫不在乎的态度回答：‘没有必要，我可以照顾自己的。’先生，说这些话，只是因为我比较保守。”

“不久，我们在火车站见到了博文先生。那时的他是个非常帅气的小伙子。但是，我没有因此而迁就他，而且之后也没有迁就过他。随后，我们来到贝松。那天天气特别好，是一种让你心旷神怡的天气，就和现在的天气一样好。正是因为今天和那天一样，我才会变得如此愚蠢。当我来到这片美丽的大自然中，就迷失了自我，绿油油的小草，轻快飞越的燕子，到处散发着青草、罂粟花、白菊花的气息。这一切都让我着迷、疯狂！就像是一位滴酒不沾的姑娘，突然喝下了整瓶的香槟。”

“天气真的太好了，风和日丽，晴空万里。当两人看着对方时，好像可以看透对方的一切，甚至呼吸一下，就可以看见彼此的心。每隔几分钟，露丝和西蒙就要拥抱亲吻一下，这让我感觉怪异。博文先生和我跟在他们的背后，因为彼此都不了解，没有什么话题可聊，也找不到适合的话题。他看起来比较拘谨，而我则很喜欢看他尴尬的表情，非常有趣。最后，我们来到一片小树林里，一种凉爽的感觉笼罩全身，就像冲凉一样。我们四个人坐在草地上。露丝和西蒙取笑我，因为我的表情相当严肃。但是，你要理解我不可能像他们俩那样。他们又开始接吻、拥抱，将我们两个人当作透明人一般，毫无顾虑。最后，他们站起来，没留一句话，就到树林中去了。设想一下我当时要面临的情形，单独与一个第一次见面的男青年在一起。他们离开后，我有点不知所措，可是这让我有勇气和他讲话。我问了他的工作，和我前面提及的一样，他是个小店铺的伙计。我们就这样闲聊了几分钟，然而，这反而让他的胆子更大了，竟然将我当成随便的人。我非常严肃地告诉他，于是回到了自己原来的位置。博文先生，我所说的都是真的吧？”

有些迷糊的博文先生一直盯着自己的脚尖，默不作答。她继续说道：“这时，他发现我是一个自重的女孩，便以令人尊重的方式追求我。”

从那天起，每逢星期天他就会过来，因为他已经陷入爱的泥潭中，无法自拔，而我也深深爱上了他。说实话，当时他的确拥有令人着迷的面孔。简而言之，第二年的9月，我们就结婚了。婚后，我们在烈士街上开了一家店铺。

“前些年，我们的日子过得非常艰辛，生意不景气，我们也无法支付郊游的费用。就这样，我们也慢慢地没有了那份激情，头脑中被各种事情塞得满满的，思考的第一件事情就是钱柜，而不是甜言蜜语。不知不觉，我们老了，成了循规蹈矩的人，也不去思考什么是爱情。只要感觉不到有什么丢失或缺少，我们就不会去想。”

“先生，现在，我们的生意越来越好了，平静地面对未来。之后，我也不确定为什么脑子里会有这样的想法，应该说，完全不知道为什么，我开始怀念少女时代的梦想了。只要一看见大街上载满鲜花的小卡车，我就会泪流满面。当我坐在账台背后的圈手椅上，紫罗兰的芬芳让我的心怦怦乱跳。接着，我慢慢站起来，走到门前，望着屋脊间蔚蓝的天空。当我们在街心观看天空时，天空宛如一条河流，蜿蜒地流经巴黎。空中的燕子就像河里游来游去的鱼。当然，我也知道这个年龄的人有这样的遐想是一件多么可笑的事情！但是，先生，对一个已经劳碌了一生的人而言，该怎么做才能抑制住这样的渴望呢？有时还会感觉有其他的事情可以做，然而，我也会想起一些令人后悔的事情，想一想，我原本可以和其他女人一样，来到这个树林里，并与爱人亲吻。我过去经常幻想和爱人躺在着绿树丛林中恋爱，这是一件多么浪漫、多么美妙的事情啊！而且，不论是白天还是晚上，我一直遐想。我还梦想着水面上的月光，甚至想跳下去淹死自己。”

“最初，我还不敢对博文先生吐露这些想法。我知道他会取笑我，并且会劝我静下心来去推销线团和缝衣针。另外，说实话，尽管博文光先生很少说，不过，当我看到镜子中自己时，也非常清楚，自己不再是那个令众人着迷的少女了。”

“最终，我下定决心，提出到我们第一次相识的树林里来郊游。他也毫不犹豫地同意了。今天早上，我们大约9点来到这里。”

“当我穿越一望无垠的麦田时，我感觉自己再次回到了年轻的时候，因为女人的心是从来不会变老的。实际上，我向你发誓，先生，当我站在那里时，我感觉身边的丈夫突然变回当年那个英俊倜傥的小伙子，这真让我着迷。我开始疯狂地亲吻他。他却感到极为震惊，仿佛我要杀了他似的。他不停地说道：‘你疯了！你怎么大清早就发疯了！发生什么事呢？’这些话我一句也没听进去，而只听自己心中的话。然后，我将他拖进树林里，亲热起来。事情就是这样，亲爱的村长先生，每一句话都是实话。”

村长也是个通情达理的人，他站起来，友善地说道：“你们安心回巴黎吧，太太！可是，下次你们拜访这个树林时，可要谨慎些，找个更隐蔽的地方……”

As the mayor was about to sit down to have breakfast, word was brought to him that the rural policeman, with two prisoners, was awaiting him at the Hotel de Ville. He went there at once and found old Hochedur standing guard before a middle-class couple whom he was regarding with a severe expression on his face.

The man, a fat old fellow with a red nose and white hair, seemed utterly dejected; while the woman, a little roundabout individual with shining cheeks, looked at the official who had arrested them, with defiant eyes.

“What is it?What is it, Hochedur?”

The rural policeman made his deposition.

He had gone out that morning at his usual time, in order to patrol his beat from the forest of Champioux as far as the boundaries of Argenteuil. He had not noticed anything unusual in the country except that it was a fine day, and that the wheat was doing well, when the son of old Bredel, who was going over his vines, called out to him:

“Here, Daddy Hochedur, go and have a look at the outskirts of the wood. In the first thicket you will find a pair of pigeons who must be a hundred and thirty years old between them!”

He went in the direction indicated, entered the thicket, and there he heard words which made him suspect a flagrant breach of morality. Advancing, therefore, on his hands and knees as if to surprise a poacher, he had arrested the couple whom he found there.

The mayor looked at the culprits in astonishment, for the man was certainly sixty, and the woman fifty-five at least, and he began to question them, beginning with the man, who replied in such a weak voice that he could scarcely be heard.

“What is your name?”

“Nicholas Beaurain.”

“Your occupation?”

“Haberdasher, in the Rue des Martyrs, in Paris.”

“What were you doing in the wood?”

The haberdasher remained silent, with his eyes on his fat paunch, and his hands hanging at his sides, and the mayor continued:

“Do you deny what the officer of the municipal authorities states?”

“No, monsieur.”

“So you confess it?”

“Yes, monsieur.”

“What have you to say in your defence?”

“Nothing, monsieur.”

“Where did you meet the partner in your misdemeanor?”

“She is my wife, monsieur.”

“Your wife?”

“Yes, monsieur.”

“Then—then—you do not live together—in Paris?”

“I beg your pardon, monsieur, but we are living together!”

“But in that case—you must be mad, altogether mad, my dear sir, to get caught playing lovers in the country at ten o’clock in the morning.”

The haberdasher seemed ready to cry with shame, and he muttered:“It was she who enticed me!I told her it was very stupid, but when a woman once gets a thing into her head—you know—you cannot get it out.”

The mayor, who liked a joke, smiled and replied:“In your case, the contrary ought to have happened. You would not be here, if she had had the idea only in her head.”

Then Monsieur Beaurain was seized with rage and turning to his wife, he said:“Do you see to what you have brought us with your poetry?And now we shall have to go before the courts at our age, for a breach of morals!And we shall have to shut up the shop, sell our good will, and go to some other neighborhood!That's what it has come to.”

Madame Beaurain got up, and without looking at her husband, she explained herself without embarrassment, without useless modesty, and almost without hesitation.

“Of course, monsieur, I know that we have made ourselves ridiculous. Will you allow me to plead my cause like an advocate, or rather like a poor woman?And I hope that you will be kind enough to send us home, and to spare us the disgrace of a prosecution.”



“Years ago, when I was young, I made Monsieur Beaurain’s acquaintance one Sunday in this neighborhood. He was employed in a draper’s shop, and I was a saleswoman in a ready-made clothing establishment. I remember it as if it were yesterday. I used to come and spend Sundays here occasionally with a friend of mine, Rose Leveque, with whom I lived in the Rue Pigalle, and Rose had a sweetheart, while I had none. He used to bring us here, and one Saturday he told me laughing that he should bring a friend with him the next day. I quite understood what he meant, but I replied that it would be no good; for I was virtuous, monsieur.”

“The next day we met Monsieur Beaurain at the railway station, and in those days he was good-looking, but I had made up my mind not to encourage him, and I did not. Well, we arrived at Bezons. It was a lovely day, the sort of day that touches your heart. When it is fine even now, just as it used to be formerly, I grow quite foolish, and when I am in the country I utterly lose my head. The green grass, the swallows flying so swiftly, the smell of the grass, the scarlet poppies, the daisies, all that makes me crazy. It is like champagne when one is not accustomed to it!”

“Well, it was lovely weather, warm and bright, and it seemed to penetrate your body through your eyes when you looked and through your mouth when you breathed. Rose and Simon hugged and kissed each other every minute, and that gave me a queer feeling!Monsieur Beaurain and I walked behind them, without speaking much, for when people do not know each other, they do not find anything to talk about. He looked timid, and I liked to see his embarrassment. At last we got to the little wood; it was as cool as in a bath there, and we four sat down. Rose and her lover teased me because I looked rather stern, but you will understand that I could not be otherwise. And then they began to kiss and hug again, without putting any more restraint upon themselves than if we had not been there; and then they whispered together, and got up and went off among the trees, without saying a word. You may fancy what I looked like, alone with this young fellow whom I saw for the first time. I felt so confused at seeing them go that it gave me courage, and I began to talk. I asked him what his business was, and he said he was a linen draper’s assistant, as I told you just now. We talked for a few minutes, and that made him bold, and he wanted to take liberties with me, but I told him sharply to keep his place. Is not that true, Monsieur Beaurain?”

Monsieur Beaurain, who was looking at his feet in confusion, did not reply, and she continued:“Then he saw that I was virtuous, and he began to make love to me nicely, like an honorable man, and from that time he came every Sunday, for he was very much in love with me. I was very fond of him also, very fond of him!He was a good-looking fellow, formerly, and in short he married me the next September, and we started in business in the Rue des Martyrs.”

“It was a hard struggle for some years, monsieur. Business did not prosper, and we could not afford many country excursions, and, besides, we had got out of the way of them. One has other things in one’s head, and thinks more of the cash box than of pretty speeches, when one is in business. We were growing old by degrees without perceiving it, like quiet people who do not think much about love. One does not regret anything as long as one does not notice what one has lost.”

“And then, monsieur, business became better, and we were tranquil as to the future!Then, you see, I do not exactly know what went on in my mind, no, I really do not know, but I began to dream like a little boarding-school girl. The sight of the little carts full of flowers which are drawn about the streets made me cry; the smell of violets sought me out in my easy-chair, behind my cash box, and made my heart beat!Then I would get up and go out on the doorstep to look at the blue sky between the roofs. When one looks up at the sky from the street, it looks like a river which is descending on Paris, winding as it flows, and the swallows pass to and fro in it like fish. These ideas are very stupid at my age!But how can one help it, monsieur, when one has worked all one’s life？A moment comes in which one perceives that one could have done something else, and that one regrets, oh!yes, one feels intense regret!Just think, for twenty years I might have gone and had kisses in the woods, like other women. I used to think how delightful it would be to lie under the trees and be in love with someone!And I thought of it every day and every night!I dreamed of the moonlight on the water, until I felt inclined to drown myself.”

“I did not venture to speak to Monsieur Beaurain about this at first. I knew that he would make fun of me, and send me back to sell my needles and cotton!And then, to speak the truth, Monsieur Beaurain never said much to me, but when I looked in the glass, I also understood quite well that I no longer appealed to anyone!”

“Well, I made up my mind, and I proposed to him an excursion into the country, to the place where we had first become acquainted. He agreed without mistrusting anything, and we arrived here this morning, about nine o’clock.”

“I felt quite young again when I got among the wheat, for a woman’s heart never grows old!And really, I no longer saw my husband as he is at present, but just as he was formerly!That I will swear to you, monsieur. As true as I am standing here I was crazy. I began to kiss him, and he was more surprised than if I had tried to murder him. He kept saying to me:‘Why, you must be mad!You are mad this morning!What is the matter with you?’I did not listen to him, I only listened to my own heart, and I made him come into the wood with me. That is all. I have spoken the truth, Monsieur le Maire, the whole truth.”

The mayor was a sensible man. He rose from his chair, smiled, and said:“Go in peace, madame, and when you again visit our forests, be more discreet.”
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黄手帕 Going Home

佚名/Anonymous

三个男孩和三个女孩打算乘长途汽车去佛罗里达游玩，他们用纸袋带了三明治和葡萄酒，眼前浮现出梦想中的金色沙滩和海浪，昏暗寒冷的纽约城渐渐在他们身后销声匿迹。

当汽车经过新泽西时，他们注意到了温哥。他一动不动地坐在他们的前排，身穿简朴而不合时宜的衣服，蓬头垢面，让人简直难以判断出他的真实年龄。他不时地咬着嘴唇，默不作声，似封冻于蚕茧中。

夜幕降临，长途汽车驶至华盛顿郊外，在霍华德·约翰森饭馆的门口停下了，所有人都起身下车，只有温哥仍坐在那里一动不动，像是扎根在了座位上一样。年轻人都好奇地猜想着他的身世：他或许是名船长，一个抛家弃妻的外乡人，或是一个归家的老兵。当他们回到车上时，其中一个女孩坐到了他身旁，主动搭讪，作了自我介绍。

“我们要去佛罗里达，”她爽朗地说道，“听说那儿是个景色宜人的好地方。”

“没错。”他面无表情地答道，好像这个话题勾起了他想忘却的某些往事。

“来点儿葡萄酒吗？”她说。温哥微笑着接过酒，畅饮起来，谢过女孩后，又不作声了。过了一会儿，女孩回到她的同伴中间，温哥低头打起了盹。

早上大家醒来时，车已经开到了另一家霍华德·约翰森饭馆，这次，温哥跟着大家进来了。女孩坚持要他加入他们当中。但他看上去很害羞，只要了杯清咖啡，年轻人畅谈着露宿沙滩的趣事，他却紧张地吸着烟。他们回到车上后，那个女孩又坐到了温哥的旁边。过了一会儿，温哥缓慢而又略带辛酸地说出了自己的故事：他在纽约的监狱度过了四年的时光，现在要回家了。

“你结婚了吗？”

“我不知道。”

“不知道？”她说。

“噢，是这样的，在监狱时，我曾写信给我太太，”他说，“我告诉她，我要离开一段时间，如果她不能等我，如果她厌烦孩子总问东问西，如果她心里承受不了这样的伤害，那么，她可以忘记我，我会理解她。我让她再找一个男人——她是一位好女人——她应该把我忘记，去过新的生活。我让她不必回信给我。她真的没回。三年半了，杳无音信。”

“你现在要回家了，还不知道什么情形吗？”

“是啊，”他腼腆地说，“哦，就在上周，我得知自己可以获得假释了，我又写了封信给她。她住在布伦瑞克，就在捷克森威尔的下一站，镇口有棵大橡树。我告诉她，如果她还愿意接受我，就在树上挂一块黄手帕，我就会下车回家。如果她不想让我回去，就不必了——看不到手帕，我就不下车了，继续坐下去。”

“噢，”女孩唏嘘不已，“这样啊！”

女孩把这个故事讲给了其他人，很快，大家就都知道了。汽车越来越接近温哥的家乡布伦瑞克，温哥拿出妻子和孩子的照片给大家看——照片上的女人朴实而美丽，孩子们都尚在稚龄。由于摸得次数太多，照片已布满裂痕。



现在距离布伦瑞克还有20英里，年轻人都聚集到车右边靠窗子的座位，等着大橡树的出现。紧张的气氛顿时笼罩了整个车厢。温哥没有勇气望窗外，紧绷着脸，尽量掩饰自己内心的不安，他像惊弓之鸟一样，做好了要失望的心理准备。

还有10英里，5英里了……突然，所有的年轻人都从座位上站了起来，尖叫着，呼喊着，雀跃不已，只有温哥例外。

温哥木讷地坐在那里，望着橡树。树上挂满了黄手帕——20条，30条，或许足有数百条。这棵树像面旗帜一样，站在那儿，迎风招展，似乎在欢迎他的归来。在那些年轻人的欢呼声中，这位刚出狱的人从座位上站了起来，走到车门边，准备下车回家了。

They were going to Florida—three boys and three girls—and when they boarded the bus, they were carrying sandwiches and wine in paper bags, dreaming of golden beaches and sea tides as the gray cold of New York vanished behind them.

As the bus passed through New Jersey, they began to notice Vingo. He sat in front of them, dressed in a plain, ill-fitting suit, never moving, his dusty face masking his age. He chewed the inside of his lip a lot, frozen into some personal cocoon of silence.

Deep into the night, outside Washington, the bus pulled into a Howard Johnson’s, and everybody got off except Vingo. He sat rooted in his seat, and the young people began to wonder about him, trying to imagine his life: perhaps he was a sea captain, a runaway from his wife, or an old soldier going home. When they went back to the bus, one of the girls sat beside him and introduced herself.



“We’re going to Florida,”she said brightly,“I hear it’s beautiful.”

“It is.”he said quietly, as if remembering something he had tried to forget.

“Want some wine?”she said. He smiled and took a swig. He thanked her and retreated again into his silence. After a while, she went back to the others, and Vingo nodded in sleep.

In the morning, they awoke outside another Howard Johnson’s, and this time Vingo went in. The girl insisted that he join them. He seemed very shy, and ordered black coffee and smoked nervously as the young people chattered about sleeping on beaches. When they returned to the bus, the girl sat with Vingo again, and after a while, slowly and painfully, he told his story. He had been in jail in New York for the past four years, and now he was going home.

“Are you married?”

“I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?”she said.

“Well, when I was in the can I wrote to my wife,”he said,“I told her that I was going to be away a long time, and that if she couldn’t stand it, if the kids kept asking questions, if it hurt too much, well, she could just forget me. I’d understand. Get a new guy, I said—she’s a wonderful woman, really something—and forget about me. I told her she didn’t have to write me. And she didn’t. Not for three and a half years.”

“And you’re going home now, not knowing?”

“Yeah,”he said shyly,“well, last week, when I was sure the parole was coming through, I wrote her again. We used to live in Brunswick, just before Jacksonville, and there’s a big oak tree just as you come into town. I told her that if she’d take me back, she should put a yellow handkerchief in the tree, and I’d get off and come home. If she didn’t want me, forget it—no handkerchief and I’d go on through.”

“Wow,”the girl said,“wow.”

She told the others, and soon all of them were in it, caught up in the approach of Brunswick, looking at the picture Vingo showed them of his wife and three children—the woman handsome in a plain way, the children still unformed in the cracked, muchhandled snapshots.

Now they were 20 miles from Brunswick, and the young people took over window seats on the right side, waiting for the approach of the great oak tree. The bus acquired a dark, hushed mood, full of the silence of absence and lost years. Vingo stopped looking, tightening his face into the ex-con’s mask, as if fortifying himself against still another disappointment.

Then Brunswick was ten miles, and then five. Then, suddenly, all of the young people were up out of their seats, screaming and shouting and crying, doing small dances of exultation. All except Vingo.

Vingo sat there stunned, looking at the oak tree. It was covered with yellow handkerchiefs—20 of them, 30 of them, maybe hundreds, a tree that stood like a banner of welcome billowing in the wind. As the young people shouted, the old con rose from his seat and made his way to the front of the bus to go home.
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暖暖的河流 Warm River

厄斯金·考德威尔/Erskine Caldwell

司机在吊桥旁边停了车，向我指了一下河对岸的房屋。从火车站到这里，大概两英里，于是我付给他两角五分钱便下车了。司机离开后，我感觉很孤单，此时，在凄冷的夜晚中只有星星点点的灯光在山谷中闪烁，而脚下宽阔碧绿的河水则冒着热气在流淌。山峦向四周蜿蜒，恰如夜空中的乌云。只有向远方眺望，才可以依稀看到落日暗淡的余晖。

踏上吊桥后，小桥随着我脚步的节奏开始摆动。很快，强烈的摇晃使我几乎无法迈步。只有走得越来越快，才能将我自己固定在如钟摆一样摇晃的桥上。当最后我望见彼岸的时候，那里的山猛然扑过来，栽入温暖的河水中。我把手提包抓得更紧了，尽我所能地跑起来。尽管到了对岸，双脚踩在砾石小路上嘎吱作响，我依旧有些害怕。我知道如果是在白天，我会毫无惧色地走过这座桥。可是在晚上，在一个完全陌生的乡村，四周黑山耸立，脚下宽阔黛绿的河水长流不息，面对此情此景我的手不由自主地颤抖起来，心脏也开始剧烈地跳动起来。

我很容易就找到了那幢房子。回想起刚才过河时的奔跑，不禁自嘲般地大笑了起来。过桥后，首先映入眼帘的就是那幢房子。就算我没有看到，格莱琴也会叫我的。她在门廊台阶上站着，正在等我。听见她用那熟悉的声音呼喊我的名字时，我为自己竟被四周群山和脚下宽阔的河水吓倒而感到有些羞愧。

沿着砾石路，她跑下来接我。

“吊桥吓坏你了吧，理查德？”她很兴奋地问道，双手挽住我的胳膊，带我走到上面的房子里去。

“我想确实是这样的，格莱琴，”我回答说，“不过总算跑过来了。”

“开始的时候，每个人都会努力的，可走过一次就知道了，那就像在绷索上走。小的时候，我常常走绷索——你没走过吗，理查德？我们曾经把绳子在谷仓的地面上拉直，在上面练习过的。”

“我也走过，可那是很久远的事了，现在我早就忘记怎么走的了。”

登上台阶，我们就向门廊走去。格莱琴带我走到了厅堂门口。屋里有人拿出一盏灯到厅堂。通过越来越近的灯光，我看见格莱琴的两个妹妹站在门口。

“这是我的小妹妹安妮，”格莱琴说，“这是玛丽。”

在半明半暗中，我和她们说着话，走进了厅堂。格莱琴的父亲正在桌旁站着，他将手中的灯稍稍倾斜，以便看清我的脸。我以前从未见过他。

“这是我的父亲，”格莱琴说，“他还担心在黑暗中你会找不到我们的房屋。”

“本来是要提着灯去桥头接你，但是格莱琴说，你肯定能找到。迷路了没？我本来应该带盏灯下去的，一点都不麻烦。”

我和他握着手，告诉他我找到这里很容易。

“在河对岸的时候，出租车司机就指给我房子在哪里了。我盯着灯光，一刻也没有离开。如果没有灯光，我或许还在黑暗中的某个地方跌撞着，或许掉进了河里！”

他笑我害怕这条河。

“你不要放在心上，河水很温暖。即使是冬天，冰天雪地，河水依旧像舒服的房间一样暖和。所有住在这里的人都喜欢这里的河水。”

“不，理查德，你不会掉进河里的，”格莱琴说的时候，把她的手放进了我的手里，“你一下汽车，我就看见你了。如果你往错误的方向走出一步，我就准备跑过来。”

我真想感谢格莱琴的这番话，可是，她已经走到楼梯口叫我过去了。我把手提包放在身前，和她一起上楼。在楼上厅堂的尽头，有一张桌子，桌子上放着一盏带着灯罩的灯，灯火有些暗。她拿起灯，径直走进前面的一间房里。

我们默默望着对方，站了一会儿。

“理查德，水罐里有清水。如果你还想要什么，告诉我就行了。我尽量不漏掉什么东西。”

“不用担心，格莱琴，”我告诉她，“我不会再要什么了。只要能和你在一起，就足够了。其他东西我都不在意。”

她迅速看了我一眼，然后垂下了眼帘。好几分钟，我们就这样默默地站着，不知道说什么好。我想告诉她，和她在一起，哪怕只有今晚，我也会感到非常快活的。不过，我觉得我应该晚一会儿再说。她知道我为什么来这里。

“我把灯给你，理查德。在楼下的走廊里，我等着你，你收拾好了就下来吧。”

我还没来得及拿灯到梯顶给她照一下路，她就已经离开了。等我拿起灯的时候，她早已消失在楼下了。

走进房间，我关上了门，用肥皂和刷子洗掉脸上和手上的灰尘。在挂物架上，一排手工的绣花毛巾晾在那里，我拿了一条擦干脸和手。然后把头发梳整齐，又从手提包里找出一条干净的手帕。最后才开门下楼，去找格莱琴。

她和父亲坐在走廊上。我从门道走过的时候，他站起身，给了我一把椅子放在他们中间。格莱琴把她的椅子向我拉近一点，然后用手抚摩着我的胳膊。

“这是你第一次来山区吧，理查德？”她的父亲把椅子转过来，对着我。

“这一百英里之内，我从未来过，先生。这是一个完全不同的地方。我想，如果你去海滨，你的想法也是这样的，不是吗？”

“哦，我的父亲曾经在诺福克生活，”格莱琴说，“不是吗，父亲？”

“我在那里生活了将近三年。”

他似乎还有话要说，所以我们等着他继续说。

“爸爸是个熟练的技工，”格莱琴小声地对我说，“他工作的地方是铁路机械厂。”

“没错，”过了一会儿，他说，“我在很多地方生活过，可是这里才是我想生活下去的地方。”

我第一个念头就是想问他，为什么他不喜欢其他地方，却偏偏对这个山沟情有独钟。可我突然意识到，他和格莱琴都沉默了，非常奇怪。在他们两个中间，我异常茫然。

过了一会儿，他又开始说话了，但不是对我说，也不是对格莱琴说，好像是对门廊里的另外一个人，一个在黑暗中我看不见的人说话。我又紧张又激动，等着他接着说。

格莱琴又把她的椅子往我这边拉近了些，轻轻地，没有一点儿声音。寒冷的夜里，河水温暖的蒸气笼罩上来，就像是寒夜里的一床毛毯。

“在格莱琴姐妹们失去母亲后，”他低声说道，声音小得几乎听不见。他向前探了探身子，朝宽阔、幽绿的河彼岸远方望去。“在她们的母亲去世后，我回到山里生活，我不能在诺福克生活，也忍受不了巴尔的摩的生活。在这个世界上，我只有在这片土地上才能找到安宁。格莱琴怀念她的母亲，但你们无法理解，对我来说，这意味着什么。我和她的母亲都出生于此，在这里共同生活了将近二十年。后来，她去世了，我愚蠢地以为换个环境就能忘记往事，所以我搬家了。但是，我错了，大错特错，一个男人永远不会忘记他孩子的母亲，哪怕他知道自己永远也见不到她了。”

格莱琴斜着身子，靠我靠得更近了，我一直望着身旁她那朦胧的身影。脚下的河水寂静无声，但暖暖的河水蒸气却让我无法忘记它的存在。

在椅子上，她父亲的身体前倾得愈加厉害了。后来，他将双臂放在膝盖上，就好像正试图寻找彼岸高山上的某个人似的。敞开的门道里射过来的光线照在他的眼睛上闪闪发光。眼泪如散开的星星一般从他的脸上滑下来，滴在他颤抖的手上，直到看不见。

过了一会儿，他仍沉默不语，只是站起来向门口走去。进屋前，他站在那里待了一会儿，高大的身影倒映在我和格莱琴的身上。我转身看着他，然而，尽管他就在我的眼前走过，我却不敢正视他。

格莱琴靠我靠得更近了，她将手指塞进我的拳心，脸颊蹭着我的肩膀，似乎要把脸上的什么东西蹭下来似的。她父亲的脚步声越来越小，最后，终于听不见了。

在我们的下面，顺着河岸，有一辆特快列车从峡谷中疾驰而过，嘎吱作响的车轮声和汽笛的尖叫声划破了夜空的沉寂。火车的光亮时不时地透过车窗，在宽阔、碧绿的河上跳跃着，如同北极的星光在漆黑的旷野上掠过。火车隆隆的声响回荡在山峦的屏障里。格莱琴紧紧地抓着我的手，指尖都在颤抖。

“理查德，你为什么来看我呢？”

她的声音混杂在似乎远去的火车隆隆的回声里。

我本以为她会抬头望着我，可当我转过头的时候，发现她却朝山谷深处望去，望着那暖暖的河流。她知道我为什么来这里，可她不希望我亲口告诉她原因。

现在，我也不知道我为什么来看她。我曾经喜欢过格莱琴，在所有认识的女孩中，我最想得到的就是她。但是，听完她父亲对爱情的理解后，我不能告诉她我爱她。听完他为格莱琴母亲所做的一切，我后悔来到这里。我知道格莱琴会为我献身，因为她爱我，但我没有任何东西回报她。她很漂亮，非常漂亮，我曾经渴望得到她，但那是从前了。现在，我知道了，我再也不能像从前那样思念她了。

“你为什么来呢，理查德？”

“为什么？”

“是啊，理查德，你为什么来？”





我闭上眼睛，能感觉到的是记忆中峡谷中闪烁的点点星光，下面那温暖的河水，还有她手指抚摩我时的温情。

“理查德，请告诉我你来的原因。”

“格莱琴，我不知道我为什么来这里。”

“如果你只爱我，就像我爱你那样，理查德，你就会知道你是为什么来这里的。”

她的手指颤抖起来，我知道她爱我。从一开始，我就从没怀疑过，格莱琴爱我。

“或许我就不该来，”我说，“我错了，格莱琴，我应该离你远一点。”

“可是理查德，你只是今晚在这里。明天清晨，你就离开了，你不会为你的到来，仅仅是今晚这么短的时间后悔吧，理查德？”

“我不后悔来到这里，格莱琴，但是，我觉得我不该来。我在做什么，自己都不知道。我没有任何权利来这里。彼此相爱的人才是那唯一的——”

“但是，你真的对我是有那么一点爱意的，不对吗，理查德？或许，你不可能像我爱你那样爱得那么深，可是，你就不能告诉我，你对我确实有点爱意吗？这样，纵然你离开后，我也会感到幸福的，理查德。”

“我不知道。”我颤抖着说。

“理查德，请——”

我紧紧握着她的手。突然，我感到什么东西攫住我，以迅雷不及掩耳之势刺痛了我的全身。我仿佛一下子明白了她父亲说的话。在此之前，我从未意识到世间还有他所谈到的那种爱。我曾经认为，男人爱女人与女人爱男人的方式是不会一样的。但我现在明白了，两者之间根本没有任何差别。

我们静静地坐着，很长时间，握着彼此的手。峡谷下面的灯光一盏盏熄灭，午夜过去了很长时间。但是，时间对我们没有什么影响。

格莱琴软软地依偎在我的身边。她望着我的脸颊，脸颊靠在我的肩膀上，如同我的女人一样。但是，我很明白：我不像她爱我那样爱她，所以，我不能欺骗她的感情，然后远走高飞。我来的时候，一点都不相信爱情之类的东西。为了拥她入怀几个小时，我从远方来到这里，哪怕只有几个小时，然后，我就忘记她，或许是永远忘记。

到了进屋的时候了，我站起来，双臂抱着她。当我抚摩她的时候，她颤抖起来，但是，她仍然像我拥抱她时一样，紧紧地靠在我的怀里。她咚咚跳动的心脏撞击着我。她的胸膛像海浪般，剧烈地起伏着。

“理查德，在你离开之前，吻吻我吧。”她说。

她跑到门口，为我打开门，然后从桌子上拿起灯，走在前面，上了楼梯。

在我到门口前，在我没点亮灯之前，她一直等着。点亮灯后，她把灯递给了我。

“晚安，格莱琴。”我说。

“晚安，理查德。”

我把她的灯芯拧小，以防冒烟。然后，她穿过厅堂，向自己的房间走去。

“明天早上，我会及时叫醒你，让你去赶火车的，理查德。”

“好的，格莱琴，别让我睡过头了，七点半的时候火车就开了。”

“我早一点叫醒你吧，理查德。”她说。

进屋后，她关上门，我转身进了自己的房间。我关上门，慢慢地把衣服脱下来。吹灭灯后，我紧张地躺在床上，但是睡不着。我知道我是睡不着了，于是坐在床上，开始一根一根地抽烟，烟雾吹到纱窗外。房子里静悄悄的，偶尔，我似乎还能听到一些压抑动作的声音，似乎是从厅堂对面格莱琴的房间里传过来的，可是我不确定。

在床边坐了多长时间，我不知道，我就这样直挺挺地坐着，想着格莱琴。突然，我跳起来打开门，跑过厅堂。格莱琴的房门紧闭着，但我知道没有反锁。于是我轻轻转动把手。通过我打开的房门，一道微弱的灯光斜射过来。敞开房门是没必要的了，我看见她和我之间的距离只有几步远，一伸手就可以摸到她了。我默默地闭上眼睛，想了她一会儿，如同白天从海滨驱车来这里一样，一直想着她。

格莱琴既没有听到我开门，也不知道我在她身后站着。她桌上的那盏灯明亮地燃烧着。

我没想到她还没睡觉。我以为她一定上床睡觉了呢。她在床边的小地毯上跪着，把头埋在臂弯里，随着抽泣声，身体一颤一颤的。

格莱琴的头发在肩上披散开来，只扎着一根淡蓝色的缎带。她穿着一袭白色丝绸睡衣，睡衣上嵌有精致的蕾丝花边，扎着花边的领口敞开着。

尽管我过去一直都认为格莱琴漂亮，可这时，我才发现她简直漂亮得无与伦比。我还没有见过哪个女孩像格莱琴这样美丽可爱。

她没有听到我在她的门口，仍然不知道我在那里站着。她在床边跪着，双手摊在床上，哭泣着。

开始推开门的时候，我也不知道要做什么，可是，现在看到她在房间的床边祈祷，甚至没有发觉我望着她，听她祷告、抽噎，我才确信，自己对她的关爱远胜于其他任何人。直到那时，经历了这几秒钟之后，我才知道，我的确爱她。

我轻轻地关上门，回到自己的房间。我找了把椅子，把它放在窗前，坐着等待黎明的到来。我坐在那里，俯瞰那条暖暖的河流进的山谷深处。随着眼睛渐渐适应黑暗，我似乎感到我离那条河越来越近，似乎只要一伸手，我就能触摸到那温暖的河水。

后半夜的时候，黎明即将来到了，我隐隐听到在格莱琴的房间里，有轻轻走动的声音，似乎是有人在窗边来回踱步。有一次，我肯定有人就站在厅堂里离我房门不远的地方。

太阳升上山顶的时候，我起床，穿戴整齐。不久，我听到格莱琴从房间里走出来、走下楼的声音。我知道，为了让我赶上火车，她正忙着给我准备早餐。我等了一会儿，一刻钟后，我听到了她上楼的声音。她轻轻地敲着我的房门，喊了好几遍我的名字。

我一下子打开门，站在她面前。她本以为我仍在沉睡，所以一时间竟不知所措，诧异地看着我。有好长一段时间，她说不出一句话。

我紧紧地抓着她的手，说：“格莱琴，不要急着让我离开——今天早上，我不回去了——我不知道我昨天晚上怎么了——但是我现在才明白，我爱你——”

“但是，理查德——昨天晚上，你说过——”

“昨天晚上，我的确说过今天清晨要走，格莱琴，可我不知道当时我在胡说什么。现在我不走了，除非你和我一起走。一吃过早餐，我就告诉你我是怎么想的。但是首先，我希望你告诉我怎样才能到河边去，我要马上去那里，然后用双手去感受温暖的河水。”



The driver stopped at the suspended footbridge and pointed out to me the house across the river. I paid him the quarter fare for the ride from the station two miles away and stepped from the car. After he had gone I was alone with the chill night and the star-pointed lights twinkling in the valley and the broad green river flowing warm below me. All around me the mountains rose like black clouds in the night, and only by looking straight heavenward could I see anything of the dim afterglow of sunset.

The creaking footbridge swayed with the rhythm of my stride and the momentum of its swing soon overcame my pace. Only by walking faster and faster could I cling to the pendulum as it swung in its wide arc over the river. When at last I could see the other side, where the mountain came down abruptly and slid under the warm water, I gripped my handbag tighter and ran with all my might.

Even then, even after my feet had crunched upon the gravel path, I was afraid. I knew that by day I might walk the bridge without fear, but at night, in a strange country, with dark mountains towering all around me and a broad green river flowing beneath me, I could not keep my hands from trembling and my heart from pounding against my chest.

I found the house easily, and laughed at myself for having run from the river. The house was the first one to come upon after leaving the footbridge, and even if I should have missed it, Gretchen would have called me. She was there on the steps of the porch waiting for me. When I heard her familiar voice calling my name, I was ashamed of myself for having been frightened by the mountains and the broad river flowing below.

She ran down the gravel path to meet me.

“Did the footbridge frighten you, Richard?”she asked excitedly, holding my arm with both of her hands and guiding me up the path to the house.

“I think it did, Gretchen,”I said:“but I hope I outran it.”

“Everyone tries to do that at first, but after going over it once, it’s like walking a tight rope. I used to walk tight ropes when I was small—didn’t you do that, too, Richard?We had a rope stretched across the floor of our barn to practice on.”

“I did, too, but it’s been so long ago I’ve forgotten how to do it now.”

We reached the steps and went up to the porch. Gretchen took me to the door. Someone inside the house was bringing a lamp into the hall, and with the coming of the light I saw Gretchen’s two sisters standing just inside the open door.

“This is my little sister, Anne,”Gretchen said,“and this is Mary.”

I spoke to them in the semi-darkness, and we went on into the hall. Gretchen’s father was standing beside a table holding the lamp a little to one side so that he could see my face. I had not met him before.

“This is my father,”Gretchen said.“he was afraid you wouldn’t be able to find our house in the dark.”

“I wanted to bring a light down to the bridge and meet you, but Gretchen said you would get here without any trouble. Did you get lost?I could have brought a lantern down with no trouble at all.”

I shook hands with him and told him how easily I had found the place.

“The hack driver pointed out to me the house from the other side of the river, and I never once look my eyes from the light. If I had lost sight of the light, I’d probably be stumbling around somewhere now in the dark down there getting ready to fall into the water.”

He laughed at me for being afraid of the river.

“You wouldn’t have minded it. The river is warm. Even in winter, when there is ice and snow underfoot, the river is as warm as a comfortable room. All of us here love the water down there.”

“No, Richard, you wouldn’t have fallen in.”Gretchen said, laying her hand in mine,“I saw you the moment you got out of the hack, and if you had gone a step in the wrong direction, I was ready to run to you.”

I wished to thank Gretchen for saying that, but already she was going to the stairs to the floor above, and calling me. I went with her, lifting my handbag in front of me. There was a shaded lamp, lighted but turned low, on the table at the end of the upper ball, and she picked it up and went ahead into one of the front rooms.

We stood for a moment looking at each other, and silent.

“There is fresh water in the pitcher, Richard. If there is anything else you would like to have, please tell me. I tried not to overlook anything.”

“Don’t worry, Gretchen,”I told her,“I couldn’t wish for anything more. It’s enough just to be here with you, anyway. There’s nothing else I care for.”

She looked at me quickly, and then she lowered her eyes. We stood silently for several minutes, while neither of us could think of anything to say. I wanted to tell her how glad I was to be with her, even if it was only for one night, but I knew I could say that to her later. Gretchen knew why I had come.

“I’ll leave the lamp for you, Richard, and I’ll wait down stairs for you on the porch. Come as soon as you are ready.”

She had left before I could offer to carry the light to the stairhead for her to see the way down. By the time I had picked up the lamp, she was out of sight down the stairs.

I walked back into the room and closed the door and bathed my face and hands, scrubbing the train dust with brush and soap. There was a row of hand-embroidered towels on the rack, and I took one and dried my face and hands. After that I combed my hair, and found a fresh handkerchief in the handbag. Then I opened the door and went downstairs to find Gretchen.

Her father was on the porch with her. When I walked through the doorway, he got up and gave me a chair between them. Gretchen pulled her chair closer to mine, touching my arm with her hand.

“Is this the first time you have been up here in the mountains, Richard?”her father asked me, turning in his chair towards me.

“I’ve never been within a hundred miles of here before, sir. It’s a different country up here, but I suppose you would think the same about the coast, wouldn’t you？”

“Oh, but Father used to live in Norfolk,”Gretchen said.“Didn’t you, Father？”

“I lived there for nearly three years.”

There was something else he would say, and both of us waited for him to continue.

“Father is a master mechanic,”Gretchen whispered to me,“He works in the railroad shops.”

“Yes,”he said after a while.“I’ve lived in many places, but here is where I wish to stay.”

My first thought was to ask him why he preferred the mountains to other sections, but suddenly I was aware that both he and Gretchen were strangely silent. Between them, I sat wondering about it.

After a while he spoke again, not to me and not to Gretchen, but as though he were speaking to someone else on the porch, a fourth person whom I had failed to see in the darkness. I waited, tense and excited, for him to continue.

Gretchen moved her chair a few inches closer to mine, her motions gentle and without sound. The warmth of the river came up and covered us like a blanket on a chill night.

“After Gretchen and the other two girls lost their mother,”he said, almost inaudibly, bending forward over his knees and gazing out across the broad green river,“after we lost their mother, I came back to the mountains to live. I couldn’t stay in Norfolk, and I couldn’t stand it in Baltimore. This was the only place on earth where I could find peace. Gretchen remembers her mother, but neither of you can yet understand how it is with me. Her mother and I were born here in the mountains, and we lived here together for almost twenty years. Then after she left us, I moved away, foolishly believing that I could forget. But I was wrong. Of course I was wrong. A man can’t forget the mother of his children, even though he knows he will never see her again.”



Gretchen leaned closer to me, and I could not keep my eyes from her darkly framed profile beside me. The river below us made no sound, but the warmth of its vapor would not let me forget that it was still there.

Her father had bent farther forward in his chair until his arms were resting on his knees, and he seemed to be trying to see someone on the other side of the river, high on the mountain top above it. His eyes strained, and the shaft of light that came through the open doorway fell upon them and glistened there. Tears fell from his face like fragments of stars, burning into his quivering hands until they were out of sight.

Presently, still in silence, he got up and moved through the doorway. His huge shadow fell upon Gretchen and me as he stood there momentarily before going inside. I turned and looked toward him but, even though he was passing from sight, I could not keep my eyes upon him.

Gretchen leaned closer against me, squeezing her fingers into the hollow of my hand and touching my shoulder with her cheeks as though she were trying to wipe something from them. Her father’s footsteps grew fainter, and at last we could no longer hear him.

Somewhere below us, along the bank of the river, an express train crashed down the valley, creaking and screaming through the night. Occasionally its lights flashed through the openings in the darkness, dancing on the broad green river like polar lights in the north, and the metallic echo of its steel rumbled against the high walls of the mountains. Gretchen clasped her hands tightly over my hand, trembling to her finger tips.

“Richard, why did you come to see me?”

Her voice was mingled with the screaming metallic echo of the train that now seemed far off.

I had expected to find her looking up into my face, but when I turned to her, I saw that she was gazing far down into the valley, down into the warm waters of the river. She knew why I had come, but she did not wish to hear me say why I had.

I did not know why I had come to see her, now. I had liked Gretchen, and I had desired her above anyone else I knew. But I could not tell her that I loved her, after having heard her father speak of love. I was sorry I had come, now after having heard him speak of Gretchen’s mother as he did. I knew Gretchen would give herself to me, because she loved me; but I had nothing to give her in return. She was beautiful, very beautiful, and I had desired her. That was before. Now, I knew that I could never again think of her as I had come prepared.

“Why did you come, Richard?”

“Why?”

“Yes, Richard, why?”

My eyes closed, and what I felt was the memory of the starpointed lights twinkling down in the valley and the warmth of the river flowing below and the caress of her fingers as she touched my arm.

“Richard, please tell me why you came.”

“I don’t know why I came, Gretchen.”

“If you only loved me as I love you, Richard, you would know why.”

Her fingers trembled in my hand. I knew she loved me. There had been no doubt in my mind from the first. Gretchen loved me.

“Perhaps I should not have come,”I said.“I made a mistake, Gretchen. I should have stayed away.”

“But you will be here only for tonight, Richard. You are leaving early in the morning. You aren’t sorry that you came, for just this short time, are you, Richard?”

“I’m not sorry that I am here, Gretchen, but I should not have come. I didn’t know what I was doing. I haven’t any right to come here. People who love each other are the only ones—”

“But you do love me just a little, don’t you, Richard?You couldn’t possibly love me nearly so much as I love you, but can’t you tell me that you do love me just a little?I’ll feel much happier after you have gone, Richard.”

“I don’t know.”I said, trembling.

“Richard, please—”

With her hands in mine I held her tightly. Suddenly I felt something coming over me, a thing that stabbed my body with its quickness. It was as if the words her father had uttered were becoming clear to me. I had not realized before that there was such a love as he had spoken of. I had believed that men never loved women in the same way that a woman loved a man, but now I knew there could be no difference.

We sat silently, holding each other’s hands for a long time. It was long past midnight, because the lights in the valley below were being turned out; but time did not matter.

Gretchen clung softly to me, looking up into my face and laying her cheek against my shoulder. She was as much mine as a woman ever belongs to a man, but I knew then that I could never force myself to take advantage of her love, and to go away knowing that I had not loved her as she loved me. I had not believed any such thing when I came. I had traveled all that distance to hold her in my arms for a few hours, and then to forget her, perhaps forever.

When it was time for us to go into the house, I got up and put my arms around her. She trembled when I touched her, but she clung to me as tightly as I held her, and the hammering of her heart drove into me, stroke after stroke, like an expanding wedge, the spears of her breasts.

“Richard, kiss me before you go,”she said.

She ran to the door, holding it open for me. She picked up the lamp from the table and walked ahead up the stairs to the floor above.

At my door she waited until I could light her lamp, and then she handed me mine.

“Good night, Gretchen.”I said.

“Good night, Richard.”

I turned down the wick of her lamp to keep it from smoking, and then she went across the hall toward her room.

“I’ll call you in the morning in time for you to catch your train, Richard.”

“All right. Gretchen. Don’t let me oversleep, because it leaves the station at seven-thirty.”

“I’ll wake you in plenty of time, Richard.”she said.

The door was closed after her, and I turned and went into my room. I shut the door and slowly began to undress. After I had blown out the lamp and had got into bed, lay tensely awake I knew I could never go to sleep, and I sat up in bed and smoked cigarette after cigarette, blowing the smoke through the screen of the window. The house was quiet. Occasionally, I thought I heard the sounds of muffled movements in Gretchen’s room across the hall, but I was not certain.

I could not determine how long a time I had sat there on the edge of the bed, stiff and erect, thinking of Gretchen, when suddenly I found myself jumping to my feet. I opened the door and ran across the hall. Gretchen's door was closed, but I knew it would not be locked, and I turned the knob noiselessly. A slender shaft of light broke through the opening I had made. It was not necessary to open the door wider, because I saw Gretchen only a few steps away, almost within arm’s reach of me. I closed my eyes lightly for a moment, thinking of her as I had all during the day’s ride up from the coast.

Gretchen had not heard me open the door, and she did not know I was there. Her lamp was burning brightly on the table.

I had not expected to find her awake, and I had thought surely she would be in bed. She knelt on the rug beside her bed, her head bowed over her arms and her body shaken with sobs.

Gretchen’s hair was lying over her shoulders, tied over the top of her head with a pale blue ribbon. Her nightgown was white silk, hemmed with a delicate lace, and around her neck the collar of lace was thrown open.

I knew how beautiful she was when I saw her then, even though I had always thought her lovely. I had never seen a girl so beautiful as Gretchen.

She had not heard me at her door, and she still did not know I was there. She knelt beside her bed, her hands clenched before her, crying.

When I had first opened the door, I did not know what I was about to do, but now that I had seen her in her room, kneeling in prayer beside her bed, unaware that I was looking upon her and hearing her words and sobs, I was certain that I could never care for anyone else as I did for her. I had not known until then, but in the revelation of a few seconds I knew that I did love her.

I closed the door softly and went back to my room. There I found a chair and placed it beside the window to wait for the coming of day. At the window I sat and looked down into the bottom of the valley where the warm river lay. As my eyes grew more accustomed to the darkness, I felt as if I were coming closer and closer to it, so close that I might have reached out and touched the warm water with my hands.

Later in the night, towards morning, I thought I heard someone in Gretchen’s room moving softly over the floor as one who would go from window to window. Once I was certain I heard someone in the hall, close to my door.

When the sun rose over the top of the mountain, I got up and dressed. Later, I heard Gretchen leave her room and go downstairs. I knew she was hurrying to prepare breakfast for me before I left to get on the train. I waited a while, and after a quarter of an hour I heard her coming back up the stairs. She knocked softly on my door, calling my name several times.

I jerked open the door and faced her. She was so surprised at seeing me there, when she had expected to find me still asleep, that she could not say anything for a moment.

“Gretchen,”I said, grasping her hands,“don’t hurry to get me off—I’m not going back this morning—I don’t know what was the matter with me last night—I know now that I love you—”

“But, Richard—last night you said—”

“I did say last night that I was going back early this morning, Gretchen, but I didn’t know what I was talking about. I’m not going back now until you go with me. I’ll tell you what I mean as soon as breakfast is over. But first of all I wish you would show me how to get down to the river. I have got to go down there right away and feel the water with my hands.”
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红玫瑰的考验 Appointment with Love

S.L.基舍/S.L.Kishor

在纽约地铁中心总站，咨询处上方的时钟指向了5点54分。年轻高大的陆军中尉抬起他那被太阳晒得黝黑的脸庞，眯着眼睛看着上面的时间。内心的激动令他心跳不已，6分钟后，他就要见到那个女人了——在过去的13个月里那个一直在他的心中占据着特殊位置的女人。虽然他们素未谋面，但她的信却一直是他的精神支柱。

布兰福德中尉还记得那天，那是战斗中最艰苦的时刻，他的飞机被敌机重重包围。他曾在一封信里对她坦言，他常会感到畏惧。就在战斗打响的前几天，他收到了她的回信：“你当然会畏惧，勇士们都会那样，下次在你不自信时，我希望你能听到我为你朗诵的声音，‘啊，是的，尽管我要走过死亡之谷，但我将勇往直前，因为你与我同在。’……”他记得，正是那封信使他重新鼓起了战斗的勇气。

此时，他就要听到她真实的声音了，还有4分钟就6点了。

一个女孩走近他，布兰福德中尉一惊。她戴着一朵花，但不是他们约好的那种小红玫瑰。这女孩只有18岁左右，而霍丽丝·梅内尔告诉过他，她已30岁。“有什么关系呢？”他还曾在信中说，“我32岁。”其实他只有29岁。

他又想到了在训练营时看过的一本书——《人性的枷锁》，书里写满了一个女人的批注。他难以相信，一个女人竟能如此透彻地读懂男人的心。书签上有她的名字：霍丽丝·梅内尔。于是他找来一本纽约市的电话簿，查到了她的地址，写信给她，并收到了她的回信。因为执行任务，第二天他就坐船离开了，但他们仍然保持通信。

13个月里，她始终诚挚地给他回信，通常是他的信还未到，她的信就来了。因而，他深信，他们彼此深爱着。

然而，她拒绝送他照片，并解释说：“如果你真心对我，我的外表并不重要。如果我长得很漂亮，我会认为，你爱的是我的外貌，那样会令我很反感。如果我长相平凡（你必须承认这个更有可能），我就会担心，你和我通信，是因为内心孤独，无人倾诉。别向我要照片。你来纽约时就可以看到我了，那时，你便可以做出自己的决定。”



还有1分钟就6点了……布兰福德猛抽了一口烟，心跳更加快了。

一位年轻的女士向他走来，她身段高挑，金黄的卷发拢在小巧的耳后，双唇红润，下巴精致，眼睛深蓝动人。一身淡绿的西装，浑身散发着青春的活力。

他开始向她走去，根本没注意她是否戴着玫瑰花，他走近她，看到她嘴角浮起动人的微笑。

“你挡住我了，士兵。”她轻轻地说。他又向她走近一步，接着，他看到了霍丽丝·梅内尔。

霍丽丝·梅内尔就站在这姑娘的身后，一个40多岁的女人，一头灰白的头发塞在破旧的帽子下面，很胖，粗壮的双脚穿着一双低跟鞋。

可在她那皱巴巴的外衣上别着一朵红玫瑰。

绿衣女孩匆匆离去。

布兰福德心碎了，他多想跟着那女孩啊，然而他又真切地渴望见这个女人，是她的精神一直陪伴他，激励他；而此时她就站在那儿，苍白丰满的面庞，温柔而理性；灰色的眼睛里闪着温和的光芒。

布兰福德没有犹豫，他紧抓着那本破旧的《人性的枷锁》，它是他向她证明身份的依据。尽管这不会是爱情，但会是一种珍贵的东西，是他曾经拥有并将会永远感激的友情……

布兰福德摆正双肩，敬了个礼，然后把书递给那个女人，尽管他的失望之情似乎已经溢于言表，但他仍彬彬有礼地说道：“我是约翰·布兰福德，您——您是梅内尔女士吧，我可以——可以请您吃饭吗？”

女人微笑着。“孩子，我不明白这是怎么回事，”她说道，“那位穿绿衣服的年轻小姐请求我戴上这朵玫瑰花，她说如果你请我一块儿出去，就告诉你，她在街对面的餐厅等你。她说这是一种考验。”



Six minutes to six, said the clock over the information booth in New York’s Grand Central Station. The tall, young Army lieutenant lifted his sunburned face and narrowed his eyes to note the exact time. His heart was pounding with a beat. In six minutes he would see the woman who had filled such a special place in his life for the past 13 months, the woman he had never seen, yet whose written words had sustained him unfailingly.

Lieutenant Blandford remembered one day in particular, during the worst of the fighting, when his plane had been caught in the midst of a pack of enemy planes. In one of his letters he had confessed to her that be often felt fear, and only a few days before this battle he had received her answer:“Of course you fear...all brave men do. Next time you doubt yourself, I want you to hear my voice reciting to you:‘Yeah, though I walk through the Valley of the Shadow of Death, I shall fear no evil: for thou art with me.’...”He had remembered, and it had renewed his strength.

Now he was going to hear her real voice. Four minutes to six.

A girl passed close to him, and Lieutenant Blandford started. She was wearing a flower, but it was not the little red rose they had agreed upon. Besides, this girl was only about 18, and Hollis Meynell had told him she was 30.“What of it?”he had answered.“I’m 32.”He was 29.

His mind went back to that book he had read in the training camp. Of Human Bondage it was; and throughout the book were notes in a woman’s handwriting. He had never believed that a woman could see into a man’s heart so tenderly, so understandingly. Her name was on the book plate: Hollis Meynell. He had got hold of a New York City telephone book and found her address. He had written, she had answered. Next day he had been shipped out, but they had gone on writing.

For 13 months she had faithfully replied. When his letters did not arrive, she wrote anyway, and now he believed that he loved her and that she loved him.

But she had refused all his pleas to send him her photograph. She had explained:“If your feeling for me has any reality, what I look like won’t matter. Suppose I'm beautiful. I’d always be haunted by the feeling that you had been taking a chance on just that, and that kind of love would disgust me. Suppose I’m plain (and you must admit that this is more likely), then I’d always fear that you were only going on writing because you were lonely and had no one else. No, don’t ask for my picture. When you come to New York, you shall see me and then you shall make your decision.”

One minute to six...he pulled hard on a cigarette. Then Lieutenant Blandford’s heart leaped.

A young woman was coming toward him. Her figure was long and slim, her blond hair lay back in curls over her delicate ears. Her eyes were as blue as flowers, her lips and chin had a gentle firmness. In her pale-green suit, she was like springtime come alive.

He started toward her, forgetting to notice that she was wearing no rose, and as he moved, a small, provocative smile curved her lips.

“Going my way, soldier?”she murmured. He made one step closer to her. Then he saw Hollis Meynell.

She was standing almost directly behind the girl, a woman well past 40, her graying hair tucked under a worn hat. She was more than plump; her thick-ankled feet were thrust into lowheeled shoes.

But she wore a red rose on her rumpled coat.

The girl in the green suit was walking quickly.

Blandford felt as though he were being split into two, so keen was his desire to follow the girl, yet so deep was his longing for the woman whose spirit had truly companioned and upheld his own; and there she stood. He could see her pale, plump face was gentle and sensible; her gray eyes had a warm twinkle.

Lieutenant Blandford did not hesitate. His fingers gripped the worn copy Of Human Bondage which was to identify him to her. This would not be love, but it would be something precious, a friendship for which he had been and must ever be grateful...

He squared his shoulders, saluted, and held the book out toward the woman, although even while he spoke he felt the bitterness of his disappointment.“I’m John Blandford, and you—you are Miss Meynell. May—may I take you to dinner?”

The woman smiled.“I don’t know what this is all about, son,”she answered,“That young lady in the green suit, she begged me to wear this rose on my coat. And she said that if you asked me to go out with you, I should tell you she’s waiting for you in that restaurant across the street. She said it was some kind of a test.”
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不合身的婚纱带来的称心爱人 The Blessed Dress

桑迪·威廉姆斯·德里弗/Sandy Williams Driver

我在圣诞节得到了一枚订婚戒指。我和男友相恋快一年了，我们都感觉，到了该用圣洁的结婚仪式把我们融入对方生活的时候了。

整个1月份，我们都为6月份将在阿拉巴马举行的那场完美的婚礼而忙碌。我和妈妈、两个姐妹都去了亨茨维尔镇，挑选在我一生中最特殊的时刻里扮演主角的婚纱。这个小镇离家最近，而且有许多婚礼用品店。

我们说笑着共度了上午的美好时光。但到了下午，情况开始变得不妙了：我们仍没买到满意的婚纱。姐妹们都准备放弃了，打算第二天去别的镇上看看，但我还是强拽着她们去了另一家精品店。

步入这个花香弥漫的精致小店，我感觉很惬意。一个中年店员给我看了许多适合我的身材并且价位适中的漂亮婚纱，但没有一件我中意的。当我打开门准备离开时，绝望的店主告诉我们，里面还有一件价格不菲的婚纱，虽然尺码不是我要的，但是我也许可以看一看。当她把婚纱拿出来时，我惊喜地叫起来。

就要这件！

我冲进试衣间，很快穿上它。虽然它比合适我的尺码至少大了两码，并且比我预想的要贵很多，但我还是说服妈妈买下了它。这家店很小，不提供改衣服务，但是，内心的兴奋让我觉得能在我家的小镇把它改小。

仅有激动是不行的。星期一早晨，裁缝店告诉我，婚纱不能改，因为上面有很多手工缝上去的珠子和小亮片。当时，我都要崩溃了。我打电话给那个小商店征求建议，可是电话那头传来的却只有录音机的声音。

朋友给了我一位女士的电话，她是在家做改衣活儿的，就住在镇郊。绝望中的我什么都想尝试一下，所以我决定打电话给她。

我在镇郊一座简朴的白房子里找到了她，她认真地打量了一下婚纱，叫我穿上。然后把别针别在婚纱的肩部和两侧，让我两天后来取。这正是我希望听到的答案。



到了该取婚纱的时候，我却疑虑重重。我怎么会这么蠢，把价值1200美元的婚纱放在一个我几乎不认识的人手里？如果她把婚纱改得一塌糊涂该怎么办？我甚至不知道她会不会缝扣子呢！

谢天谢地，我的担心只是杞人忧天。婚纱看起来几乎和原先一样，只是现在很合身了，就像为我量身定做的一样。这位女士也很高兴，我谢过她，给了她适当的小费。

一波才平，一波又起。情人节那天，我的未婚夫给我打来电话。

“桑迪，我暂时不打算结婚了，”他生硬地说，“在安定下来之前，我想去旅行几年，体验一下生活。”

他为取消了所有的结婚计划而向我道歉，然后很快就离开了。我的世界顿时天翻地覆，我很愤怒，也很伤心，不知道怎么走出这些阴影。但随着时间的沉淀，日复一日，月复一月，我终于挺过来了。

就是那年秋季的一天，当我在超市里排队时，听到有人叫我的名字。我转过身，看到了那位给我改过婚纱的女士。她很有礼貌地问起我的婚礼，得知婚礼取消时，她很震惊，而后她说，或许这是件好事。

我再次谢谢她把我的婚纱改得那么合身，然后对她说，我已经把它收起来了，等有朝一日能穿上，和真正的白马王子携手步入教堂。她的眼睛开始放光，向我说起她单身的儿子蒂姆。尽管我对约会一点兴趣都没有，还是被她说动，去见了蒂姆。

我终于在夏天举行了婚礼——就在一年后的夏天。我确实穿上了梦想中的婚纱——站在蒂姆旁边，跟他度过了18年的生活。多亏了那件神奇的婚纱，让我们相遇。

I got an engagement ring for Christmas. My boyfriend and I had been dating for almost a year and both felt the time was right to join our lives together in holy matrimony.

The month of January was spent planning our perfect Alabama June wedding. My mother, two sisters and I went to Huntsville, the closest town with a selection of bridal shops, to buy the gown that would play the leading role on my special occasion.

We had a wonderful time just being together and sharing silly jokes, but the day soon turned serious by afternoon: still no sign of the dress of my dreams. Both sisters were ready to give up and try another day in another town, but I coerced them into one more boutique.

I had a good feeling as we entered the quaint little shop filled with the scent of fresh flowers. The elderly clerk showed us several beautiful gowns in my size and price range, but none were right. As I opened the door to leave, the desperate shop owner announced she had one more dress in the back that was expensive and not even my size, but perhaps I might want to look at it anyway. When she brought it out, I squealed in delight.

This was it!

I rushed to the dressing room and slipped it on. Even though it was at least two sizes larger and more costly than I had anticipated, I talked mom into buying it. The shop was so small it didn't offer alterations, but my excitement assured me I would be able to get it resized in my hometown.

Excitement wasn’t enough. On Monday morning, my world crumbled—when the local sewing shop informed me the dress simply could not be altered because of numerous hand-sewn pearls and sequins on the bodice. I called the boutique for suggestions but only got their answering machine.

A friend gave me the number of a lady across town who worked at home doing alterations. I was desperate and willing to try anything, so I decided to give her a call.

When I arrived at her modest white house on the outskirts of town, she carefully inspected my dress and asked me to try it on. She put a handful of pins into the shoulders and sides of my gown and told me to pick it up in two days. She was the answer to my prayers.



When the time came to pick it up, however, I grew skeptical. How could I have been so foolish as to just leave a $1200 wedding dress in the hands of someone I barely knew?What if she made a mess out of it?I had no idea if she could even sew on a button.

Thank goodness my fears were all for naught. The dress still looked exactly the same, but it now fit as if it had been made especially for me. I thanked the cheerful lady and paid her modest fee.

One small problem solved just in time for a bigger one to emerge. On Valentine’s Day, my fiance called.

“Sandy, I’ve come to the decision that I’m not ready to get married,”he announced, none too gently,“I want to travel and experience life for a few years before settling down.”

He apologized for the inconvenience of leaving all the wedding cancellations to me and then quickly left town. My world turned upside down. I was angry and heartbroken and had no idea how to recover. But days flew into weeks and weeks blended into months. I survived.

One day in the fall of the same year, while standing in line at the supermarket, I heard someone calling my name. I turned around to see the alterations lady. She politely inquired about my wedding, and was shocked to discover it had been called off, but agreed it was probably for the best.

I thanked her again for adjusting my wedding gown, and assured her it was safely bagged and awaiting the day I would wear it down the aisle on the arm of my real“Mister Right”.With a sparkle in her eye, she began telling me about her single son, Tim. Even though I wasn’t interested in dating again, I let her talk me into meeting him.

I did have my summer wedding after all, only a year later. And I did get to wear the dress of my dreams—standing beside Tim, the man I have shared the last eighteen years of my life with, whom I would never have met without that special wedding gown.
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真正的浪漫 Test of True Love

佚名/Anonymous

我的丈夫是一名工程师。自我们相识后，他一直是我能够依靠的人。他做事脚踏实地，无论发生什么事，他都会一如既往地做好自己的本职工作。

经过三年恋爱和两年的婚姻生活之后，我开始对他感到厌倦。他是我见过的最不浪漫的人，从不送花给我，也从不给我惊喜，我们的婚姻生活平淡无味。

一段时间后，我终于鼓起勇气向他提出分手。他只是沉默地坐在那里。我的心凉透了，我嫁了一个怎样的人啊，他甚至不会说些话来挽留我！过了一会儿，他说：“我该怎么做才能让你改变主意呢？”

“如果我想要长在悬崖峭壁上的一枝花，你也知道去采那花必死无疑，你会去给我采吗？若你能给我一个满意的答复，我就留下来。”我冷冷地说。

他满脸忧愁，说道：“我能明早答复你吗？”听到这话，我的心更往下沉了。与这样一个不果断的人生活在一起不可能有幸福，对此，我很清楚。

第二天早上，我醒来时，他已经不在了。客厅里，一杯热牛奶下压着一张字条。看着看着，我的视线模糊了。

“亲爱的，我现在回答你。如果采那朵花一定会死的话，我决不会去采。”

“但在你离开之前，我希望你能给我一个机会听我解释。”

“你整天坐在电脑前打字，但最后总会大哭起来，因为格式常常乱七八糟。我需要用我的手指为你调整格式，让你破涕而笑。”

“你喜欢旅游，但经常迷路。我需要用我的眼睛带你去世界上最美的地方。你每次出门都会忘带钥匙，我需要用我的腿跑回家为你开门。”

“你总是不知道照顾自己。当你变老时，我需要用我的双手来为你拔掉你讨厌的白发，为你修剪指甲，喂你吃饭。”

“你看，这就是我为什么不会为你采花的理由。我要全身心地去照顾你，直到找到一个比我更爱你的人。”



“如果你接受我的理由，那么，请开门吧。我买了你最爱吃的松饼等着你。”

我泪流满面，打开了门。他站在那儿，脸上显出焦急的神色。他仍旧没说什么，只是站着，并晃了晃手中的那包松饼。

那时，我就知道我再也找不到比他更爱我的人了。

也许，对方爱你的方式不是你所期望的那样，但这并不意味着他不是全身心地爱你。

My husband is an engineer. Since the day we met, he has always been the rock in my life. I knew he had his feet firmly planted on the ground, and it seemed that no matter what else went crazy, he would be the one constant.

Three years of romance and two years of marriage later, I got tired of him. He is the most unromantic man I know. He never bought me flowers, he never surprised me, and nothing had changed in our marriage.

After some time, I finally found the courage to tell him that I wanted out. He just sat there, speechless. My heart froze: what kind of man was I married to who didn’t even know what to say to make me stay?After a while, he spoke.“What can I do to change your mind?”

“I will stay if you can give me a good answer to this question,”I replied coldly,“if I asked for a flower that grew on a cliff, and you knew that getting it for me meant certain death, would you still get it for me?”

His face grew troubled.“Can I give you the answer tomorrow morning?”With that, my heart sank. I knew that I could never be happy with a man who couldn't even give me an answer straight away.

The next morning, when I woke up, he was missing. In the living room, under a warm glass of milk, was a note. My eyes grew misty as I read it.

“Dear, I have my answer. I will never pick the flower for you if it meant certain death.”

“But before you leave, I hope you will give me a chance to give you my reasons.”

“You always sit in front of the computer and type the whole day. But you always end up in tears because your format goes all over the place. I need my fingers to do the formatting for you, so that your tears will become smiles.”

“You like to travel but always get lost. I need my eyes to take you to the nicest places on earth. Every time you leave the house, you forget your keys. I need my legs to run home and open the door for you.”

“You never know how to take care of yourself. I need my hands to help you get rid of the pesky white hair you hate so much when you grow old, to trim your nails and to feed you.”

“So you see, that’s why I cannot pick the flower for you. Until I find someone who loves you more than I do, I will need my body to take care of you.”

“If you accept my reasons, then open the door and I will be waiting with your favorite muffin.”

With tears streaming from my eyes, I opened the door. And there he was, with an extremely worried look on his face. He still had nothing to say; he just stood there, waving the packet he had in his hand in front of me.

I knew then that I would never find another man who will love me as much as my husband does.

Just because someone does not love you the way you want him to, it doesn’t mean that he does not love you with all he has.
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爱的牺牲 A Service of Love

欧·亨利/O.Henry



当一个人爱着他的艺术时，就没有什么牺牲是不可以忍受的。

这是我们的前提条件。下面这个故事将由此衍生出结论，但同时也证明了这个前提条件是不正确的。这在逻辑学上算得上是新鲜事，但从讲故事的技巧而言，它却比中国的长城还要古老。

乔·拉若比来自中西部毛栎丛生的洼地，天生有着画家的气质。他六岁时，曾画过一幅镇上抽水泵的风景画，抽水泵旁还有一位镇里颇具名望的人物匆匆走过。后来，这幅画被镶上镜框，挂在一家杂货铺的橱窗里，与旁边一个颗粒参差不齐的玉米棒并排陈列着。二十岁那年，他胸前飘着领带，带着一个干瘪的钱包，离开家乡只身来到纽约。

德丽雅·卡鲁塞斯生长在南方一个长满松树的小村子里。她的六弦琴弹得非常出色，亲戚们都认为她将来肯定会有所成就，于是凑了一小笔钱，塞在她棕榈叶编的帽子里让她去北方深造。但他们没有看到她学有所成——而这正是我们下面要讲的故事。

乔和德丽雅是在一个工作室里认识的。那里经常聚集着一些研究美术和音乐的学生，他们讨论绘画、音乐、瓦格纳、伦勃朗、瓦尔德托费尔、肖邦等人的作品，还有什么明暗对比、壁纸和乌龙茶之类的话题。

乔和德丽雅，也许是其中一个爱上了另一个，也许是彼此都爱上了对方。不管你怎么想，反正他们是一见钟情，很快就结了婚。因为（从上面可以知道），当一个人爱着他的艺术时，就没有什么牺牲是不可以忍受的。

拉若比夫妇住进公寓，开始了他们的家庭生活。那是一套冷清的公寓房，就好像钢琴键盘左下方上端的A半高音琴键。但他们感到幸福，因为除了艺术，他们还拥有彼此。因此，我想向那些有钱的年轻人提出建议——卖掉你所拥有的一切，施舍给那些穷苦的守门人，这样你就可以带着你的艺术和你的德丽雅优先住进公寓了。

寓所的人都会赞同我的看法：只有他们才拥有真正的幸福。一个幸福的家庭，房子小点也不会觉得拥挤——就让梳妆台放倒成为台球桌；把壁炉架拆下来当练习划船用的器械；写字台可以改做床铺，洗脸架也能当作竖琴。即使四面墙壁一起挤压过来，如果它们可以的话，中间也恰好是你和你的德丽雅。但家庭生活要是另一种形式的话，不管房间有多宽敞——你从金门进去，在哈特拉斯挂上帽子，在合恩角挂上披肩，然后从拉布拉多出去，也没什么意思。

乔在大师玛其斯脱班上学画——你应该知道他的大名。他收费很高，课程却很轻松——这带给他很高的声望。德丽雅则拜在罗森斯托克门下——你也应该听说过，因为他的拿手本领就是和钢琴键盘过不去。

只要钱不短缺，他们就很幸福，每个人都一样。我这样说并不是愤世嫉俗。他们的目标非常明确：乔希望能迅速提高技巧，早日有作品问世，能吸引那些长着稀稀拉拉的连鬓胡子、腰包鼓鼓的老先生们竞相涌进他的画室购买他的作品。德丽雅呢，则要熟悉熟悉乐曲，并学会摆摆架子，如果知道剧场前排和包厢座位没卖出去的话，她就以喉咙痛为借口拒绝登台演出，而到专用餐厅里大嚼龙虾去了。

不过在我看来，最好的，还是小公寓里的家庭生活：学习一天归来后的那些情意绵绵的话语；舒适的晚餐和新鲜、清淡的早餐；交流时，对彼此共同理想和抱负的相互切磋与激励——要不然，就没什么意义了。还有——坦白说——就是晚上11点享用的那一顿牛肉奶酪三明治的美味夜宵。

但是不久，艺术之花就开始凋零，有时，事情就是这样，即使没人去摇动它。他们的日子就像俗语说的那样，只出不进，坐吃山空。要交给玛其斯脱和罗森斯托克两位先生的学费已经不够了。当一个人爱着他的艺术时，就没有什么牺牲是不可以忍受的。因此，德丽雅说，她必须去教几节音乐课来维持生活的日常开销。

接下来的两三天，她都出去招募学生了。一天晚上，她回到家，脸上有几分喜气。

“乔，亲爱的，”她兴高采烈地说，“我找到学生了，嗯，那可是个好人家。一位将军——第七十一大街阿·彼·品克尼将军家的千金。那是一幢多么有气势的房子啊，乔！你应该去看看那座房子的大门，我想你肯定会说那是拜占庭风格。那里面多气派！噢，乔，我从未见过那样的房子！”

“他的女儿——克莱门蒂娜就是我的学生，我已经深深地爱上她了。她是个纤弱的小孩子——总是一身洁白，举止温柔而天真！她才十八岁。每个星期我给她上三次课。嗯，想想看，乔，每次五块。我不在乎钱多钱少，等我有了两三个或者更多的学生，我就可以继续我的学业了。好啦，亲爱的，别皱着眉头啦！让我们吃顿好点的晚餐吧！”

“你的运气不差，德丽，”乔说着，拿起切肉刀和小斧子打开一听豌豆罐头，“但我呢，你认为我会让你为了钱四处奔走，我却在高雅的殿堂里和艺术不真实地恋爱吗？我要在本维纽托·切里尼的骸骨面前发誓，我决不那样做！我想我去卖报纸，或者修马路什么的，挣一两美元还是可以的。”

德丽雅走过来，搂住了他的脖子。

“乔，亲爱的，你真傻。你必须继续你的学业。我又不是放弃音乐而去做其他的事情。我教的时候也是在学啊，我决不会放弃音乐的！只要一星期有十五美元，我们就可以过得像百万富翁一样快乐。你可千万别想着离开玛其斯脱先生。”

“好吧！”乔说着，伸手去拿那只蓝色的贝壳形菜碟，“但一想到你要去给别人上课，我的心里就不好受，因为那不是艺术。但你对我真的是太好了！”

“当一个人爱着他的艺术时，就没有什么牺牲是不可以忍受的。”德丽雅说。

“玛其斯脱表扬了那张素描画上的天空，那是我在公园画的，”乔说，“丁克尔也答应在他的橱窗里挂上两幅我的画。要是刚好有个有钱的傻瓜看上的话，我也许能卖出一张呢！”

“我相信你会的，”德丽雅甜蜜地说，“那现在，让我们感谢品克尼将军和这份刚烤的乳牛肉吧！”



当一个人爱着他的艺术时，就没有什么牺牲是不可以忍受的。

自此以后的一个星期，拉若比夫妇每天都早早地吃完早餐。乔总是激情满怀地赶到中央公园，去晨光中画几张素描。德丽雅照料他吃完早饭，七点，他们相互拥抱、激励、吻别。艺术真像是个情意绵绵的爱人。乔每天回家时，通常都已经是晚上七点了。

周末到了，自豪而略显疲惫的德丽雅，骄傲地把三张五块钱的钞票扔在了10英尺长、8英尺宽的小公寓中央的那张10英寸长、8英寸宽的桌子上。

“有时，”她显得有点疲倦，说道，“克莱门蒂娜让我很累。我担心她练得不够多，所以不得不重复告诉她很多遍。还有，她总是一成不变地一身白衣服，让人觉得很单调。但品克尼将军是个极可爱的老头！我希望你认识他，乔，我和克莱门蒂娜弹钢琴时，他偶尔过来一下——你知道的，他单身——他就站在那里捋着他的白色山羊胡子。‘十六分音符和三十二分音符进展如何？’他老是这样问。”

“要是你能去看看那客厅里的护墙板就好了，乔。还有那些阿斯特拉罕的皮门帘！克莱门蒂娜有个咳嗽的毛病，但愿她比看起来要健康些。哦，我真被她迷住了。她真优雅，又高贵！品克尼将军的兄弟还曾经做过驻玻利维亚的公使呢！”

这时，乔摆出一副基督山伯爵的架势，掏出一张十元、一张五元、一张两元和一张一元的钞票——都是法定的纸币——把它们放在了德丽雅挣来的钱旁边。

“那幅方尖石塔的水彩画被一个皮奥里亚人买走了。”他以优胜者的姿态告诉德丽雅。

“别和我开玩笑了，”德丽雅说，“一定不是来自皮奥里亚的！”

“绝对是！真希望你见过他，德丽。那是个系着羊毛围巾、叼着根羽毛管牙签的胖家伙。我的那幅画挂在丁克尔的橱窗里，他起初还以为画的是风车呢！他看起来很气派，不管怎样，他都买下了。他还订了另一幅——拉卡瓦那货运车站的油画——打算带回去。音乐课！嘿，我想，这里边仍然蕴含着艺术！”

“你能坚持下来，我真高兴。”德丽雅衷心地说，“你一定会成功的，亲爱的。三十三块！我们从未有过这么多钱啊！今晚，我们吃牡蛎吧！”

“再来份菲力牛排和香菇，”乔说，“吃肉片的叉子在哪儿呢？”

接下来的那个星期六晚上，乔先回家。他把他的十八块钱摊开放在客厅的桌子上，随后洗去手上那看起来像是大片黑色油漆的污垢。

半个小时后，德丽雅也回来了，她的右手胡乱地包着纱布和绷带。

“怎么啦？”习惯性地招呼后，乔问道。德丽雅笑了笑，看起来不是很高兴。

“克莱门蒂娜，”她解释道，“课后她非得吃威尔士干酪面包不可。她就是这么古怪的一个小姑娘，非要在下午五点吃威尔士干酪面包。当时将军也在。你真该看看她是怎么跑去拿煎锅的，乔，就好像家里没有佣人似的。我知道克莱门蒂娜身体不好，她特别紧张。倒奶酪时，她泼出了很多，滚烫的奶酪泼到我的手腕上。我快疼死了，乔！那可爱的姑娘难过得要命！品克尼将军，乔，那老头都快急疯了。他冲下楼叫人——据说是个锅炉工，或者是在地下室里干活的什么人——去药房买了一些油膏和一些包扎用品。不过，现在倒不怎么疼了。”

“这是什么？”乔小心地托起那只手，抽出几根露在绷带外的白线。

“是软纱之类的东西，”德丽雅说，“上面涂了油膏。喔，乔，你又卖了一幅素描吗？”她看到了桌上的钱。

“我吗？”乔说，“得问问从皮奥里亚来的那个人了。今天他取走了那幅画。还有，尽管不确定，但他还想要一幅公园的风景画和一幅哈得孙河的风光画。德丽，今天下午你是什么时候把手烫伤的？”

“五点吧，我想，”德丽雅伤感地说，“那熨斗——我是说那奶酪恰好那时候从烤炉上掉下来。你真该看到品克尼将军，乔，当时——”

“到这里坐一会儿，德丽。”乔说。他把她拉到沙发上，自己坐在她的身旁，然后用胳膊拥住她的肩。

“这两个星期你到底在做什么，德丽？”他问道。

她勇敢地盯了他一两分钟，眼神里满是爱意和倔强，随后低声嘟哝了一两句有关品克尼将军的话，但最后还是低下头，含泪吐出了实情。

“我找不到一个学生，”她承认道，“可我又不能眼看着你放弃学业，所以就在二十四街的一家大洗衣店里找了一个烫衣服的活儿。我以为我那个关于品克尼将军和克莱门蒂娜的故事已经编得挺好了。不是吗，乔？今天下午，店里的一个姑娘无意中把热熨斗放到我的手上，我只好在回家的路上编了那个有关奶酪的故事。你没有生气对不对，乔？要是我不出去做事，你也许就没有那幅素描可以卖给来自皮奥里亚的那个人了。”

“他不是从皮奥里亚来的。”乔拉长声音说。

“好啦，他从哪里来都没关系。你真聪明，乔——吻我一下吧，乔！——可到底是什么让你怀疑我不是在给克莱门蒂娜上课呢？”

“我从未怀疑过，”乔说，“直到今天晚上。本来，今晚我也不会怀疑的，但下午的时候，楼上的一个姑娘被熨斗烫伤了手，是我从锅炉房拿了废纱头和油膏送给她的。这两个星期我都在那家洗衣店烧锅炉。”

“这么说来，你没有——”



“我说的那个来自皮奥里亚的买主，”乔说，“和你的品克尼将军一样，都是艺术的虚构——不过，你不能把它称为绘画或音乐罢了。”

说到这里，他们都笑了起来。乔接着说：

“当一个人爱着他的艺术时，就没有什么牺牲是——”

但德丽雅用手捂住了他的嘴巴，打断他的话。“不，”她说，“只要‘当爱着一个人的时候’就够了。”

When one loves one’s Art no service seems too hard.

That is our premise. This story shall draw a conclusion from it, and show at the same time that the premise is incorrect. That will be a new thing in logic, and a feat in storytelling somewhat older than the Great Wall of China.

Joe Larrabee came out of the post-oak flats of the Middle West pulsing with a genius for pictorial art. At six he drew a picture of the town pump with a prominent citizen passing it hastily. This effort was framed and hung in the drugstore window by the side of the ear of corn with an uneven number of rows. At twenty he left for New York with a flowing necktie and a capital tied up somewhat closer.

Delia Caruthers did things in six octaves so promisingly in a pine-tree village in the South that her relatives chipped in enough in her chip hat for her to go“North”and“finish”.They could not see her finish, but that is our story.

Joe and Delia met in an atelier where a number of art and music students had gathered to discuss chiaroscuro, Wagner, music, Rembrandt’s works, pictures, Waldteufel, wall paper, Chopin and Oolong.

Joe and Delia became enamored one of the other, or each of the other, as you please, and in a short time were married—for(see above), when one loves one’s Art no service seems too hard.

Mr.and Mrs. Larrabee began housekeeping in a flat. It was a lonesome flat—something like the A sharp way down at the lefthand end of the keyboard. And they were happy; for they had their Art, and they had each other. And my advice to the rich young man would be—sell all thou hast, and give it to the poor janitor—for the privilege of living in a flat with your Art and your Delia.

Flat-dwellers shall indorse my dictum that theirs is the only true happiness. If a home is happy it cannot fit too close—let the dresser collapse and become a billiard table; let the mantel turn to a rowing machine, the escritoire to a spare bedchamber, the washstand to an upright piano; let the four walls come together, if they will, so you and your Delia are between. But if home be the other kind, let it be wide and long—enter you at the Golden Gate, hang your hat on Hatteras, your cape on Cape Horn and go out by the Labrador.

Joe was painting in the class of the great Magister—you know his fame. His fees are high; his lessons are light—his high-lights have brought him renown. Delia was studying under Rosenstoek—you know his repute as a disturber of the piano keys.

They were mighty happy as long as their money lasted. So is every—but I will not be cynical. Their aims were very clear and defined. Joe was to become capable very soon of turning out pictures that old gentlemen with thin sidewhiskers and thick pocketbooks would sandbag one another in his studio for the privilege of buying. Delia was to become familiar and then contemptuous with Music, so that when she saw the orchestra seats and boxes unsold she could have sore throat and lobster in a private dining room and refuse to go on the stage.

But the best, in my opinion, was the home life in the little flat—the ardent, voluble chats after the day’s study; the cozy dinners and fresh, light breakfasts; the interchange of ambitions—ambitions interwoven each with the other’s or else inconsiderable—the mutual help and inspiration; and—overlook my artlessness—stuffed olives and cheese sandwiches at 11 P.M.

But after a while Art flagged. It sometimes does, even if some switchman doesn’t flag it. Everything going out and nothing coming in, as the vulgarians say. Money was lacking to pay Mr. Magister and Herr Rosenstock their prices. When one loves one’s Art no service seems too hard. So, Delia said she must give music lessons to keep the chafing dish bubbling.

For two or three days she went out canvassing for pupils. One evening she came home elated.

“Joe, dear,”she said, gleefully,“I’ve a pupil. And, oh, the loveliest people. General—General A.B.Pinkney’s daughter—on Seventy-first Street. Such a splendid house, Joe—you ought to see the front door!Byzantine I think you would call it. And inside!Oh, Joe, I never saw anything like it before.”

“My pupil is his daughter Clementina. I dearly love her already. She’s a delicate thing—dresses always in white; and the sweetest, simplest manners!Only eighteen years old. I’m to give three lessons a week; and, just think, Joe!$5 a lesson. I don’t mind it a bit; for when I get two or three more pupils I can resume my lessons with Herr Rosenstock. Now, smooth out that wrinkle between your brews, dear, and let’s have a nice supper.”

“That’s all right for you, Dele,”said Joe, attacking a can of peas with a carving knife and a hatchet,“but how about me？Do you think I’m going to let you hustle for wages while I philander in the regions of high art？Not by the bones of Benvenuto Cellini!I guess I can sell papers or lay cobblestones, and bring in a dollar or two.”

Delia came and hung about his neck.

“Joe, dear, you are silly. You must keep on at your studies. It is not as if I had quit my music and gone to work at something else. While I teach I learn. I am always with my music. And we can live as happily as millionaires on $15 a week. You mustn’t think of leaving Mr. Magister.”

“All fight,”said Joe, reaching for the blue scalloped vegetable dish.“But I hate for you to be giving lessons. It isn’t Art. But you’re a trump and a dear to do it.”

“When one loves one’s Art no service seems too hard.”said Delia.

“Magister praised the sky in that sketch I made in the park,”said Joe.“And Tinkle gave me permission to hang two of them in his window. I may sell one if the right kind of a moneyed idiot sees them.”

“l’m sure you will,”said Delia, sweetly.“And now let’s be thankful for Gen. Pinkney and this veal roast.”

During all of the next week the Larrabees had an early breakfast. Joe was enthusiastic about some morning-effect sketches he was doing in Central Park, and Delia packed him off breakfasted, coddled, praised and kissed at 7 o’clock. Art is an engaging mistress. It was most times 7 o’clock when he returned in the evening.

At the end of the week Delia, sweetly proud but languid, triumphantly tossed three five-dollar bills on the 8 × 10(inches) centre table of the 8 × 10 (feet) flat parlor.

“Sometimes,”she said, a little wearily,“Clementina tires me. I’m afraid she doesn’t practise enough, and I have to tell her the same things so often. And then she always dresses entirely in white, and that does get monotonous. But Gen. Pinkney is the dearest old man!I wish you could know him, Joe. He comes in sometimes when I am with Clementina at the piano—he is a widower, you know—and stands there pulling his white goatee.‘And how are the semiquavers and the demisemiquavers progressing？’he always asks.”

“I wish you could see the wainscoting in that drawing room, Joe!And those As trakhan rug portieres. And Clementina has such a funny little cough. I hope she is stronger than she looks. Oh, I really am getting attached to her, she is so gentle and high bred. Gen. Pinkney’s brother was once Minister to Bolivia.”

And then Joe, with the air of Monte Cristo, drew forth a ten, a five, a two and a one—all legal tender notes—and laid them beside Delia’s earnings.

“Sold that watercolor of the obelisk to a man from Peoria.”he announced, over-whelmingly.

“Don’t joke with me,”said Delia,“not from Peoria!”

“All the way. I wish you could see him, Dele. Fat man with a woolen muffler and a quill toothpick. He saw the sketch in Tinkle’s window and thought it was a windmill at first. He was game, though, and bought it anyhow. He ordered another—an oil sketch of the Lackawanna freight depot—to take back with him. Music lessons!Oh, I guess Art is still in it.”





“I’m so glad you’ve kept on,”said Delia, heartily.“You’re bound to win, dear. Thirty-three dollars!We never had so much to spend before. We’ll have oysters tonight.”

“And filet mignon with champignons,”said Joe,“Where is the olive fork？”

On the next Saturday evening Joe reached home first. He spread his $18 on the parlor table and washed what seemed to be a great deal of dark paint from his hands.

Half an hour later Delia arrived, her right hand tied up in a shapeless bundle of wraps and bandages.

“How is this？”asked Joe after the usual greetings. Delia laughed, but not very joy ously.

“Clementina,”she explained,“insisted upon a Welsh rabbit after her lesson. She is such a queer girl. Welsh rabbits at 5 in the afternoon. The General was there. You should have seen him run for the chafing dish, Joe, just as if there wasn’t a servant in the house. I know Clementina isn’t in good health; she is so nervous. In serving the rabbit she spilled a great lot of it, boiling hot, over my hand and wrist. It hurt awfully, Joe. And the dear girl was so sorry!But Gen. Pinkney!—Joe, that old man nearly went distracted. He rushed downstairs and sent somebody—they said the furnace man or somebody in the basement—out to a drug store for some oil and things to bind it up with. It doesn’t hurt so much now.”

“What’s this？”asked Joe, taking the hand tenderly and pulling at some white strands beneath the bandages.

“It’s something soft,”said Delia,“that had oil on it. Oh, Joe, did you sell another sketch？”she had seen the money on the table.

“Did I？”said Joe,“just ask the man from Peoria. He got his depot to day, and he isn’t sure but he thinks he wants another parkscape and a view on the Hudson. What time this afternoon did you burn your hand, Dele？”

“Five o’clock, I think,”said Dele, plaintively.“The iron—I mean the rabbit came off the fire about that time. You ought to have seen Gen. Pinkney, Joe, when—”

“Sit down here a moment, Dele,”said Joe. He drew her to the couch, sat beside her and put his arm across her shoulders.

“What have you been doing for the last two weeks Dele？”he asked.

She braved it for a moment or two with an eye full of love and stubbornness, and murmured a phrase or two vaguely of Gen. Pinkney; but at length down went her head and out came the truth and tears.

“I couldn’t get any pupils,”she confessed,“And I couldn’t bear to have you give up your lessons; and I got a place ironing shirts in that big Twenty-fourth Street laundry. And I think I did very well to make up both General Pinkney and Clementina, don’t you, Joe？And when a girl in the laundry set down a hot iron on my hand this afternoon I was all the way home making up that story about the Welsh rabbit. You’re not angry, are you, Joe？And if I hadn’t got the work you mightn’t have sold your sketches to that man from Peoria.”

“He wasn’t from Peoria.”said Joe, slowly.

“Well, it doesn’t matter where he was from. How clever you are, Joe—and—kiss me, Joe—and what made you ever suspect that I wasn’t giving music lessons to Clementina？”

“I didn’t,”said Joe,“until to night. And I wouldn’t have then, only I sent up this cotton waste and oil from the engine room this afternoon for a girl upstairs who had her hand burned with a smoothing iron. I’ve been firing the engine in that laundry for the last two weeks.”

“And then you didn’t—”

“My purchaser from Peoria,”said Joe,“and Gen. Pinkney are both creations of the same art—but you wouldn’t call it either painting or music.”

And then they both laughed, and Joe began:

“When one loves one’s Art no service seems—”

But Delia stopped him with her hand on his lips.“No,”she said—“just‘When one loves.’”
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壁橱里的秘密 The 175-dollar Bill

佚名/Anonymous



我坐在客厅的书桌旁，伸展着双腿，忽然看到一封信，便拾起来打开看。信是马特尔商场寄来的账单，看到账款金额时，我大吃一惊：175美元！这一定弄错了，我和珍妮特从不这样大手大脚地花钱，更何况，我们计划买房子，正一分一厘地筹集第一笔房款。我又看了一下金额，应该是17美元50美分，他们多加了一个零，又把小数点打错了位置。我用手搓了一下脸，镇定下来。我抬起头，从客厅向那边的卧室望去，只见珍妮特正蜷在被子里看杂志。每次，我工作到深夜时，经常见她这样躺着。对我来说，这就是一切。珍妮特是我的妻子，我的伴侣，我们有一个宏伟的未来规划。

“珍妮特，”我对她喊道，“我想，一定是马特尔百货商场弄错了，他们寄给我们一张175美元的账单，一定是17美元50美分。明天，你能给他们打个电话吗？这样我好寄支票过去。”珍妮特没有回答。“珍妮特，”我又叫道，“你听见了吗？我说马特尔商场搞错了。”她慢慢放下杂志，把它抱在胸前，我感觉她在强装镇定。“我不想让你看见这张账单，”她慢慢说道，“我以为我把它从那些信里抽出来，藏好了。”

当我意识到，是珍妮特花了这笔钱时，我气得满脸通红。她甚至没问过我！我走进卧室，坐在床边，紧紧盯着她。我想，我们开门见山好了。“你是说，你没和我商量就花了175美元？为什么？”珍妮特勉强笑道，“我也在工作，我准备自己来付。”

“这正是我想知道的，珍妮特，你买了些什么？我没见家里添置什么新东西。”珍妮特垂下眼帘，“我——我不想跟你说，巴尼。那是——只是我想买点东西。”我一直盯着她，简直不敢相信自己的耳朵，珍妮特承认她花了钱，而且竟不想告诉我是为了什么。我全然无法理解，要知道，支票付款账户上已经没有钱了，要支付这张账单，就必须从储蓄账户里取钱，那就是说，买房子的事又要耽搁一个月。这不公平，我们的计划和协议全被破坏了，更糟的是，我不能再相信她了。为什么她要这样对我？我的火气越来越大，决定问个究竟，“听着，珍妮特，”我尖刻地说道，“别再绕弯子了，我想知道你买了什么，我有权知道。”珍妮特抚摩着我的手臂，“别生我气，巴尼，这几个月来，你工作太辛苦，你太紧张，太焦躁了。”我很清楚，她想转移话题，这让我更生气。我很恼火，粗暴地推开她，又问道，“听着，我再问一遍，你果真不想回答吗？”珍妮特抬起头，一脸疑惑地看着我，好像面对一个十分棘手的问题。她终于回答了，但答案却令我极不满意，“你只能接受这个事实，”她很快说道，“我嫁给你并不意味着我毫无隐私权。是的，我不想回答。”说着，她又直视着我，这无异于火上浇油，我无法抑制胸中升腾起的怒火，于是站了起来，在房间里踱来踱去。突然，我死死地站定，什么都明白了，不用说，她一定是买了那该死的貂皮围脖了。上个月，她朋友卡罗尔买了一条，我看见珍妮特当时的眼神，眼馋得要命。女人就是这样！什么都没有穿着打扮重要！

“你这个骗子！”我低头看着她，一字一顿地厉声说道，“我知道你买了什么，家对于你来说根本不重要，你只想要一堆漂亮的衣服！我以为你是我想要的妻子，但你骗了我，你跟其他女人一样，挥霍无度，你就是这样，一个挥金如土的人。”珍妮特的眼睛眯成了两条缝，脸上全是惊骇和诧异的表情，看到她也痛苦，我更得意了，这正是我想看到的。她下了床，站在我面前，“你就是这样认为的？”她的怒气进一步激怒了我，“对，你就是这样的！”我咆哮道，“我早就该看出来。”现在她跟我一样怒不可遏，我们怒目相对。

“你这个可怜的傻瓜！”她说，“你甚至不知道自己在说什么，更不懂什么是婚姻。你会明白的，自己好好想想吧，你有的是时间，我现在就坐车去我妈家，别打电话来烦我，我再也不想见到你。”我知道事态严重了，但丝毫不想让步，想走就走，她很快会意识到自己错了，会一路爬回来的。

第二天上午，我在办公室埋头工作，好像没人注意到我的沉默。午餐后，我回到办公室，发现坐在桌边的比尔正在向同事展示一套新的高尔夫球杆。“我买的是全城最好的！”他骄傲地说道，转过头来，笑着对我说：“嘿，巴尼，你以前也打高尔夫的，对吧？”我强装笑脸，说道，“是啊。”突然，我冒出了再次打高尔夫球的想法，如果我买一套高尔夫球杆，就可以和珍妮特扯平了。那天下午，我就去买了回来，在地板上试着挥舞了一下，我挥得太用力，有一个球滚过客厅和卧室，钻进珍妮特半开着的壁橱里。

壁橱很大，里面很黑，挂着很多珍妮特的东西。我跪下去，四处摸索后面黑暗的角落，突然，我的手碰到了一个很重的盒子，便打开盒盖往里看。毫无思想准备的我立刻就惊呆了，这是我见过的最漂亮的高尔夫球杆，比我自己买的还要好。盒子里还有一个高尔夫球袋、一打球和一双球鞋。盒子上有个标签，写着马特尔百货商场。这时，我才想起我们的结婚纪念日就在星期二，这些都是给我的，而她自己什么都没有，珍妮特，她喜欢给我惊喜，无私地爱我！我真傻！珍妮特是对的，我是个可怜的傻瓜！我想，我现在只能做一件事了，一路爬过去求她回来。我是个男人，完全能做到。而且，我明天还有件事情要做——藏一条貂皮围脖在我的壁橱里。

I stretched my legs under the living room desk, picked up a letter and cut it open. It came from Martel’s Department Store. I was shocked when I saw the amount we owed them: 175 dollars!It was a mistake, of course. Janet and I had not spent that kind of money, certainly not with the way we had been counting every penny and saving for the first payment on the house we planned to buy. I looked at the amount again. Of course, they had meant 17 dollars 50 cents. They had added an extra zero, and misplaced the decimal point. I rubbed my hand across my face. The shock was gone. I looked up across the living room into the bedroom beyond. I saw Janet curled up under the covers reading a magazine. I often looked at her lying that way, as I sat working late at night. To me it represented every thing. Janet was my wife, my partner. We had great plans ahead.

“Janet,”I called to her,“I think that Martel’s made a mistake. They sent us a bill for 175 dollars. I’m sure it should be 17 dollars 50 cents. Will you call about it tomorrow, so I can send the cheque?”Janet did not answer.“Janet,”I called again,“did you hear?I said Martel’s made a mistake.”She lowered the magazine slowly, lying it across her chest. I could tell she was trying to be calm.“I did not want you to see that,”she said slowly.“I thought I had hidden it from the other letters.”

I flushed when I realized that Janet had spent the money. She had not even asked me about it!I went from the living room to sit on the edge of the bed, watching her closely. We might as well get it all out in the open, I felt.“Do you mean,”I began,“that you spent 175 dollars without discussing it with me?And why not?”Janet tried to smile.“I am working, too. I’m going to pay for it.”

“That’s what I want to know, Janet. Pay for what?I haven’t seen anything new around here.”Janet lowered her eyes.“I—I don’t want to tell you, Barney. It’s—just something I wanted to buy.”I kept looking at her. It was hard to believe what I had heard. Janet had spent the money, admitted it, and now didn’t even want to tell me what it was for. I just could not understand that at all. There was no money in the checking account to pay this bill. It would have to be taken from our savings account. That meant another month’s delay in buying the house. It was not fair. It violated our plans and agreement, and worst of all, I would never be able to trust her again. Why had she done this to me?I was becoming angrier, and I decided I was going to get to the bottoms of it all.“Look, Janet,”I said sharply,“let’s not play games. I want to know what that bill is for?I have a right to know.”Janet touched my arm.“Don’t be angry with me, Barney?You’ve been working much too hard these last few months. You’re so jumpy and nervous.”She was trying to escape from the situation and I knew it. That made me angrier. I pulled away roughly, displeased.“Look,”I repeated,“I asked you a question. Do you refuse to give me an answer?”Janet looked up at me, puzzled, as if she was struggling with a problem. When she finally answered, I did not like what she said.“You’ll just have to accept the matter as it is,”she said quickly.“Just because I married you does not mean I have no right to a few private affairs. Yes, I refuse to answer.”With that, she looked me in the eyes again. That turned the devil loose in my brain. I stood up and started to walk back and forth, unable to control my boiling anger. All at once, I stopped dead still. I knew everything. She did not have to tell me. She had bought a damned mink fur scarf. Her friend Carol had just gotten one a month before, and I had seen that look in Janet’s eyes, that look of green-eye envy. Just like a woman!What to put on her back came first.

“You little cheat!”I said, looking down, the words coming slow and burning.“I know what you bought, a home really doesn’t mean anything to you. All you want is a pile of fancy clothes!I thought you were the kind of wife I wanted, but you had me fooled. You’re like a lot of others, a loose spender, that’s what you are. A spend thrift.”Janet’s eyes narrowed to slits and her face showed horror and amazement, and I enjoyed seeing it. It was exactly what I wanted, to see her suffer a little, too. She got out of bed and stood before me.“Is that what you think of me?”Her own anger sent mine up higher.“You’re damned right, it is!”I exploded.“I just wish I had known in time.”Now her anger was as hot as mine. We stood on equal ground.
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“You poor fool!”she said.“You don’t even know what you’re talking about. You don’t even know what marriage is. You’ll find out. You have a nice long time to find out, alone. I’m going to take a cab to mother’s, and don't trouble calling me. I never want to see you again.”I knew the situation was really serious now, but I had no thought of giving in. Let her go. She'll soon realize I was right and come crawling back.

The next morning at the office, I kept to myself, burying myself in work. No one seemed to notice my quiet manner. When I returned from lunch, I found Bill beside my desk, showing a new set of golf clubs to the other fellows.“Best buy in town!”he said proudly. He turned to me with a smile.“Say, Barney, you used to play, didn't you?”I forced a smile and said“Sure did.”That gave me an idea, to start playing again. If I bought some golf clubs, that would even things up with Janet. That afternoon, I bought the clubs I wanted and started to swing them on the floor. One ball, I hit harder that I meant to, and the ball rolled across the living room, through the bedroom and into Janet’s half-opened closet.

The closet was a big one, and dark. A lot of Janet’s things were still hanging there. I got down on my knees and felt around in a dark corner way at the back. My hands rubbed against a heavy box. I lifted the top of the box and looked inside, I was not prepared for what I saw. It was the best-looking set of golf clubs I had ever seen, better than the ones I had chosen. There was also a golf bag, a dozen balls and a pair of golf shoes. The box was marked. It came from Martel’s Department Store. It was then that I remembered our wedding anniversary would be Tuesday. All this for me. There was nothing for Janet. Janet, with her love for surprises and her unselfish love for me. How crazy I had been!Janet was right. I was a poor, stupid fool!There was only one thing to do now, I thought. Go crawling and begging for her to return. And I was man enough to do it. And tomorrow I'd do something else. I would hide a mink scarf in my closet.
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爱无处不在 How to Find True Love

佚名/Anonymous

我对爱情的初识始于12岁，那时，我在一所舞蹈学校上学。记得第一天，我就幻想自己会疯狂地爱上某个男孩，并和他接吻，在华尔兹中共度一年的校园时光。

课上，我坐在女生当中，等着某个男孩来邀我跳舞。令我倍感吃惊的是，我总是最后一个被邀请出列的。最初，我以为男生们搞错了。我长得可爱又漂亮，打网球没人能赢我，爬树比一只猫还快。为何他们不争着邀请我呢？

一节又一节课，我看着那些穿着蓝色运动服和灰色裤子的男生围着那些打扮得花枝招展的女孩转，而女生们的马尾辫则在脑后有节奏地甩来甩去，让我不解的是，他们的舞步是那样和谐。于是我想，爱情总是垂青那些优雅斯文的女孩，而对于我这样一个上蹿下跳的女孩是遥不可及的。

到了13岁，我学会了在没人邀请我时，如何巧妙地昂起头，把眼泪凝聚在眼眶中不让它从脸颊滑落。与此同时，我也发现了“化妆间”的妙用。每次想哭的时候，我就借故跑进灯光柔和的“化妆间”，那是我心灵的避风港。

直到我遇上马特，这样的日子才总算告一段落。他很文静，常坐在房间的一角。初次跳舞时，他甚至不敢直视我的眼睛，但他很幽默，给我讲了很多有趣的故事。我们成了要好的朋友和舞伴，直到毕业。我跟着他学会了有关爱情最重要的一课：爱无处不在，既存在于最明显之处，也会藏在最不起眼的地方。

此后数年，我的爱情生活一直像一部悲喜交加的长篇小说。上大学时，我爱上了英语系一个骑摩托车的高个男生。他在我们第六次约会——跳伞时失了约。那天下午，我独自从飞机上跳下，降落在一个停车场。

25岁左右，我搬到了纽约，一个难觅真爱的地方，在这里寻找爱情就如同寻找合法的停车位一般艰难。在纽约的第一个情人节，我去西区北部的一间热闹的酒吧赴约，晚餐吃了一半，我的约会对象便借故离席，再没回来。

那时，一个漂亮的女孩与我共处一室。追求她的人很多，她收到的花堆积成山；电话录音机上的灯疯狂地闪个不停，录满了追求者们的留言；大型豪华轿车在门外叫个不停，等候在茶色玻璃窗外接她去赴约。

在我看来，爱情就隐藏在那茶色玻璃后，若隐若现，难以触及。每当看见幸福的情侣，我就想知道他们是如何找到真爱的，真想跟踪他们以解疑惑。

在纽约打拼数年之后，我终于找到了一份理想的工作——为《七日谈》杂志撰写婚礼报道。我的任务是找寻幸福的夫妇，并写下他们的爱情故事。我终于有机会向陌生人提出那个萦绕在我心中良久的问题了。

关于“你怎么知道这是爱”这一问题，我至少找到了一个确定的答案。当周围的一切，如树叶、天空的光影、一碗草莓等者梦幻般闪现，你会明白，这就是爱。

当别人微不足道的某一方面在你眼中却变得迷人且难以抗拒时，你就会明白，这就是爱。一位新郎曾告诉我，他爱未婚妻的一切，爱她的字，爱她在公寓乱涂乱画，哪怕是她回家时开门的姿势，他也喜欢。有位新娘跟我说，她之所以爱上未婚夫，是因为“有天晚上，一只飞蛾围着灯泡绕来绕去，他捉住它并从窗口放了出去。于是我就对自己说：‘他就是我要找的人。’”

当你与对方滔滔不绝地聊天时，你就会明白，这就是爱。我采访过的每对夫妇几乎都说，他们的第一或第二次约会都是在长时间的聊天中度过的。对有些人而言，恋爱就像走进一间隔音的忏悔室，可以尽情地倾诉一切。

寻找真爱，就像在昏暗的公寓旁发现一间光艳舞厅；又如找到一条合身的旧牛仔裤，就好像你一直都穿着它一样。很多女人告诉我，她们确信自己恋爱了，是因为她们会忘记化妆就去见男友，或是穿着法兰绒睡衣在男友面前晃悠也不觉得难堪。现代版灰姑娘的爱情故事也如此：当你感到无比惬意时，当那双舞鞋正合你脚时，那就是爱。

总之，我想，如果双方在最困难的时刻——如国家收入署查账时，在暴风雪中开着敞篷车时，或是当头发灰白时，双方还能逗对方开怀一笑的话，他们一定是爱着对方的。正如有人跟我讲的那样：爱他/她，百分之九十的含义意味着让他/她的生活轻松愉悦，直至生命的尽头。

7年前，我开始为《纽约时报》的“誓言”专栏撰写有关爱情和婚姻题材的文章。由于从事这行时间久，我居然被人当成是爱情专家。事实上，对于我来说，爱情仍旧是个谜。我唯一能肯定的就是：爱情如氧气般无处不在。无须苗条的身材，不用借助于自然的金发，也无需拥有巨大的成就、广泛的社交、渊博的政治知识，甚至是无人能及的魅力。任何人在任何地方都能找到爱情。我采访过很多不幸的人：身患慢性背疾的芭蕾舞女演员；有112次相亲经验却至今单身的物理学家；付不起房租、吹竖笛的单身父亲……无论他是谁，一旦找到爱情，他们的生活便会立刻充满幽默、烛光、家常菜、乐趣、奇遇、诗歌和谈资。
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当有人问我，到哪里才能找到真爱，我就会把我第一次工作面试的经历告诉他们。当时，我没有任何经验和技能，面试我的是一家著名文学杂志社的编辑，他压根就没想要雇用我，但给了一条使我将终生难忘的建议。他说：“到社会中去，专注于你所喜爱的写作勤奋工作，如果你做得出色，我们自然会发现你。”

因此我总是告诉那些寻找爱情的人们去等待“我中奖了”的感觉，除了等待，还是等待！而不必读那些教人如何设圈套、勾引或是如何使对方神魂颠倒的文章；也不必担心口红、身高之类的事，因为这无关紧要。只需好好生活，照顾好自己，别期望太多，爱情终有一天会降临到你身上。

当然，爱情最终垂青了我。28岁那年，我遇上了我的丈夫。在一家文具店里，我正在买打字机的色带，而他正在看活页记事本。我记得他眼睛的颜色与他那褪色的牛仔裤很相称。他却记得，当时我的运动鞋里满是沙子。他现在仍喜欢说起我那双运动鞋，正是它唤起了他儿时的记忆：海边的篝火，沙滩上开着的旧吉普车，所有这些，都是他脑海中珍藏的记忆。

我如何知道这是真爱呢？第一次约会，我们一起待了九个小时，我们仿佛有着说不完的话。我从来都不是一名出色的舞者，但当我和他一起翩翩起舞时，我们却很默契，我们步子很合拍。于是我明白了，是爱情的出现使我终于不再跌跌撞撞了。

相处一年后，我们结了婚。

我开始珍视我所主持的“誓言”专栏。我听到的每一个故事都证实了，乐观、魄力、风度、般配的伴侣和运气都可以为我们带来爱情，而它也的确存在。我认为，爱情不是虚幻，也非爱情小说或神话故事里的素材，它就像地铁一样真切、准时，只要你能坚持在月台上等待，它终会到来。那时，你一定不会错过它。



I began to learn about love in dancing school, at age 12.I remember thinking on the first day I was going to fall madly in love with one of the boys and spend the next years of my life kissing and waltzing.

During class, however, I sat among the girls, waiting for a boy to ask me to dance. To my complete shock, I was consistently one of the last to be asked. At first I thought the boys had made a terrible mistake. I was so funny and pretty, and I could beat everyone I knew at tennis and climb trees faster than a cat. Why didn’t they dash toward me?

Yet class after class. I watched boys dressed in blue blazers and gray pants head toward girls in flowered shifts whose perfect ponytails swung back and forth like metronomes. They fell easily into step with one another in a way that was completely mysterious to me. I came to believe that love belonged only to those who glided, who never shimmied up trees or even really touched the ground.

By the time I was 13, I knew how to subtly tilt my head and make my tears fall back into my eyes, instead of down my cheeks, when no one asked me to dance. I also discovered the“power room”, which became my softly light, reliable retreat. Whenever I started to cry, I’d excuse myself and run in there.

I finally stopped crying when I met Matt, who was quiet and hung out on the edges of the room. When we danced for the first time, he wouldn’t even look at me in the eyes. But he was cute, and he told great stories. We became good buddies, dancing every dance together until the end of school. I learned from him my most important early lesson about romance: that the potential for love exists in corners, in the most unlikely as well as the most obvious places.

For years my love life continued to be one long tragicomic novel. In college I fell in love with a tall English major who rode a motorcycle. He stood me up on our sixth date—an afternoon of sky diving. I jumped out of the plane alone and landed in a parking lot.

In my mid-20s I moved to New York City where love is as hard to find as a legal parking spot. My first Valentine’s Day there, I went on a date to a crowded bar on the Upper West Side. Halfway through dinner, my date excused himself and never returned.

At the time, I lived with a beautiful roommate. Flowers piled up at our door like snowdrifts, and the light on the answering machine always blinked in a panicky way, overloaded with messages from her admirers. Limousines purred outside, with dates waiting for her behind tinted windows.

In my mind, love was something behind a tinted window, part apparition, part shadow, definitely unreachable. Whenever I spotted happy-looking couples, I’d wonder where they found love, and want to follow them home for the answer.

After a few years in the city I got my dream job—writing about weddings for a magazine called 7 Days. I had to find interesting engaged couples and write up their love stories. I got to ask total strangers the things I’d always wanted to know.

I found at least one sure answer to the question“How do you know it’s love?”You know when the everyday things surrounding you—the leaves, the shade of light in the sky, a bowl of strawberries—suddenly shimmer with a kind of unreality.

You know when the tiny details about another person, ones that are insignificant to most people, seem fascinating and incredible to you. One groom told me he loved everything about his future wife, from her handwriting to the way she scratched on their apartment door, like a cat when she came home. One bride said she fell in love with her fiance because“One night, a moth was flying around a light bulb, and he caught it and let it out the window. I said,‘That is it. He is the guy.’”

You also know it’s love when you can’t stop talking to each other. Almost every couple I’ve ever interviewed said that on their first or second date, they talked for hours and hours. For some, falling in love is like walking into a soundproof confessional booth, a place where you can tell all.

Finding love can be like discovering a gilded ballroom on the other side of your dingy apartment, and at the same time like finding a pair of great old blue jeans that are exactly your size and seem as if you've worn them forever. I can’t tell you how many women have told me they knew they were in love because they forgot to wear makeup around their boyfriend. Or because they fell at ease hanging around him in flannel pajamas. There’s some modern truth to Cinderella’s tale—it’s love when you’ve incredibly comfortable, then the shoe fits perfectly.

Finally, I think you’ve in love if you can make each other laugh at the very worst times—when the IRS is auditing you or when you’re driving a convertible in a rainstorm or when your hair is turning gray. As someone once told me, 90 percent of being in love is making each other’s lives funnier and easier, all the way to the deathbed.

Seven years ago I started writing about love and weddings for the New York Times in a column called“Vows”.And now that I have been on this for so long, a strange thing has happened: I’m considered an expert on love. The truth is, love is still mostly a mystery to me. The only thing I can confidently say is this: Love is as plentiful as oxygen. You don’t have to be thin, naturally blond, super-successful, socially connected, knowledgeable about politics or even particularly charming to find it.

I’ve interviewed many people who were down on their luck in every way—a ballerina with chronic back problems, a physicist who had been 112 (he counted) disastrous blind dates, a clarinet player who was a single dad and could barely pay the rent. But love, when they found it, brought humor, candlelight, home-cooked meals, fun, adventure, poetry and long conversations into their lives.

When people ask me where to find love, I tell a story about one of my first job interviews. It was with an editor at a famous literary magazine. I had no experience or skills, and he didn’t for one second consider hiring me. But he gave me some advice I will never forget. He said,“Go out into the world. Work hard and concentrate on what you love to do, writing. If you become good, we will find you.”

That’s why I always tell people looking for love to wait for that“I won the lottery”feeling—wait, wait, wait!Don’t read articles about how to trap, seduce or hypnotize a mate. Don’t worry about your lipstick or your height, because it’s not going to matter. Just live your life well, take care of yourself, and don’t hope too much. Love will find you.

Eventually it even found me. At 28, I met my husband. At a stationery store, I was buying a typewriter ribbon, and he was looking at Filofaxes. I remember that his eyes perfectly matched his faded jeans. He remembers that my sneakers were full of sand. He still talks about those sneakers and how they evoked his childhood—bonfires by the ocean, driving on the sand in an old Jeep—all those things that he cherished.

How did I know that it was true love?Our first real date lasted for nine hours: we just couldn’t stop talking. I had never been able to dance in my life, but I could dance with him, perfectly in step. I have learned that it’s love when you finally stop tripping over your toes.

A year after we met, we married.

I have come to cherish writing the“Vows”column. With each story I hear, I have proof that love, optimism, guts, grace, perfect partners and good luck do, in fact, exist. Love, in my opinion, is not a fantasy, not the stuff of romance novels or fairy tales. It’s as gritty and real as the subway, it comes around just as regularly, and as long as you can stick it out on the platform, you won’t miss it.
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时间是爱的养料 Express Your Love, Don’t Buy It

佚名/Anonymous

大多数时候，被我们忽略的许多生活小事，其实比我们自认为意义重大的事要重要得多。这一观点在肯尼·罗杰斯的歌曲《为我买朵玫瑰花》中表现得淋漓尽致。歌中他坚信一个事实，表达爱意在男女关系的发展中起着重要作用，然而很多人对此却不以为然，认为爱可以通过金钱和财富来表达。

肯尼·罗杰斯在歌中叙述了这样一个故事：有一位妻子，她有一个深爱着她的丈夫，但她却始终不满意丈夫的示爱方式。在丈夫看来，让妻子拥有全部财富，过上安逸的生活就是最好的示爱方式。因此他夜以继日地工作，根本没有时间陪妻子。妻子抱怨说，这并不是她想要的，她只希望丈夫能多花点时间陪她、关心她、向她倾诉爱意。这就是她生活中的全部渴望，很平凡却细腻，与那些俗丽的物质毫无关系。



“买朵玫瑰花送给我，工作时打个电话给我，

为我打开一扇门，你会因此受伤吗？

用脉脉含情的眼神表达你对我的爱，

这些微不足道的事情却是我生活中最渴求的。”

对她来说，这些能给她带来最大的快乐和幸福。虽然丈夫很爱她，但他表达爱意的方式让两个人渐行渐远，而随着时间的推移，这一距离还将不断增加。

这首歌体现了我们现在的生活方式，说出了我们的心声：让一个人幸福需要付出诸多代价。生活的改善往往源于简单朴素的欢愉，而绝非复杂的奢华之物。

《为我买朵玫瑰花》的主旨就是，我们身边的爱人需要我们以更加真诚的方式向他们表达爱意，而这些方式恰恰源于生活中的许多小事。多抽时间陪他们比为他们花钱更能表达我们的爱意。我们应当学会用语言和行动来表达自己的感情，而不要让爱的表达流于物质。

大声说出你的爱吧。

Many times, the small things in life, which we often ignore, are more important than the ones that we consider far more valuable. This theme is highlighted in Kenny Rogers’song“Buy Me a Rose”.In his song, he insists on the fact that the expression of love plays a significant role in a relationship. However, many people seem to ignore this fact and assume that love can be expressed through wealth and riches.

In his song, Kenny Rogers narrates the story of a wife whose husband loves her very much. However, she thinks that the way her husband shows her his love is not appropriate. According to her husband, the best way of showing his love to his wife is by providing her with all the wealth and comforts of life. Consequently, he works hard day and night and is thus not able to devote any of his time to her. His wife, however, argues that this is not what she wants. All she wants for him is to show her more affection by giving her more of his time, caring for her and by expressing his feelings for her. These are the things that she yearns for in her life and not the big, flashy things that he has given her.



Buy me a rose, call me from work,

Open a door for me, what would it hurt?

Show me you love me by the look in your eyes,

These are the little things I need the most in my life.

To her, these are all the things that can bring her maximum joy and happiness. Although her husband loves her very much, his way of showing his love for her is creating distances between the two. And as time passes by, the distance keeps increasing.

This song expresses how we lead our lives in today’s world and how we think that it takes a lot to make a person happy. It is always the simple pleasures of life which make a difference. It is never the big and flashy things.

The main idea of“Buy Me a Rose”is that people who are closer to us deserve more sincere expressions of our love, which may be found in smaller things in life. Spending time with them rather than spending money on them is a better way of expressing our love. We should learn to express our feelings than to show our love through material goods.

Express your love.
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音像店的邂逅 Say“I Love You”

佚名/Anonymous

从前有个小伙子患了无法治愈的癌症，18岁的他随时都面临着死亡的威胁。每天他都待在家里由母亲照顾，从未出过家门，但他实在待烦了，便征得母亲的同意出去转转。

走在大街上，他看到好多商店。当路经一家音像店时，他透过店门向里望了望。他停下脚步，又转身折回这家音像店，一个与他年龄相仿的、漂亮可爱的女孩子引起了他的注意，他对她一见钟情。他打开门，走了进去，眼里没有看到别的，只有她。女孩坐在柜台旁，他不由自主地走了过去。

女孩抬头问他：“请问，您需要什么？”

她微笑着，他觉得这是他一生中所见到的最迷人的笑容，那一刻，他很想亲吻她。

他吞吞吐吐地说：“嗯……那个……哦……我想买张CD。”

他随便拿了张CD，然后把钱递给了她。

“我给你包起来吧？”女孩儿问，又冲他露出了迷人的微笑。

他点了点头，于是她走到了柜台后面，出来时，把包好的CD递给他。他接过来，走出了商店。

他回家了。自那以后，他每天都要去那家音像店买一张CD，女孩每天都要包好给他。而他每次把CD带回去，然后放到壁橱里。他很害羞，没有勇气约她出去，他真的很想那么做，但怎么也做不到。母亲知道后，鼓励他向她表白。第二天，他终于鼓起勇气，像往常一样走进了那家音像店，买了一张CD，她也像往常一样，到柜台后把CD包起来。他接过CD，趁她不注意时将自己的电话号码放到柜台上，跑了出去……

丁零零！！！

一天，电话响了，母亲接起电话说：“喂，您好！”是那个女孩儿！！！母亲开始哭泣：“你知道吗？他昨天‘走’了……”

电话那端沉默了，只能听到母亲的啜泣声。那天晚些时候，母亲怀念儿子，于是走进了他的房间。她想先看看儿子的衣物，于是打开了壁橱。

一摞摞包好的CD映入母亲的眼帘，这些CD还都没拆开过。母亲感到很吃惊。她拿起一张CD，坐到床边，然后开始拆开包装。里面有一张CD，当她取出CD时，一张小纸条从里边掉了出来。她拾起来，看到上面这样写着：嘿……你好吗？我觉得你真的好可爱，愿意和我一起出去玩吗？爱你的乔斯林。

母亲被深深地感动了，她打开了另一个CD盒……又掉出一张小纸条，上面写着同样的话：嘿……你好吗？我觉得你真的好可爱，愿意和我一起出去玩吗？爱你的乔斯林。

爱就是在你做了巨大的思想斗争之后，最终决定抛开自我，攥紧他（她）的手，然后说出“我爱你”。





There was once a guy who suffered from cancer, a cancer that can’t be cured. He was 18 years old and he could die anytime. All his life, he was stuck in his house being taken cared by his mother. He never went outside but he was sick of staying home and wanted to go out for once. So he asked his mother and she gave him permission.

He walked down his block and found a lot of stores. He passed a CD store and looked through the front door for a second as he walked. He stopped and went back to look into the store. He saw a beautiful girl about his age and he knew it was love at first sight. He opened the door and walked in, not looking at anything else but her. He walked closer and closer until he was finally at the front desk where she sat.

She looked up and asked,“Can I help you?”

She smiled and he thought it was the most beautiful smile he has ever seen before and wanted to kiss her right there.

He said,“Uh...Yeah...Umm...I would like to buy a CD.”

He picked one out and gave her money for it.

“Would you like me to wrap it for you?”she asked, smiling her cute smile again.

He nodded and she went to the back. She came back with the wrapped CD and gave it to him. He took it and walked out of the store.

He went home and from then on, he went to that store every day and bought a CD, and she wrapped it for him. He took the CD home and put it in his closet. He was still too shy to ask her out and he really wanted to but he couldn’t. His mother found out about this and told him to just ask her. So the next day, he took all his courage and went to the store as usual. He bought a CD like he did every day and once again she went to the back of the store and came back with it wrapped. He took it and when she wasn’t looking, he left his phone number on the desk and ran out...

RRRRRING!!!

One day the phone rang, and the mother picked it up and said,“Hello?”It was the girl!!!The mother started to cry and said,“You don’t know?He passed away yesterday...”



Later in the day,
 

the mother went into the boy’s room because  

she wanted to remember him.

 She thought she would start by looking at his 

clothes. So she opened the close

The line was quiet except for the cries of the boy’s mother. Later in the day, the mother went into the boy’s room because she wanted to remember him. She thought she would start by looking at his clothes. So she opened the closet.

She was face to face with piles and piles and piles of unopened CDs. She was surprised to find all these CDs and she picked one up and sat down on the bed and she started to open one. Inside, there was a CD and as she took it out of the wrapper, out fell a piece of paper. The mother picked it up and started to read it. It said: Hi...I think U R really cute. Do U wanna go out with me?Love, Jocelyn.

The mother was deeply moved and opened another CD...Again there was a piece of paper. It said: Hi...I think U R really cute. Do U wanna go out with me?Love, Jocelyn.

Love is...when you’ve had a huge fight but then decide to put aside your egos, hold hands and say,“I Love You.”
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爱人，我在等你 A Sometimes Beautiful Thing

阿历克斯·莫尔丁/Alex Mauldin

我永远爱你，永远。

我仍然记得，当我还是一个懵懂的小孩子时，就总是想和你一起玩耍。然而，你生活的地方并不在我家附近，所以我们无法一起玩。我不知道你住在哪里，可是我知道，只要有可能，你就会与我相随相伴。我们一起玩抛接球、捉迷藏或者任何你想玩的游戏。只要是你喜欢玩的游戏，我都愿意陪你玩。我想要你告诉我，如何才能让你开心。

我独自一人玩耍，然而，你就在我的身边，我装作你就在我的身边。我从来不想和住一个街区的其他孩子一起玩耍，因为我有你的陪伴。母亲总是要我到外面找邻居家的男孩子们一起玩耍。我不愿意参加青少年棒球联赛或加入童子军，母亲一直不理解其中的原因。她不会懂，我有你的陪伴，不需要其他任何人。

然而那个时候，我还不知道这就叫做爱情，我不明白什么是爱，我只是非常想与你相随。我无法说清楚那究竟是一种什么样的感觉。

后来，当男孩子们在学校里开始关注女孩子时，我并没有产生多么糟糕的感觉。他们对我这些年来的感受开始有了体会，他们需要女人，而那些女孩子也需要男人。他们开始成双成对，有些恋人至今仍然在一起。爱情的美妙就在于它的永恒吧！

我说自己的感觉并不坏，然而那只是一个开始。没多久，他们就问我有没有女朋友，我说有，然后他们就理所当然地想知道是谁。我不能把真相告诉他们，只好编故事说，我在外婆家过暑假的时候认识了你，我们现在天各一方。一些男孩子认为那很酷，其他男孩子则认为我在说谎。我努力不在意他们的话，努力不让自己感到困扰。

夜晚，我躺在床上思念你。我想知道那一天你都做了什么，你喜欢你的学校吗？你哪门功课最好呢？我总是设想你的英文很棒。我想象着，你写给我一封长长的情书，告诉我你是多么爱我。你在信的末尾写道：抱你，吻你。

有时，我想知道你是否认为等待是如此难熬，我想知道你是否有了男朋友。但是，我知道你是不会对他认真的，一旦我们能够在一起，你就会离开他。然而，我一想起这些就会有点儿嫉妒。如果有可能的话，我想成为第一个抚摸你的人，第一个吻你、牵你手的人。我不想要其他任何人，你将会是我的第一个女孩。

上大学的时候，我发现单身的人越来越少，几乎每个人都交了朋友。班里的一些女同学已戴上了订婚戒指，她们自豪地在众人面前炫耀。一天，我去了位于商业街的一家珠宝店，并为你挑选了一款很漂亮的戒指。那是一款金钻戒，钻石的下面是一个银底座。我按照自己小指的尺寸买了一个，因为我不知道你戴多大的合适，我想，我们以后还可以再改。后来，我一直随身携带着那枚戒指，我想一见面就能把它送给你。

自从那天以后，我就用更多的时间想象你的手是什么样子的。我在脑海中描绘着这样的画面，我握着你的手，看着你手掌上的细微纹路。我努力想象，你的手是如此纤细，如此柔弱。我经常梦到你用纤细的手指抚摸我的脸庞，你的指尖碰到了我的双唇，我亲吻了它们。

在大学里，我努力学习。我想在毕业以后找到一份好工作，因此我夜以继日地学习。我不想因为自己的无能而让我们过着艰难的生活。大学毕业后，我在保险公司找到了一份薪水丰厚的工作。两年之后，我用积攒下来的钱交了首付，买了一套漂亮的两居室，宽敞的厨房和卧室足够我们两个人使用。我知道，你会喜欢这套房子的。我搬进新家时，没有买太多的家具，只买了生活必需品，因为，我不想在你以后住进来时看到任何你不喜欢的东西。



有时候，我会坐在大门口，凝视着街道，看着来来往往的车辆。有一天，你也许就会坐在其中的一辆汽车中，我期望这一天早点儿到来。

卧室里的那张床一个人睡显得太大了，我不能四脚朝天地躺在上面，也不能睡在正中央。我睡在床的一侧，并且装作你就在我的身旁。多少个夜晚，我几乎听到了你的呼吸声。我在床的一侧翻来覆去，想叫你的名字，然而，我不知道你的名字。我只好称你为“爱人”。

“爱人？”你对着我微笑。

“与我在一起，你感到快乐吗？等了我这么久，你开心吗？”

你没有回答我的问题，只是伸手抚摸我的双唇和脸庞。我能够感受到你在抚摸我的脸，你能够触摸到我的眼泪。

“我是如此爱你！”

时光流逝，我一直努力想象着你正在做什么。我知道你就在外面的某个地方，我知道注定与我相随的人一定在某个地方，只是需要我等待。我知道，如果必要的话，我可以一直等你。我爱你！

在母亲去世的时候，我独自一人处理了所有的事情。我与母亲相依为命，这二十多年来，我们在分离中度过了大部分时光。一次过圣诞节的时候，她问我什么时候带个女朋友回家，我无言以对。在那晚接下来的时间里，我甚至不敢正视她的双眼。我是多么希望你能够去看望一下我的母亲啊！她的儿子有这样一个出色的女朋友，她会为此甚感自豪的。那将会是多么美妙啊！

然而，当我看着母亲的灵柩缓缓地被放进墓穴时，我的身边并没有一个可以相伴的人。我没能带一个女孩子给母亲看，我仍然独自一人。

那晚，我哭了。因为你不在我的身边，你不能抱着我，告诉我一切都会好的，所以我哭了。我无法握住你的手，或是亲吻你的双唇，这一切都无法实现。一直以来，都是这样，或许永远也无法梦想成真。

每天早晨，我看着镜中的自己，眼睛周围的皱纹越来越深，头发也越来越稀少，发际线开始后移。我希望你仍然爱我，仍然能够看着我的脸庞微笑。

护士说道：“我想看你笑一笑。”我笑不出来，我的心很痛。

护士警告说：“如果你不对我笑，我就会关掉电视和电灯。”我厌恶她，她总是让我做一些愚蠢的事情，比如微笑和大笑。生活中的悲伤，她永远不理解。

让我一个人待一会儿吧。

“好了，没有电视节目了。晚安，先生。”她关掉电灯，关上门后就出去了。一时间，黑暗笼罩了这间狭小的卧室，外面传来了她走过走廊的脚步声。在脚步声消失之后，我听到的只有来自遥远的内心深处的回音。一滴眼泪滑落到枕头上，然后消失得无影无踪，我的世界变得越来越寂静。

我一个人。

黑暗中只有我一个人。

爱人，你为什么迟迟不肯来到我的身边？

我在等你。

我在等你啊！



I’ve always loved you. Always.

Even when I was youngest, I can remember wanting to play with you. But you didn’t live near me, so we couldn’t. I didn’t know where you lived, but I knew that if you could, you’d play with me. We’d play catch, or hide-and-seek, or whatever it was you wanted to play. I wanted to play your games. I wanted you to teach me how to play with you.

So I played by myself. But you were there with me. I pretended that you were with me. I never wanted to play with the other kids on my block. I had you.

Mom always told me to go outside and play with the boys next door. She couldn’t understand why I didn’t want to play in little League or join the Boy Scouts. She did not understand that I was with you. I didn’t need anyone else.

I wouldn’t call it love at that point, though. I did not know what love was. I just wanted to be with you very badly. I didn’t have a name for that feeling.

Later when the other boys at school started to pay more attention to girls, I didn’t feel so bad. They were beginning to understand what I’d been feeling for years. They needed a woman. And the girls needed a man. They started to match up and some of them are still together today. Love is so beautiful when it lasts.

I say I didn’t feel bad, but that was only at the beginning. Later they would ask me if I had a girl. I’d say yes, and of course they would want to know who. I couldn’t tell them. I had to make up some story about meeting you when I was at my grandparents’place for summer vacation. A long-distance thing. Some of the guys thought that was cool. Others called me a liar. I tried not to care. I tried not to worry.

At night I would lie in bed and think about you. I wondered what you had done that day. Did you like your school?What was your best subject?I always pretended that you’d be good at English. I pictured you writing me long letters about how much you loved me. You’d sign them with hugs and kisses.

I wonder sometimes if waiting was hard for you. I wondered if you had a boyfriend. I knew you wouldn’t be serious about him. You’d leave him the moment we could be together. I’d get a little jealous thinking about it, though. I wanted to be the first to touch you if I could. The first to kiss you and hold your hand. You would be my first. I didn’t want anyone else.

During college I noticed that there were fewer and fewer people still by themselves. Everyone was pairing up. Some of the girls in my class were wearing engagement rings. They were proud of their rings and would show them to everyone around them. One day I went to a jewelry store at the mall and looked at rings. I picked out a nice one for you. It was gold, with a small diamond in a silver setting. I didn’t know what your ring size was, so I bought one that fit my smallest finger. I figured we could get it fixed later. I carried that ring with me all the time. I wanted to be able to give it to you as soon as we were together.

After that day I thought about your hands a lot. I pictured myself holding them and looking at the tiny wrinkles in the palms. I tried to imagine how small your hands might be. How fragile they might be. In my dreams you would touch my face with your tiny fingers. The fingertips would touch my lips and I would kiss them.

I worked hard in college. I studied constantly because I wanted to get a good job when I graduated. I didn’t want our lives to suffer because I couldn’t provide for us. After college I got a well-paying job with an insurance company. After saving for two years I put a down payment on a house. A nice two-bedroom house. It had a large kitchen and a great bedroom for the two of us. I just knew you would love it. When I moved into the house, I tried not to buy too much furniture. I didn’t want to pick anything you wouldn’t like later. Just the basics.



Sometimes I would sit on the threshold of the front door. I would stare down the street and watch every car that passed by. One day you might be in one of those cars. I wanted that to happen so much.

The bed was too big for just one person. I couldn’t make myself stretch out or sleep in the middle. I stayed on my side and pretended that you were with me. Some nights I could almost hear you breathing. I would roll on my side and want to say your name, but I didn’t know what it was. I would just call you“Love.”

“Love?”You would smile at me.

“Are you happy with me?Are you glad you waited for me?”

You wouldn’t answer. You’d just reach over and touch my lips and feel my face. I could feel your hands on my face. You could feel my tears.

“I love you so much.”

The years went by. I tried to imagine what you were doing. I knew you were out there. I knew the person who’s meant for me must be out there somewhere. It would just be a matter of waiting. I knew I could wait forever for you if I had to. I loved you.

When my mom died I was left to handle all the arrangements myself. It had just been her and I, and we’d grown apart over the last twenty some odd years. One Christmas she asked me when I was going to bring home a girl. I couldn’t say anything to answer that. I couldn’t even look her in the eyes the rest of the night. I wanted badly for you to meet her. She would be so proud of me. So proud that her son had such a wonderful woman. It would be perfect.

But as I watched her being lowered into the grave, I didn’t have anyone standing with me. I didn’t have anyone to show my mom. I was alone.

That night I cried. I cried because I didn’t have you with me to hold me and tell me everything was alright. I didn’t have a hand to hold or lips to kiss. Nothing. I’d never had that and perhaps never would.

Each morning I looked at myself in the mirror. The wrinkles around my eyes were getting deeper. My hair had thinned and receded. I hoped you would love me. I hoped you could still look at my face and smile.

“I want to see you smile.”the nurse says.

I can’t. Everything in me hurts.

“If you don’t smile for me I’m going to turn off the TV and turn out the lights,”the nurse warns. I hate her. She is always trying to make me do silly things like smile or laugh. She has never felt pain in her life.

Leave me alone.

“OK, there goes the TV.Good night, sir.”She turns off the lights and shuts the door behind her. My small bedroom disappears into the dark. I can hear her footsteps as she walks down the hall. The footsteps fade, and then all I can hear is the distant echo of my heart. A tear slowly finds its way to my pillowcase and dies. My world becomes quiet.

I’m alone.

It’s dark and I’m alone.

Why didn’t you ever come, Love?

I waited for you.

I waited for you.
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苹果皮 Apple Skin

佚名/Anonymous

约翰一边开着车，一边指了指车后座上包好的果篮说：“你要对她说，这是特地为她买的。”“你一定要记住，进门时向她鞠躬。要把手放在额头上，用韩国传统的全鞠躬方式，而不是半鞠躬。”我产生了一种不自在的感觉，在座椅上移动了一下身体。“然后，她可能会问你家族的情况、你所读的学校以及你以后的目标！”

今天下午，我第一次去拜访约翰的母亲，为了让我给他的母亲留下一个好印象，他正在热心地教我怎么做。“当她说话的时候，你主动从果篮里拿一个苹果削给她吃。为了能够让她看见你削苹果的水平，你要在她的面前削。从果篮中拿出一个苹果，并且一定要把皮削得很薄，这样她就会知道你不会浪费粮食。然后，你一定要把苹果切成厚薄均匀的片，并且要顺着同一个方向放在盘中，这样她就会知道你是一个注重食物美观的人。”我漠然地看着窗外，约翰继续念叨。

约翰是一个韩国留学生，他来美国三年了，我与他才刚刚开始约会。我在韩国出生，然而五岁时就移民到了美国。我会说、能读、能写韩语，对于韩国文化，我自认为通过家庭的熏陶和看电视节目，已了解了足够多的东西。不过，当看到我与约翰之间的差异时，我觉得自己错了。约翰的英语说得不是很熟练，但是我认为还算可以，因为我的韩语说得也不地道。

但是，随着我们约会的次数越来越多，我们之间逐渐暴露出了一些因文化差异而产生的小问题。我们一块儿出去吃饭的时候，我发现他很难看懂菜单。为了在上课的时候我能像翻译一样帮他讲解，他注册的课程还专门挑选了我空闲的时候。我愿意接受他英语不好的事实，然而，他根本不愿意尝试着去说，这才是最让我感到失望的。这或许是男人的自尊心在作怪，不过，我认为，他是害怕自己跟别人讲话时，看到别人困惑的样子。

有时候，他好几个小时一句话也不愿意说，他很难与我的亚裔朋友相处。一次，我和朋友们回忆起20世纪80年代的岁月，比如迈克尔·杰克逊、麦当娜、奇异的发型和那些不好看的优盟牌开襟羊毛衫。然而，当我们放声大笑、追忆往昔时，约翰一脸似笑非笑的样子，不自在地坐在那里。我向他解释我们谈话的内容，努力让他加入我们，然而，从他脸上的表情可以看出，我并不成功。

一天晚上，约翰到我家接我一起去吃晚餐。我哥哥的朋友克里斯也过来了，他们正在客厅里聊天。克里斯跟我哥哥开玩笑地说：“你这个家伙！！你真是太龌龊了！！”

约翰无意中听到了，他试图为我哥哥辩解，便用他说得最好的英语句子解释道：“不，他一点儿都不龌龊，事实上他是个好男孩，不是个轻浮的男孩。”我哥哥和克里斯都盯着约翰看，他们简直不敢相信自己的耳朵。克里斯被吓了一跳，赶忙为刚才那个玩笑向我哥哥道歉。我知道，约翰一定为维护了我哥哥的尊严而感到自豪。我知道他是出于好意，然而，他误解了其中的意思。

对于生活上的一些小事情，我终于习惯了。比如，我与约翰看电视的时候总是得打开字幕，我讲话的时候尽量避免使用他不会的俚语，我要放慢语速；我总是要向他解释，为什么和韩国不一样，在这里要这样做事情；我还要不断地把刚刚看过的电影的故事情节讲给他听。然而，相互交流彼此的感情和想法才是我们之间最大的障碍，我们只能用有限的词汇了解彼此不同的世界。

不要误解我的意思，与他一起学习和体验新事物的那段日子，我觉得非常快乐。我们接触到了不同的世界，我们教会彼此如何从不同的角度处理、接受和学习事物。事实上，很多跨文化婚姻中的夫妇生活得都很幸福。然而，我们的爱情让我意识到，即使很细微的文化差异，也会让我们产生很大的分歧。



我发现，要学习和适应的事情远远超过了我的想象。我认为，如何接受彼此的差异，如何适应新观念、新思想和新的生活方式，决定着一段跨文化的恋情是否能够成功。不管怎样，这种跨文化的恋情颇具挑战性。现在，我与约翰已经分手了，这或许与你猜想的结局一样。那次拜访我表现得还不错，可我觉得自己把苹果皮削得太厚了。

“Tell her you got this especially for her.”John said to me as he drove, pointing at the basket of fruit wrapped in clear acetate sitting on the back seat.“Remember when you get in, you have to bow to her. Not a half bow but the full bow, the traditional Korean way, with your hands on your forehead.”I shifted in the passenger seat uncomfortably.“Then, she’s probably going to ask you questions about your ancestry, where you went to school, your goals...”

I was meeting John’s mother for the first time this afternoon and he was fervently coaching me on how to make a good impression.“While she’s talking, offer to cut her a piece of fruit from the basket. Cut the fruit in front of her so she can see how well you cut. Get an apple and make sure you peel the skin really thin so that she knows you don’t waste food. And make sure you cut it in even slices and lay it down facing the same direction so she knows you can present food in an appetizing manner...”John continued to lecture as I stared blankly out the window.

I had just started dating John, a Korean international student who had been in the United States for about 3 years now. I was born in Korea, but I moved to the United States when I was five years old. I know how to speak, read, and write Korean and I thought I had learned enough from my family and watched enough TV programs to know about Korean customs. I guess I was wrong. You see, John and I had our differences. He didn’t speak perfect English, but I figured it was okay because I didn’t speak perfect Korean, either.

But little problems between our different cultures surfaced as we continued to date. When we went out to eat, I noticed he’d have trouble reading the menus. When he registered for a class, he scheduled it with my free time so that he had someone to talk for him, like a translator. I accepted the fact that he couldn’t speak perfect English, but what was really frustrating was that he wasn’t willing to try. It may have been his male pride, but I think he was more embarrassed about the puzzled looks people would give him when he talked.

There would be time when he wouldn’t talk single word for hours. It was hard for him to blend in with my Asian-American friends. Once, I and my friends were reminiscing about the 80’s, things like Michael Jackson, Madonna, teased hair and those awful UMEN cardigans. But while we were laughing away, talking about old times, John just sat there uncomfortably with half a grin on his face. I tried to include him in on our conversations by explaining what we were talking about, but by the look on his face I could tell I wasn’t very successful.

One night John came over to my house to pick me up for dinner. My brother’s friend Chris was over and they were talking in the living room. Chris said to my brother jokingly,“Man...You’re so bad...”John overheard and replied in his most perfect English, trying to be protective of my brother,“No, he isn’t bad, he’s actually a good boy. And he is definitely not a playboy.”My brother and Chris stared at John in disbelief. Chris was so shocked he apologized to my brother for offending him. As for John, I knew he felt proud for sticking up for my brother. I know he meant well, but he just didn’t understand the language.

There were little things that I eventually became accustomed to. For instance, John and I always had to watch TV with the caption turned on and I had to be careful not to use any slang that he wasn’t familiar with. I had to speak slower. I always had to explain why we did certain things here, versus how they did them in Korea. I had to constantly recap the stories of the movies we just saw. But the toughest obstacle was trying to describe our feelings or thoughts to each other, trying to learn about our different worlds with our limited vocabularies.



Don’t get me wrong. I had a great time learning and experiencing new things with him. We were exposed to different worlds and we taught each other how to cope, accept, and learn in different perspectives. In fact, many couples I know have had successful intercultural relationships. But my relationship made me realize how little cultural differences can make a big difference.



I found that I had a lot more to learn and get accustomed to than I expected. I suppose a successful intercultural relationship depends on how accepting one is to the other’s differences and how well a person can adapt to new ideas, thoughts, and lifestyles. Anyway, these relationships can be challenging. As you may have guessed, I’m not with John any more. Meeting his Mom went fine, but I have a feeling I cut the apple skin too thick.
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仲夏之恋 The Love in Summer

佚名/Anonymous

“嘭嘭嚓，嘭嘭嘭。”

在我身旁，这首歌倾诉着一段夏日恋情，它是那么甜美，以至于现在我还能回味得到。这是我热切盼望被一个女孩触摸的时期，我相信那种触摸必定会让我似热浪中的冰一样融化。

本·E.金的声音仍然萦绕在我的脑海中。在那个夏夜到来之时，为了浪漫和激情，我做好了准备。我盼望着经历那种从收音机和朋友们那里听到过的多次的爱的感受。我想接近一个女孩，然而并非哪个女孩都可以。我需要一个会让我感觉像刚喝了巧克力热饮那样浑身放松的女孩，她要有一双闪亮的棕黑色眼睛。

四周漆黑一片，月光就是我们唯一看到的光亮。那些歌词让我感到自己正朝着那个女孩飞快驶去。我带着纯粹的爱慕和疯狂的爱恋将她一把抱起。不，我不会害怕。只要有她在我身旁，这就是我的心里话。有她在身旁，世界都能被我征服。

我在思想里过着一种充实的生活，在那里，她就是王后，而我则是国王。假如我们抬头仰望的天空坍塌，高山会化为一片汪洋。不，我不会痛哭流涕，我绝不会流下一滴眼泪，只要你在我身旁。这些歌词赐给我力量。

我在想象中拥她入怀，让她不受世界的伤害，将我的爱根植于她的心中。然而我知道，这一情形在现实生活中出现的可能性微乎其微。

然而，在那个夏日发生的某件事情，让一个害羞的男孩转变为一个男人。回首往事，我还是不知道那是什么。或许是本·E.金的歌声促使我变得成熟。本·E.金抓住了像我这样的男孩的浪漫情怀。

然而出乎我意料的是，事情发生得如此突然。我们站在她家门廊上，夜空中飘荡着收音机里传来的本·E.金成熟而富有磁性的歌声。我抓起她的胳膊，让她面向我，我猜那一刻，她明白将会发生什么。

我身体前倾，吻了她，那是一个长久的、深深的、热烈的吻，我像男子汉一样吻着她。然后，我望着她的双眸，她明白我亲吻了她。

那一刻，她仿佛呆住了，于是，我又一次亲吻了她。这一次，我用尽积蓄了整整两年的所有感情亲吻着她。

我们再也没有像那样吻过，实际上，我们再未亲吻过。

那个夏天，她搬了家。然而每当我听到“嘭嘭嚓、嘭嘭嘭”的乐声，就会想到她。甜蜜胜过葡萄酒，轻柔赛过仲夏夜。



Bungh. Bungh. Chh. Bungh-Bungh-Bungh.

Stand by me. This song tells of a time when a summer love that was so sweet that I can taste it even now. It was a time when I anxiously and desperately yearned for a girl’s touch knowing that touch would immediately melt me like ice in a heat wave.

The voice of Ben E.King still haunts my mind. When the night came that summer, I was poised for romance and passion. I wanted to experience that loving feeling that I had heard so much about from the radio and friends. I wanted to be close to a girl. But, not just any girl. The girl I wanted feels like I had just sipped hot chocolate and relaxed all over. Nut brown with black glittering eyes.

And the land is dark and the moon is the only light we’ll see. Those words made me feel like I was racing toward the girl. There I would sweep her off her feet with sheer adoration and unbridled love. No, I won’t be afraid. Just as long as you stand by me. That said it all for me. With her by my side, the world would be my toy.



I lived a full life in my mind where she was Queen and I was King. If the sky, that we look upon, should tumble and fall, and the mountains should crumble to the sea. No I won’t, I won’t cry. No, I won’t shed a tear, just as long as you stand, stand by me. I need no other strength than those words.

I would picture myself holding her in my arms, protecting her from the world, planting my love in her heart, but in a reality I knew there was little chance of that ever happening.

But, there was something about that summer than turned a shy boy into a young man. Looking back, I have no idea what it was. Maybe, Ben E.King’s voice spurred my maturity. Ben E.King caught the romantic soul of a boy like myself.

And then to my surprise, it happened suddenly. We were standing on her porch looking into the night embraced by the mellow voice of Ben E.King coming from the radio. I touched her arm turning her toward me. I think that in that moment she knew what was going to happen.

I leaned forward and I kissed her. I kissed her long, deep and passionately. I kissed her like a man. When it ended, I looked into her eyes. She knew she had been kissed by me.

She seemed as if she were in shock for a moment. So I kissed her again. This time, I kissed her with all the emotion that had been building in me for two full years.

We never kissed liked that again. In fact, we never kissed again.

She moved away that summer. But when I hear that—Bungh. Bungh. Chh. Bungh-Bungh-Bungh—I think of her. Sweeter than wine, softer than a summer night.
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如意郎君 Mr. Right

佚名/Anonymous

当我还是个小女孩的时候，就常常梦想着，有一天能够找到自己的如意郎君。

每当经历过失恋的痛苦后，我都在想，究竟什么时候他才会来到我的身边啊。那个时候，我并没有意识到，每一次的情感经历都给我上了一课，带我向真爱又迈近了一步。事情是这样的：

托尼和我手牵着手漫步在布鲁明戴尔百货公司的大街上，和我们在一起的他的朋友提议：让我们吻别。我说当然可以，刹那间，托尼的两只眼睛瞪得犹如高尔夫球那么大。“我简直不能相信你竟然会答应！”（并不是因为他不想吻我）我在他的嘴唇上飞快地吻了一下，就直接向家里冲去。过了几个星期，我甩了他，我感觉他这一辈子都会恨我。果然不出我所料，从那以后，只要抓住机会他就会向老师告状，弄得我痛哭流涕，活像一个不愿上体操课的小孩。托尼用事实告诉我：男孩，即使是大男孩，如果你让他的心碎了，他也会变成个浑球。

七年级的时候，我对比利着了迷。他有着比我还要长的头发，门牙掉了几颗，然而每当他对着我笑的时候，我感觉自己都要被融化了。我们的存物箱紧挨着，他每天都会拿我开玩笑。然而我就是没有醒悟，我们之间根本没有未来。比利教给我什么呢？他用事实告诫我：不管你对一个男孩多么痴情，都无力让他用同样的痴心来对待你。

十年级的时候，我对一个先喜欢上姐姐的男孩动了心。我怎么会那么愚蠢？他来过我家几次，坐在我家的家庭活动室里，和我没说一句话。我们在学校给彼此写纸条，他身上古龙香水的味道留在了每页信纸上。没过多久，姐姐也对他动了心。他成了唯一让我们两姐妹反目成仇的男孩。他给了我非常宝贵的教训：不管什么样的男人，都没有理由让我们姐妹俩为他争风吃醋。

我“真挚”的初吻给了一个外地的男朋友，我们很少见面，当我意识到我喜欢他不像他喜欢我那么强烈时，我打电话与他分手了（我太残忍了），而我也伤心地哭了。这次的感情经历让我明白：如果一个人付出的比对方多得多，那么这种恋情是不会有结果的。

经历了这些教训以后，我开始对自己能否找到如意郎君产生了怀疑。

然而一年过后，我和一个男人再次相遇，高中时候，他的迷人微笑和温馨话语就常常打动我的心。在七月一个下着雨的温暖的夜晚，我们在毕业晚会上相遇了。刹那间，我感到自己的心跳停顿了一下，不知道什么原因，我确信他就是那个我在等待的人。没过多久，我们就相处得很和谐，我心中的疑惑也随之消散。

我永远不会忘记，我们已经在一起度过了整整一天。我们坐在他的卡车里道别，而卡车就停在我家的车道上。道格抚摸着我的脸，认真地说道：“早晚有一天，我会娶你回家。”我相信他说的都是真的。如今，我跟随他姓，过着非常快乐的生活。

想想托尼、比利，以及其他我爱过的男孩，我笑了。如果给我一次重新来过的机会，去改变些什么，我不愿意。每一次的情感经历都是我生命中不可缺少的一部分，都曾在有关爱情的问题上给我或多或少的教导。另外，它还让我学会，在和男孩的交往中，挑剔一些是可以的，而找到自己的如意郎君则需要耐心等待。

好事多磨，我用自己的经历证明了这个道理。



When I was younger, I used to dream of finding Mr Right.

After each heartbreak, I would wonder how long it would take me to find him. I didn’t realize it then, but each relationship taught me a lesson and brought me one step closer to true love. It went something like this:

Tony and I walked down Bloomingdale Avenue holding hands. His friend was with us and suggested we kiss goodbye. I said okay. Tony’s eyes became the size of golf balls,“I can’t believe you said that!”(And not because he was not looking forward to the kiss).So with one quick peck on his lips, I headed for home. When I dumped him a few weeks later, I thought he was going to hate me for life. He tattled on me to the teacher each chance he got, making me cry and look like a baby in gym class. Tony taught me that boys can be jerks, even bigger ones if you break their heart.

In seventh grade, I had a crush on Billy. His hair was longer than mine, and he was missing a few front teeth, but each time he smiled at me, I melted. With a locker right next to mine, he would pick on me everyday, but I never quite got the hint that there was no future for us. What did Billy teach me?He taught me that no matter how much you drool over a guy, it won’t make him drool back.

In tenth grade, I fell for a guy who had previously shown interest in my sister. How stupid is that?He came over to my house a few times, hardly talking to me at all as he sat there in my family room. We would write each other notes in school, the scent of his cologne lingering on each letter. Not long after, my sister began to like him, too. He was the one and only guy we fought over. What he taught me was invaluable—no guy is worth two sisters fighting.

My first“real”kiss happened with an out-of-town boyfriend, whom I didn’t see very often. When I realized I didn’t like him quite as much as he liked me, I dumped him over the phone (what a heartbreaker I was!) and cried because I felt so bad. I learned from that relationship that if one like the other more, it will never work.

After all these lessons, I had doubts that I would ever find Mr. Right.

But a year later, I was reacquainted with a man whose smile and kind words always flattered me back in high school. When we saw one another at a graduation party on a rainy, warm night in July, I felt my heart skip a beat. Somehow, I knew he was the one. We instantly found ourselves comfortable with each other and my doubts were put to rest.



I’ll never forget the day when we were sitting in my driveway in his truck, saying our goodbyes after spending the day together. Doug put his hand on my cheek and in a serious tone, said,“Someday, I’m going to marry you.”I had no doubt that he was right. Today I share his last name and I couldn’t be happier.

When I think back to Tony, Billy, and the rest of the boys, I smile. If I was able to go back and change a thing, I wouldn’t. Each relationship was an essential part of my life, there to teach me a thing or two about love. It also taught me that it’s okay to be picky about the people you date. Finding Mr. Right takes patience.

And I’m the proof that good things come to those who wait.
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永远的爱 Forever Meant Being There—Always

布鲁克·科梅尔/Brooke Comer

我快要饿死了。在开车回家的路上，我才意识到，早饭后我就再也没有吃过东西了。我和伊夫一直都专注地在做一个特别项目，以至于连吃饭这回事都没有想起来。我把车子开进自家车道，马上发现妻子的车子不在车库。我无奈地叹了口气。

“卡罗琳？”我一边进屋一边喊着她的名字。但是我知道，是不会有人回答我、迎接我的，更不会有扑鼻的饭香。家里空荡荡的，和往常一样。我走进厨房，卡罗琳在柜子上草草地给我留了张便条：“我晚上有课。冰箱里有卤汁面条。爱你。”

我把便条揉成纸团，皱着眉头大声抱怨着：“这些天她总是有课。”打开冰箱，我看到卤汁面条盒子上写着“晚餐一份”。我把它又扔回冰箱，我不想吃从超市里买回来的冰冷的面条物，我想吃卡罗琳做的卤汁面条。我还希望妻子能与我面对面坐在餐桌旁，一起吃饭。

我很孤单——我怀念孩子们在家的日子。我们最小的孩子莎拉也离开家去上学有好几个月了。那时我还觉得挺好，因为这样的话，我就可以与卡罗琳过二人世界了。我原以为我们在一起的时间会更多。

可是，卡罗琳有了另外的打算。

我还记得那天晚上，她向我宣布要回到学校时的情形。

“萨姆，别笑我。”卡罗琳说。

“我没有笑啊。”我回答道，很欣赏她有重新回到学校去的勇气。“以前我似乎从来都没有时间做这件事。”

我点点头表示赞同。卡罗琳为孩子们做了一切——开车送他们去学音乐、去练棒球。

“我知道要拿到教课证，肯定需要一段时间。但是我真的想拿到它。”

“我觉得这个想法真的很令人佩服，我认为你很棒。”我对卡罗琳说。

她脸红了，目光凝视着我们紧紧握在一起的手。“像我这个年龄……或许没有人会雇用我。”

我告诉她：“你还年轻呢。”

我坐在餐桌前，回想着那个夜晚的分分秒秒。真的，我曾为她感到自豪，现在依然因为她而骄傲。那么是什么发生了变化？

的确，卡罗琳的时间安排得很紧，要准备考试，要写论文，而我也很忙。

我走到冰箱前，对着它说：“这不是黑暗时代。我不会因为卡罗琳不在家做饭而饿死。”

然而，当我往面包上撒芥末，并找来一些奶酪和熟肉做三明治时，还是不能挥去家里充溢着的孤独感……和我内心的孤独。

或许这并不是黑暗时代，我想。但是，一个老派的男人居然还会想念妻子，这是多么糟糕的事啊！

第二天早晨，卡罗琳急匆匆地来到厨房，问道：“你看到我蓝色的笔记本了吗？”

我摇摇头。“今天晚上我能见到你吗？”

卡罗琳看着我。她能察觉出其中的紧张氛围。或者，她能察觉到吗？

我想，可能是她太忙于学校的事了，无暇顾及其他。

“萨姆，你知道的，我今晚有课，而且上完课之后我还得去图书馆学习，”她停顿了一下，然后慢慢地说，“今天晚上，有什么特别的原因需要我在家陪你吗？”

我下颌处的肌肉绷得紧紧的，我转过身，大声说道：“没有，我想没有理由。”

当我走进办公室时，听到有人在议论：“要么是在上班的路上车胎没气了，要么就是你的咖啡机坏了。”

伊夫正靠在文件柜上咧着嘴笑。尽管情绪不高，我还是笑了起来。我说：“都不是，只是因为……”

“因为什么？”伊夫一直走到我面前问道。

我注视着她。她是一位很容易相处的同事——聪明而且勤奋。她那一双淡褐色的眼睛，从来都不会放过哪怕最细微的小事。她的嘴角向上翘着，仿佛一直在微笑。

我们在一起工作已经有一段时间了，彼此都很了解。我想，你可以把我们称为朋友吧。

“没什么。咱们开始工作吧。”我说。

我和伊夫有条不紊地工作了一天，直到我的肚子开始咕咕地叫起来，我才意识到我们又忘记吃午饭了，而现在已经快到吃晚餐的时间了。

我对伊夫说：“我知道，我们还得再工作两个小时。但是，如果我现在不马上吃点东西的话，我可能会饿死。”

伊夫靠在她的椅子上，说：“我家离这里只有几个街区，为什么不去我那儿呢？我可以做点晚饭吃，我们还可以工作。”

“可是……”我欲言又止。事实上，我不知道该说些什么。我应该去伊夫的家里吃晚饭吗？

为什么不去？我的大脑中闪现出这句话。反正家里也没有人等我。

想到卡罗琳在上课，想到冰箱里放着的那些写着“晚餐一份”的盒子，我看着伊夫那浅褐色的眼睛和微笑的嘴巴。

我说：“好。咱们走吧。”

伊夫的家让人觉得很舒服——就像伊夫本人一样。我们端着晚餐盘子，肩并肩地坐在沙发上，文件散放在我们前面的咖啡桌上。



“很抱歉，我实在拿不出比汉堡包更好的东西了。”伊夫说。

“不用说抱歉，”我说，“这真的不错。我喜欢吃汉堡包。”

但是，我知道我并不喜欢吃汉堡包，而是喜欢坐在我身边，听我说话的人。我不确定我的所作所为是否正确。或许，我并不像自己想的那样老派吧。

我们一边吃晚饭一边工作，交谈的内容都是关于面前的文件。后来，伊夫的身体向我倾过来，将一根手指轻轻地放在我的脸上。

“你在干什么？”我的声音有些沙哑。

她笑了笑，说：“你的嘴角沾了一些番茄酱。”

我像冻僵了似的呆坐在那里，盯着伊夫浅褐色的眼睛，感觉到她的手指在轻轻地触摸着我的嘴唇。

过了一会儿，她又抬起另一只手放在我的脸上，我知道这次与我嘴上的番茄酱无关。我握住她的手，把它们放在我的胸前。

“伊夫……？”我像是要问一个问题般地念出这个名字。

“萨姆。”她柔声地回应我。

她的手暖暖的。我有些想知道伊夫的嘴唇是否也像她的双手一样柔软。但是就在那一刻，我意识到我不应该在伊夫身边，而应该在家里，与卡罗琳在一起。那并不仅仅因为我的老派。爱和信任与老派无关。

“我不能这么做，伊夫，”我轻声说，“你是个有魅力的女人，我喜欢同你一起工作，但是……”

“我并不需要永远，萨姆。”伊夫说。

“可是我需要，”我从沙发上站起来，“伊夫，我需要永远。”

我知道这是真的，即使永远意味着用好的心态去面对逆境，意味着等待某人。但是，永远还意味着永远在一起。

从伊夫家开车出来时，我看了一下手表，知道卡罗琳的课上完了。她说她下课后要去图书馆。我朝学校开去，路上只匆匆地停下过一次。

我看到卡罗琳正独自坐在那里，埋头读书。“给你一个惊喜。”我在她的耳旁轻声说。

听到我的声音，卡罗琳跳了起来，然后高兴地朝我笑着。“萨姆！你来这儿做什么？”

我拿给她一个褐色的纸袋。“打开它。”

卡罗琳从纸袋里掏出两块用塑料纸包好的纸托巧克力蛋糕。

“还记得孩子们小的时候，你总需要‘精神兴奋剂’吗？”我在她旁边坐下，轻声地问，“这些蛋糕总会奏效。我想，或许现在你也用得着。”

卡罗琳的一只手放在我的胳膊上。“我希望这表示你已经忘记了今天早晨的事。”

我俯下身，吻了她。这使我们两个人都忘记了自己是在图书馆里，忘记了蛋糕和争吵。

“如果你愿意，”我慢慢地说，“我可以帮你做论文的研究工作。”

卡罗琳的回答全都包含在她那充满泪水的眼睛里。这就足够了。



I was starving. As I drove home, I realized I hadn’t eaten anything since breakfast. Eve and I had been working too hard on a special project to even think about food. I pulled into the driveway, and immediately noticed my wife’s car wasn’t in the garage. I sighed.

“Carolyn？”I called as I entered the house. But I knew there would be no answer, no one to greet me, no fragrant aroma of dinner cooking. The house was empty, as usual. I walked into the kitchen. Carolyn had left a hastily scrawled note for me on the counter:“Class tonight. Lasagna in the freezer. Love you.”

I crumpled up the note.“She’s always at class these days.”I muttered aloud, frowning, I opened the freezer door. The small box said“Dinner for one.”I threw it back in the freezer. I didn’t want frozen lasagna from the supermarket; I wanted Carolyn’s lasagna. And I wanted my wife across the table from me.

I was lonely—I missed having the children at home. Sarah, our youngest, had left for college months ago. At the time I’d felt okay about it because Carolyn and I had each other. I’d assumed we’d have more time together.

Carolyn, however, had other ideas.

I remembered the night she announced she was going back to school.

“Don’t laugh at me, Sam,”Carolyn had said.

“I’m not laughing.”I replied. I admired her for returning to school.

“There never seemed to be time to do it before.”

I nodded. Carolyn had done everything for the kids—driving them to music lessons and baseball practices.

“I know it’s going to take me a while to get my teaching certification, but I really want to do it.”

“I think it’s a terrific idea. I think you’re terrific.”I told Carolyn.

She’d blushed and stared down at our clasped hands.“Nobody may want to hire me...at my age.”

“You’re not over the hill yet.”I told her.

I sat at the kitchen table, remembering every moment of that night. It was true—I had been proud of her; I was still proud of her. So what had changed？

Certainly Carolyn had a busy schedule, with tests to study for and papers to write. But I was busy, too.

I walked over to the refrigerator.“This isn’t the Dark Ages. I’m not going to starve to death because Carolyn isn’t home to cook.”I said to it.

Yet, as I spread some mustard on a piece of bread and searched for some cheese and deli meat to make a sandwich, I couldn’t ignore the empty feeling inside the house...inside me.

Maybe this isn’t the Dark Ages, I thought. But what’s so terrible about being an old-fashioned guy who misses his wife？

The next morning, Carolyn hurried through the kitchen.“Did you see my blue notebook？”she asked.

I shook my head.“Will I see you tonight？”

Carolyn looked at me. She could sense the tension. Or could she？

Maybe she’s too busy with school to notice anything, I thought.

“Sam, you know I’ve got a class tonight, and I need to go to the library later.”She paused and then said, slowly,“Is there special reason you needed me home tonight？”

The muscle in my jaw tightened and I turned away.“No,”I called,“I guess I don’t.”

When I walked into the office I heard someone say,“Either you got a flat tire on the way to work or the coffee machine is broken.”



永远还意味着永远在一起

Eve was leaning against the filing cabinet, grinning. I laughed in spite of my lousy mood.“None of the above,”I said,“it’s just...”

“Just what？”Eve walked over until she was standing directly in front of me.

I stared at her. She was an easy person to work with—smart and a hard worker. Her hazel eyes never missed the smallest detail and her mouth lifted at the corners, as if she were always smiling.

Working together these past few weeks, we’d gotten to know each other fairly well. I guess you could call us friends.

“It’s nothing,”I said,“let’s get to work.”

We worked steadily through the day, and it wasn’t until my stomach began rumbling that I realized we’d forgotten about lunch again and it was close to dinner-time.

“I know we still have a couple of hours of work ahead of us,”I said to her,“but if I don’t get something to eat soon, I may starve to death.”

Eve leaned back in her chair.“I only live a couple of blocks from here,”she said,“why don’t we go to my place？I can make dinner and we can keep working.”

“Well...”I began, and then stopped. The truth was, I didn’t know what to say. Should I go to Eve’s apartment for dinner？

Why not？Said the voice in my head. There’s nothing waiting for you at home anyway.

I thought of Carolyn at class and of the freezer stocked with boxes that said“Dinner for one.”I looked at Eve’s hazel eyes and smiling mouth.

“Sure,”I said,“let’s go.”

Eve’s apartment was comfortable—like Eve. We sat side by side on the sofa with our plates, our papers scattered on the coffee table in front of us.

“Sorry I couldn’t come up with anything more exciting than hamburgers.”Eve said.

“Don’t apologize,”I said,“this is great. I really love hamburgers.”

But it wasn’t the hamburgers I loved, and I knew it. It was sitting next to someone who listened to what I had to say. I wasn’t sure what I was doing was right. Maybe I wasn’t as old fashioned as I’d thought I was.

We worked as we ate, our conversation centered around the papers in front of us. Then Eve leaned toward me and put a finger gently to my face.

“What are you doing？”My voice was hoarse.

She smiled.“You have some ketchup on the side of your mouth.”

I sat as if frozen, staring into Eve’s hazel eyes and feeling the gentle touch of her finger against my lips.

After a moment, she brought her other hand up to my face, and I knew this had nothing to do with ketchup on my mouth. I reached for both her hands, holding them in front of me.

“Eve...？”I said it as if I were asking a question.

“Sam.”she whispered softly in response.

Her hands felt warm. Part of me wanted to discover if Eve’s lips were as soft as her hands. But at that moment, I realized my place wasn’t here beside Eve. It was home with Carolyn. It’s not just that I’m old-fashioned. Love and trust have nothing to do with fashion.

“I can’t, Eve,”I said gently,“you’re an attractive woman and I enjoy working with you but...”

“I don’t need forever, Sam.”she said.

“But I do,”I stood up from the sofa,“I do, Eve.”

And I knew it was true, even if forever meant taking the bad times with the good; even if it meant waiting for someone. But forever meant being there always and permanently.

As I drove away from Eve’s apartment, I looked at my watch and saw that Carolyn’s class was over. She’d said she was going to the library after class. I headed there, making one quick stop along the way.

I found her sitting alone with her nose buried in a book.“Surprise.”I whispered in her ear.

Carolyn jumped at the sound of my voice and then smiled with pleasure.“Sam!What are you doing here？”

I held out a brown bag.“Open it.”

Reaching inside, Carolyn pulled out two chocolate cupcakes that were wrapped in plastic.

“Remember when the kids were little and you’d need an energy boost？”I asked quietly, sitting down next to her.“These always worked. I thought maybe you could use some.”

Carolyn rested a hand on my arm.“I hope this means you’ve forgotten about this morning.”

I leaned over and kissed her, making us both forget about libraries and cupcakes and quarrels.

“If you like,”I said slowly,“I could help you with the research for your paper.”

Carolyn’s answer was in her shining eyes. And it was enough.
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琳达的情人节 Secret Admirer

佚名/Anonymous

琳达感到沮丧极了，情人节快到了，而她却是孤孤单单一个人。两个星期之前，男朋友甩了她。三年以来，他们的感情一直很好。突然之间，他提出要结束他们之间的关系，琳达还没有恢复过来。她身边的每个朋友都在热切期待情人节的到来，她们也都有正在认真交往的男友，就连妹妹安娜也有了情人节的安排。

安娜为琳达感到伤心，于是她邀请琳达在情人节那天共进晚餐，然后再看场电影。“不，我不去，”琳达告诉她，“我才不想当电灯泡呢。”

琳达打开电视机，转到的每个台播的都是有关情人节的节目，这使她更加郁闷。琳达打算出去走一走，她拿起皮包和钥匙，想去街边的小店买本杂志看看。琳达刚下楼梯走到她所住的公寓前门的时候，一个手捧鲜花的递送人员正好走上台阶来到门口。

琳达打开门，让他进来。“谢谢，”他说，“请问401号单元在哪层楼上？”琳达看着那个送货员，说道：“我住的单元就是401号。”“那么，这些花肯定是送给你的。”送货员说。“嗯……我……不会是我的，”琳达结结巴巴地说，“肯定是什么地方出错了。”这个人看了看塑料袋里的卡片，问道：“你是不是琳达呀？”“是的，我就是琳达。”琳达满脸通红地说。递送员将花交给她，说道：“情人节快乐。”

琳达捧着花回到了房间，她把塑料包装袋取了下来，只见上面写着：“琳达，情人节快乐。爱你的神秘仰慕者。”琳达很吃惊，是谁送这些花给她的呢？她辨认不出这是谁笔迹。她给花店打电话，但是接电话的人也记不清了。“今天买花的人太多了，你应该也了解。”他说。“那是自然，”琳达说，“那么，这些花是怎么付款的？假如是刷卡的话，没准儿你能够告诉我他的名字。”“这些花是用现金支付的，”接电话的人告诉她，“不好意思。”琳达看着这些花，简直太漂亮了。

在与前任男友交往的整整三年之中，他从没有给她送过花，又怎么会在分手之后送花给她呢？难道是她不认识的某一个男人？或者是一个对她痴迷却因害羞不敢告诉她的人？假如是一个让人恐惧的家伙，又该怎么办？或者是她不喜欢的某个人？正在这个时候，电话铃响了，是安娜。“情人节快乐！”她对琳达说，“今天过得怎么样？”“我不知道，”琳达说，“我收到一束花，署名却是神秘仰慕者，我不知道是谁送的，花店的人也不记得，我不知道该高兴还是忧虑。”安娜有一会儿没有说话。“是我，”她说，“我就是所谓的神秘仰慕者。”“你说的是真的吗？”琳达说。“你不会生气吧？”安娜问她。“一点儿都不会！”琳达说。安娜这才放下心来，“你是我的姐姐，琳达。你是我唯一的姐姐。我爱你，我想让你有个快乐的情人节。”“安娜，谢谢你。”琳达说，“这是我收到过的最好的情人节礼物。”



Linda was depressed. It was Valentine’s Day and she was all alone. Her boyfriend had dumped her two weeks ago. After going steady for three years he had suddenly called it quits. Linda hadn’t recovered yet. All of her friends were excited about Valentine’s Day. They all still had serious boyfriends. Even Linda’s sister Anna had plans.

She’d felt sorry for Linda and had invited her to come out on Valentine’s Day for supper and a movie.“No.”Linda told her.“I don’t want to be a spare wheel.”

Linda turned on the TV.As she flipped channels she could see that all of the shows were about Valentine’s Day. This made her feel even more morose. Linda decided to go for a walk. She gathered up her wallet and keys. Maybe she would go to the corner store and get a magazine to read. Linda walked downstairs to the front door of her apartment building. A delivery person with flowers was just walking up the steps to the door.



She’d felt sorry for Linda and had invited her to come out 

on Valentine’s Day for supper and a movie. 

“No.”Linda told her. 

“I don ’t want to be a spare wheel.”

Linda opened the door to let him in.“Thanks,”he said.“what floor is apartment 401 on?”Linda stared at the delivery man.“401 is my apartment.”she said.“Then these must be for you.”said the delivery man.“Oh—I—they can’t be for me,”Linda stuttered,“there must be some kind of mistake.”The man read the card through the plastic bag.“Are you Linda?”he asked.“Yes, I am.”Linda said as she blushed. The man handed the flowers to her.“Happy Valentine’s Day.”he said.

Linda took the flowers up to her apartment. She took off the plastic wrap and read the card.“Linda.”it read.“Happy Valentine’s Day. Love from your secret admirer.”Linda was shocked. Who could have sent these flowers?She didn’t recognize the writing. She phoned the florist’s shop. The man who answered the phone didn’t remember anything.“We’ve had so many orders today. You must understand,”he said.“Of course,”said Linda.“how were they paid for?If they were paid for by a credit card, perhaps you could tell me the name.”“They were paid for by cash,”the man told her,“sorry.”Linda stared at the flowers. They were beautiful.

In the entire three years that Linda had been with her boyfriend he had never bought her flowers. Why would he now he’d dumped her?Was it a man she didn’t know?Was it someone who was interested in her but was too shy to tell her?What if it was a creepy guy?Someone she didn’t like?The phone rang. It was her sister Anna.“Happy Valentine’s Day.”she said to Linda.“How are you doing?”“I don’t know,”Linda replied.“I got flowers. They’re from a secret admirer. I have no clue who they’re from. The florist doesn’t remember. I don’t know if I should be happy or worried.”Anna was quiet for a minute.“It was me,”she said,“I’m your secret admirer.”“Really?”Linda said.“Are you mad?”Anna asked.“Not at all!”said Linda. Anna was relieved.“You’re my big sister, Linda. You’re the only sister I have and I love you. And I wanted you to have a good Valentine’s Day.”“Anna, thank you,”Linda said,“this is the best Valentine’s Day present I’ve ever received.”
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让我做你的声音 A Silent Love

佚名/Anonymous

最初，女孩的家里人强烈反对她和这个男孩约会。理由是家境不般配，要是和他一起生活，女孩将来会吃很多苦。

因为家庭的压力，两人常常吵架。尽管女孩深爱着男孩，可她总是问：“你爱我有多深？”

男孩不太会说话，常常令女孩伤心。因为这个原因，再加上家庭的压力，女孩常常对男孩发脾气。而他，只是用沉默接受这一切。

过了几年，男孩终于毕业了，他打算到国外去深造。临走之前，他向女孩求婚：“我不善于表达，然而我知道我爱你。假如你接受我，我愿意用我的余生来照顾你。至于你的家人，我会尽力说服他们接受我。你愿意嫁给我吗？”

女孩答应了，男孩凭借他的决心得到了女孩家里人的同意，他们可以结婚了。因此，在他离开前，他们订了婚。

女孩进入社会工作，而男孩则在国外继续他的学业。他们通过电子邮件和电话传递爱意，虽然这样很辛苦，然而他们从未想过要放弃。

有一天，女孩在上班途中被一辆失控的汽车撞倒了。醒来之后，女孩看到父母都坐在床边，她意识到自己伤得厉害。看到妈妈在哭，她想安慰她，然而她意识到从她嘴里发出的只是一声叹息，她失声了。

医生解释说，因为大脑的损伤，她不能再出声。听着父母的安慰，她却说不出一个字，她伤心欲绝。

在医院的那段日子，陪伴她的除了无声的哭泣，还是无声的哭泣。出院之后，所有的事情还是老样子，除了电话铃声。每当电话一响，这个声音就会刺穿她的心。她不想让他知道这一切，不想让自己成为他的负担，因此她写了一封信，告诉他，她不想再等下去了。

她把订婚戒指连同那封信一块儿寄给了他，男孩写了无数封回信，打了无数个电话。而女孩所能做的，除了痛哭，还是痛哭。



她的父母决定搬家，想让她忘掉这一切，重新快乐起来。

在新环境下，女孩学会了手语，开始了崭新的生活，她每天都告诉自己必须忘记他。有一天，一个朋友到她的家里来，告诉她，他已经回来了，她请朋友不要把所发生的一切告诉他。从此以后，她再也没有听到有关他的任何消息。



一年过去了，朋友带给她一个信封，信封里是男孩的结婚喜帖。女孩的心都碎了，然而在她打开之后，看到的却是自己的名字。

就在她要问朋友怎么回事的时候，她看到男孩出现在她的面前。他用手语告诉她：“我花了一年的时间来学习手语，我只是想让你知道，我没有忘记我们的诺言。让我做你的声音吧，我爱你。”说着，他将戒指重新戴到她的手上。终于，女孩露出了笑脸。



From the very beginning, the girl’s family objected strongly on her dating this guy, saying that it had got to do with family background and that the girl would have to suffer for the rest of her life if she were to be with him.

Due to family’s pressure, the couple quarrelled very often. Though the girl loved the guy deeply, she always asked him,“How deep is your love for me?”

As the guy was not good with his words, this often caused the girl to be very upset. With that and the family’s pressure, the girl often vented her anger on him. As for him, he only endured it in silence.

After a couple of years, the guy finally graduated and decided to further his studies overseas. Before leaving, he proposed to the girl.“I’m not very good with words. But all I know is that I love you. If you allow me, I will take care of you for the rest of my life. As for your family, I’ll try my best to talk them round. Will you marry me?”

The girl agreed, and with the guy’s determination, the family finally gave in and agreed to let them get married. So before he left, they got engaged.

The girl went out to the working society, whereas the guy was overseas, continuing his studies. They sent their love through emails and phone calls. Though it was hard, both never thought of giving up.

One day, while the girl was on her way to work, she was knocked down by a car that lost control. When she woke up, she saw her parents beside her bed. She realized that she was badly injured. Seeing her mum crying, she wanted to comfort her. But she realized that all that could come out of her mouth was just a sigh. She lost her voice...

The doctors said that the impact on her brain had caused her to lose her voice. Listening to her parents’comfort, but with nothing coming out from her, she broke down.

During the stay in hospital, besides silent cry...it was still just silent cry that accompanied her. Upon reaching home, everything seemed to be the same, except for the ringing tone of the phone, which pierced into her heart every time it rang. She did not wish to let the guy know, and not want to be a burden to him. She wrote a letter to him saying that she did not wish to wait any longer.



With that, she sent the ring back to him. In return, the guy sent millions and millions of reply, and countless of phone calls...All the girl could do, besides crying, was still crying...

The parents decided to move away, hoping that she could eventually forget everything and become happy.

With a new environment, the girl learned sign language, and started a new life, telling herself every day that she must forget the guy. One day, her friend came and told her that he’s back. She asked her friend not to let him know what happened to her. Since then, there wasn’t any more news of him.

A year had passed and her friend came with an envelope containing an invitation card for the guy’s wedding. The girl was shattered. When she opened the letter she saw her name in it instead.

When she was about to ask her friend what’s going on, she saw the guy standing in front of her. He used sign language telling her“I’ve spent a year’s time to learn sign language. Just to let you know that I’ve not forgotten our promise. Let me have the chance to be your voice. I love you.”With that, he slipped the ring back into her finger. The girl finally smiled.
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信任的许诺 Trust

佚名/Anonymous

那次约会，你身上所穿的衣服和当时的天气，我至今仍然记忆犹新，因为我们从那天开始相爱。我也仍然记得，你跟我打招呼时，声音中充满了爱意。

最初，我很难开口说“我爱你”。然而，我的眼睛，我的手，以及我的心一直诉说着，直到“我爱你”成为我们共度时光时最美好的语言。原来爱情可以这样，我以前从来不知道。



我曾经一直不知道，爱情可以成为生活的食粮，可以成为一天中的太阳，可以成为黑夜时的美梦，可以成为我的思想、言语、担忧、希望和喜悦！一份无价的记忆成了我内心深处的宝藏，它使你的爱不断地在我的脑海中浮现。

有一天，所有的事情都变得反常了，我至今仍然记得那个日子。从那天开始，你不再用微笑开启我幸福的一天，每天放学后你不再来见我。你曾经用柔软的双臂围绕着我的幸福，你曾经用孩子气的声音对我轻声说话，我爱那种感觉。你曾经轻轻地挽着我的手在林荫道上散步，我爱你的那种温柔。

四个星期前，在放学回家的路上，我看到一个背影很像你的人，我叫着你的名字跑过去，我原以为那就是你。然而，当她转过头看到我惊讶而失望的表情时，我知道她不是我要找的、能够带给我快乐的那个人。她也同样露出了失望的表情。

我可以信任你吗？这是一个多么可笑的问题啊。当然，我信任你，我（几乎）完全信任你！然而，如果不是这种“几乎”，我就不会对你一见钟情。如果你将要离我而去，你就会开始遗忘那些记忆。

我的手和肌肤依旧保留着靠近你时的感觉，我的双手依旧保留着拥抱你时的感觉，也完整地保留着你抚摸我时的感觉。我们就像唱歌的小鸟，为了寻找其他歌曲而自由地飞向远方，然后，又总是急切地回到原地，我为这一切感到高兴。

罗克珊娜，我爱你，我对你的信任已经超过了对自己的信任，请你记住：只要我活着，你和我将永远地融为一体。这就是我许下的诺言。



I remember the date and what you wore and what the weather was like on the day we first liked each other. I also remember that you said hello in a voice that sounded like love.

At first it was hard to say,“I love you.”But my eyes, my hands, and my heart kept saying it for me...until“I love you”became the most beautiful words of all our moments together. I didn’t know that love could be this way.

I didn’t know that love could be my food and drink...my sun all day, my dreams at night, my thoughts, words, fears, hopes and joy!I have a treasure in my heart...a priceless collection of memories that remind me of your love.

I remember one day when everything went wrong. It was one of those days until you met me after school, turning my day happy with your smile. I love you, encircling my happiness with your arms. I love the childlike you, when you say things in that cute little voice. I love the tender you, holding my hand gently as we walk in the shadows of the street.

Four weeks ago when coming home from school, I saw someone from the back and thought it was you. I ran to her, calling your name...and when she turned, seeing my surprise and disappointment, she looked disappointed too, knowing she wasn’t the one, knowing that her face wasn’t the one who brought me such joy.



Do I trust you?What a silly question. Of course I trust you. I trust you (almost.) completely!But without the almost I probably wouldn’t love you in the first place. If you should go away, years will begin to fade away the memories.

My heart and skin will still remember the way it felt to be close to you. And my hands would still remember the way it felt to hold you in my arms and clearly feel the touch of you. I’m glad that we’re like singing birds, free to fly away in search of other songs and eager, always eager to return.

I love you, Roxana, and I trust you more than I trust myself and remember this: you and I will always be“one”as long as I live and that’s a promise.
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远方的知己 Soulmate

佚名/Anonymous

关于一个人如何邂逅知己的故事有很多。有一些人是相亲认识的，而令人伤心的是，还有一些人从未遇见过真正的知己。我相信，我已经找到了自己的知己。

尽管我才17岁，但是，我相信他就是上天赐给我的知己。只有一件事情不太好：我从来没有见过他本人。几乎有一年的时间，我们一直在网上聊天，他让我感到非常快乐。是上帝有意分开我们吗？我不知道。我的男朋友曾经告诉过我，上帝会考验爱情，我相信这句话。我曾祈求上帝赐给我一个特别的男孩，但我不知道上帝会赐给我一个天使。我知道他会告诉我，他不是天使，然而，我觉得他就是天使。在我的生命中，从来没有人像他那样真正地信任我、爱我。他今年19岁，住在一个很遥远的地方。也许，我们要经历一段时间的等待才能见到彼此。但是，我爱他，无论等多久，我都愿意。

曾经多少次，我经历着孤独和渴望拥抱的煎熬，然而我知道现在只能等待，等待着不可知的未来。每当感到孤单时，我就会查看他发给我的邮件，这些邮件总是能让我展露笑容，甚至让我再次爱上他。曾经，我们在一起有开心的时候，也有闹矛盾的时候，然而，每对情侣都是如此。我原来做过一些蠢事，像有一次我就提出和他分手，原因连我自己都说不清楚。提出分手之后，我的心都碎了。即便我做了这样的事情，他还是与我重归于好。因为这一点，我爱死他了。我不知道，这是否是在考验爱情有多么强大。可是，不管怎样，我比以前更爱他了。

有时候，我们不谋而合，那真是太酷了。我们有只属于我们的歌曲；我在邂逅他之前，就知道会爱上他；他送给了我一个昵称，只有他才能这样称呼我。大多数人可能会觉得那没什么，然而，我非常在乎。有些人甚至说我太年轻，不懂得什么是真爱，或是说我不可能真正爱上远方的某个人，但是我一点儿也不相信他们的说法。我相信他就是属于我的那个人，无论时间多么漫长，我都会等待能够拥抱他的那一天。人们都说我太愚蠢了，因为我爱上了一个远方的人，并且他们还对我说，他在自己居住的地方一定还有一个女朋友。一开始，我有过担心和恐惧，后来经过思考，我知道自己是全身心地爱他，我不相信他会像其他男孩子那样玩弄我的感情。无论别人怎么说，他都是我唯一的爱，并且永远都是。仅仅当他告诉我他爱我的时候，我就幸福极了，我知道，一些人不善于表达自己的情感。我不要珠宝首饰，我真正需要的只是他的拥抱和他对我说他爱我。



我真正需要的只是一个真正爱我的人，我相信他就是这个人，而且，我会全心全意地爱他。

There are many stories about how you may meet your soulmate. Some meet theirs from blind dates and sadly some never really do find their soulmates. I believe I have found my soulmate.

I am only 17 years old. But still I believe he is the one for me. There is only one thing: I have never really met him. We have been talking on the computer almost a year. He makes me very happy. I don’t know if God wants us to be apart for a reason. I believe as my boyfriend said what he is testing is love. I’ve asked for a special boy but I didn’t know God was going to give me an Angel. I know he will tell me he’s no angel, but I think he is. I’ve never had anyone ever really trust me, or love me like he does. He is 19 years old and lives a long way away from me. Maybe we are to wait sometime before we can meet. But with the love I feel for him I am willing to wait as long as it takes.



There are times when it is hard for me, I get lonely and long to be held, but I know for now I must wait and just see what happens. When I feel lonely I will read the letters that he has sent me and they always make me smile and even fall in love with him all over again. We have had our ups and downs but every couple has that. I’ve done some dumb things before like breaking up with him once and I really couldn’t tell you why I did. All I got from that was my heart broken, but even after I did what I did he still took me back. And I love him so much for it. I don’t know if it was a test to see how strong our love is. But either way I love him more than I did before.

Sometimes we think alike and that’s pretty cool. We have our own song; I knew I loved him before I met him; and he has a special pet name for me that only he can call me. To most that may not seem like a big deal but to me it really is. Some even said I’m too young to know what real love is, or that I can’t really love someone off here but I do not believe that at all. I believe he is the one for me and no matter how long it may take I’ll wait for the day I can hold him. I was told that I was being silly for falling for a guy off here and they told me that he must have another girlfriend where he lives. At first I had got worried and scared, then I thought and knew that I loved him with all my heart and I was not going to believe that he was playing with my heart like other guys had done. He’s my only love and no matter what anyone may say he will always be my only one. He makes me so very happy just by telling me he loves me. I know that some guys may have trouble showing their feelings. All I really need is to be held and told I love you. I don’t need a lot of jewel and stuff like that.

All I really want is someone to really love me and I believe he is that one and I love him with all my heart and soul.
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最后一封信 The Last Relationship

佚名/Anonymous

记得我们初次相识时，你好可爱。我们一起玩打仗游戏，之后你骑到了我身上。

我准备下楼时，你向我扔爆米花，你躺在地上时，我折回来痛打了你一顿。

再次遇见你是在情人节那天，我有一点儿害羞，不知道说什么好。

还记得我第一次邀请你和你弟弟来我家玩，开始你不想来，怕看到我的父母和兄弟。

你上楼时，我正在玩风信旗。那时我就希望你能这么想——我可以和她玩风信旗吗？

你坐在沙发上调电视频道时，我凝望着你，并希望你没有发现。

接着，我们静了下来，开始玩打仗游戏。在打闹中你咬了我，我也咬了你，然后我们抱住了对方。

还记得初吻时，你在椅子上坐着，我在你面前站着。

然而，时间过得真快，你得走了，我在心里说：“不，不要走！”

后来，在3月3日那天，你请求我做你的女朋友，我答应了，于是我们成了情侣。我希望我们的爱情之路顺利平坦。

我总记得那个星期天的晚上，你着实让我吃了一惊。你对我说：“我爱你。”我问了你很多次，并要你别和我开玩笑了。最后，我还是回应了你，“我也永远爱你。”

两个月后，你说你想离开我了。我对你说不要这样，冷静一下吧。这以后，我们又在一起了，但有时会发生争执。



大约在相识四个月后，我们计划出游一天，也就在那天，我们大吵了一架，之后就无话可说了。

终于，分手的那天到了。你骂我是泼妇，我气急败坏，起身离开。我站在墙后，祈祷着：“上帝啊，别让这段感情就此结束。”

我的眼泪簌簌滑落，你走过来对我说：“亲爱的，对不起，别哭了！”

我们一起回到家，你吻了我，我请你离开。

你交了新的朋友，与她们一同游玩。你不知道我有多么气愤，还有点儿忧伤。

于是，我终于告诉你，我们不再彼此需要了。

你却说我们应该冷静一下，先分开一个月。可对我来说，这一个月就如两个月一样漫长。

后来，你给我打电话，说你很想我、爱我，也很需要我。

我们聊了一会儿，我的态度始终很冷淡。你又问我是否愿意回到你身边，我说一切已经无法挽回了。

之后，我写到，我和我深爱的男孩分手了，他走他的阳关道，我过我的独木桥。现在，我仍旧过得很好。

I remember the first time we met; you were as cute as you can be and then we started to play fight then you sat on me.

You started to throw popcorn while I was going down the stairs and I came back to beat you up while you laid there.

I saw you again on Valentine’s Day when I was a little shy, and didn’t know what to say.

I remember the first time I asked you to come to my house with your brother; at first you didn’t want to because of my mother, father, and brother.

When you came upstairs I was playing wit vane, I was hoping you were thinking—can I play with her?

While you were sitting on my couch changing channels on my TV, I was staring at you hoping you wouldn’t catch me.

Then we became all cool and started to play fight, you bit me and I bit you, and then we held each other a little tight.

Then I remember our first kiss; you were sitting on the chair I was in front of you and stood there.

But the moment had to last and you had to go and in my mind I was saying,“No, he can’t go!”

Then on March 3rd you asked me to be your girl and I replied yes and we became a couple; I was hoping there would be no trouble.

I always remember on a Sunday night you surprised me and said,“I LOVE YOU.”I asked you over and over and said don’t play. I replied to you and said,“I love you, too, always.”

Then two months past, you said you wanted to leave so I said don’t worry just stay calm. So later on, we were going our way, but sometimes we had our bad days.

It was about our 4th month we had planned a day so we went out, but we had a big argument and didn’t know what to say.

Then the date finally came. You called me a bitch, so I got up and walked away. I walked away and stood behind a wall then I just thought“God please don’t let this relationship fall.”

As a tear dropped from my eye, you walked by and said,“Baby I’m sorry, please don’t cry.”

So finally we went home and you kissed me and I told you to go.

You made new friends and went out and do you know I sat there pissed, mad, and a kind of blue.





So then I finally told you, you don’t need me and I don’t need you.

So you said let’s just take a break 1 month, 2 months then I felt like it went away.

Then after a while you called me that you miss me, you love me and you want me.

We talked for a while, I was being cold then you asked me again and I explained myself and then said no.

So after that I wrote about a guy who stole my heart away as we said goodbye, he went his way and I went mine and here I am today.
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恋爱中的诗人 Unbosoming Myself

佚名/Anonymous

我刚刚结束了与你的通话，我希望在你读到这篇东西的时候，我能在你身旁，然而实现这个愿望还有很长的路要走……

珊蒂，我知道你的心已经属于我，我的心也早已被你俘获。

在我的生命里，你就是我一直等待的那个特别的人，我会对你说出那三个字，并且，我是真心的。我明白，我每天念叨它们，你或许会以为我没有诚意。可是请相信我，我所说的每一个字都是我内心深处的真实表白。



你是第一个与我共舞的人，是第一个让我有那种感觉的人，是第一个让我吐露心底的秘密而毫无悔恨或遗憾的人。

珊蒂，假如需要的话，我会心甘情愿地跪下双膝。请让我品尝一次真正的甜美和爱情。

珊蒂，我爱你，你明白我是真心爱你的。若你能赐予我哪怕一天或一刻的时间，我就会因幸福而死……

就到这里吧，我得走了，现在已经很晚了。我很快就会在梦里遇见你，对吗？

再见，珊蒂……我会永远爱你。



I just got off the phone with you. I wish I could be there with you as you read this one, but that may be a long way off...

Sandi, I know that your heart belongs to me and you’ve got my heart.



All my life, I waited for that special someone who I could say those three words and mean them. I know I say them every day, and you probably think that I don’t mean it. But trust me, I mean every word of it from the bottom of my heart.

You were the first person that I had a slow dance with. The first one I’ve ever felt this way about. The first I could ever tell such secrets to and never feel any remorse or regret.

Sandi, I’ll get down on my knees if I have to. To let me taste true beauty and love.

Sandi, I love you, and you know that I do. Give me but one day and but one moment in time and I will die a happy man...

Well, I better go. It’s getting late. I’ll see you soon in my dreams, okay?

Bye, Sandi...I’ll always love you.
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浪漫路曲曲折折 Detour to Romance

佚名/Anonymous

我在联合车站的行李寄存处工作，由于工作地点的关系，可以看见走过楼梯的每一个人。

3年前哈里曾来过这儿，站在楼梯口接乘坐9点05分到站的旅客。

我依然记得见到他时第一晚的情景。他那时身材瘦削，神情忧郁，像个孩子似的。他穿戴整齐，我知道他是在等他的女友，并且在她到后20分钟，他们将举行婚礼。

哦，旅客们来了，我得去忙了。直到9点18分我才又有时间往楼梯那边看，令我吃惊的是那年轻人还在那儿。

她既没乘9点18分的车，也没乘9点40分的车。等10点02分的那班车的旅客都出站后，哈里看起来很失望。不一会儿，他走近我的窗口，我招呼他，问他，她长什么样。

“她矮小的个子，黝黑的皮肤，”他说，“19岁。走起路来干脆利落。她的脸嘛，”他想了一会儿说，“蕴含着丰富的表情，我是说她会生气，但从不会持续太久。她眉心有颗小痣。她有件棕色毛皮大衣，但也有可能没穿。”

我似乎没见过这样的人。

他拿出电报给我看：“周四到。车站接我。爱爱爱爱。——梅。”电报是从内布拉斯加州的奥马哈市发来的。

“噢，”最后，我说，“你怎么不往家里打个电话？如果她比你先到这儿，她可能已经给你家打电话了。”

他忧郁地看着我，“我才来城里两天。我们约定见面后开车去南方，我工作的那个地方。她没留任何地址给我。”他摆弄着电报。

我第二天去值班时，看到他还在那儿。他看见我就朝我走来。

“她在哪儿工作过呢？”我问。

他点头，说道：“她原来是打字员。我给她原来的老板发过电报。他们只知道她辞职结婚去了。”

接下来的三四天，哈里接了每趟火车。当然，铁路方面也进行了检查，警察也介入了此事。但事实上谁也没能帮上他的忙。看得出来，他们都认为梅只是和他开了个玩笑，但不知为什么，我却从不那么认为。

大约两周后的一天，与哈里聊天时，我把我的想法告诉了他，“如果你等了足够长的时间，”我说，“总有一天，你会看到她从那边楼梯处走来。”他转过身望着楼梯，仿佛从未见过它。

第二天上班时，我发现哈里已站在托尼的杂志摊后面了。他有点儿羞怯地看着我说，“哦，我得找份工作干，是吧？”

就这样他帮托尼卖起了杂志。我们没再谈梅，也不提我曾经的那个想法。但是我发觉哈里还是爱看走过楼梯的每个人。

年底，托尼因赌博与别人发生争执而被杀。他的妻子将杂志摊完全交给了哈里去打理。不久她再婚了，哈里就把杂志摊买了下来。他又借了些钱，装了个冷饮机，不久小买卖就红火起来。

直到昨天，哈里的生活才有了变化。当时，我听见一阵喊声，随后是东西落地的声音。是哈里在叫。他跳出柜台，把柜台上陈列的玩具和其他东西都掀翻在地，然后从这些东西上跑过去，抓住了一个离我窗户不到10英尺远的女孩。她个子矮小，皮肤黝黑，眉心处有颗小痣。



他们对视了好一会儿，又哭又笑，语无伦次地说着话。她好像说，“我说的是汽车站——”而他则用热吻捂住了她说话的嘴，告诉她，在找她的过程中所发生的一切。显然，梅3年前是坐汽车来的，而不是火车。她的电报里指的是“汽车站”而不是“火车站”。她在汽车站等了好几天，为了找哈里，她把身上所有的钱都花光了。后来，她找了份打字员的工作。

“什么？”哈里说，“你一直在城里工作？直到现在？”

她点了点头。

“啊，天哪！难道你从没来过这个车站吗？”他用手指了指杂志摊，“我一直都在那儿。那个摊儿是我的。我留意着每个走过楼梯的人。”

她的脸色变得苍白。接着，她向楼梯望去，用微弱的声音说道：“我从没走过这个楼梯。你看，昨天我出差了。哦，哈里！”然后她用手臂搂紧他的脖子，开始哭了起来。

过了一会儿，她往后站了站，用手指着车站最北头说：“哈里，3年来，整整3年，我就在那儿——这个车站的站长办公室当打字员。”

Located in the checkroom in Union Station as I am, I see everybody that comes up the stairs.

Harry came in a little over three years ago and waited at the head of the stairs for the passengers from the 9:05 train.

I remember seeing Harry that first evening. He wasn’t much more than a thin, anxious kid then. He was all dressed up and I knew he was meeting his girl and that they would be married twenty minutes after she arrived.

Well, the passengers came up and I had to get busy. I didn’t look toward the stairs again until nearly time for the 9:18 and I was very surprised to see that the young fellow was still there.

She didn’t come on the 9:18 either, nor on the 9:40, and when the passengers from the 10:02 had all arrived and left, Harry looked pretty desperate. Pretty soon he came close to my window so I called out and asked him what she looked like.

“She’s small and dark,”he said,“and nineteen years old and very neat in the way she walks. She has a face,”he said, thinking a minute,“that has lots of spirit. I mean she can get mad but she never stays mad for long, and her eyebrows come to a little point in the middle. She’s got a brown fur, but maybe she isn’t wearing it.”

I couldn’t remember seeing anybody like that.

He showed me the telegram he’d received: ARRIVE THURSDAY.MEET ME AT STATION.LOVE LOVE LOVE LOVE.MAY.It was from Omaha, Nebraska.

“Well,”I finally said,“why don’t you phone to your home?She’s probably called there if she got in ahead of you.”

He gave me a sick look.“I’ve only been in town two days. We were going to meet and then drive down South where I’ve got a job. She hasn’t any address for me.”He touched the telegram.

When I came on duty the next day, he was still there and came over as soon as he saw me.

“Did she work anywhere?”I asked.

He nodded.“She was a typist. I telegraphed her former boss. All they know is that she left her job to get married.”

Harry met every train for the next three or four days. Of course, the railroad lines made a routine checkup and the police looked into the case. But nobody was any real help. I could see that they all figured that May had simply played a trick on him. But I never believed that, somehow.

One day, after about two weeks, Harry and I were talking and I told him about my theory.“If you’ll just wait long enough,”I said,“you’ll see her coming up those stairs some day.”He turned and looked at the stairs as though he had never seen them before.

The next day when I came to work Harry was behind the counter of Tony’s magazine stand. He looked at me rather sheepishly and said,“Well, I had to get a job somewhere, didn’t I?”So he began to work as a clerk for Tony. We never spoke of May anymore and neither of us ever mentioned my theory. But I noticed that Harry always saw every person who came up the stairs.

Toward the end of the year Tony was killed in some argument over gambling, and Tony’s widow left Harry in complete charge of the magazine stand. And when she got married again some time later, Harry bought the stand from her. He borrowed money and installed a soda fountain and pretty soon he had a very nice little business.

Then came yesterday. I heard a cry and a lot of things falling. The cry was from Harry and the things falling were a lot of dolls and other things which he had upset while he was jumping over the counter. He ran across and grabbed a girl not ten feet from my window. She was small and dark and her eyebrows came to a little point in the middle.



For a while they just hung there to each other laughing and crying and saying things without meaning. She’d say a few words like,“It was the bus station I meant—”and he’d kiss her speechless and tell her the many things he had done to find her. What apparently had happened three years before was that May had come by bus, not by train, and in her telegram she meant“bus station”, not“railroad station”.She had waited at the bus station for days and had spent all her money trying to find Harry. Finally she got a job typing.

“What?”said Harry,“have you been working in town?All the time?”

She nodded.

“Well, heavens. Didn’t you ever come down here to the station?”He pointed across to his magazine stand.“I’ve been there all the time. I own it. I’ve watched everybody that came up the stairs.”

She began to look a little pale. Pretty soon she looked over at the stairs and said in a weak voice,“I never came up the stairs before. You see, I went out of town yesterday on a short business trip. Oh, Harry!”Then she threw her arms around his neck and really began to cry.

After a minute she backed away and pointed very stiffly toward the north end of the station.“Harry, for three years, for three solid years, I’ve been right over there working right in this very station, typing, in the office of the stationmaster.”
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至爱 Moments of Love

大卫·S.匹萨斯基/David S.Pisetsky

第一次见到她时，她正在校园的操场上漫步。我站在那里，目光追随着她的倩影，呆住了。她就是我的至爱，我对自己说。

那正是开学的第一天，我向同学问起她，他们说她已经有男朋友了，让我忘了她。

几个月后，听说她跟男朋友分手了。但是，至少过了半年后，我才向她提出约会的请求。我打电话到寝室找她，紧张得吐字不清，甚至把她的前后名字都说反了。“周六晚上请你吃晚饭，好吗？”提议完，我尴尬极了，害怕她会拒绝。“乐意之至。”她的声音听起来似乎很开心。

星期六，我去宿舍接她，她的美丽再次深深地打动了我。我在30里外的餐馆预订了晚餐。开车去那儿时，我却迷路了，在乡间小路上漫无目的地转了一个多小时后，我越来越焦躁，她却一直兴致高昂。她说，她读过这些乡村的历史，很高兴能来游玩。

我们最终没能找到那家餐馆，汽油快用完了。10点时，我们才吃了点汉堡和薯条，算是晚餐。她身着美丽的花裙，金黄的直发和娇好的面容，使她在当地孩子中间显得更加光彩照人。

回到学校后，我正要为晚上的一切道歉，但感觉到她用自己那温暖的手握住了我的手，然后迅速地在我脸上吻了一下，温柔地说道：“谢谢你让我度过一个快乐的夜晚，”我还没回过神来，她已消失在寝室里了。

我们之前曾有过多少这样的时刻啊——充满了包容、优雅与爱意，我几乎不敢相信。记得婚礼那天，在太平洋海滨，那个清新的星期天早晨，她挽着父亲的手步入教堂，我站在圣坛旁，向徐徐走来的她望去，她即将成为我妻；又或是我们的两个孩子出生，她经历了旁人无法体会的分娩痛楚后，脸上因欣喜而光彩四溢。



但是1993年10月15日，情形却完全不同。那天，在一个难眠之夜之后，我们早上5点钟就起床了。当手术刀即将划开你心上人的血肉肌肤时，你又怎能安然入眠呢？她吻了吻我们两个熟睡的孩子，但他们却没有醒来对她说“祝您好运”或者“我爱您，妈妈”。到了医院，签完一些文件后，我看她换上一件褪了色的棉袍和一双袜子，似乎手术室最大的伤害是寒冷。

她扑在我怀里哭着说不做手术。我握着她的手，注射器扎进她的手臂，泪水很快停住了，那原本清澈、机灵的双眼，现在却闭上了，看起来似乎充满了恐惧。

我痛苦而慌乱地与她吻别，然后，看着她穿过那道无情的门，被推进了手术室。我整天待在候诊室，用校对稿子来分散我的焦虑。

直到傍晚时，她才回到病房，胸前缠绕着一大片绷带，我想她一定会喜欢那个外科医生缠绕绷带时的细心与精巧的手艺。这使我想起我们的孩子还是婴儿的时候，她为他们的摇篮缝制床单。这些绷带看起来亲切又安全可靠——不像我想的那么粗糙。

灯光昏暗的房间里，充斥着强烈的消毒水的味道。坐在她旁边，我意识到我们的生命是如此的息息相关，以至于我此时也成了病人。我茫然地盯着窗外，只看到灰粉色的云彩掠过傍晚的天空，我感到心力交瘁。

差不多快七点时，她微微动了一下，听到她的呻吟，我移到床边。从桌子上的水罐里拿出一点冰片，轻轻碰触她的嘴唇，拂开她额前被汗水沁湿的灰白头发。

“我爱你。”我说。

听到这些话，她慢慢地睁开眼睛，起初，她的目光似乎有些迷茫，没有焦点，但很快，她的眼睛便变得透彻起来，她认出了我，嘴角浮现出一抹温柔的笑。

“我也爱你。”她呢喃道，眼睛又闭上了。此时的我几乎筋疲力尽。回想起第一次见到她的情景，我仿佛又回到了年轻时代，回到了那个阳光灿烂的早上。她就是我的至爱。我再一次在心中对自己说道，她就是我的至爱。

When I first saw her, she was walking across the med-school quad. I stood motionless as if stunned, following her with my eyes. She is the one, I said to myself.

It was the first day of school. When I asked a classmate about her, he told me to forget it. She has a boyfriend, he said.

A few months later I heard she’d ended her relationship. But I waited at least half a year to ask for a date. When I telephoned her dormitory and asked nervously for her, I transposed the syllables of her first and last names into ludicrous garble.“Dinner on Saturday?”I proposed, embarrassed and expecting rejection.“I would enjoy that,”she answered, sounding pleased.

On Saturday I greeted her at the dorm and was again entranced by her loveliness. I had made reservations at a restaurant 30 miles away. I lost my way and drove aimlessly on rural roads for an hour as my exasperation mounted. She remained good-humored-happy, she said, to tour villages whose histories she had read about.

We never located the restaurant, and then almost ran out of gas. We finally ate at 10 p.m., hamburgers and fries at a dinner. In her floral dress, with her straight blond hair and classic features, she stood out among the local kids.

Back at school, I was ready to apologize for the evening. But I felt her warm hand take mine, and then she quickly kissed my cheek.“Thank you for a wonderful evening,”she said softly. Before I comprehended what had happened, she disappeared into the dormitory.

How many times have there been moments like that, moments of such encompassing grace and love that I doubted their actuality?Moments like the day of our marriage, when on a crisp Sunday morning on the Pacific coast she entered the church on her father’s arm and I gazed down the aisle at my soon-to-be wife. Or the moments when our two children were born and her face became radiant as she emerged from the unreachable realm of labor into exultation.

But October 15, 1993, was Different. That day, we arose at 5 a.m., having a hard slept. How can you rest when a blade will soon sever flesh so dear?She kissed both of our children as they slept, but they never stirred or said“Good luck”or“I love you, Mommy.”In the hospital, after we signed the papers, I watched her change into a faded cotton gown and two pairs of socks, as if the worst injury that day would be the chill of the operating room.



She cried in my arms and said she didn’t want the surgery. I held her hand as an I.V.was inserted into her arm. In a few seconds her tears stopped and she closed those eyes that had always seemed so clever and clear, but now looked so fearful.

Feeling frantic and disconnected I kissed her, and then she was wheeled away through the unforgiving doors of the operating suite. I spent the day in the waiting room polishing a manuscript whose only significance was its power to distract.

When she returned to her room late that afternoon, on her chest was an expanse of billowing white bandage placed by a surgeon’s hands with a precision and delicacy she would have admired. I was reminded of the coverlet she had appliquéd for our children’s cradle when they were infants. The bandage looked gentle and protective—reassuring and not as harsh as I had expected.

Sitting beside her in a dimly lit room that smelled sharply of disinfectant, I realized that because my life was so intertwined with hers, I, too, was a patient. I felt depleted and wrecked as I stared blankly out the window at pink-gray clouds slowly traversing the afternoon sky.

It was almost 7p.m.before she stirred. I heard her moan, and moved to the edge of the bed. I lightly touched her lips with an ice chip from the pitcher on her bedside table, and brushed the grayflecked hair across her sweaty brow.

“I love you,”I said.

At these words, her eyes opened hesitantly. At first her gaze seemed confused and unfocused, but for an instant her eyes sharpened with recognition, and a gentle smile lifted the edges of her mouth.

“I love you too,”she whispered, and then her eyelids shut. I was close to exhaustion and dislocated in time as I recalled the moment I first saw her. It was as if I was young again and the sun was resplendent in the morning sky. She is the one, I said once more in my mind’s voice. She is the one.
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