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To Kill a Man

杀人




Though dim night-lights burned, she moved familiarly through the big rooms and wide halls, seeking vainly the half-finished book of verse she had mislaid and only now remembered. When she turned on the lights in the drawing-room, she disclosed herself clad in a sweeping negligee gown of soft rose-colored stuff, throat and shoulders smothered in lace. Her rings were still on her fingers, her massed yellow hair had not yet been taken down. She was delicately, gracefully beautiful, with slender, oval face, red lips, a faint color in the cheeks, and blue eyes of the chameleon sort that at will stare wide with the innocence of childhood, go hard and gray and brilliantly cold, or flame up in hot wilfulness and mastery.

尽管夜明灯发出微弱的光，她还是熟悉地穿过大大的房间和宽敞的走廊，徒劳地寻找她写到一半的诗歌集子，她之前不知道随手放哪儿了，现在刚刚想起来找。她打开客厅的灯，灯光下可以看到她身穿一件拖曳的长睡衣；睡衣是柔和的玫瑰色，颈前和两肩处的蕾丝让她透不过气来。她的戒指还戴在手指上，扎上去的一头黄发还没有披散下来。她清秀优雅，十分美丽，细长的鹅蛋脸上有两片朱唇，脸颊上泛着淡淡的红晕。一双蓝眼睛像变色龙一样随意变化，有时瞪得大大的，充满了孩童的无邪，有时变得锐利灰暗，闪耀着冷峻的目光，在狂热、固执和掌控一切时，目光还会变得如烈焰般火红。




She turned the lights off and passed out and down the hall toward the morning room. At the entrance she paused and listened. From farther on had come, not a noise, but an impression of movement. She could have sworn she had not heard anything, yet something had been different. The atmosphere of night quietude had been disturbed. She wondered what servant could be prowling about. Not the butler, who was notorious for retiring early save on special occasion. Nor could it be her maid, whom she had permitted to go that evening.

她关上灯，走出房间，沿着走廊向晨室走去。走到门口，她停住脚步留神听了听。远处有声音传来，但不是喧闹声，像是有人在活动。她本来可以确信自己什么都没听到，但这次有些不寻常之处。夜晚宁静的气氛被扰乱了。她在想是哪个仆人在鬼鬼祟祟地来回走动。不是那个男管家，众所周知，除了特殊的场合，他总是老早就睡了。也不可能是她的女仆，她已经批准女仆当晚外出了。




Passing on to the dining-room, she found the door closed. Why she opened it and went on in, she did not know, except for the feeling that the disturbing factor, whatever it might be, was there. The room was in darkness, and she felt her way to the button and pressed. As the blaze of light flashed on, she stepped back and cried out. It was a mere "Oh!" and it was not loud.

她继续往餐厅走去，发现门锁着。她不知道自己为什么要打开门继续往里走，只是感觉那扰人的东西就在那儿，不管是什么。房间里一片漆黑，她摸索着找到了灯开关，按了下去。一道强光闪过，她后退了几步，大叫了一声。只是一声“哦！”，声音不大。




Facing her, alongside the button, flat against the wall, was a man. In his hand, pointed toward her, was a revolver. She noticed, even in the shock of seeing him, that the weapon was black and exceedingly long-barreled. She knew black and exceedingly long it for what it was, a Colt's. He was a medium-sized man, roughly clad, brown-eyed, and swarthy with sunburn. He seemed very cool. There was no wabble to the revolver and it was directed toward her stomach, not from an outstretched arm, but from the hip, against which the forearm rested.

在她面前，开关旁边，有个男人正贴墙站着。他手里拿着一把左轮手枪，指向她。尽管还处于看到他的震惊之中，她还是注意到这把枪是黑色的，并且枪筒非常长。她知道黑色和非常长的枪筒代表着什么，这是把柯尔特枪。他是个身材中等的男子，穿着粗陋；眼睛是棕色的，皮肤被太阳晒得黝黑。他看上去非常镇静。左轮手枪没有丝毫晃动，正指向她的腹部，不过不是从伸出手臂的方向，而是从胯骨那儿，他的前臂就抵在那里。




"Oh," she said. "I beg your pardon. You startled me. What do you want?"

“哦，”她说，“请见谅，你吓到我了。你想要什么？”




"I reckon I want to get out," he answered, with a humorous twitch to the lips. "I've kind of lost my way in this here shebang, and if you'll kindly show me the door I'll cause no trouble and sure vamoose."

“我想要出去，”他回答说，嘴唇滑稽地抽动了一下，“我在这屋子里有点儿迷路了，你要是好心告诉我门在哪儿，我就不惹什么麻烦，保证马上走人。”




"But what are you doing here?" she demanded, her voice touched with the sharpness of one used to authority.

“但是，你在这儿做什么？”她质问道，她的嗓音略带些权威人士惯有的尖厉。




"Plain robbing, Miss, that's all. I came snooping around to see what I could gather up. I thought you wan't to home, seein' as I saw you pull out with your old man in an auto. I reckon that must a ben your pa, and you're Miss Setliffe."

“只是抢劫，小姐，仅此而已。我来窥探看看能搜罗到什么。我以为你不会回家了，因为我看见你开车和你家老头子出去了。我猜那肯定是你父亲，而你就是赛特利夫小姐。”




Mrs. Setliffe saw his mistake, appreciated the naive compliment, and decided not to undeceive him.

赛特利夫夫人意识到他的错误，却很感激他这缺乏判断力的恭维，于是决定不让他知道真相。




"How do you know I am Miss Setliffe?" she asked.

“你怎么知道我是赛特利夫小姐？”她问道。




"This is old Setliffe's house, ain't it?"

“这是老赛特利夫的房子，不是吗？”




She nodded.

她点点头。




"I didn't know he had a daughter, but I reckon you must be her. And now, if it ain't botherin' you too much, I'd sure be obliged if you'd show me the way out."

“我以前不知道他有个女儿，但我猜你就是她了。那么，如果不太麻烦的话，你要是能给我指指出去的路我会感激不尽的。”




"But why should I? You are a robber, a burglar."

“可我为什么要这么做？你是个强盗，是个窃贼。”




"If I wan't an ornery shorthorn at the business, I'd be accumulatin' them rings on your fingers instead of being polite," he retorted.

“如果我不是个干这事的普通新手，现在我就在一个个地摘你手指上的戒指了，而不会这样客气。”他反驳说。




"I come to make a raise outa old Setliffe, and not to be robbing women-folks. If you get outa the way, I reckon I can find my own way out.”

“我来是想从老赛特利夫捞一笔的，不是来抢劫女士的。你要是让开，我想我能找到出去的路。”




Mrs. Setliffe was a keen woman, and she felt that from such a man there was little to fear. That he was not a typical criminal, she was certain. From his speech she knew he was not of the cities, and she seemed to sense the wider, homelier air of large spaces.

赛特利夫夫人是个敏锐的女人，她感觉这样一个人没什么可怕的。她确定他不是典型的罪犯。从他的说法方式上她了解到他不是城里人，而且她似乎感觉到了大空间的那种更广阔和朴实的气息。




"Suppose I screamed?" she queried curiously. "Suppose I made an outcry for help? You couldn't shoot me?…a woman?”

“假设我刚才尖叫了呢？”她好奇地问，“要是我刚才大叫着求救呢？你也不会对我开枪吗？……一个女人？”




She noted the fleeting bafflement in his brown eyes. He answered slowly and thoughtfully, as if working out a difficult problem. "I reckon, then, I'd have to choke you and maul you some bad."

她注意到他棕色的眼睛里闪过一丝困惑。他沉思着慢慢回答，好像在解答一道难题，“我想，那么，我会掐住你的脖子，粗鲁地对待你。”




"A woman?"

“一个女人？”




"I'd sure have to," he answered, and she saw his mouth set grimly.

“我确定我是不得不这样做。”他回答道，她看见他嘴巴坚决冷酷的样子。




"You're only a soft woman, but you see, Miss, I can't afford to go to jail. No, Miss, I sure can't. There's a friend of mine waitin' for me out West. He's in a hole, and I've got to help him out."The mouth shaped even more grimly. "I guess I could choke you without hurting you much to speak of."

“你只是一个柔弱的女人，可你看，小姐，我可蹲不起监狱。是的，小姐，我确定我蹲不起监狱。有个朋友在西部等我。他正身处困境，而我得帮他脱离困境。”他嘴巴的样子更加坚决冷酷。“我想我会掐住你的脖子，但不会让你受什么大的伤害。”




Her eyes took on a baby stare of innocent incredulity as she watched him.

她望着他，眼神就像个婴儿一样，带着一种天真的怀疑。




"I never met a burglar before," she assured him, "and I can't begin to tell you how interested I am."

“我以前从没遇到过窃贼，”她向他保证说，“我不知该如何告诉你我有多感兴趣。”




"I'm not a burglar, Miss. Not a real one," he hastened to add as she looked her amused unbelief. "It looks like it, me being here in your house. But it's the first time I ever tackled such a job. I needed the money bad. Besides, I kind of look on it like collecting what's coming to me."

“我不是个窃贼，小姐，不是个真正的窃贼。”他赶紧补充说，因为她似乎觉得很好笑，一脸怀疑的表情。“看上去是这样，我在你的房子里。但这是我第一次干这种事。我非常需要那笔钱。而且，这对我来说也就是搜罗属于我的东西。”




"I don't understand," she smiled encouragingly. "You came here to rob, and to rob is to take what is not yours."

“我不懂，”她鼓励地笑着说道，“你来这儿抢劫，而抢劫就是要带走不属于你的东西。”




"Yes, and no, in this here particular case. But I reckon I'd better be going now."

“在这种特殊情况下，是这样、也不是这样的。但我想我现在最好离开。”




He started for the door of the dining-room, but she interposed, and a very beautiful obstacle she made of herself. His left hand went out as if to grip her, then hesitated. He was patently awed by her soft womanhood.

他动身走向餐厅的门，可她却挡在他前面，构成了一个美丽的障碍物。他左手伸出去像是要抓住她，然后又犹豫了。他显然是为她温柔的女性气质折服了。




"There!" she cried triumphantly. "I knew you wouldn't."

“瞧！”她得意地大叫道，“我就知道你不会那么做的。”




The man was embarrassed.

这个男人有些局促不安。




"I ain't never manhandled a woman yet," he explained, "and it don't come easy. But I sure will, if you set to screaming."

“我从未粗鲁地对待过一位女士，”他解释说，“要我那样做并不容易。可要是你开始尖叫的话，我肯定会那么做的。”




"Won't you stay a few minutes and talk?" she urged. "I'm so interested. I should like to hear you explain how burglary is collecting what is coming to you."

“你不愿意呆几分钟聊一会儿吗？”她劝说道，“我很感兴趣。我愿意听你解释一下入室盗窃为什么就是搜罗属于你的东西。”




He looked at her admiringly.

他钦佩地看着她。




"I always thought women-folks were scairt of robbers," he confessed. "But you don't seem none."

“我总以为女人们害怕强盗，”他坦承说，“可你看起来一点儿都不怕。”




She laughed gaily.

她欢快地笑起来。




"There are robbers and robbers, you know. I am not afraid of you, because I am confident you are not the sort of creature that would harm a woman. Come, talk with me a while. Nobody will disturb us. I am all alone. My—father caught the night train to New York. The servants are all asleep. I should like to give you something to eat—women always prepare midnight suppers for the burglars they catch, at least they do in the magazine stories. But I don't know where to find the food. Perhaps you will have something to drink?"

“强盗也有不同，你知道。我不害怕你，因为我相信你不是会伤害女人的那种家伙。来，跟我聊会儿吧。没有人会打扰我们，就我一个人。我的——父亲乘夜车去纽约了。仆人们都在睡觉。我想给你找点儿东西吃——女人们总是为她们半夜撞见的窃贼准备晚餐，至少在杂志故事里是这样的。但我不知道去哪儿找吃的。或许你要喝点什么？”




He hesitated, and did not reply; but she could see the admiration for her growing in his eyes.

他犹豫了一下，没有回答，可她能从他的眼睛里看出他对她的钦佩。




"You're not afraid?" she queried. "I won't poison you, I promise. I'll drink with you to show you it is all right."

“你不害怕吧？”她问道，“我不会给你下毒的，我保证。我和你一起喝，证明给你看它没毒。”




"You sure are a surprise package of all right," he declared, for the first time lowering the weapon and letting it hang at his side. "No one don't need to tell me ever again that women-folks in cities is afraid. You ain't much—just a little soft pretty thing. But you've sure got the spunk. And you're trustful on top of it. There ain't many women, or men either. who'd treat a man with a gun the way you're treating me."

“你确实是个惊喜，”他断言，并且第一次放低了武器，把枪挂在了一侧。“任何人都不需要再告诉我城里的女人会害怕了。你算不了什么——只是个柔弱漂亮的小家伙。但你确实有胆量。另外，你还很值得信任。这样的女人和男人都很少了。谁会像你这样对待一个带着枪的男人呢。”




She smiled her pleasure in the compliment, and her face, was very earnest as she said:

听了这番赞美，她开心地笑了，并且一脸认真地说道：




"That is because I like your appearance. You are too decent-looking a man to be a robber. You oughtn't to do such things. If you are in bad luck you should go to work. Come, put away that nasty revolver and let us talk it over. The thing for you to do is to work."

“那是因为我喜欢你的样子。你样子很体面，不像是个强盗。你不应该干这些行当。要是你运气不好，应该去工作的。来，收起那把讨厌的左轮手枪把，我们来聊聊。适合你的行当是去工作。”




"Not in this burg," he commented bitterly. "I've walked two inches off the bottom of my legs trying to find a job. Honest, I was a fine large man once…before I started looking for a job.”

“不是在这个城市，”他愤愤地评说道，“为了找工作，我把腿都跑掉两英寸了。老实说，我曾是个优秀的大个子男人……在我开始找工作之前。”




The merry laughter with which she greeted his sally obviously pleased him, and she was quick to note and take advantage of it. She moved directly away from the door and toward the sideboard.

听了他的这番俏皮话，她欢快地笑了起来，这显然让他很高兴，而她很快注意到了这一点并趁机利用。她从门口径直走向餐具柜。




"Come, you must tell me all about it while I get that drink for you. What will it be? Whisky?"

“来，你得全部都告诉我，我去给你拿喝的。要喝什么？威士忌？”




"Yes, ma'am," he said, as he followed her, though he still carried the big revolver at his side, and though he glanced reluctantly at the unguarded open door.

“好的，女士。”他接着她的话说道，尽管仍拿着那把大左轮手枪放在身侧，尽管他不情愿地看了看那敞开的无人看守的门。




She filled a glass for him at the sideboard.

她在餐具柜旁给他倒满了一杯酒。




"I promised to drink with you," she said hesitatingly. "But I don't like whisky. I…I prefer sherry.”

“我说过要和你一起喝的，”她犹豫着说道，“但是我不喜欢威士忌，我……我更喜欢雪利酒。”




She lifted the sherry bottle tentatively for his consent.

她试探性地拿起雪利酒的瓶子，看他同不同意。




"Sure," he answered, with a nod. "Whisky's a man's drink. I never like to see women at it. Wine's more their stuff."

“当然。”他点了下头，回答说，“威士忌是男人喝的，我从不喜欢看见女人沾它。葡萄酒更适合她们。”




She raised her glass to his, her eyes meltingly sympathetic.

她向他举起酒杯，眼神温柔，充满同情。




"Here's to finding you a good position—”

“给你找个好职位——”




But she broke off at sight of the expression of surprised disgust on his face. The glass, barely touched, was removed from his wry lips.

但看到他一脸惊讶和嫌恶的表情，她突然住口了。他没怎么碰这酒杯，就把酒杯从他扭歪的唇边移走了。




"What is the matter!" she asked anxiously. "Don't you like it? Have I made a mistake?"

“怎么了！”她焦虑地问道，“你不喜欢？我做错什么了吗？”




"It's sure funny whisky. Tastes like it got burned and smoked in the making."

“这威士忌真是古怪。尝起来，它像是经过烟熏火烧而成的。”




"Oh! How silly of me! I gave you Scotch. Of course you are accustomed to rye. Let me change it."

“哦！我真糊涂！我给你的是苏格兰威士忌，你当然是习惯喝黑麦威士忌。让我换一下。”




She was almost solicitiously maternal, as she replaced the glass with another and sought and found the proper bottle.

她换了个杯子，又找到那瓶对的酒，几乎像个母亲一样关切。




"Better?" she asked.

“好点儿吗？”她问。




"Yes, ma'am. No smoke in it. It's sure the real good stuff. I ain't had a drink in a week. Kind of slick, that; oily, you know; not made in a chemical factory."

“是的，女士。没有烟味在里面，肯定是真正的好东西。我都一周没喝酒了。有些顺滑、油腻，你知道的。不是化工厂产的。”




"You are a drinking man?"It was half a question, half a challenge.

“你酗酒？”这既是个问题，又是种质疑。




"No, ma'am, not to speak of. I HAVE rared up and ripsnorted at spells, but most unfrequent. But there is times when a good stiff jolt lands on the right spot kerchunk, and this is sure one of them. And now, thanking you for your kindness, ma'am, I'll just be a pulling along."

“不，女士，说不上。我耍过酒疯，大嚷大叫地骂过人，不过这种情况很少发生。但有时晴天霹雳从天而降的时候，就肯定会发生这种情况了。那么，谢谢你的好意，女士，我要离开了。”




But Mrs. Setliffe did not want to lose her burglar. She was too poised a woman to possess much romance, but there was a thrill about the present situation that delighted her. Besides, she knew there was no danger. The man, despite his jaw and the steady brown eyes, was eminently tractable. Also, farther back in her consciousness glimmered the thought of an audience of admiring friends. It was too bad not to have that audience.

但赛特利夫夫人不想失去她的窃贼。她一向太过镇定，缺乏浪漫的情怀，但此时的情景让她一阵激动，她为此感到高兴。另外，她知道没有危险。且不论他的下巴和目光坚定的棕色眼睛，他这个人还是非常温顺的。而且，她意识深处也隐约想要有个钦佩她的朋友来当听众。要是没有那个听众就太糟糕了。




"You haven't explained how burglary, in your case, is merely collecting what is your own," she said. "Come, sit down, and tell me about it here at the table."

“你还没解释一下为什么在你这种情况下，入室行窃只是搜罗属于你自己的东西呢。”她说，“来，坐下，坐在这桌子旁告诉我。”




She maneuvered for her own seat, and placed him across the corner from her. His alertness had not deserted him, as she noted, and his eyes roved sharply about, returning always with smoldering admiration to hers, but never resting long. And she noted likewise that while she spoke he was intent on listening for other sounds than those of her voice. Nor had he relinquished the revolver, which lay at the corner of the table between them, the butt close to his right hand.

她调整了自己的座位，让他坐在自己的对角。正如她注意到的，他仍旧保持着警觉，眼睛锐利地环视四周，目光最后总会和她的交汇，透着难以抑制的钦佩之情，但从来不会久留。她也注意到在她说话时，他是在专注地听其他的声音，而不是她的话。他也没有丢下左轮手枪，而是把它放在他俩之间的桌角上，枪柄就在他的右手边。




But he was in a new habitat which he did not know. This man from the West, cunning in woodcraft and plainscraft, with eyes and ears open, tense and suspicious, did not know that under the table, close to her foot, was the push button of an electric bell. He had never heard of such a contrivance, and his keenness and wariness went for naught.

但是他是在一个他不了解的新环境中。这个来自西部的男人精通在森林和平原生存的知识。他睁大眼睛、竖起耳朵，紧张又多疑，却不知道在桌子下面靠近她脚的地方有一个电铃的按钮。他从没听说过这样的装置，再敏锐和警惕都是徒劳。




"It's like this, Miss," he began, in response to her urging. "Old Setliffe done me up in a little deal once. It was raw, but it worked. Anything will work full and legal when it's got few hundred million behind it. I'm not squealin', and I ain't taking a slam at your pa. He don't know me from Adam, and I reckon he don't know he done me outa anything. He's too big, thinking and dealing in millions, to ever hear of a small potato like me. He's an operator. He's got all kinds of experts thinking and planning and working for him, some of them, I hear, getting more cash salary than the President of the United States. I'm only one of thousands that have been done up by your pa, that's all.

“是这样的，小姐，”他回应了她的迫切要求，“老赛特利夫曾经在一次小生意中把我搞垮了。手段卑鄙，却奏效了。只要花上几千万，什么事都能办得圆满合法。我不是在抱怨，也不是在抨击你爸爸。他根本不知道我是谁，我猜他都不知道他把我整得一无所有。他太成功了，想的做的都是上百万的生意，是不会听说过我这么一个小人物的。他是个经营者。他有各类专家为他谋划和工作，我听说有些专家赚的工资比美国总统还多。我只是被你爸爸搞垮的数千人中的一个，就这样而已。”




"You see, ma'am, I had a little hole in the ground—a dinky, hydraulic, one-horse outfit of a mine. And when the Setliffe crowd shook down Idaho, and reorganized the smelter trust, and roped in the rest of the landscape, and put through the big hydraulic scheme at Twin Pines, why I sure got squeezed. I never had a run for my money. I was scratched off the card before the first heat. And so, to-night, being broke and my friend needing me bad, I just dropped around to make a raise outa your pa. Seeing as I needed it, it kinda was coming to me.”

“你看，女士，我本来有个小小的安身之处——我有一家小型水利公司。后来赛特利夫一群人在爱达荷州落住脚，他们重组了冶炼厂托拉斯，拉拢了这片土地上的其他人，完成了在特温派恩斯的水利项目，所以我肯定得被压榨。我从没追讨过我的钱。第一次重组前，我就在名单上被抹去了。所以今晚，因为自己破产了，而且朋友也很需要我，我就来串一下门，从你爸爸这儿弄点儿钱。鉴于我需要它，那么它就算是属于我的了。”




"Granting all that you say is so," she said, "nevertheless it does not make house-breaking any the less house-breaking. You couldn't make such a defense in a court of law."

“姑且承认你说的都是真的，”她说，“不过入室抢劫就是入室抢劫。你不能在法庭上这样辩护。”




"I know that," he confessed meekly. "What's right ain't always legal. And that's why I am so uncomfortable a-settin' here and talking with you. Not that I ain't enjoying your company—I sure do enjoy it—but I just can't afford to be caught. I know what they'd do to me in this here city. There was a young fellow that got fifty years only last week for holding a man up on the street for two dollars and eighty-five cents. I read about it in the paper. When times is hard and they ain't no work, men get desperate. And then the other men who've got something to be robbed of get desperate, too, and they just sure soak it to the other fellows. If I got caught, I reckon I wouldn't get a mite less than ten years. That's why I'm hankering to be on my way."

“我知道，”他顺从地坦言道，“对的事不一定都是合法的。这就是为什么我坐在这儿和你谈话会这么不自在的原因。并不是说我不喜欢和你呆在一起——我确定我是喜欢的——可我只是担负不起被抓起来的后果。我知道在这个城市他们会怎么对待我。上个星期，有个年轻的小伙子只是在街上抢劫了一个人两美元八十五美分，就被判了五十年。我是在报纸上看到的。经济不景气又没有工作可做的时候，人们就会铤而走险。另外还有一些人，他们还有些家底，可能会被抢，这些人也变得不顾一切，就肯定会去敲另一些人的竹杠。如果我被捕了，我想我至少会被判十年。这就是我想赶紧上路的原因。”




"No; wait."She lifted a detaining hand, at the same time removing her foot from the bell, which she had been pressing intermittently. "You haven't told me your name yet."

“不，等等。”她抬起手来想留住他，同时把脚从电铃上移开，之前她一直在断断续续地踩那个按钮。“你还没有告诉我你的名字。”




He hesitated.

他犹豫了一下。




"Call me Dave."

“叫我戴夫。”




"Then …Dave," she laughed with pretty confusion. "Something must be done for you. You are a young man, and you are just at the beginning of a bad start. If you begin by attempting to collect what you think is coming to you, later on you will be collecting what you are perfectly sure isn't coming to you. And you know what the end will be. Instead of this, we must find something honorable for you to do."

“那么……戴夫，”她笑着说，有些语无伦次。“一定要为你做点儿什么。你是个年轻人，只是刚开始做坏事。如果你开始只是想搜罗你认为属于自己的东西的话，之后你就会搜罗绝对不属于你的东西。你知道结局会是什么。与其如此，我们得给你找点儿体面的事做。”




"I need the money, and I need it now," he replied doggedly. "It's not for myself, but for that friend I told you about. He's in a peck of trouble, and he's got to get his lift now or not at all."

“我需要那笔钱，现在就需要。”他固执地回答，“不是为我自己，而是为了我跟你说的那个朋友。他处于重重困难中，现在必须振作起来，否则就晚了。”




"I can find you a position," she said quickly. "And—yes, the very thing—! I'll lend you the money you want to send to your friend. This you can pay back out of your salary."

“我能给你找个职位，”她很快说，“而且——是的，就是那个职位——！我会借给你你要给朋友的钱。你可以用你的工资还给我。”




"About three hundred would do," he said slowly. "Three hundred would pull him through. I'd work my fingers off for a year for that, and my keep, and a few cents to buy Bull Durham with."

“大约要三百，”他慢慢地说，“三百就能让他渡过难关。为了这个，也为了维持我的生计，为了有几分钱买《百万金臂》看，我会拼了命工作一年。”




"Ah! You smoke! I never thought of it."

“啊！你抽烟！我从没想过这个。”




Her hand went out over the revolver toward his hand, as she pointed to the tell-tale yellow stain on his fingers. At the same time her eyes measured the nearness of her own hand and of his to the weapon. She ached to grip it in one swift movement. She was sure she could do it, and yet she was not sure; and so it was that she refrained as she withdrew her hand.

她的手朝他放在左轮手枪附近的手伸去，指着他手指上烟熏的黄印说道。同时，她目测了一下自己的手和他的手离枪有多近。她渴望一把抓住枪。她确定自己能够做到，但又没那么确定，于是她收回手的时候克制住了自己。




"Won't you smoke?" she invited.

“你想抽烟吗？”她邀请道。




"I'm 'most dying to."

“我特别想抽。”




"Then do so. I don't mind. I really like it—cigarettes, I mean.”

“那就抽吧，我不介意。我真的喜欢烟——香烟，我的意思是。”




With his left hand he dipped into his side pocket, brought out a loose wheat-straw paper and shifted it to his right hand close by the revolver. Again he dipped, transferring to the paper a pinch of brown, flaky tobacco. Then he proceeded, both hands just over the revolver, to roll the cigarette.

他左手伸进侧兜里，拿出一张质地疏松的草浆纸，又把它换到左轮手枪旁边的右手上。他又把手伸进去，捏了一撮棕色的烟叶片放到纸上。接着他又将烟卷起来，两手都在左轮手枪正上方。




"From the way you hover close to that nasty weapon, you seem to be afraid of me," she challenged.

“你一直靠那把讨厌的武器很近，看起来你怕我。”她挑衅地说道。




"Not exactly afraid of you, ma'am, but, under the circumstances, just a mite timid."

“并不是怕你，女士，而是在这种情况下有点胆怯而已。”




"But I've not been afraid of you."

“可我一直都没怕你。”




"You've got nothing to lose."

“你没有什么可以失去的。”




"My life," she retorted.

“我的命。”她反驳说。




"That's right," he acknowledged promptly, "and you ain't been scairt of me. Mebbe I am over anxious."

“没错，”他立刻承认，“但你还不害怕我。也许是我过于焦虑了。”




"I wouldn't cause you any harm."

“我不会伤害你一丝一毫的。”




Even as she spoke, her slipper felt for the bell and pressed it. At the same time her eyes were earnest with a plea of honesty.

就在她说话的时候，她穿着拖鞋摸索到电铃踩了上去。同时，她的眼神热切，带着一种请求的真诚。




"You are a judge of men. I know it. And of women. Surely, when I am trying to persuade you from a criminal life and to get you honest work to do…?”

“你懂得评判男人，我知道，也懂得评判女人。当然，当我试图劝你离开犯罪道路并想给你找份正当的工作时……?"




He was immediately contrite.

他顿时悔悟。




"I sure beg your pardon, ma'am," he said. "I reckon my nervousness ain't complimentary."

“我真心请求你的原谅，女士。”他说，“我想我的紧张不能表达我的敬意。”




As he spoke, he drew his right hand from the table, and after lighting the cigarette, dropped it by his side.

他说着，右手离开桌子，点上烟后垂在了身侧。




"Thank you for your confidence," she breathed softly, resolutely keeping her eyes from measuring the distance to the revolver, and keeping her foot pressed firmly on the bell.

“谢谢你的信任。”她轻柔地说道，断然地目测着与左轮手枪的距离，同时脚稳稳地踩着电铃。




"About that three hundred," he began. "I can telegraph it West to-night. And I'll agree to work a year for it and my keep."

“那么那三百，”他开始说，“我可以今晚电汇到西部。我会同意工作一年以还上这笔钱并维持我的生计。”




"You will earn more than that. I can promise seventy-five dollars a month at the least. Do you know horses?”

“你挣的会比那多。我能保证一个月至少七十五美金。你了解马匹吗？”




His face lighted up and his eyes sparkled.

他面露喜色，眼睛发亮。




"Then go to work for me—or for my father, rather, though I engage all the servants. I need a second coachman—”

“那就为我工作——或为我的父亲工作，更确切地说，尽管是我雇佣了所有的仆人。我还需要一个马车夫——”




"And wear a uniform?" he interrupted sharply, the sneer of the free-born West in his voice and on his lips.

“那要穿制服？”他突然打断道，这个生性自由的西部人冷笑着，从他的嗓音中可以听出来，他嘴唇的样子也显示了这点。




She smiled tolerantly.

她容忍地笑了笑。




"Evidently that won't do. Let me think. Yes. Can you break and handle colts?"

“显然不是那样的。让我想想，是的，你能驾驭小马驹吗？”




He nodded.

他点点头。




"We have a stock farm, and there's room for just such a man as you. Will you take it?"

“我们有个畜牧场，那儿有个空缺正好适合像你这样的人。你愿意接受吗？”




"Will I, ma'am?"His voice was rich with gratitude and enthusiasm. "Show me to it. I'll dig right in to-morrow. And I can sure promise you one thing, ma'am. You'll never be sorry for lending Hughie Luke a hand in his trouble—”

“我愿意吗，女士？”他的声音中满是感激和热忱。“带我去吧，我明天就努力工作。我能向你保证一件事，女士，你永远都不会后悔向身处困境的休吉·卢克伸出援手——”




"I thought you said to call you Dave," she chided forgivingly.

“我记得你说过要叫你戴夫。”她责备他说，却是宽恕的口气。




"I did, ma'am. I did. And I sure beg your pardon. It was just plain bluff. My real name is Hughie Luke. And if you'll give me the address of that stock farm of yours, and the railroad fare, I head for it first thing in the morning."

“我是说过，女士，我说过。请务必原谅我，我只是胡说的。我的真名叫休吉·卢克。如果你给我你们畜牧场的地址，还有到那儿的火车票钱，我一大早就直奔过去。”




Throughout the conversation she had never relaxed her attempts on the bell. She had pressed it in every alarming way—three shorts and a long, two and a long, and five. She had tried long series of shorts, and, once, she had held the button down for a solid three minutes. And she had been divided between objurgation of the stupid, heavy-sleeping butler and doubt if the bell were in order.

在他们谈话的过程中，她一直在踩电铃。她用一切打警报的方式踩电铃——三短一长，两短一长，还有踩五下的。她试过踩一连串短的铃声，还有一次，她踩着电钮足足有三分钟。她一面斥责那个酣睡的傻男佣，一面怀疑这个电铃是不是坏掉了。




"I am so glad," she said; "so glad that you are willing. There won't be much to arrange. But you will first have to trust me while I go upstairs for my purse."

“我很高兴，”她说，“很高兴你愿意。没多少要安排的。但你先要相信我，因为我要去楼上取我的钱包。”




She saw the doubt flicker momentarily in his eyes, and added hastily, "But you see I am trusting you with the three hundred dollars."

她看到他眼里立刻闪过怀疑的目光，于是赶紧说，“但是你看我可是信任你的，给了你这三百美元。”




"I believe you, ma'am," he came back gallantly. "Though I just can't help this nervousness."

“我相信你，女士，”他又变得殷勤起来，“然而我就是控制不住这种紧张情绪。”




"Shall I go and get it?"

“我能去拿吗？”




But before she could receive consent, a slight muffled jar from the distance came to her ear. She knew it for the swing-door of the butler's pantry. But so slight was it—more a faint vibration than a sound—that she would not have heard had not her ears been keyed and listening for it. Yet the man had heard. He was startled in his composed way.

但还没等得到许可，她就隐约听见远处传来微弱低沉又刺耳的声音。她知道那是男佣配餐室的双向弹簧门的声音。但这声音如此微弱——更像是轻微的震动，而不像是个声音——要不是她竖起耳朵仔细听着，可能都听不到。然而这个人听见了。他表面上泰然自若，其实被吓了一跳。




"What was that?" he demanded.

“是什么？”他问道。




For answer, her left hand flashed out to the revolver and brought it back. She had had the start of him, and she needed it, for the next instant his hand leaped up from his side, clutching emptiness where the revolver had been.

作为回应，她突然伸出左手抓住左轮手枪，把它拿过来。她先于他行动，而这也是必要的，因为下一刻他就突然抬起身侧的手去抓枪，可枪已经不在那儿了，他抓了个空。




"Sit down!" she commanded sharply, in a voice new to him. "Don't move. Keep your hands on the table."

“坐下！”她严厉地命令道，这次的口气很不同，“不许动，把你的手放在桌子上。”




She had taken a lesson from him. Instead of holding the heavy weapon extended, the butt of it and her forearm rested on the table, the muzzle pointed, not at his head, but his chest. And he, looking coolly and obeying her commands, knew there was no chance of the kick-up of the recoil producing a miss. Also, he saw that the revolver did not wabble, nor the hand shake, and he was thoroughly conversant with the size of hole the soft-nosed bullets could make. He had eyes, not for her, but for the hammer, which had risen under the pressure of her forefinger on the trigger.

她从他身上吸取到了教训。她没有将这把重型武器平举起来，而是将枪柄和前臂抵在桌子上，枪口对准他的胸膛，而不是他的头。他冷静地看着，服从了她的命令，他知道就凭枪的后坐力就一定会打中。他还注意到这把左轮手枪并没有晃动，手也没抖，他非常清楚这软头子弹能打多大的洞。他的眼睛不是在看她，而是盯着在食指扣动扳机产生的压力的作用下升起的击铁。




"I reckon I'd best warn you that that there trigger-pull is filed dreadful fine. Don't press too hard, or I'll have a hole in me the size of a walnut."

“我想我最好警告你，扳机活动的地方被锉得相当光滑。别扣得太用力，否则我身上就得打个核桃大小的洞了。”




She slacked the hammer partly down.

她把击铁往下松了松。




"That's better," he commented. "You'd best put it down all the way. You see how easy it works. If you want to, a quick light pull will jiffy her up and back and make a pretty mess all over your nice floor."

“那样好些，”他说，“你最好把枪彻底放下。你看它多容易操作，要是你想的话，轻轻一扣它就走火了，然后把你漂亮的地板弄得一团糟。”




A door opened behind him, and he heard somebody enter the room. But he did not turn his bead. He was looking at her, and he found it the face of another woman—hard, cold, pitiless yet brilliant in its beauty. The eyes, too, were hard, though blazing with a cold light.

身后的门开了，他听见有人进了屋。但他没有回头。他正看着她，在她身上发现了另一个女人的脸孔——严酷、冷漠、无情，却又美丽而聪明。这双眼睛也很严酷，尽管闪着冰冷的目光。




"Thomas," she commanded, "go to the telephone and call the police. Why were you so long in answering?"

“托马斯，”她命令道，“去给警察打电话。为什么这么久你才有回应？”




"I came as soon as I heard the bell, madam," was the answer.

“我一听到电铃就赶来了，夫人。”仆人回答说。




The robber never took his eyes from hers, nor did she from his, but at mention of the bell she noticed that his eyes were puzzled for the moment.

这个盗贼一直盯着她的眼睛，她也没有把目光移开，只是在提到电铃时，她注意到他的眼中闪过一丝困惑。




"Beg your pardon," said the butler from behind, "but wouldn't it be better for me to get a weapon and arouse the servants?"

“对不起，”身后的男佣说，“我去拿把武器，把仆人们也都叫醒不是更好吗？”




"No; ring for the police. I can hold this man. Go and do it—quickly.”

“不，给警察打电话。我能制住这个人。去打电话——快。”




The butler slippered out of the room, and the man and the woman sat on, gazing into each other's eyes. To her it was an experience keen with enjoyment, and in her mind was the gossip of her crowd, and she saw notes in the society weeklies of the beautiful young Mrs. Setliffe capturing an armed robber single-handed. It would create a sensation, she was sure.

男佣穿着拖鞋走出了屋子，这个男人和这个女人继续坐在那儿，凝视着彼此的眼睛。对她来说这是一次十分愉快的经历，她脑子里想的是自己圈子里的人对她的小声议论，她也预见到社会周刊上关于年轻美丽的赛特利夫夫人单枪匹马制服持枪劫匪的报道。她确定会引起一场轰动。




"When you get that sentence you mentioned," she said coldly, "you will have time to meditate upon what a fool you have been, taking other persons' property and threatening women with revolvers. You will have time to learn your lesson thoroughly. Now tell the truth. You haven't any friend in trouble. All that you told me was lies."

“当你受到你曾提到的刑罚时，”她冷冷地说，“你会有时间想想你都有多愚蠢——侵犯他人财产，持枪威胁妇女。你会有时间彻底地吸取教训。现在说实话吧，你没有什么身陷困境的朋友，你告诉我的都是一派谎言。”




He did not reply. Though his eyes were upon her, they seemed blank. In truth, for the instant she was veiled to him, and what he saw was the wide sunwashed spaces of the West, where men and women were bigger than the rotten denizens, as he had encountered them, of the thrice rotten cities of the East.

他没有回答。尽管他的眼睛盯着她，却是一片茫然。顷刻间，她的真面目展现在他的面前。他看到了阳光沐浴下广阔的西部空地，那里的男人和女人都比他在这个堕落太多的东部城市里遇见的居民要大度、亲切。




"Go on. Why don't you speak? Why don't you lie some more? Why don't you beg to be let off?"

“继续，你为什么不说话？你为什么不再多扯些谎话？你为什么不请求我放走你？”




"I might," he answered, licking his dry lips. "I might ask to be let off if…”

“我可能会，”他回答说，一边舔了舔自己干裂的嘴唇，“我可能会请求你放走我，如果……”




"If what?" she demanded peremptorily, as he paused.

“如果什么？”在他停顿的时候，她专横地问道。




"I was trying to think of a word you reminded me of. As I was saying, I might if you was a decent woman."

“我是要想出个你让我联想到的词。就像我刚才所说的，你要是个体面的女人，我就可能会请求你放走我。”




Her face paled.

她的脸色变得苍白。




"Be careful," she warned.

“小心点儿。”她警告说。




"You don't dast kill me," he sneered. "The world's a pretty low down place to have a thing like you prowling around in it, but it ain't so plumb low down, I reckon, as to let you put a hole in me. You're sure bad, but the trouble with you is that you're weak in your badness. It ain't much to kill a man, but you ain't got it in you. There's where you lose out."

“你不会杀死我的，”他冷笑着说，“有你这样的人晃悠在这世上，世界可真是个可鄙的地方，但我想它还没可鄙到让你向我开枪的地步。你确实很坏，但你的麻烦是你还不够坏。杀死个人不算什么，但你还做不到。这就是你失败的地方。”




"Be careful of what you say," she repeated. "Or else, I warn you, it will go hard with you. It can be seen to whether your sentence is light or heavy."

“你说话小心点儿，”她重复说，“否则，我警告你，你会有苦头吃的。这可能关系到你的判罚是轻是重。”




"Something's the matter with God," he remarked irrelevantly, "to be letting you around loose. It's clean beyond me what he's up to, playing such-like tricks on poor humanity. Now if I was God—”

“这是上帝的问题，”他绕开这个话题说，“放任你晃荡在这个世界上。我完全不明白他在做什么，跟可怜的人类开这样的玩笑。现在如果我是上帝的话——”




His further opinion was interrupted by the entrance of the butler.

男佣进了屋，打断了他继续发表自己的意见。




"Something is wrong with the telephone, madam," he announced. "The wires are crossed or something, because I can't get Central."

“电话坏了，夫人。”他说，“电线缠在了一起还是什么的，因为我打不通总局。”




"Go and call one of the servants," she ordered. "Send him out for an officer, and then return here."

“去叫个仆人，”她命令道，“派他去叫个警察，然后回到这儿来。”




Again the pair was left alone.

这两个人又一次被单独留在了这儿。




"Will you kindly answer one question, ma'am?" the man said. "That servant fellow said something about a bell. I watched you like a cat, and you sure rung no bell."

“你能好心回答个问题吗，女士？”这个男人说，“那个仆人说了什么电铃。我像猫一样盯着你，你肯定没有按响电铃。”




"It was under the table, you poor fool. I pressed it with my foot."

“它在桌子底下，你这个可怜的傻瓜。我是用脚踩的。”




"Thank you, ma'am. I reckoned I'd seen your kind before, and now I sure know I have. I spoke to you true and trusting, and all the time you was lying like hell to me."

“谢谢你，女士。我就想我之前见过你这样的人，现在我确定自己见过。我信任你，跟你说实话，而你却一直都在拼命地骗我。”




She laughed mockingly.

她嘲弄地大笑。




"Go on. Say what you wish. It is very interesting."

“接着说，想说什么就说什么，非常有意思。”




"You made eyes at me, looking soft and kind, playing up all the time the fact that you wore skirts instead of pants—and all the time with your foot on the bell under the table. Well, there's some consolation. I'd sooner be poor Hughie Luke, doing his ten years, than be in your skin. Ma'am, hell is full of women like you."

“你向我送秋波，看上去温柔可亲，一直都在充分利用你穿着裙子而非裤子这个事实——你的脚一直都踩在桌子下面的电铃上。好，还有些安慰。我宁愿成为可怜的休吉·卢克在监狱里呆上十年，也不愿意做你这样的人。女士，地狱里满是你这样的女人。”




There was silence for a space, in which the man, never taking his eyes from her, studying her, was making up his mind.

然后是一阵沉默，其间，男人一直盯着她，仔细端详她，他下了决心。




"Go on," she urged. "Say something."

“接着说，”她敦促着，“说点儿什么。”




"Yes, ma'am, I'll say something. I'll sure say something. Do you know what I'm going to do? I'm going to get right up from this chair and walk out that door. I'd take the gun from you, only you might turn foolish and let it go off. You can have the gun. It's a good one. As I was saying, I am going right out that door. And you ain't going to pull that gun off either. It takes guts to shoot a man, and you sure ain't got them. Now get ready and see if you can pull that trigger. I ain't going to harm you. I'm going out that door, and I'm starting."

“好的，女士，我会说点儿什么，我肯定会说点儿什么。你知道我要做什么吗？我要从这把椅子上站起来，然后走出那道门。我要从你手里把枪夺回来，只是你可能会愚蠢地让枪走了火。你可以留下这把枪，这是把好枪。正如我刚才说的，我就要从那道门走出去了。而你也不会开枪。向人开枪需要勇气，你肯定没有。现在准备好，看看你能不能扣动那扳机。我不会伤害你的。我要走出那道门，现在就要出发了。”




Keeping his eyes fixed on her, he pushed back the chair and slowly stood erect. The hammer rose halfway. She watched it. So did he.

他紧紧盯着她，把椅子往后推了推，缓缓地站了起来。击铁升到了一半。她盯着击铁。他也是。




"Pull harder," he advised. "It ain't half up yet. Go on and pull it and kill a man. That's what I said, kill a man, spatter his brains out on the floor, or slap a hole into him the size of your fist. That's what killing a man means."

“扣得更用力点儿，”他建议她说，“它还没有升到一半。继续扣动它来杀人。那就是我说过的，杀人，让他的脑浆迸裂在地，要不就是在他身上打个你拳头大小的洞。那就叫杀人。”




The hammer lowered jerkily but gently. The man turned his back and walked slowly to the door. She swung the revolver around so that it bore on his back. Twice again the hammer came up halfway and was reluctantly eased down.

击铁猝然降了下来，但是很轻。男人转身缓缓地朝门口走去。她转动左轮手枪，瞄准他的后背。击铁又一次升到一半的位置，然后勉强地缓缓停了下来。




At the door the man turned for a moment before passing on. A sneer was on his lips. He spoke to her in a low voice, almost drawling, but in it was the quintessence of all loathing, as he called her a name unspeakable and vile.

在门口的地方，男人走出去之前转过身来停了一会儿。嘴角浮起一丝冷笑。他低声对她说着话，骂她卑劣可耻，差不多是在拉长着调子，可其中却凝结了一切的憎恶。








Under the Deck Awnings

在甲板的天棚下




"Can any man—a gentleman, I mean—call a woman a pig?”

“有哪个男人——我是指有头有脸的男人——能管一个女人叫猪？”




The little man flung this challenge forth to the whole group, then leaned back in his deck chair, sipping lemonade with an air commingled of certitude and watchful belligerence. Nobody made answer. They were used to the little man and his sudden passions and high elevations.

矮个子把这个问题抛给大家之后，就靠在折叠躺椅上，摆出一副自以为是和严阵以待的架势，啜起柠檬水来。没人回答他。人们都习惯了这个矮个子急躁莽撞、大呼小叫的风格。




"I repeat, it was in my presence that he said a certain lady, whom none of you knows, was a pig. He did not say swine. He grossly said that she was a pig. And I hold that no man who is a man could possibly make such a remark about any woman."

“我再说一遍，那是我在场的情况下，他说有一位女士，一位你们都不认识的女士，是一头猪。他不是说像猪一样。他就是很粗鲁地说她是猪。我认为，只要是个男人，就绝不会用这样的词儿来称呼任何一个女人。”




Dr. Dawson puffed stolidly at his black pipe. Matthews, with knees hunched up and clasped by his arms, was absorbed in the flight of a gunie. Sweet, finishing his Scotch and soda, was questing about with his eyes for a deck steward.

道森医生漠然地抽着他的黑烟斗。马修斯用胳膊抱着屈起的膝盖，一心一意地观察一只飞翔的海鸥。斯威特喝完了加苏打水的威士忌，东张西望地找着甲板服务生。




"I ask you, Mr. Treloar, can any man call any woman a pig?"

“特雷洛尔先生，我来问你，哪个男人能把女人叫猪？”




Treloar, who happened to be sitting next to him, was startled by the abruptness of the attack, and wondered what grounds he had ever given the little man to believe that he could call a woman a pig.

特雷洛尔正好坐在他旁边，被突然这么一问，不由得吓了一跳。他很纳闷是否自己有什么地方表现得不对，让这个小矮子觉得他就有可能管一个女人叫猪。




"I should say," he began his hesitant answer, "that it—er—depends on the—er—the lady.”

“依我看，”他吞吞吐吐地开始回答，“这个，呃，得看，呃，那个女士怎样了。”




The little man was aghast.

矮个子大吃一惊。




"You mean…?" he quavered.

“你的意思是……”他的声音都在颤抖。




"That I have seen female humans who were as bad as pigs—and worse.”

“就是说，我见过些跟猪一样糟的女人——甚至更糟的都有。”




There was a long pained silence. The little man seemed withered by the coarse brutality of the reply. In his face was unutterable hurt and woe.

接下来是好长一段时间让人难受的沉默。矮个子似乎让这个粗鲁无情的答复给打蔫了。他脸上写着无法言说的痛苦和悲伤。




"You have told of a man who made a not nice remark and you have classified him," Treloar said in cold, even tones. "I shall now tell you about a woman—I beg your pardon—a lady, and when I have finished I shall ask you to classify her. Miss Caruthers I shall call her, principally for the reason that it is not her name. It was on a P. & O. boat, and it occurred neither more nor less than several years ago.

“你讲了一个出言不逊的男人，还给他评了等级，”特雷洛尔用冷静、平淡的口吻说道。“现在我要讲一个女人——请原谅，是一位女士，我讲完之后，也请你给她评个等级。权且叫她卡拉瑟斯小姐吧，主要是因为她并不是这个姓。故事发生在一条东方公司的船上，离现在不多不少，就几年光景。




"Miss Caruthers was charming. No; that is not the word. She was amazing. She was a young woman, and a lady. Her father was a certain high official whose name, if I mentioned it, would be immediately recognized by all of you. She was with her mother and two maids at the time, going out to join the old gentleman wherever you like to wish in the East.

“卡拉瑟斯小姐很迷人。不对，这个词儿不足以形容。她美得惊人。她很年轻，也很淑女。他的父亲是一名高级官员，名字只要我一说，你们马上就知道是谁。她当时正同母亲和两个女佣一道前往东方与她父亲会合，至于去哪儿，你们认为是哪儿都成。




"She, and pardon me for repeating, was amazing. It is the one adequate word. Even the most minor adjectives applicable to her are bound to be sheer superlatives. There was nothing she could not do better than any woman and than most men. Sing, play—bah—!as some rhetorician once said of old Nap, competition fled from her. Swim! She could have made a fortune and a name as a public performer. She was one of those rare women who can strip off all the frills of dress, and in simple swimming suit be more satisfying beautiful. Dress! She was an artist.

“恕我多说一遍，她真是美得惊人。只有这个词才足以形容她。就是最平淡的字眼用到她身上，都必须加上一个“极”字。她做任何事情，都比任何女人，以及大多数的男人要更胜一筹。唱歌、游戏——噢，就像有个修辞学家描述拿破仑的一样：无人能与之争锋。说到游泳，她要是参加公开表演，一定名利双收。她属于这么一种不多见的女人：她们可以剥去所有衣装的伪饰，只消穿上简单的泳衣，就已经很美了。说到服装，她是一位衣饰上的艺术家。




"But her swimming. Physically, she was the perfect woman—you know what I mean, not in the gross, muscular way of acrobats, but in all the delicacy of line and fragility of frame and texture. And combined with this, strength. How she could do it was the marvel. You know the wonder of a woman's arm—the fore arm, I mean; the sweet fading away from rounded biceps and hint of muscle, down through small elbow and firm soft swell to the wrist, small, unthinkably small and round and strong. This was hers. And yet, to see her swimming the sharp quick English overhand stroke, and getting somewhere with it, too, was—well, I understand anatomy and athletics and such things, and yet it was a mystery to me how she could do it.

“还是说游泳吧。她是个有着完美体型的女人——你们都懂我的意思；我不是说像杂技演员一样粗犷强壮，而是线条优美、身形窈窕、皮肤娇嫩。此外，她也并不是柔弱无力。这些条件她都具备，简直不可思议。你们知道女人的手臂有多么美妙——我指的是前臂；她的臂肉丰满，肌肉隐隐可见，那种柔酥酥的感觉是看不到的，直到小小的手肘和结实柔软的手腕。她的手腕很小，小得不可思议，却又圆润又有力。这就是她的手臂。你要看见她游泳的话，游那种飞快的英国自由式，游到某个地方，你一定想问她怎么能游成那样——好吧，尽管我也了解一些解剖、运动一类的知识，这对我来说仍然是一个谜。




"She could stay under water for two minutes. I have timed her. No man on board, except Dennitson, could capture as many coins as she with a single dive. On the forward main-deck was a big canvas tank with six feet of sea-water. We used to toss small coins into it. I have seen her dive from the bridge deck—no mean feat in itself—into that six-feet of water, and fetch up no less than forty-seven coins, scattered willy-nilly over the whole bottom of the tank. Dennitson, a quiet young Englishman, never exceeded her in this, though he made it a point always to tie her score.

“她能在水下呆两分钟。我掐过表。整个船上的人，除了丹尼森，都不能像她一样，一个猛子扎下去，捡上来那么多的硬币。船头主甲板上有一个大帆布水池，里面是六英尺深的海水。我们常往里面扔硬币。我曾看见过她从舰桥上往下跳——单单这样就可称得上壮举了——跳进六英尺深的水里，把零星散落在池底的硬币，足足捞上来四十七枚。丹尼森这个少言寡语的英国青年，也只能努力跟她打个平手，从来也没赢过她。




"She was a sea-woman, true. But she was a land-woman, a horsewoman—a—she was the universal woman. To see her, all softness of soft dress, surrounded by half a dozen eager men, languidly careless of them all or flashing brightness and wit on them and at them and through them, one would fancy she was good for nothing else in the world. At such moments I have compelled myself to remember her score of forty-seven coins from the bottom of the swimming tank. But that was she, the everlasting, wonder of a woman who did all things well.

“她是个水里的能手，这没错。但她也是个陆上的能手，马上的能手——啊，她简直就是全能的女人。当看到她换上温文的衣饰，露出柔美的模样，处在六七个热情男人的包围中，而她懒洋洋地全然不把他们放在心上，或是凭着她的机智聪颖驯服他们、捉弄他们甚至是贬损他们，你可能会认为，她除了这个什么也不会干了。这个时候我就不禁回忆起她创纪录地从游泳池底捞起四十七个硬币的情景。这就是她，一个永远奇迹般的女人，干什么都那么出色。




"She fascinated every betrousered human around her. She had me—and I don't mind confessing it—she bad me to heel along with the rest. Young puppies and old gray dogs who ought to have known better—oh, they all came up and crawled around her skirts and whined and fawned when she whistled. They were all guilty, from young Ardmore, a pink cherub of nineteen outward bound for some clerkship in the Consular Service, to old Captain Bentley, grizzled and sea-worn, and as emotional, to look at, as a Chinese joss. There was a nice middle-aged chap, Perkins, I believe, who forgot his wife was on board until Miss Caruthers sent him to the right about and back where he belonged.

“她迷住了周围所有的男性。她也迷住了我——我不怕承认这一点——害得我跟其他人一样对她紧追不舍。不管是小年轻，还是理应见过些世面的老东西——哦，只要她招呼一声，他们就全涌到她裙子周围，极尽巴结讨好之能事。他们心里都在打着鬼主意，从年轻的阿德莫尔，那个只有十九岁、想去领事馆做文员的粉嘟嘟的娃娃脸，到头发斑白、历经风浪的老船长本特利，到她面前看起来都像中国佛像一样慈眉善目、温婉可亲。还有一个人挺好的中年人，叫珀金斯吧；我觉得，直到卡拉瑟斯小姐下了逐客令，叫他该去哪儿去哪儿时，他才能想起他老婆也在船上。




"Men were wax in her hands. She melted them, or softly molded them, or incinerated them, as she pleased. There wasn't a steward, even, grand and remote as she was, who, at her bidding, would have hesitated to souse the Old Man himself with a plate of soup. You have all seen such women—a sort of world's desire to all men. As a man-conqueror she was supreme. She was a whip-lash, a sting and a flame, an electric spark. Oh, believe me, at times there were flashes of will that scorched through her beauty and seduction and smote a victim into blank and shivering idiocy and fear.

“男人在她手里都像蜡一样。只要她高兴，她要么把他们融化，要么轻柔地把他们捏成各种样子，要么干脆点燃。尽管她显得如此的高傲疏远，但即使是那些服务生，只要她吩咐一声，也会毫不犹豫地把一盆汤泼到老船长的身上。你们都见过这样的女人——一种所有男人都渴望拥有的女人。在征服男人上面，她已经登峰造极。她就像一根鞭子，一根钉刺，一团火焰，一道火花。噢，相信我，她在展现万种风情的时候也会由着性子乱发脾气，搞得拜倒在她脚下的男人们茫然无措，战栗不已。




"And don't fail to mark, in the light of what is to come, that she was a prideful woman. Pride of race, pride of caste, pride of sex, pride of power—she had it all, a pride strange and wilful and terrible.

“你们也应该明白了，从以后的事情来看，她是一个高傲的女人。她为她的种族骄傲，为门第骄傲，为性别骄傲，为权力骄傲——她全都有，这种骄傲奇怪、任性而又可怕。




"She ran the ship, she ran the voyage, she ran everything, and she ran Dennitson. That he had outdistanced the pack even the least wise of us admitted. That she liked him, and that this feeling was growing, there was not a doubt. I am certain that she looked on him with kinder eyes than she had ever looked with on man before. We still worshiped, and were always hanging about waiting to be whistled up, though we knew that Dennitson was laps and laps ahead of us. What might have happened we shall never know, for we came to Colombo and something else happened.

“她管全船，管航行，她管着所有事情，连丹尼森也管。丹尼森比我们都强，这一点，就算我们当中最蠢的人也都承认。她喜欢他，而且这份爱慕还在升温，这都毫无疑问。我可以肯定的是，她看丹尼森的目光，比她以往看任何男人都要亲切。虽然我们知道丹尼森已经把我们远远地抛在后面，我们仍然崇拜她，在她身边晃荡，让她可以随时召唤到我们。以后可能怎样，我们无从知道，因为我们去了科伦坡，发生了另一件事。




"You know Colombo, and how the native boys dive for coins in the shark-infested bay. Of course, it is only among the ground sharks and fish sharks that they venture. It is almost uncanny the way they know sharks and can sense the presence of a real killer—a tiger shark, for instance, or a gray nurse strayed up from Australian waters. Let such a shark appear, and, long before the passengers can guess, every mother's son of them is out of the water in a wild scramble for safety.

“科伦坡，你们都知道的，当地的小男孩跳进鲨鱼横行的海湾里去捞硬币。当然，他们也只敢冒险跟蓝鲨和吃鱼的鲨鱼共舞。说起来难以置信，他们对鲨鱼很了解，能感知吃人的鲨鱼——比如虎鲨，或者从澳大利亚海域漂来的锥齿鲨。要是这样的鲨鱼一出现，他们早在乘客们发现之前，就赶紧浮出水面，乱哄哄地逃命去了。




"It was after tiffin, and Miss Caruthers was holding her usual court under the deck-awnings. Old Captain Bentley had just been whistled up, and had granted her what he never granted before…nor since—permission for the boys to come up on the promenade deck. You see, Miss Caruthers was a swimmer, and she was interested. She took up a collection of all our small change, and herself tossed it overside, singly and in handfuls, arranging the terms of the contests, chiding a miss, giving extra rewards to clever wins, in short, managing the whole exhibition.

“事情发生在午餐过后。卡拉瑟斯小姐坐在甲板的天棚下面，照常接受众男膜拜。老船长本特利刚刚被召唤过去，答应了一件他从来没有答应过，自此以后也没有再答应过的事情——允许那些小男孩上到上层甲板上来。你们也知道，卡拉瑟斯小姐是一位游泳健将，她对这些孩子颇有兴趣。她把我们的零钱都要了过去，亲手把钱一个一个或是一把一把地扔进海里，并且定下比赛的条件，没捞到的孩子要挨骂，捞得巧的能得到额外的奖赏——总之，她就这么安排好了整个表演赛。




"She was especially keen on their jumping. You know, jumping feet-first from a height, it is very difficult to hold the body perpendicularly while in the air. The center of gravity of the male body is high, and the tendency is to overtopple. But the little beggars employed a method which she declared was new to her and which she desired to learn. Leaping from the davits of the boat-deck above, they plunged downward, their faces and shoulders bowed forward, looking at the water. And only at the last moment did they abruptly straighten up and enter the water erect and true.

“她对这些孩子的跳水动作尤其感兴趣。你们知道，脚朝下从某一高度跳下，在空中很难保持身体垂直。男人的身体重心一般都很高，很容易翻跟斗。但是这些小叫花子用了一种方法，这种方法她说很新鲜，想学习一下。他们从吊着救生艇的柱子上纵身一跃，马上低下脑袋，肩膀前倾，盯着水面。等到即将入水的一刻才突然挺直身子，笔挺挺地扎进水里。




"It was a pretty sight. Their diving was not so good, though there was one of them who was excellent at it, as he was in all the other stunts. Some white man must have taught him, for he made the proper swan dive and did it as beautifully as I have ever seen it. You know, headfirst into the water, from a great height, the problem is to enter the water at the perfect angle. Miss the angle and it means at the least a twisted back and injury for life. Also, it has meant death for many a bungler. But this boy could do it—seventy feet I know he cleared in one dive from the rigging—clenched hands on chest, head thrown back, sailing more like a bird, upward and out, and out and down, body flat on the air so that if it struck the surface in that position it would be split in half like a herring. But the moment before the water is reached, the head drops forward, the hands go out and lock the arms in an arch in advance of the head, and the body curves gracefully downward and enters the water just right.

“那场面相当好看。他们入水并不是很好，但是其中有一个孩子很在行，他在其他的特技上也很出色。一定有白人教过他，他能跳出标准的天鹅入水式，而且是我有生以来见过的跳得最美的。你们知道，要是从一个很高的地方跳下，头先入水，那么入水的角度要分毫不差，这是个难题。错过了正确的角度，那就至少会扭伤背部，残废一辈子。对许多菜鸟来说，还会有性命之虞。不过，这个孩子能办到——我见过他从七十英尺高的吊架上往下跳——他把手紧贴在胸前，头往后仰，像鸟一样，往上一蹿跳出去，然后向下落；他在空中放平身体，而如果他就以这种姿势砸到水面上，准会像青鱼一样摔成两截。但是在碰到水面前，他低下头，伸出两手，环抱双臂，在头前面做成一个拱形，同时身体很优美地向下弯曲，以刚好合适的角度入水。




"This the boy did, again and again, to the delight of all of us, but particularly of Miss Caruthers. He could not have been a moment over twelve or thirteen, yet he was by far the cleverest of the gang. He was the favorite of his crowd, and its leader. Though there were a number older than he, they acknowledged his chieftaincy. He was a beautiful boy, a lithe young god in breathing bronze, eyes wide apart, intelligent and daring, a bubble, a mote, a beautiful flash and sparkle of life. You have seen. wonderful glorious creatures—animals, anything, a leopard, a horse-restless, eager, too much alive ever to be still, silken of muscle, each slightest movement a benediction of grace, every action wild, untrammeled, and over all spilling out that intense vitality, that sheen and luster of living light. The boy had it. Life poured out of him almost in an effulgence. His skin glowed with it. It burned in his eyes. I swear I could almost hear it crackle from him. Looking at him, it was as if a whiff of ozone came to one's nostrils—so fresh and young was he, so resplendent with health, so wildly wild.

“这个男孩跳了一遍又一遍，我们都很喜欢看，尤其是卡拉瑟斯小姐。他顶多不过十二三岁，但他在那群孩子里肯定是最聪明的。那群孩子都喜欢他，让他做头儿。好几个孩子虽然比他大，也甘愿俯首称臣。男孩长得很美，就像一尊材质柔软、会呼吸的青铜神像；聪明而大胆的两眼之间距离很宽，就像生活中的一汪水泡、一粒细尘、一道美丽的闪光和火花。你们都见过这种充满灵光的小生命——我是说动物，什么动物都可能，一头豹，一匹马——它们好动、急切，活泼得一刻也停不下来；肌肉像丝一般圆润光滑，每一个细小的动作都极具美感，每一个举动都那么奔放、无拘无束，处处涌动着满溢的生命力和璀璨的生命之光。这个孩子就具有这样的灵光。生命的光辉简直要从他身上流淌出来。生命在他皮肤上闪耀，在他眼睛里燃烧。我敢说，我几乎能听到生命在他体内烧得劈里啪啦的声音。看着他，就像有新鲜的空气涌进鼻孔——他是如此清新，如此年轻，如此奔放，焕发着健康的魅力。




"This was the boy. And it was he who gave the alarm in the midst of the sport. The boys made a dash of it for the gangway platform, swimming the fastest strokes they knew, pellmell, floundering and splashing, fright in their faces, clambering out with jumps and surges, any way to get out, lending one another a hand to safety, till all were strung along the gangway and peering down into the water."

“他就是这样一个孩子。也正是他，在比赛进行当中发出鲨鱼来了的警告。男孩们以他们所会的最快的划水姿势，拼命游向舷梯；他们乱糟糟地游着，手忙脚乱，水花四溅。他们脸上挂着恐惧的神色，一蹿一跳地，或者以任何其他办法爬出水面，然后拉一把后来的孩子爬上安全位置。直到所有孩子都爬上了舷梯，他们从那儿盯着下面的海水。”




'What is the matter?' asked Miss Caruthers.

‘怎么了？’卡拉瑟斯小姐问道。




“'A shark, I fancy,' Captain Bentley answered. 'Lucky little beggars that he didn't get one of them.'"

“‘有条鲨鱼，我觉得，’本特利船长答道。‘那些小叫花真走运，一个也没让鲨鱼咬到。’”




'Are they afraid of sharks?' she asked.

‘他们怕鲨鱼？’她问道。




'Aren't you?' he asked back.

‘你不怕？’船长反问道。




She shuddered, looked overside at the water, and made a moue.

她耸耸肩，向外看着海面，撇了撇嘴。




'Not for the world would I venture where a shark might be,' she said, and shuddered again. 'They are horrible! Horrible!'

‘无论如何我也不去鲨鱼可能出没的地方冒险，’她说完，又耸了耸肩。‘鲨鱼太可怕了！太可怕了!'




"The boys came up on the promenade deck, clustering close to the rail and worshiping Miss Caruthers who had flung them such a wealth of backsheesh. The performance being over, Captain Bentley motioned to them to clear out. But she stopped him."

“小男孩们都走上了上层甲板，聚在栏杆边上，崇敬地看着抛给他们那么多赏钱的卡拉瑟斯小姐。表演结束了，本特利船长就挥手示意他们下去。但是她拦住了他。”




'One moment, please, Captain. I have always understood that the natives are not afraid of sharks.'

‘等一下，船长。我一直觉得本地人都不怕鲨鱼。’




"She beckoned the boy of the swan dive nearer to her, and signed to him to dive over again. He shook his head, and along with all his crew behind him laughed as if it were a good joke."

“她把那个会天鹅入水式的孩子叫到身边，打手势让他再跳一次。孩子摇摇头，他后面那帮孩子笑了起来，仿佛这是个很好笑的笑话。




'Shark,' he volunteered, pointing to the water.

‘鲨鱼，’他指着水面，主动解释说。




'No,' she said. 'There is no shark.'

‘不，’她说，‘没有鲨鱼。’




"But he nodded his head positively, and the boys behind him nodded with equal positiveness."

“但是他很肯定地点了点头，他身后的孩子们也同样肯定地点了点头。




'No, no, no,' she cried. And then to us, 'Who'll lend me a half-crown and a sovereign!'

‘不，没有，没有鲨鱼，’她喊起来了。接着，她转向我们问道：‘谁肯借我半个克朗和一个金镑?'




"Immediately the half dozen of us were presenting her with crowns and sovereigns, and she accepted the two coins from young Ardmore."

“我们六个人马上呈给她许多克朗和金镑，但她只是从年轻的阿德莫尔手里一样拿了一枚。”




"She held up the half-crown for the boys to see. But there was no eager rush to the rail preparatory to leaping. They stood there grinning sheepishly. She offered the coin to each one individually, and each, as his turn came, rubbed his foot against his calf, shook his head, and grinned. Then she tossed the half-crown overboard. With wistful, regretful faces they watched its silver flight through the air, but not one moved to follow it.”

“她拿起那半个克朗给孩子们瞧。不过并没有人急着冲到栏杆前，准备跳下去。他们只是站着，羞怯地笑着。她把那枚硬币从每个孩子面前晃过，但无论轮到谁，他也只是拿脚磨着自己的小腿，摇摇头，咧嘴笑一笑。接着她把那半个克朗扔出了舷外。孩子们望着那枚银币划过空中，脸上都是既渴望又惋惜的神色，但是没人跟着银币跳下去。”




'Don't do it with the sovereign,' Dennitson said to her in a low voice.

‘别拿那枚金镑来玩这个，’丹尼森小声对她说。




"She took no notice, but held up the gold coin before the eyes of the boy of the swan dive."

“她没有理会，把那枚金币举到了那个会天鹅入水式的孩子眼前。”




'Don't,' said Captain Bentley. 'I wouldn't throw a sick cat overside with a shark around.'

‘别，’船长本特利说，‘附近有鲨鱼的时候，我连一只病猫都不会扔出去。’




"But she laughed, bent on her purpose, and continued to dazzle the boy."

“但是她笑了起来，执意要做，又拿着金币在孩子面前晃来晃去。”




'Don't tempt him,' Dennitson urged. 'It is a fortune to him, and he might go over after it.'

‘别引诱他，’丹尼森规劝她，‘这对他是一大笔钱，他可能真的会跟着跳下去的。’




'Wouldn't YOU?' she flared at him. 'If I threw it?'

‘换你就不愿跳了？’她冲他发起脾气来。‘如果是我扔出去的呢?'




This last more softly.

后一句听起来温和些。




Dennitson shook his head.

丹尼森摇摇头。




'Your price is high,' she said. 'For how many sovereigns would you go?'

‘你要价太高了，’她说，‘给多少金镑你才肯呢?'




'There are not enough coined to get me overside,' was his answer.

‘全世界的钱加起来也不够。’这就是他的答复。




"She debated a moment, the boy forgotten in her tilt with Dennitson."

“她争论了一会儿，在跟丹尼森争执的时候，就把小男孩忘在一边了。”




'For me?' she said very softly.

‘要是为了我呢？’她轻声说。




'To save your life—yes. But not otherwise.'

‘要是救你的性命，我会。别的不行。’




"She turned back to the boy. Again she held the coin before his eyes, dazzling him with the vastness of its value. Then she made as to toss it out, and, involuntarily, he made a half-movement toward the rail, but was checked by sharp cries of reproof from his companions. There was anger in their voices as well.”

“她又转过去对着那个孩子了。她再一次把金镑举到他眼前，利用它巨大的价值来诱惑他。接着，她做了一个要把钱扔出去的动作，这个孩子不由自主地向栏杆跑去，但是被同伴们的高声责备拦住了。他们的声音里听得出愤怒。”




'I know it is only fooling,' Dennitson said. 'Carry it as far as you like, but for heaven's sake don't throw it.'

‘我知道你不过是在戏耍他们，’丹尼森说道，‘只要捏在手里，怎么玩都行，但是看在老天的份上，千万别扔出去。’




"Whether it was that strange wilfulness of hers, or whether she doubted the boy could be persuaded, there is no telling. It was unexpected to all of us. Out from the shade of the awning the coin flashed golden in the blaze of sunshine and fell toward the sea in a glittering arch. Before a hand could stay him, the boy was over the rail and curving beautifully downward after the coin. Both were in the air at the same time. It was a pretty sight. The sovereign cut the water sharply, and at the very spot, almost at the same instant, with scarcely a splash, the boy entered.

“不知道是出于古怪的任性，还是她觉得这个孩子终究不会上当，谁也不知道。反正出乎我们所有人的意料。硬币从天棚的阴影中飞进耀眼的阳光里，闪出金色的光芒；它在空中划了一道闪亮的弧线，掉进了海里。还没有谁来得及把那个孩子抓住，他就越过栏杆，一屈身跟着钱就跳下去了。人和钱都在半空中。那场景很美。金镑利落地掉进水里，而就在那个地方，几乎同时，那个孩子也钻进水里，几乎没有溅起一点水花。




"From the quicker-eyed black boys watching, came an exclamation. We were all at the railing. Don't tell me it is necessary for a shark to turn on its back. That one did not. In the clear water, from the height we were above it, we saw everything. The shark was a big brute, and with one drive he cut the boy squarely in half.

“那些一直看着的眼尖的黑孩子，都惊叫起来。我们都到了栏杆边。别说什么鲨鱼吃人一定会翻身。那一条就没有。水很清，我们站在上面，看得一清二楚。这条巨大的鲨鱼一下子就把小孩咬成了两截。




"There was a murmur or something from among us—who made it I did not know; it might have been I. And then there was silence. Miss Caruthers was the first to speak. Her face was deathly white.”

“我们之中有人嘟囔了两句——我不知道是谁，但或许就是我。接着谁也不说话了。第一个开口的是卡拉瑟斯小姐。她的脸色惨白，像个死人。”




'I never dreamed,' she said, and laughed a short, hysterical laugh.

‘我做梦也不会想到……’她说，接着发出一阵短促、歇斯底里般的笑声。




All her pride was at work to give her control. She turned weakly toward Dennitson, and then, on from one to another of us. In her eyes was a terrible sickness, and her lips were trembling. We were brutes—oh, I know it, now that I look back upon it. But we did nothing.

她全部的傲气支撑着她，使得她还没有失控。她有气无力地看了看丹尼森，又挨个看了看我们所有人。她的眼中透出一股极为难受的神情，她的嘴唇都在颤抖。我们都是禽兽——唉，现在回过去一想，才明白过来。但是我们其实什么也没做。




'Mr. Dennitson,' she said, 'Tom, won't you take me below!'

‘丹尼森先生，’她叫道，‘汤姆，你不能扶我下去么!'




"He never changed the direction of his gaze, which was the bleakest I have ever seen in a man's face, nor did he move an eyelid. He took a cigarette from his case and lighted it. Captain Bentley made a nasty sound in his throat and spat overboard. That was all; that and the silence."

“他一点都没改变注视的方向，脸上的神情是我见过最冷漠的了，他连眼皮都没有动一下。他从烟盒里取出一根烟，点着了。本特利船长喉咙里发出一声令人恶心的声响，一口唾沫吐到船外去了。就这样了，接下来只有沉默。”




She turned away and started to walk firmly down the deck. Twenty feet away, she swayed and thrust a hand against the wall to save herself. And so she went on, supporting herself against the cabins and walking very slowly.”Treloar ceased. He turned his head and favored the little man with a look of cold inquiry.

她转过身去，准备镇定地走下甲板。走了不过二十英尺，她就摇摇晃晃了，她用手扶住墙，以免摔倒。她就这样用手扶着船舱，慢慢地走下去了。”特雷洛尔停住了。他转过头，用一种冷冷的询问的眼光看着那个矮个子。




"Well," he said finally. "Classify her."

“好了，”他终于说道，“你来给她评个等级。”




The little man gulped and swallowed.

那个矮个子只是咽了几大口唾沫。




"I have nothing to say," he said. "I have nothing whatever to say."

“我无话可说，”他说，“实在无话可说。”
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