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Adventure is out there!

探险就要开始了！
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Carl Fredricksen

A retired helium-balloon salesman. He attaches thousands of colorful balloons to his house and takes off for a South American jungle. On the way, a young boy called Russel follows him. Then, he meets a mysterious giant bird and a sweet and goofy-looking golden retriever. A fantastic adventure begins.

卡尔·费迪逊

一位退休的氦气球售卖员。他把成千上万只彩色气球系到自家的房子上，让它们带着自己飞到了南美洲的丛林。一名叫小罗的小男孩一路上都跟着他，他还遇到了一只神秘大鸟和一条呆萌的金毛猎犬。一场奇妙的探险这就开始了。
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Russell

An eight-year-old boy wearing a Junior Wilderness Explorer uniform. He wants to get an Assisting the Elderly badge to become a Senior Wilderness Explorer and realize his dream of wilderness exploration. Therefore, he follows Carl and experiences what he never imagined.

小罗

一名穿着初级野外探险家制服的8岁小男孩。他渴望得到一枚助老徽章，这样他就能成为高级野外探险家并进行真正的野外探险了。因此，他跟随着卡尔，开始了一段未曾想象的旅程。
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Dug

A sweet and goofy-looking golden retriever raised by Charles Muntz. He can speak as human beings. He meets Carl, Russell and the giant bird Kevin in the jungle and becomes good friend with them.

道格

查尔斯·蒙兹驯养的一只呆萌的金毛猎犬。他能口吐人言,在丛林中遇见了卡尔、小罗和巨鸟凯文，并与他们成了好朋友。
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Kevin

A mysterious twelve-foot-tall bird in South America. She has colorful feathers and long legs. She couldn’t fly, but she could run fast. Her house is in twisty rocks labyrinth in Paradise Falls. She becomes good friend with Russel.

凯文

南美洲一种12英尺高的神秘大鸟，有着灿烂耀眼的彩色羽毛和修长的腿。她虽然不会飞，但跑得非常快。她以天堂瀑布的乱石迷宫为栖息地，是小罗的好 朋友。
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Charles Muntz

A beloved aviation pioneer. He drives the craft Spirit of Adventure
 traveling all over the world and then comes back to South America and spends decades searching for the Monster of Paradise Falls. He becomes a crazy adventurer and is defeated by Carl at last.

查尔斯·蒙兹

一位受人敬爱的航空先驱。他乘坐“探险精神号”飞船周游世界，后返回南美洲，数十年来都在寻找天堂瀑布的怪物，人也因此变得疯狂，最终被卡尔一行人打败。
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CHAPTER 1

Young Carl Fredricksen sat in the darkened movie theater, wearing his leather flight helmet. He straightened in his seat as a newsreel flickered onto the screen. The newsreels were Carl’s favorite part of going to the movies. They were full of information about people, places, and exciting events going on in the world.

“Movietown News presents … ‘Spotlight on the adventure’!” came the voice of the announcer. “Our subject today: Charles Muntz.”

Carl leaned forward. Charles Muntz was a famous adventurer—and Carl’s hero.

“The beloved aviation pioneer lands his dirigible, the Spirit of Adventure,
 in New Hampshire this week, completing a yearlong expedition into the lost world! This lighter-than-air craft was designed by Muntz himself. And what has Muntz brought back this time?”

The black-and-white film showed an enormous blimp landing in an open field. Then Muntz appeared on the screen. He looked tall and handsome in a leather jacket and a flight helmet just like Carl’s.

“Adventure is out there!” Muntz exclaimed into the camera. He lowered his goggles over his eyes and gave a thumbs-up.

Carl lowered his goggles, too, wishing he were a grown-up. Then he could go have some adventures, just like Charles Muntz, traveling all over the world, discovering new things, and bringing back priceless treasures.

“Gentlemen, I give you the Monster of Paradise Falls!” Muntz exclaimed on the movie screen. A curtain next to him dropped, revealing the skeleton of a giant bird. It was Muntz’s latest discovery.

“But what’s this?” the announcer said. “The National Explorers Society accuses Muntz of fabricating the skeleton!”

Carl watched, horrified, as the Explorers Society removed Muntz’s photo from its Wall of Fame. How can the Explorers Society doubt Muntz?
 Carl thought. He’s the greatest explorer of all!


But Muntz didn’t give up. “I promise to capture the beast … alive!” he cried on the flickering screen. “And I will not come back until I do.” Carl smiled as the crowd around him cheered. Adventure is out there, all right,
 Carl thought. He just knew it.

Later that afternoon, Carl was still thinking about Muntz. He’d written SPIRIT OF ADVENTURE on the side of a balloon, and as he ran, he pretended the balloon was his airship. He buzzed and zoomed, making the kinds of noises he thought a blimp might make.

“Adventure is out there!” said a voice, seemingly from nowhere.

Carl stopped in his tracks. Who said that?
 he wondered.When he looked up, he realized that he was standing in front of an abandoned house.

Something creaked. Carl looked up and saw that someone had attached a rope to the weather vane on top of the house. The rope tugged at the weather vane, turning it.

“Look out!” cried the voice from inside the house. “Mount Rushmore. Must get Spirit of Adventure
 over Mount Rushmore. Hard to starboard. Hold together, old girl. Whew!
 How’re my dogs doing? Ruff, ruff … ruff!
 Good boy!”

Carl crept toward the porch. SPIRIT OF ADVENTURE was written across the front door. He squeezed past the door. When he saw what was inside, his eyes widened in surprise. Pictures of Charles Muntz were tacked to the wall. Adventure gear was everywhere—ropes, a compass, even an old bicycle. A girl stood near the front window, “steering” with the wheel of the upside-down bike. She was wearing a leather helmet like Carl’s and looking out the window. “All engines ahead full!” she commanded. “Let’s take her up twenty-six thousand feet!”

There was no doubt about it—this girl was playing adventurer, too. Carl turned to get a better look at her collection of Charles Muntz photos and newspaper clippings.

“What are you doing?” the girl asked, suddenly appearing at his side.

Carl let out a yelp. He was so surprised that he let go of his balloon.

“Don’t you know that this is an exclusive club?” the girl demanded. “Only explorers get in here. Not just any kid off the street with a helmet and a pair of goggles. Do you think you got what it takes? Well, do you?”

Carl stammered.

“All right, you’re in,” said the girl. “Welcome aboard.” She held out her hand, but Carl didn’t take it. He found the girl a bit intimidating.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, more gently. “Can’t you talk? Hey, I don’t bite.”

The girl took off her helmet and shook out her messy red hair. Buttons and badges  were pinned to the front of her shirt. She unfastened one made out of the cap from a bottle of grape soda. “You and me, we’re in a club now,” she said, pinning the cap onto Carl’s shirt.

Carl smiled, and the girl grinned back. “I saw where your balloon went,” she said, looking up toward the second story. “Come on, let’s go get it.”

The girl quickly walked out of the room, heading for the creaky old staircase in the hallway. Carl didn’t move. He was still feeling stunned.

Half a second passed. Then the girl popped back in with a quizzical look on her face. Clearly, she was wondering why Carl hadn’t followed. Then she grinned, realizing what the problem must be. She had forgotten to introduce herself!

“My name’s Ellie,” she said cheerfully. Carl’s face turned bright red as she grabbed his hand and pulled him into the hall.

Together the two picked their way up the stairs. Carl followed Ellie, careful to tread in her exact footsteps. He didn’t want to fall through the rotten wood.

At the top, Ellie took Carl’s hand and helped him over the last step. Carl blushed, but Ellie didn’t notice. “There it is,” she said, pointing to the balloon. Unfortunately, it was floating in a room that didn’t have a floor. A single beam stretched across the empty space.

Carl gulped. It was a twelve-foot drop to the floor below.

“Well, go ahead,” Ellie urged.

Carl screwed up his courage and stepped onto the beam. He took another step, inching forward. He was halfway across when he felt the beam splinter. He had just enough time to see the shocked look on Ellie’s face before he fell.

Carl propped up the flashlight with his good arm. He was trying to read in bed, but it wasn’t too comfortable. He’d broken his arm when he had fallen off the beam in Ellie’s clubhouse.

The curtains fluttered like ghosts as a breeze blew gently across the room. A blue balloon with a stick tied to the end floated in through Carl’s window. Carl let out a shriek and jumped, banging his arm against the side table. “Ow!”

A head of messy red hair popped in through the window. “Hey, kid!”

Carl shrieked again and hit himself in the face with his cast. “Ow!”

“Thought you might need a little cheerin’ up,” Ellie said as she climbed through the window. She joined Carl under the tent he had made with his blankets. “I got something to show you. I am about to let you see something I have never shown to another human being. Ever. In my life.” She added, “You’ll have to swear you will not tell anyone.”

Carl nodded, wide-eyed.

“Cross your heart. Do it.”

Carl crossed his heart, and Ellie nodded, satisfied.

“My adventure book,” Ellie said, pulling out her home-made scrapbook. She turned to the first page—a photo of Charles Muntz. “You know him. Charles Muntz … explorer. When I get big, I’m going where he’s going—South America.” She pointed to a map that was pasted into the book. “It’s like America, but south. Wanna know where I’m gonna live? Paradise Falls. ‘A land lost in time.’ ” She pointed to a beautiful photo of a tepui, a steep, rugged mountain with a flat top. She had drawn a picture of her clubhouse sitting on the tepui, next to the falls. “I ripped this right out of a library book. I’m gonna move my clubhouse there and park it right next to the falls. Who knows what lives up there! And once I get there …” She flipped through the book until she came to a page marked STUFF I’M GOING TO DO. After that, all the pages were blank. “Well, I’m saving these pages for all the adventures I’m gonna have,” Ellie explained. “Only, I just don’t know how I’m gonna get to Paradise Falls.”

Carl glanced up at the shelf that held his collection of toy blimps. His blue balloon floated beside them. Ellie followed his gaze.

“That’s it!” she cried. “You can take us there in a blimp! Swear you’ll take us. Cross your heart! Cross it! Cross your heart.”

Carl crossed his heart.

Ellie heaved a sigh of relief. “Good. You promised. No backing out.”

Carl shook his head. No way would he back out. This girl was a real
 adventurer. Look at what had happened today! Carl had spent ten minutes with her, and he’d already had the biggest adventure of his life. If she said she was going to South America, then Carl wanted to go along.

“Well, see you tomorrow, kid!” Ellie chirped happily as she headed toward the window and climbed out. “Bye. Adventure is out there!” She poked her head back in.“You know, you don’t talk very much. I like you!” With those parting words, Ellie disappeared into the night.

Carl stared at the empty window for a moment.“Wow,” he said, resting his cheek against the top of the balloon.

His balloon popped, as if it completely agreed with him.
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第 1 章

昏暗的电影院里坐着一个头戴皮革头盔名叫卡尔·费迪逊的小男孩。这时，屏幕一闪，跳出一则新闻，他不由得挺直了身板。到电影院看新闻短片，是小卡尔的一大乐趣。因为这些新闻短片融汇了世界各地的风土人情，讲述着激动人心的重大事件。

“您正在收看的是‘影城新闻’隆重推出的《聚焦探险》节目！”影厅里响起了播音员的声音，“今天我们的主角是：查尔斯·蒙兹。”

卡尔把身子向前倾了倾。查尔斯·蒙兹不仅是一位著名的探险家，在卡尔心中，他更是一位伟大的英雄。

“本周，我们敬爱的航空先驱乘着他的飞船‘探险精神号’在新罕布什尔州着陆了，完成了在遗失世界为期一年的探险！我们现在看到的这架航空器是蒙兹自行设计的，它比空气还要轻。那么，蒙兹这次归来给我们带来了什么东西呢？”

黑白电影屏幕上，一架巨大的飞船在一片开阔的空地着陆了。这时，蒙兹出现在了屏幕上。他身穿皮夹克，头戴一顶和卡尔一样的飞行头盔，看起来高大英俊。

“探险就要开始了！”蒙兹对着镜头欢呼道。他把眼镜从头顶拉下来架在眼睛上，并竖起了大拇指。

卡尔也把眼镜从头顶拉了下来，他多么渴望自己现在已经长大成人了啊！那样的话，他就可以去探险了，可以像查尔斯·蒙兹一样周游世界，探寻新鲜事物，发掘无价珍宝。

“先生们，我带来了天堂瀑布里的怪物！”蒙兹在电影屏幕上高声宣布。这时，他身旁的幕帘落了下来，一副巨型大鸟的骨架呈现在人们眼前。这就是蒙兹的新发现。

“但这是什么？”播音员发出疑问，“全国探险家协会指控蒙兹伪造生物骨架！”

卡尔专注地看着，吓了一跳，因为他看到探险家协会把蒙兹的照片从荣誉墙上摘了下来。探险家协会怎么能怀疑蒙兹？
 卡尔心想。他可是世界上最伟大的探险家！


但蒙兹没有放弃。“我保证捉到这个怪物……而且是捉活的！”在闪烁的屏幕上，蒙兹叫道，“不然，我誓不返回！”周围的人群欢呼起来，卡尔脸也露出了微笑。好啊，探险就要开始了
 ，卡尔默默地对自己说。他就知道会这样。

那天下午的晚些时候，卡尔仍然心心念念地想着蒙兹。他在一只气球的一侧写了“探险精神号”五个大字，把它想象成自己的飞船，跟着气球奔跑起来。他一边奔跑，一边模仿着飞行器的声音，嘴里“嗡嗡”地响着。

“探险就要开始了！”不知从哪里传来一个声音。

他停下脚步，惊讶地想：谁在说话？
 他抬头望去，发现自己正站在一座废弃的房子前面。

有什么东西在“嘎吱”作响。卡尔抬起头，看见那座房子顶部的风向标上系着一根绳子。风向标受到绳子的牵引，呼呼地转着。

“小心！”房子里传来叫喊声。“前面就是拉什莫尔山。要让‘探险精神号’越过拉什莫尔山。很难向右转舵。坚持啊，姑娘。唷！
 我的狗还好吗？汪，汪……汪！
 好样的！”

卡尔悄悄走向门廊，看见前门上写着“探险精神号”五个大字。他挤进了门，走到里面。看到里面的东西后，他惊讶地睁大了双眼。他看到墙上贴着许许多多查尔斯·蒙兹的照片。而且，探险装备无处不在——绳索、指南针，甚至还有一辆旧自行车。一个女孩站在前窗旁，“驾驶”着一辆倒置自行车的车轮。她戴着一顶和卡尔一样的皮革头盔，望着窗外。“所有引擎，全速前进！”她命令道，“让她上升到二万六千英尺的高空！”

毫无疑问，这个女孩也在玩探险家游戏。卡尔转过身调了个位置，这样就能更好地欣赏女孩收藏的查尔斯·蒙兹的照片和剪报了。

“你在干什么？”女孩突然出现在他身旁，冷不丁问道。

卡尔发出一声尖叫。他倍感惊讶，不由得松开了手中的 气球。

“难道你不知道这是一个会员专属俱乐部吗？”女孩盘问道，“只有探险家才能来这里，不是大街上任何带着头盔和眼镜的小孩就能随随便便进来的。你明白了吗？听明白了吗？”

卡尔被吓得话都不会说了。

“算了，反正你也进来了，”女孩说，“欢迎登船。”她伸出手，但卡尔并没有伸手握住。他总觉得那个女孩看起来有点儿吓人。

“怎么了？”女孩的语气变得柔和起来，轻声问道，“你不会讲话啦？嘿，我不咬人。”

女孩摘下头盔，摇了摇自己乱蓬蓬的红头发。她的衬衫前面别着许多纽扣和徽章。她摘下了一个用葡萄汽水瓶盖做成的徽章。“你和我，现在是同一个俱乐部的成员了。”说着，她就把这枚瓶盖徽章别在了卡尔的衬衫上。

卡尔笑了笑，女孩也笑起来。“我知道你的气球飞哪去了，”她抬头望了望二楼，说道，“来吧，我们去把它找回来。”

女孩快步走出房间，朝走廊里那个年久失修的楼梯走去。但卡尔还站在原地，他受到了惊吓，还没有回过神来。

眨眼工夫，女孩突然折了回来，一脸疑惑。很显然，她想知道卡尔为什么没有跟上来。意识到了问题所在，她笑了笑，原来她竟然忘了介绍自己！

“我叫艾莉。”女孩兴高采烈地说。说着，她抓起卡尔的手，把他拉进了走廊。这一举动使卡尔满脸通红。

他们一起走上楼梯。卡尔小心翼翼地跟在艾莉后面，一步一步地紧跟着。他可不想从这些破旧的木板上掉下去。

到达顶楼时，艾莉伸出手，把卡尔拉上最后一级台阶。卡尔的脸又红了，可艾莉并没有注意到。“在那儿。”艾莉指着那个气球说。只可惜，这个房间没有地板，只有一条独木板悬空横跨两端，而气球就这样飘浮在上空。

卡尔倒吸了一口气：这里离地面足足有12英尺高。

“好了，去拿吧。”艾莉催促道。

卡尔鼓起勇气，踏上那条木板。接着他又向前移动了一步。走到一半时，木板突然裂开了。而在掉下去之前，他只够瞥见艾莉震惊的脸。

卡尔用自己那只没受伤的胳膊举着手电筒。他试着躺在床上看书，但感觉不太舒服。他从艾莉俱乐部的木板上摔下来时，摔断了一只胳膊。

一阵微风轻轻吹过房间，窗帘像鬼魂一样飘动，一只系着木棍的蓝色气球从卡尔的窗户飘了进来。卡尔发出一声尖叫，吓得从床上跳了起来，胳膊撞到了旁边的桌子。他痛呼一声：“哎哟！”

突然，窗外钻进来了一个顶着乱蓬蓬红发的小脑袋：“嘿，小家伙！”

卡尔再次尖叫起来，惊慌中挥动的拳头竟打在了自己脸上，他痛得大叫：“哎哟！”

“我估计你想要点好玩的东西吧。”艾莉说着就从窗户爬了进来，钻进了卡尔用毯子支起的帐篷。艾莉说：“我给你看样东西吧，这个东西我从来没给别人看过呢，从来没有。”她又补充道，“你要发誓不准告诉别人哦。”

卡尔点了点头，睁大了眼睛。

“发誓。发啊。”

卡尔发过誓，艾莉满意地点了点头。

“这是我的探险书。”艾莉边说边拿出了她自制的剪贴簿。她翻到了第一页，上面是查尔斯·蒙兹的照片。“你认识他吧。查尔斯·蒙兹……是个探险家。等我长大了，我也要去他去过的地方——南美洲。”她指了指粘在这本书中的一幅地图说道，“它和美洲的形状很像，但是是在南部。想知道我打算住在哪儿吗？天堂瀑布：‘即将消失的土地’。”她指着特普伊山的美丽照片，那山陡峭崎岖，却有一个平整的山顶。她把她的俱乐部画在了特普伊山的山顶，紧挨着瀑布。“这是我从图书馆的书上撕下来的。我要把我的俱乐部搬到那儿去，就搬到瀑布旁边。天知道上面还住着些什么！我一搬过去……”她翻了翻这本书，在标有“心愿单”的那一页停了下来。在这后面，所有的页面都是空白的。“好吧，我要为以后的探险经历留些位置，”艾莉解释道，“只是我不知道要怎样去天堂瀑布。”

卡尔抬头望向斜上方的架子：上面放着他收集的玩具飞船，而他的蓝色气球飘浮在那些飞船旁边。艾莉顺着他的目光看了看。

“就是它了！”她喊道。“你可以用这种小型飞船带我们去那儿！发誓你会带我们去。发誓！发啊！快点儿发誓。”

卡尔在胸前画了十字，许下誓言。

艾莉松了口气，说道：“好了。你发过誓的哦。不准反悔。”

卡尔摇了摇头。他决不会反悔。这个女孩是个真正的探险家。瞧瞧今天都发生了什么！卡尔只和她在一块儿待了十分钟，却已经度过了他一生中最大的探险。如果她说要去南美洲，卡尔一定会跟着去。

“好了，明天见，小家伙！”艾莉一边开心地说着，一边走向窗户，慢慢爬了出去。“再见。探险就要开始了！”忽然，她又把头伸了进来，对卡尔说：“知道吗，虽然你话不多，但我喜欢你！”说完这些，艾莉就消失在了夜色中。

卡尔盯着空荡荡的窗户看了一会儿，然后把脸搁在气球顶部，发出了一声感叹：“哇哦！”

“砰”的一声，气球爆了，仿佛是对卡尔心中所想表示完全 赞成。
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CHAPTER 2

From that moment on, Carl and Ellie were best friends. When they were nineteen, they got married. They moved into Ellie’s clubhouse and had fun fixing it up. Ellie hammered shingles onto the roof. Carl put up a new weather vane. Ellie pulled out her old adventure book, and Carl painted the house so that it looked exactly like the clubhouse in Ellie’s drawing.

One day, Carl leaned against the mailbox, admiring Ellie’s work as she painted their names on the side. But when he pulled back, he gasped. He’d left a handprint in the paint! Ellie smiled and put her hand in the paint, too. When she pulled it away, it looked as if their prints were holding hands.

They worked on the house every day, and the days turned into weeks. Sometimes they took a break. They would sit in two comfy chairs that were placed side by side in the living room. Other times they would climb to the top of their favorite hill and have a picnic. They liked to lie in the grass, stare up at the sky, and watch the clouds transform into different shapes, like turtles and elephants.

Ellie got a job at the local zoo, taking care of the animals in the South America House. Carl worked at the zoo, too. He sold balloons from a cart. Sometimes Carl had so many balloons, the cart would rise right off the ground!

The weeks turned into months. Ellie and Carl looked through her adventure book and dreamed of traveling to Paradise Falls. Ellie painted a lovely picture of their house atop the tepui. They hung the picture over the fireplace. Carl added a poster of South America. Ellie put up a hand-woven rug, a piece of pottery, and a figurine of a tropical bird.

For the finishing touch, Carl placed a toy blimp on the mantel and a glass jar on the table. A label on the jar read PARADISE FALLS. Carl and Ellie tossed their spare change into the jar whenever they could.

But they never had much money. And they always seemed to need to spend the money they had—a new tire for the car, a cast for Carl’s broken leg, a new roof for the house. But Carl and Ellie didn’t worry. They knew they would get to South America someday.

The months turned into years.

Carl sold his balloons, and Ellie cared for the zoo animals. At night, they danced in the living room. They always had fun together.

One day, when they had been married more than thirty years, Carl realized that they had been waiting long enough. He decided to surprise Ellie. He bought two plane tickets to South America and tucked them into a picnic basket. But when they were on the way up their favorite hill, Ellie fell down.

Ellie went to the hospital, and for a while it looked as if she might get better. But she didn’t. Instead, Carl went to her funeral with a bouquet of blue balloons.

Then he went home. For the first time since he was eight years old, Carl was completely alone.

The alarm clock buzzed, and Carl searched for his glasses. He sat up in bed, rubbing his face. He was an old man now. Waking up isn’t as easy as it used to be,
 he thought as he stretched. His bones creaked and cracked. He grabbed his cane, which had tennis balls stuck to the bottom prongs for traction, and rode his elderly-assistance chair down the staircase. It took Carl a long, long time to get downstairs.

Carl ate breakfast, then puttered around the house. He dusted the mantel above the fireplace, where he and Ellie had collected all their special adventure items. Carl made sure to carefully replace the tropical-bird figurine next to the pair of binoculars and a framed photo of Ellie as a young girl. Then he slowly walked to the front door, put on his hat, and adjusted the grape-soda pin on his lapel. He paused to check his reflection in the mirror before he unlocked all the locks on the front door and walked out to the porch.

The neighborhood had changed over the years. In fact, it wasn’t much of a neighborhood anymore. Every other house on the block had been torn down. A construction crew was building new high-rise apartments.

“Quite a sight, huh, Ellie?” Carl said as he watched the bulldozers crawl over the dirt. Carl knew that Ellie was no longer there to hear him. But he still liked to talk to her sometimes. After all, the house was filled with things they had made together. Everything about it reminded him of her.

Carl’s eyes fell on the mailbox. It hadn’t changed since the day Ellie had painted it. It still had both their names—and their handprints. A few letters poked from its door.

“Mail’s here!” Carl announced. He tottered to the box and pulled out a brochure. Good-looking elderly people smiled up at him from the bright pamphlet. “Shady Oaks Retirement. Oh, brother.” Carl noticed that the mailbox was covered with dust. Frowning, he picked up a leaf blower and blew the dust away.

“Hey! Morning, Mr. Fredricksen!” a construction worker named Tom called over to him. “Need any help there?”

“Yes. Tell your boss over there that you boys are ruining our house,” Carl growled , glancing over at a businessman talking on his cell phone. “Well, just to let you know, my boss would be happy to take this old place off your hands, and for double his last offer,” Tom replied. “What do you say to that?”

In answer, Carl blasted Tom with the leaf blower.

“Uh, I’ll take that as a no, then,” Tom said.

“I believe I made my position to your boss quite clear,” Carl said.

“You poured prune juice in his gas tank,” Tom replied.

Carl chuckled. “Oh, yeah, that was good.”

“This is serious,” Tom said, frowning. “He’s out to get your house.”

Carl turned and went back up his front steps.“Tell your boss he can have our house,” he called back over his shoulder. “When I’m dead
 !” He slammed the door.

Tom raised his eyebrows. “I’ll take that as a maybe.”

Inside the house, Carl sat down in his chair and turned on the television.

“If you order right now,” said the man on the screen, “you’re gonna get the camera. You’re gonna get the printer. You’re gonna get the …”

Carl’s eyelids felt heavy. His head started to nod.

Just then, someone knocked at the door. Carl got up and shuffled over to answer it.

A boy in a Junior Wilderness Explorer uniform was standing on Carl’s porch. He wore a sash covered in badges, and he was holding a Wilderness Explorer handbook. “Good afternoon,” the boy read from his handbook, “my name is Russell, and I am a Wilderness Explorer in Tribe Fifty-four, Sweat Lodge Twelve. Are you in need of any assistance today, sir?”

“No,” Carl said.

“I could help you cross the street,” Russell suggested.

“No.”

“I could help you cross your yard.”

“No.”

“I could help you cross your porch.”

“No.”

“Well, I’ve got to help you cross something,” Russell insisted.

“Uh, no,” Carl said. “I’m doing fine.” He shut the door in Russell’s face.

Carl stood in the hallway, listening. But he didn’t hear Russell’s footsteps walking away. After a moment, he yanked open the door.

“Good afternoon, my name is Russell,” Russell repeated, “and I am a Wilderness Explorer in Tribe Fifty-four, Sweat Lodge Twelve. Are you in need of any assistance today, sir?”

“Thank you, but I don’t need any help.” Carl tried to shut the door, but Russell jammed his hiking boot into the doorframe, blocking it.

“Ow!” Russell winced.

With a sigh, Carl opened the door. Clearly, this kid wasn’t going to give up. “Proceed.”

“Good afternoon,” said Russell, starting over.

“But skip to the end!” Carl snapped.

Russell pointed to his sash. Many colorful patches had been sewn onto it. There was only one space left on the whole sash. “See these?” he asked. “They are my Wilderness Explorer badges. You may notice, one is missing. It’s my Assisting the Elderly badge. If I get it, I will become a Senior Wilderness Explorer. The wilderness must be explored!” Russell made his hands into a W. He flapped his hands and squawked like a bird. “Caw-caw!”
 Then Russell’s hands became claws as he growled like a bear. “Rarr!”


Carl’s hearing aid shrieked in his ear.

“It’s going to be great,” Russell went on. “There’s a big ceremony, and all the dads come, and they pin on our badges.”

“So you want to assist an old person?” Carl asked.

“Yep! Then I will be a Senior Wilderness Explorer!” Russell grinned.

Carl looked left, then right. Then he leaned in to whisper, “You ever heard of a snipe?”

“Snipe?” Russell shook his head.

“Bird. Beady eyes. Every night, it sneaks into my yard and gobbles my poor azaleas. I’m elderly and infirm; I can’t catch it. If only someone could help me.”

“Me!” Russell bounced up and down with excitement. “Me! I’ll do it!”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Carl said doubtfully, “it’s awfully crafty. You’d have to clap your hands three times to lure it in.”

“I’ll find it, Mr. Fredricksen!” Russell promised.

“I think its burrow is two blocks down. If you go past—”

But Russell was already on the case. “Two blocks down! Got it!” He hurried away, clapping and calling, “Sni-i-i-pe. Here, snipey, snipey!”

“Bring it back here when you find it!” Carl shouted.


That should keep him busy for a while,
 Carl thought. He knew something that Russell didn’t: There was no snipe. He’d made it up.

Carl started to close his door, but the beeping sound of a large truck backing up caught his attention. One of the construction workers was directing the truck—and it was headed right toward Carl’s mailbox!


Crunch!


“Hey!” Moving faster than he had in years, Carl picked up his cane and hurried toward the mailbox. “Hey, you!” he hollered at the construction worker. “What do you think you’re doing?”

“I am so sorry, sir.” The worker really did look sorry. He bent over to try to fix the mailbox.

“Don’t touch that!” Carl barked, reaching for it.

“No, no, no,” the worker said. “Let me take care of that for you.”

Carl struggled to keep his grip on the box.The construction worker didn’t understand. To him, it was just a mailbox. But to Carl, it was Ellie’s mailbox. The one she had painted. The one with their handprints. “Get away from our mailbox!” Carl warned.

“Hey, sir, I—”

“I don’t want you to touch it!” Carl cried. He batted at the construction worker with his cane.

“Ow!” The worker fell to the ground, holding his head.

Carl cradled the mailbox in his arms and retreated to the house. His heart was thudding in his chest. He hadn’t realized that he was still strong enough to hurt another person. People had gathered around to make sure the construction worker was okay. A few glanced nervously at Carl.

Quickly, Carl went inside the house and shut the front door. He also closed the curtains, but kept one open a little so he could peek out. He saw a police car roll up beside the crowd of people. The real estate boss was there, too, and he was staring right at Carl. Scared, Carl pulled away from the window. He knew he’d made a mistake. A big mistake.
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第 2 章

从那以后，卡尔和艾莉就成了最亲密的朋友。在他们19岁那年，两人迈入了婚姻的殿堂。他们一起搬进了艾莉的俱乐部里。两人满心欢喜，快乐地对俱乐部的房子进行修修补补。艾莉修理房顶上的木板，卡尔搭建起新的风向标。艾莉拿出自己珍藏已久的探险书，卡尔为房子涂上亮丽的色彩，使其看起来就和艾莉所描绘的俱乐部一模一样。

一天，卡尔倚靠着信箱，欣喜地看到艾莉把他俩的名字涂写到信箱的一侧。但当他起身时，不由得倒吸一口凉气——他竟然不小心把自己的手印印到了信箱上！艾莉笑了笑，也把自己的手印印了上去。待她把手拿开，两人的手印连在了一起，就像手拉着手一样。

卡尔和艾莉日复一日地对房子进行着改造、翻新工作，一干就是好几个星期。偶尔，他们也会忙里偷闲，休息一下。有时，他们会坐在客厅里并排的舒适扶手椅上。有时，他们会爬上两人最喜爱的小山坡去野餐。卡尔和艾莉喜欢躺在草坪上，望着天空，看着云朵变幻，形状万千，一会儿像海龟，一会儿像大象。

艾莉在当地的动物园里找了份工作，负责照料南美洲馆的动物。卡尔也在动物园工作，不过，他是推着手推车卖气球。有时候，卡尔携带的气球太多，它们的浮力会把车子轻微抬起，脱离地面。

几个月过去了。艾莉和卡尔翻看着艾莉的探险书，梦想着有一天能到天堂瀑布去旅行。艾莉画了一幅美好的画——在特普伊山的平顶上，坐落着他们的房子。他们把这幅画挂在壁炉上方。卡尔在画的旁边挂了一幅南美洲的海报。艾莉又挂上了一块手工编织的小毯子，摆了一件陶器和一只热带鸟的雕像。

卡尔把一架玩具飞船放到壁炉架上，还在桌上放了一只玻璃瓶，这为他们的装饰工作画上了休止符。玻璃瓶上的标签写着四个字：天堂瀑布。一有机会，卡尔和艾莉就把零钱投进瓶子里存起来。

但他们并没有存下多少钱。因为他们总有很多地方需要花钱——为车子换新轮胎，为卡尔摔断的腿打石膏，为房子更换新屋顶……但卡尔和艾莉并不担心。因为他们相信，总有一天他们会到南美洲去。

时间过得飞快，一转眼，几年过去了。

卡尔还在卖气球，艾莉仍在动物园里照料动物。晚上，他们就在客厅里跳舞。只要两人在一起，他们总是很开心。

结婚三十多年后的一天，卡尔意识到他们已经等得太久了。他决定给艾莉一个惊喜。于是，他买了两张飞往南美洲的机票，并把它们塞进了野餐篮里。但是，在两人一起攀登他们最喜爱的那座小山坡时，艾莉摔倒了。

艾莉住进了医院，有段时间她的身体状况看起来还不错，好像很快就能痊愈。但天不如人愿，艾莉最终还是永远地离开了。卡尔带着一大束蓝色气球参加了她的葬礼。

随后卡尔回了家。这是他八岁以来，第一次孤零零的一个人。

一天清晨，闹钟嗡嗡作响，卡尔摸索着自己的眼镜。他坐起身，揉了揉脸。他已不再年轻，变成了一个老人。当他试图伸展身体时，却发现起床这件简单的小事变得不那么容易了。他的骨头发出“嘎吱嘎吱”的响声。他抓起手杖——底部的每个开叉都装有一只网球——然后坐上老年人座椅从楼梯上缓缓滑下来。从二楼到一楼这段距离很短，却花了卡尔很长很长的时间。

吃过早餐，卡尔在房子里闲逛。他掸走了壁炉架上的灰尘，这上面有所有他和艾莉收集的探险物品，每一样都无可替代。卡尔又小心翼翼地调了调热带鸟雕像的位置，旁边正好摆着望远镜和艾莉儿时的照片。然后，他慢慢地走到前门门口，戴上帽子，整了整别在自己翻领上的葡萄苏打汽水瓶盖徽章。做完这些，他停了下来，在镜子前审视了一遍自己，然后打开前门所有的锁，走到了门廊上。

这些年来，他家所在的街区发生了很多变化。事实上，这已经不能再称之为街区了。因为除了卡尔家，这里所有的房子都被拆掉了。建筑工人们正在建造新式高层公寓。

“艾莉，你看看都变成啥样了？”卡尔看着推土机爬过土质的地面，自言自语地说道。虽然卡尔知道艾莉再也听不到他讲话了，但有时他还是喜欢自言自语地和她说话。毕竟，这座房子装满了他们共同的回忆，这里的一切都能勾起卡尔对艾莉的思念。

卡尔的视线落到了信箱上。自从艾莉喷绘之后，这个信箱就没有发生过任何变化。信箱上面仍然保留着他们的名字和手印。信箱的小门上露出了几封信件的边角。

“来信了！”卡尔大声说。他摇摇晃晃地走到信箱旁，从里面取出了一本小册子。封面上和蔼可亲的老人对着卡尔笑着。“橡树荫养老院。哦，我的老兄！”卡尔注意到信箱外面已满是灰尘。他皱了皱眉头，拿起吹叶机把上面的灰尘吹走了。

“嘿！早上好，费迪逊先生！”建筑工人汤姆向他问好，“您需要帮助吗？”

“需要。告诉你的老板，你们这是在摧毁我们的房子！”卡尔咆哮着，瞥了一眼正在一旁打电话的一个商人老板模样的人。“好吧，跟您说句实话，如果能从您这里接手这幢老房子，我的老板会很高兴的，而且他会给出两倍于上次的报价，”汤姆回答道，“您意下如何呢？”

作为回应，卡尔直接把吹叶机对准汤姆吹起来。

“嗯，那我就当您说‘不’了。”汤姆说。

卡尔回答：“我觉得我已经向你们老板明确表示了我的立场。”

“你把西梅汁倒进了他的油箱里。”汤姆说。

卡尔咯咯地笑起来：“哦，这不是很好嘛。”

“这可不是开玩笑，”汤姆皱着眉头说，“他要来收你的房子了。”

卡尔转过身，回到房子前面的台阶上。“告诉你的老板，他可以收走我们的房子，”他转过头对汤姆说，“不过，等到我死的那一天吧！”接着，他“砰”的一声关上了门。

汤姆抬了抬眉毛：“我认为我们还是有希望的。”

回到屋子里，卡尔坐在椅子上，打开了电视机。

“如果现在订购，”屏幕上的人说，“你就会得到相机，得到打印机，还会得到……”

卡尔的眼皮变得沉重起来，他的头也开始一点一点地打着瞌睡。

就在这时，一阵敲门声传来，卡尔起身慢吞吞地走向门口，打开了门。

卡尔看见一个身穿“初级野外探险家”制服的小男孩站在门廊上。他戴着一条肩带，上面挂满了徽章。小男孩翻开了手上的探险家手册，念道：“下午好，我叫小罗，我是探险队第54团第12小队的野外探险成员。先生，您今天需要帮助吗？”

“不需要。”卡尔回答道。

“我可以带你过马路。”小罗建议道。

“不用。”

“我可以带你在院子里遛弯儿。”

“用不着。”

“我可以带你穿过走廊。”

“不用。”

“好吧，可我总得帮你做点什么啊。”小罗坚持说。

“噢，不需要，”卡尔说，“我很好。”话音刚落，他就在小罗面前“砰”地关上了门。

卡尔站在门后，侧着耳朵听外面的动静，却并没听到小罗离开的脚步声。不一会儿，他猛地打开了门。

“下午好，我叫小罗，”他又开始重复刚才的话，“我是探险队第54团第12小队的野外探险成员。先生，您今天需要帮助吗？”

“谢谢你了，但是我真的不需要帮助。”卡尔想把门关上，不料小罗将旅行靴别在门框处，这样，卡尔就关不上门了。

“啊哟！”小罗痛得龇牙咧嘴。

卡尔叹了口气，打开了门。显然，这个孩子不会轻易放弃。“继续。”

“下午好，”小罗又开始了。

“直接跳到最后！”卡尔明显不耐烦了。

小罗指着自己的肩带。上面挂满了五颜六色的徽章，只剩下一个小小的空隙。“看到了吗？”小罗问道，“这些都是我的野外探险家徽章。你也许注意到这里少了一枚徽章。我还缺一枚助老徽章。如果有了这枚助老徽章，我就可以成为高级野外探险家了，就可以到野外去探险了！”说完，小罗把双手摆成字母W的形状，像鸟儿一样扇动着双手，同时嘴里发出“嘎嘎”的鸟叫声。然后，小罗的十指弯曲成熊爪的形状，嘴里也跟着发出“喔—呜”的熊叫声。

卡尔的助听器里传来了尖锐刺耳的噪声。

“那简直太棒了，”小罗继续说道，“我们还会有一个盛大的仪式，到时候，所有的爸爸都会参加，亲手给自己的孩子带上徽章。”

“所以，你想帮助一个老人？”卡尔问。

“是啊！那样我就能成为一名高级野外探险家了！”小罗说着，美滋滋地笑起来。

卡尔先向左看看，再向右瞅瞅，然后俯下身低声对小罗说，“你听说过鹬吗？”

“鹬？”小罗摇了摇头。

“一种鸟。眼睛又小又圆。它每天晚上都溜进院子偷吃我的杜鹃花。我老了，身体不好，抓不住它。如果有人能帮我就最好不过了。”

“我来！”小罗兴奋地跳了起来。“我来！我可以帮你的！”

“哦，帮不帮得上，这可说不准，”卡尔怀疑地说，“它相当狡猾。你得拍掌三下，才能把它引诱出来。”

“我一定会找到它的，费迪逊先生！”小罗向卡尔保证道。

卡尔对小罗说：“我觉得它的洞穴就在两个街区之外。如果你经过——”

卡尔话没说完，小罗已经进入状态了。“两个街区！知道了！”他急忙动身，边拍手边喊道，“鹬——鹬，这里，鹬，鹬！”

“找到了就把它带给我！”卡尔冲着小罗喊道。


这应该够他忙活一阵子了，
 卡尔想。他很清楚，根本就没有鹬这种鸟，这完全是卡尔编出来支走小罗的理由，但小罗并不知道。

卡尔正要关门，一辆大卡车倒车的嘟嘟声引起了他的注意。一名建筑工人正在指挥卡车倒车，而这辆卡车正向着卡尔家信箱的方向开过来！


嘎吱嘎吱！


“嘿！”卡尔好久没有这么麻利了，他迅速拿起手杖，匆匆忙忙地向信箱的方向走去。“嘿，说你呢！”他冲着建筑工人大声喊道，“看看你都做了些什么？”

“先生，我很抱歉。”这名工人满脸歉意。他弯下腰试图修理信箱。

“别碰它！”卡尔一把抱住信箱咆哮道。

“不，不，不，”工人说，“我来帮你。”

卡尔牢牢地抓住信箱。建筑工人一脸疑惑。因为在他看来，这只是一个很普通的信箱。但对卡尔而言，这是艾莉的信箱，是艾莉喷绘的那个信箱，是印有两人手印的信箱。“别碰我们的信箱！”卡尔警告工人。

“嘿，先生，我——”

“不准碰它！”卡尔声嘶力竭地喊道。他举起了手杖就往建筑工人头上敲去。

“啊哟！”工人手抱着头，倒在了地上。

卡尔牢牢地把信箱抱在怀里，回到自己房子的地方，心“怦怦”地跳得厉害。他万万没想到，自己竟有这么大的力气，能打伤别人。周围的人纷纷围了上来，查看建筑工人的伤势如何。其中有几个人紧张地瞄了卡尔一眼。

卡尔赶紧回到屋子里，关上前门。他把窗帘也拉了下来，不过并没有拉严，而是留了一条缝。这样，他就可以偷偷地观察外面的情况了。他看到一辆警车穿过人群，疾速赶来。房地产老板也站在那里，一直盯着卡尔的方向。惊吓之下，卡尔逃离了窗户附近。他知道自己犯错了，犯了一个大错。
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CHAPTER 3

“Sorry, Mr. Fredricksen. You don’t seem like a public menace to me.” The police officer smiled apologetically as she dropped Carl off at his front door. Carl had just spent the entire day in court. The judge had ruled that Carl was guilty of assaulting the construction worker.’

“Take this.” The officer handed Carl a brochure for Shady Oaks Retirement Village. “The guys from Shady Oaks will be by to pick you up in the morning, okay?”

Carl heard the police car drive away. He looked down at the cheerful, good-looking people in the brochure. The judge had said that Carl couldn’t live by himself anymore. He didn’t have to go to jail— but he did have to go to a retirement home. To Carl, that was just as bad. He didn’t want to leave his little house—Ellie’s clubhouse.

“What do I do now, Ellie?” he wondered aloud.

That night, Carl walked through the quiet house. Every single thing brought back memories of Ellie. As Carl dug his suitcase out of the closet, he found Ellie’s old adventure book. Carefully, he untied the string that held it closed. He flipped through the photos of Charles Muntz and his famous blimp.

When Carl came to the page marked STUFF I’M GOING TO DO, he stopped and sighed. He couldn’t read any further. Ellie had never gone on her adventure. He’d promised her. He’d crossed his heart. But he’d waited too long.

Slowly, Carl closed Ellie’s book. He gazed up at the mantel over the fireplace. He looked at the poster of South America, the pottery, the woven rug, the bird figurine, and the little toy blimp. But most of all, he looked at Ellie’s painting of their house on the tepui.

Then he glanced at the Shady Oaks pamphlet.

As he looked up at the mantel one more time, Carl’s eyes narrowed just a bit. He smiled, and then crossed his heart. He’d made a decision.

By the middle of the night, most of the block was quiet and dark. Only the Fredricksen house was bright, the lights still on. Inside, Carl worked late into the night. He had a lot to prepare.

The next morning was sunny and clear as the Shady Oaks van pulled up in front of Carl’s house. Two men got out. They were nurses from the retirement home.

The nurse named George knocked on the door.

“Morning, gentlemen,” Carl said, opening the door. He had a suitcase in his hand.

“Good morning, Mr. Fredricksen,” George said. “You ready to go?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be.” Carl handed the suitcase to the other nurse, A.J. “Would you do me a favor and take this? I’ll meet you at the van in just a minute. I, uh, want to say one last goodbye to the old place.”

“Sure,” George said, and he nodded politely. “Take all the time you need, sir.”

“That’s typical,” A.J. muttered as Carl closed the door. He and George walked toward the van. “He’s probably going to the bathroom for the eightieth time.”

George eyed the lawn. It was littered with empty helium tanks. “You’d think he’d take better care of his house？”

At that moment, a dark shadow fell over the van. George and A.J. looked up, and their jaws dropped. Hundreds of balloons were rising from behind the house. They shot into the air like water from a fountain. Their strings were all tied to Carl’s house through the chimney. As the balloons rose, the house teetered. Then it groaned. Finally, it pulled away from its foundation and floated.

Up … up … up …

The floating house knocked the van, setting off the car alarm. Carl poked his head out the window and shouted triumphantly, “So long, boys!”

George and A.J. couldn’t do anything but gape at what Carl had done!

The house soared over the town. People stared up, unable to believe what they were seeing. Birds flew alongside the house. Carl watched them, smiling to himself. He adjusted the compass and unfurled the sails, which were made of curtains hanging on curtain rods. They flapped and billowed in the wind.

Carl and Ellie were finally headed to South America. He kissed her photo.“We’re on our way, Ellie,” he said. With a happy sigh, Carl settled into his favorite chair by the fireplace.

He had just closed his eyes when he heard a knock at the door.

Carl’s eyes snapped open. A knock?


“Huh?” He stared at the front door. For a moment, he didn’t hear anything. He had finally managed to convince himself that he had imagined the knock when it sounded again.

Grumbling, Carl shuffled over to the door. He looked through the peephole. All he saw were the front porch and the clouds beyond. He threw open the door.

“Aaah!” Carl cried. Russell was clinging to the outside wall, holding on for dear life.

“Hi, Mr. Fredricksen,” Russell said nervously. “It’s me, Russell.”

“What are you doing out here, kid?” Carl demanded.

“I found the snipe,” Russell explained, “and I followed it under your porch, but this snipe had a long tail and looked more like a large mouse.”

Carl rolled his eyes. That wasn’t a snipe. It was a rat! What kind of Wilderness Explorer doesn’t know the difference between a rat and a nonexistent snipe?
 he wondered.

“Please let me in,” Russell begged.

“No!” Carl snapped. He shut the door.

Russell stared at the bright sun, the blue sky, and the white clouds drifting peacefully around him. This was the worst day ever.

After a moment, the door creaked open. “Oh, all right,” Carl said reluctantly, “you can come …” Russell darted inside like a bullet.

“… in,” Carl finished.

Russell panted for a moment, collecting himself. Then he looked around. “Huh. I’ve never been in a floating house before.” It was a lot like a regular house. He walked over to the fireplace and found Ellie’s drawing of the house lying on top of an open page in the atlas. “Wow, you going on a trip?” Russell asked. “‘Paradise Falls: A Land Lost in Time,’” he read from the drawing. “You going to South America, Mr. Fredricksen?”

“Don’t touch that!” Carl snatched the page from Russell’s hand and put it in his pocket. Then he slammed the atlas shut. “You’ll soil it.”

“You know, most people take a plane,” Russell said brightly, “but you’re smart because you’ll have your TV and clocks and stuff.”

Russell noticed the steering rig that Carl had set up in the living room. It was made from an old-fashioned coffee grinder with a crank handle. Carl had attached it to the weather vane with ropes. “Whoa. Is this how you steer your house?” Russell asked. “Does it really work? Oh, this way makes it go right, and that way’s left.”

Carl stumbled through the house. The way Russell was steering was making him seasick! “Kid, would you stop with the—let go of the—knock it off!”

Carl realized that he couldn’t keep Russell with him. It was too dangerous, for one thing. For another, it was too annoying.

Russell ran to the window. “Hey, look, buildings!” He looked down at the office buildings and the people bustling past on the street. Everyone was busy. Nobody looked up and noticed the house flying overhead. “That building is so close, I could almost touch it.”

Carl shuffled to the fireplace. Clearly, he didn’t have a choice. He was going to have to pull the plug on the adventure. He’d have to land the house right where they were and send Russell home.

“I know that cloud,” Russell said as he stared out the window. “It’s a cumulonimbus. Did you know that a cumulonimbus is formed when warm air goes by cool air and the airs go by each other, and that’s how we get lightning?”

But Carl wasn’t listening. He was sawing at the balloon strings with his keys. “Stayed up all night blowing up balloons … for what?” he muttered. Russell was still talking. He never seemed to stop. “That’s nice, kid,” Carl muttered, reaching up and turning off his hearing aid.

“Mr. Fredricksen,” Russell said nervously, “there’s a big storm coming. It’s starting to get scary.” Carl was still ignoring him, so he raised his voice. “We’re going to get blown to bits! We’re in big trouble, Mr. Fredricksen!”

Just then, a bolt of lightning flashed outside. The light got Carl’s attention. He turned his hearing aid back on. “What are you doing over there?” he demanded.

Russell pointed out the window at the dark clouds. “Look!”

Carl went to the window. “See?” Russell said. “Cumulonimbus.”

Thunder rumbled outside as lightning lit up the house.

Carl gasped and ran to the steering rig. He tried to steer the house out of the dark clouds, but the storm was too strong. The wheel spun, knocking Carl backward. He fell to the floor, and Russell let out a scream.

Rain lashed the house, and thunder roared. The house shifted, and Russell went flying. He landed on his back. Plates fell from the cupboards, books spilled from the shelves. Russell jumped up and tried to hide behind an umbrella stand. His backpack slid past. “My pack!” He pounced on it.

“Gotcha!” Russell kept sliding down the hall on top of the backpack. The front door swung open. Russell was about to slide through, but the door swung shut again. Russell crashed into it.

Carl struggled to his feet as photos and pictures fell from the walls. He tried to rescue his things. He grabbed what he could and tried to secure it.

Finally, Carl collapsed into his chair, exhausted. Before he knew it, his eyes had closed.
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第 3 章

“费迪逊先生，很抱歉。可你不像是给我们制造麻烦的人啊。”警官把卡尔送到他家前门时抱歉地笑了笑。整整一天的时间，卡尔都是在法庭上度过的。法官裁定卡尔犯有袭击建筑工人的罪行。

“拿着这个，”警官递给卡尔一本橡树荫养老院的小册子，“明早，橡树荫养老院的人会来接你，好吧？”

警车渐渐开远了，卡尔低头看了一眼小册子，上面印着笑容满面、和蔼可亲的老人像。法官之前已经告诉卡尔，他以后不能独自在家里生活了。虽然他不用坐牢，但是他必须住进一家养老院。对卡尔来说，这也没好到哪儿去。因为他不想离开这座小房子——艾莉的俱乐部。

“我该怎么办，艾莉？”他大声地问道。

那天晚上，卡尔在这间安静的房子里踱来踱去。这里的每一件物品都能勾起他对艾莉的回忆。卡尔从柜子里把他的手提箱拉出来时，看见了艾莉的那本旧探险书。他小心地解开系书的绳子，一页一页地翻看着查尔斯·蒙兹以及他著名飞船的照片。

看到标有“心愿单”那一页时，卡尔不由得停下来，叹了口气。他翻不下去了。艾莉未曾真正地去探险过。卡尔曾向她许诺过，发过誓，但却迟迟没有带她去探险。

卡尔慢慢地合上了艾莉的探险书，盯着壁炉架，然后看了看旁边的南美洲地图、陶器、手工编织的毯子、鸟的雕像，还有小玩具飞船。最终，他望向了艾莉描绘的房子——他们在特普伊山上的房子。

然后，他瞥了一眼橡树荫养老院的小册子。

他又抬头望了一眼壁炉架，微微眯起眼睛。他忽然笑了，在胸口画了个十字，心里做出了决定。

夜深了，整个街区都变得漆黑而安静，只有费迪逊家还亮着灯。卡尔整夜都在房间里收拾，他有很多准备工作要做。

第二天早上，阳光明媚，橡树荫养老院的面包车停在卡尔的房子前面。车上走下来两个人。他们是来自橡树荫养老院的护理工。

名叫乔治的护理工敲响了门。

“早上好，先生们。”卡尔说着打开了门。他提着一个手提箱。

“早上好，费迪逊先生，”乔治说，“您准备好了吗？”

“时刻准备着。”卡尔把手提箱递给护理工A.J.，“可以帮我拿着这个箱子吗？我一会儿就到车那儿去找你们。我，嗯，想跟这个老地方道个别。”

“当然可以，”乔治说着，礼貌地点了点头。“先生，不着急，您慢慢来。”

“还是老样子，他就是不愿来。”卡尔关上门的同时，A.J.喃喃地嘀咕着。他和乔治一起走向面包车。“他可能是去厕所了，该是第80次了。”

乔治看着草坪。上面扔满了空氦气罐。他忽然问了一句：“你不觉得他该对自己的房子好点吗？”

正说着，一个黑影出现在面包车上。乔治和A.J.抬头望去，他们惊讶得下巴都要掉下来了。只见成百上千只气球从房子后面腾空升起。它们像喷泉喷出的水花一般，跃向空中。气球的线全都穿过烟囱系在卡尔的房子上。随着气球逐渐升腾，房子摇摇晃晃地挣脱地面，发出“吱嘎吱嘎”的声音。最后，房子竟然脱离了地基，慢慢地升向空中。

上升……上升……气球把房子带得越来越高。

这座飘浮的房子撞到了橡树荫养老院的面包车，触响了车子的警报。卡尔把头探出窗口，扬扬得意地喊道：“再见了，孩子们！”

乔治和A.J.眼睁睁地看着卡尔的房子飞走了，什么都做不了！

房子在城市上空翱翔。人们注视着这座神奇的房子，无法相信眼前发生的一切。鸟儿在房子旁边翩翩起舞。卡尔看着他们，欣慰地笑了。他调整好罗盘，展开了由挂在窗帘杆上的窗帘制成的风帆布。风帆在风中滚滚飘动。

卡尔和艾莉终于朝着南美洲的方向前行了。卡尔吻了吻艾莉的照片说：“我们上路了，艾莉。”说完，他高兴地舒了口气，坐在壁炉旁他最喜欢的那把椅子上。

他刚刚闭上眼睛，就听到了敲门声。

卡尔猛地睁开了眼睛。有人敲门？


“嗯？”卡尔盯着前门。但等了一会儿，又没了动静。他尽力说服自己这敲门声不过是自己幻听罢了，但这时敲门声却再次响起。

卡尔一边抱怨着，一边慢吞吞地走向门口。他通过猫眼向外探视，但除了前廊和天空中飘浮的朵朵白云，什么都没有。他骤然把门打开。

“啊！”卡尔被吓得叫起来。原来是小罗，他正紧紧抓着墙，生怕自己小命不保。

“嗨，费迪逊先生，”小罗紧张地说，“是我，小罗。”

“你在这儿干什么，孩子？”卡尔问道。

“我找到了鹬，”小罗解释道，“我在你的门廊下找到了它，但是这只鸟有一条长长的尾巴，看上去更像一只大老鼠。”

卡尔翻了个白眼。那才不是鹬。它就是一只老鼠！究竟是什么样的野外探险家，竟然不知道老鼠和虚构的鹬之间的区别？
 他心里想道。

“请让我进去吧。”小罗恳求道。

“不行！”卡尔吼道，关上了门。

小罗凝视着明媚的太阳、蔚蓝的天空和身旁飘过的朵朵白云，一切都那么静谧而美好。但对他来说，这却是最倒霉的一天。

过了一小会儿，门“吱呀”一声打开了。“哦，好吧，”卡尔无奈地说，“你可以进……”话没说完，小罗就像一颗子弹似的冲向里面。

“……来了”卡尔这才把话说完。

喘息片刻之后，小罗平复了一下自己的情绪。然后他开始四处张望。“哈。我从没到过一间会飞的房子里。”它和普通的房子看起来没有什么两样。他走到壁炉边，看见艾莉画的房子就平放在打开的地图册上。“哇，你要去旅行吗？”小罗问道。“‘天堂瀑布：即将消失的土地’，”他读着画上写的字，“你要去南美洲，费迪逊先生？”

“别碰它！”卡尔一把从小罗的手中抢过这页纸，把它装进了口袋里，然后“啪”的一声把地图册合上了。“别给弄坏了。”

“很多人坐飞机去旅行，”小罗高兴地说，“但你很聪明，因为你把电视、时钟和其他用品都带上了。”

小罗注意到卡尔摆放在客厅里的驾驶台，它是由一个老式的咖啡研磨机与曲形手柄组合而成的。卡尔用绳索把它绑在了风向标上。“哇。你是这样‘开’房子的？”小罗问，“真的可以开动吗？哦，往这边摇房子就会向右行进了，往另一边摇房子会向左行进。”

卡尔在房子里站不住脚，歪歪扭扭地走动着。小罗的转向幅度让他感到眩晕！“孩子，你能停下来——放开手中的——停下来！”

卡尔意识到不能把小罗继续留在身边了，他早晚会闯祸。而且这个小男孩太令人讨厌了。

小罗跑到窗口处：“嘿，看啊，是高楼！”他低头看了看办公楼和街上的人。每个人都忙忙碌碌的，没有人抬起头来注意到他们头顶飞过的房子。“那座高楼离我们好近哦，我几乎可以摸到它。”

卡尔摇摇晃晃地走到壁炉旁。显然，他别无选择，他不得不切断探险的源头。他必须原地降落，把小罗送回家。

“我知道那种云，”小罗注视着窗外说，“那是一片积雨云。你知道积雨云是怎样形成的吗？当暖空气上升，冷空气和暖空气相遇时，就形成了积雨云，这也是闪电出现的原因。”

但卡尔并没有听他在讲什么，他正在用钥匙把气球的绳线锯断。“整晚都在吹气球……我这是为了什么？”他小声嘀咕着。小罗还在继续讲，看样子一时半会儿不会停下来。“很好，孩子。”卡尔咕哝着，伸手关掉了自己的助听器。

“费迪逊先生，”小罗紧张地说，“暴风雨就要来了。一切都变得可怕极了。”卡尔还是不理他，于是小罗提高了声音，“我们就要被吹成碎片了！我们遇上大麻烦了，费迪逊先生！”

就在这时，一道闪电划过窗外。闪电的亮光吸引了卡尔的注意力。他把助听器重新打开。“你在那儿干什么？”他质问道。

小罗指了指窗外的乌云：“看！”

卡尔走到窗口。“看见了吗？”小罗说，“那是积雨云。”

闪电照亮了整个房子，窗外雷声隆隆。

卡尔倒吸了一口气，连忙跑到驾驶台处。他试图把房子“开”出来，摆脱乌云，但暴风雨实在是太大了。柄轮打滑，敲中了卡尔，他向后倒去，摔在了地上，小罗吓得发出一声尖叫。

雨滴像鞭子一样抽打着房子，窗外雷声轰鸣。房子不停地摇晃，把小罗抛向空中，落了个背朝天。盘子从橱柜上掉出来，摔在了地上；书籍从书架上散开，落了一地。小罗跳了起来，试图躲到伞架的后面，不料他的背包却滑走了。“我的背包！”小罗一个猛扑，去抓自己的背包。

“抓住了！”话音刚落，小罗便随着身下的背包滑向门廊。这时，前门被晃开了，小罗就要滑出去了。就在这千钧一发之际，门“砰”的一声又关上了。小罗重重地撞到了门上。

看到照片和图片从墙上哗哗地掉下来，卡尔极力地挣扎着站起来，试图拯救自己的物品。他尽可能地抓住身旁的物品，试图保证它们的完好。

但最后，卡尔筋疲力尽，瘫倒在了椅子上。他合上了眼皮，不省人事了。
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CHAPTER 4

Russell poked Carl in the face. Nothing happened. He poked him again—harder. This time, Carl’s eyes snapped open.

“Whew.” Russell breathed a deep sigh of relief. “I thought you were dead.”

Carl got up. “Huh … wha … what happened?”

“I steered us,” Russell announced. “I did. I steered the house.”

Carl felt his head. He was too groggy to understand what Russell was saying. “Steered us?”

“After you tied your stuff down, you took a nap, so I went ahead and steered us down here.”

Carl went to the window and stuck his head out. For a moment, the light was too bright—he couldn’t see anything.When his eyes adjusted, he realized that the house was floating over a blanket of thick fog. “Can’t tell where we are,” he mumbled.

Russell held up a global positioning device. “Oh, we’re in South America, all right. It was a cinch with my Wilderness Explorer GPS.”

Carl pulled his head back in through the window and glared at the newfangled gadget. “GP—what?”

“My dad gave it to me,” Russell explained. “It shows exactly where we are on the planet.” Russell made a few robot-style beeps, waving his GPS proudly.“With this baby we’ll never be lost!” He threw open his hands, and the GPS sailed out the window. Russell and Carl watched as the GPS fell through the clouds.

“Oops,” said Russell.

Grumbling, Carl kneeled by the fireplace to cut a few balloon strings. “We’ll get you down, find a bus stop,” he said. “You just tell the man you want to go back to your mother.”

Russell shrugged. “Sure, but I don’t think they have buses in Paradise Falls.”

“There.” Carl finished cutting the strings. He could feel the house begin to descend like a slow elevator. “That ought to do it. Here, I’ll give you some change for bus fare.”

Russell put on his backpack and the house lowered through the fog. “Nah, I’ll just use my city bus pass. Whoa, that’s going to be like a billion transfers to get back to my house.” He and Carl headed out onto the porch. “Mr. Fredricksen, how much longer?”

“Well, we’re up pretty high. Could take hours to get down.” Carl caught sight of something out of the corner of his eye, but it disappeared back into the fog. “Uh … that thing was … a building or something.”

Suddenly, something came up through the clouds. It was headed straight for them! “What was that, Mr. Fredricksen?” Russell exclaimed. Carl didn’t know. “We can’t be close to the ground yet!”

But they were—there were rocks directly below them. Carl gasped as the landscape came into view. It was a tepui!


Bam!


The house slammed against the rocky ground. Carl and Russell were knocked off the porch. They struggled to hold on as the house bumped and dragged across the tepui. Carl and Russell both lost their grip.

But the house kept going.

Carl chased a stray garden hose that was trailing behind the house like a tail. “Wait. Wait!” he shouted at the house. “Don’t, don’t. Stop!” He grabbed the hose, and it pulled him into the air. “Wait! Wait! Wait! Whoa!”

With a leap, Russell grabbed on to Carl’s leg. The weight pulled the house closer to the ground.

“Russell, hang on!” Carl hollered.

“Whoa!”

The house dragged them along. They slid to the edge of the tepui and then stopped. Carl looked down. He was at the top of a steep cliff. It was thousands and thousands of feet to the bottom.

“Walk back!” Carl shouted. “Walk back!”

“Okay.” Russell nodded and dug in.

“Come on, come on!”

The wind tried to carry the house over the edge. Russell pulled Carl’s foot with all his strength, yanking him to safety.

Carl looked around, breathing hard. They were still surrounded by fog. All he could see was that the ground was rocky. “Where … where are we?”

“This doesn’t look like the city or the jungle, Mr. Fredricksen,” Russell said.

The wind picked up again. Russell and Carl struggled to keep hold of the house. “Don’t worry, Ellie,” Carl muttered. “I got it.”

As the fog began to clear, Carl could see where they were. He and Russell were standing at the top of a tall, flat-topped mountain. They were surrounded by more tepuis. And across from them, less than ten miles away, was Paradise Falls.

Carl gasped in disbelief. “There it is,” he whispered. “Ellie, it’s so beautiful.” He pulled out Ellie’s old drawing—the one with the house sitting beside the waterfall. “We made it. We made it!” Carl whooped. “Russell! We could float right over there. Climb up. Climb up!”

“You mean assist
 you?” Russell asked hopefully.

“Yeah, yeah. Whatever.”

“Okay. I’ll climb up!” Russell climbed over Carl, stepping on his arms and face to get to the house.

“Watch it,” Carl growled.

“Sorry.” Russell smiled apologetically. He’d been so eager to assist an elderly person that he’d forgotten he shouldn’t step on Carl to do it.

“Now, when you get up there,” Carl called, “go ahead and hoist me up! Got it? You on the porch yet?”

But Russell had barely climbed six inches. He slid down the hose, exhausted, and landed on Carl’s head.

“Oh, great,” Carl grumbled.

“Hey, if I could assist you over there, would you sign off on my badge?” Russell asked.

“What are you talking about?” Carl snapped.

“We could walk your house to the falls.”

“Walk it?” Carl snorted. The boy was talking nonsense again.

“Yeah,” Russell said. “After all, we weigh it down. We could walk it right over there. Like a parade balloon!”

Carl started to scowl, but then stopped. He looked up. A light breeze blew, and the house swayed slightly. He was still holding on to the hose. The house pulled him forward … toward the falls.


Walk to the falls
 . It was totally crazy … crazy enough to work.

Soon Carl and Russell were ready to go.They had made harnesses out of the garden hose, which they tied across their chests.

As they hiked, Carl tried to make Russell understand the seriousness of their situation. “Now, we’re going to walk to the falls quickly and quietly, with no rap music or flash dancing,” he explained.“We have three days, at best, before the helium leaks out of those balloons, and if we’re not at the falls when that happens, we’re not getting to the falls!”

But Russell was barely listening. There were so many new and interesting sights on the tepui, it was difficult to concentrate on Carl’s words.

Carl looked over at the falls, then up at his house. “Don’t you worry, Ellie,” he muttered. “We’ll get our house over there.”

Dragging the house behind them was difficult work. But Russell didn’t mind it. “This is fun already, isn’t it?” he asked happily. “By the time we get there, you’re gonna feel so assisted.”

Suddenly, he had an idea. “Oh, Mr. Fredricksen. If we happen to get separated, use the Wilderness Explorer call: Caw-caw! Rarr!
 ”

Carl winced as the call set off his hearing aid once more.

“Wait,” Russell said. “Why are we going to Paradise Falls again?”

“Hey, let’s play a game,” Carl suggested. “It’s called See Who Can Be Quiet the Longest.”

Russell smiled—he knew how to play this one. “Cool! My mom loves that game!”


第 4 章

小罗戳了一下卡尔的脸，卡尔没有任何反应。小罗又用力戳了一下。这一次，卡尔突然睁开了眼睛。

“喔——”小罗松了一口气，“我还以为你死了呢。”

卡尔坐了起来：“嘿……啊……发生什么事了？”

“我会‘开’房子了，”小罗宣布道，“我做到了。我会‘开’房子了。”

卡尔挠了挠后脑勺，他还晕晕乎乎的，并不明白小罗在说些什么，于是问道：“‘开’房子？”

“你把自己的东西收拾好以后，就睡着了，然后我就接手，把房子‘开’到这里来了。”

卡尔奔向窗口，探出头，向外望去。一瞬间，光线太刺眼了，他什么都看不清。过了一会儿，他的眼睛适应了强光，他看到房子还在飘浮着，下面是厚厚的雾层。“搞不清我们到哪里了。”他咕哝着。

这时，小罗举起一个全球定位装置：“哦，我们到南美洲了。有了我这个野外探险家GPS，这都不是事儿。”

卡尔把头从窗外缩回来，盯着那个新奇的玩意儿问道：“GP——什么？”

“我爸爸给我的，”小罗解释说，“它能显示我们在地球上所处的确切位置。”然后，小罗模仿了几声机器人式的“哔哔”声，自豪地挥舞着他的GPS。“有了这个宝贝，我们再也不怕走丢了！”他张开双手，却不小心把这个GPS从窗户中丢了出去，两人眼睁睁地看着它穿过云层掉了下去。

“哎呀！”小罗遗憾地说。

卡尔不开心地咕哝着，跪在壁炉旁用钥匙划断了一些连着气球的绳线，说道：“我现在放你下去，然后你找个车站，跟司机说你要回家就行了。”

小罗耸耸肩说：“好吧，但是我觉得天堂瀑布里没有公交车呢。”

“得啦。”卡尔把要截断的绳线都划断了，明显地感觉到房子像电梯一样在缓慢降落。“应该会有的。待会儿我给你点零钱 坐公交车。”

小罗背上了背包，房子在云层中继续降落。“不用，我有城市公交卡。哇，这估计得转十亿次车才能回到家吧。”他与卡尔走到门廊上。小罗问道：“费迪逊先生，还要多久？”

“嗯，我们飞得很高，还要几个小时才能降落呢。”正说着，卡尔用余光似乎瞥见了什么，但那东西很快被雾气遮住了。“嗯……那是……高楼还是什么。”

突然，有什么东西出现在云层中。这东西正朝他们这边过来！“那是什么，费迪逊先生？”小罗惊呼道。卡尔也不知道，于是说：“我们还不能靠近地面！”

但他们已经到了——大块的岩石就在他们正下方。卡尔倒吸了一口气，看着映入眼帘的风景——是特普伊山！


嘭！


房子猛地撞到了岩石地面上，卡尔和小罗从门廊上掉了下来。在房子继续颠簸着横穿特普伊山时，他们俩极尽全力地去抓住它。不一会儿，卡尔和小罗便抓不住了。

但房子仍在向前飘移。

卡尔追上了一根垂下来的花园软管，它垂在房子后面就像一条尾巴。“等等，等等！”卡尔冲着房子喊道，“别，别，快停下！”他抓住了花园软管，被拉到了空中。“等等！等等！等一等！哇哦！”

情急之下，小罗纵身一跃，抱住了卡尔的腿。他们两人的重量把房子拉得离地面近了一些。

“小罗，抓紧了！” 卡尔大呼。

“哇哦！”

房子一直拖着他们向前走，直到他们滑到特普伊山的边缘，才停了下来。卡尔向下张望，发现自己正站在一座陡峭的悬崖顶部，脚下的深渊有数千英尺深。

“往回走！”卡尔喊道，“往回走！”

“好的。”小罗点了点头，用力往后拽。

“加油，加油！”

风把房子往悬崖边上吹。小罗使出吃奶的劲儿才把卡尔的脚拉回来，卡尔暂时安全了。

卡尔气喘吁吁地环顾着四周，发现他们两人仍然被大雾包围着，眼前只有岩石地面。“这……我们这是在哪儿啊？”

“看起来既不像城市，也不像丛林，费迪逊先生。”小罗说。

风变得越来越猛烈了。小罗和卡尔竭力扯住花园软管，不让房子被风吹走。“艾莉，别担心，”卡尔喃喃地说，“我会保住咱们的房子。”

随着雾气慢慢消散，卡尔可以清楚地看到他们周围的环境了。他和小罗正站在一座高高的平顶山上。周围还有许许多多的平顶山。而他们对面不到十英里的地方，就是天堂瀑布。

卡尔感到难以置信，倒吸一口气：“就是这儿，”他低声说，“艾莉，这里好漂亮啊。”他拿出艾莉以前画的那幅画——一条洁白美丽的瀑布旁，有一座房子。“我们做到了。我们做到了！”卡尔欢呼道，“小罗！我们可以飞到那儿去。爬上去。快爬上去！”

“你是说让我协助你？”小罗满怀希望地问道。

“是的，算是啦。无所谓啦。”

“好呀。我这就上去！”小罗爬到卡尔身上，踩着他的胳膊和脸朝房子爬去。

卡尔咆哮道：“你注意点儿啊。”

“对不起。”小罗满怀歉意地笑了笑。他一直那么渴望着帮助一位老人，竟忘记了自己不应该靠踩着卡尔来完成。

“听好了，等你到房子里以后，”卡尔喊道，“继续走，把我拉上去！明白了吗？你到门廊了吗？”

然而小罗才勉强爬了六英寸。他筋疲力尽，从软管上滑了下来，一屁股坐在了卡尔的头顶上。

“哦，天哪。”卡尔抱怨道。

“嘿，如果我有办法让你到那儿，你能在我的徽章上签字吗？”小罗问。

“你到底在说什么？”卡尔厉声问道。

“我们可以拉着你的房子，走到瀑布那边去。”

“拉着它走过去？”卡尔哼了一声，心想这个小男孩又在胡说八道了。

“是啊，”小罗说，“毕竟，我们的重量可以把它拉下来。我们也可以像拖气球一样拖着房子走过去！”

卡尔生气地看着他，然后停了下来。他抬起头。微风轻轻地吹拂，房子微微地摇曳。他仍紧紧拉着软管。房子把他拉向了前方……拉向瀑布。


走到瀑布去。
 这实在是太疯狂了……太疯狂了。

很快，卡尔和小罗都做好了出发的准备。他们用花园软管做成了背带，绕在胸前。

两人徒步行走着，卡尔努力让小罗意识到当前情况的严重性，他说：“现在，我们要快速而安静地走向瀑布，没有那些动感的音乐和舞蹈了，”他又解释道，“在气球里的氦气完全漏掉之前，我们顶多有三天的时间。如果到那时我们还没有到达瀑布，那么我们就永远也到不了了！”

但小罗几乎没有在听。特普伊山上有太多新奇有趣的风景，这让他很难集中精力去听卡尔在讲什么。

卡尔望了望瀑布，然后又抬头看了看自己的房子：“艾莉，你别担心，”他喃喃地说，“我们这就把房子带到瀑布那儿去。”

拖着身后的房子行走是一项异常艰苦的工作，但小罗并不介意。“太有趣了，不是吗？”他高兴地说着，“等我们到了瀑布，你就会知道我帮了你多大忙了。”

突然，他灵光一闪，计上心头。“哦，费迪逊先生，如果我们不巧分开了，就用野外探险家的口号进行呼叫：嘎
 —嘎！喔呜！”


口号声又一次传到卡尔的助听器里时，卡尔不由得畏缩成一团。

“等等，”小罗说，“我们为什么还要去天堂瀑布呢？”

“嘿，我们来玩个游戏吧，”卡尔建议道，“游戏叫作‘我们都是木头人’。”

小罗笑了，他会玩这个游戏。“酷！我妈妈喜欢这个游戏！”
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CHAPTER 5

Nearby, a creature blasted across a field of grass and into the cover of a grove of trees. Three dogs chased it at top speed. The prey dodged and ran, avoiding the traps that someone had set for it. It was a large, colorful bird. It couldn’t fly, but it could run fast. Feathers flew as the bird burst from a grove. It came to a stop in front of a wall of rock. The bird was trapped! The dogs closed in…

But in a flash, the bird leaped over the rock and escaped!

The dogs were about to follow, but a shrill whine passed nearby. It was Carl’s hearing aid. The noise hurt the dogs’ sensitive ears. They ran away, whimpering in pain.

“Darn thing,” Carl groused as he and Russell walked through the jungle. Carl adjusted his hearing aid again. But now it wasn’t the hearing aid that was whining. It was Russell.

“C’mon, Russell!” Carl called. “Would you hurry it up?”

“I’m tired and my knee hurts,” Russell griped.

“Which knee?”

Russell ignored the question. “My elbow hurts and I have to go to the bathroom.”

“I asked you about that five minutes ago!”

Russell dragged his feet. “Well, I didn’t have to go then! I don’t want to walk anymore.” He lay face-down in the dirt.

With every step Carl took, Russell was dragged a little on the ground.

“Can we stop?” asked Russell.

Carl was getting impatient. “Russell! If you don’t hurry up, the tigers will eat you.”

“There’s no tigers in South America.” Russell rolled over onto his back and pointed to a badge with a paw print on it. “Zoology,” he said, and then rolled back over onto his face.

“Oh, for the love of Pete.” Carl waved at the shrubbery. “Go on into the bushes and do your business.”

“Okay! Here, hold my stuff.” Russell handed his backpack to Carl and hurried toward the bushes. He was carrying a small shovel and a handful of leaves. “I’ve always wanted to try this!”


Try this?
 Carl thought. Are you telling me the boy doesn’t know how to go to the bathroom?


“Mr. Fredricksen?” Russell asked after a moment. “Am I supposed to dig the hole before or after?”

“Ugh. None of my concern!”

“Oh. It’s before!” Russell called.

Carl shook his head.

Russell was just about to head back toward the house when he spotted some weird tracks in the dirt. They looked almost like bird tracks. Only they were huge. Russell could fit three of his own feet in one footprint. “Huh? Tracks? Snipe!” Remembering what Carl had told him, Russell clapped three times. “Here, snipe. Come on out, snipe. Sniiiiipe!”

Suddenly, the trail disappeared.

“Huh?” Russell stopped to think for a moment. He pulled a chocolate bar out of his pocket.

Something rustled in the bushes nearby.

Russell turned to look. He caught a flash of a big orange beak out of the corner of his eye—as something took a nibble of chocolate! “Gotcha!” he cried as the creature disappeared into the shrub. “Don’t be afraid, little snipe. I am a Wilderness Explorer, so I am a friend to all of nature. Want some more?” Russell held out his chocolate bar.

The bird poked its beak out of the leaves and nibbled at the chocolate.

“Hi, boy.” Russell’s heart fluttered. He had never been this close to a wild bird before! “Don’t eat it all. Come on out.” The bird poked its blue-plumed head out of the shrubbery and glanced nervously at Russell. “Come on. Don’t be afraid, little snipe,” Russell urged. A long leg reached out of the bushes, followed by a pink and purple wing. “Nice snipe. Good little snipe.” Another leg followed the first one, and the bird stood up.

Russell’s eyes bugged. The bird was enormous— more than twice his height. “Nice … giant snipe!”

Russell couldn’t wait to show Mr. Fredricksen! He took the bird gently by the wing and walked to where Carl was fiddling with the garden hose. He had his back to Russell.

“I found a snipe!” Russell announced.

“Oh, did you?” Carl didn’t turn around.

“Are they tall?” Russell asked, looking up at the colorful bird.

Carl decided to humor the kid. “Oh, yes, they’re very tall.”

“Do they have a lot of colors?”

“They do indeed.”

“Do they like chocolate?”

“Oh, yes… chocolate?” Wait a minute… Carl froze. Slowly, he turned around and saw Russell—standing next to an enormous bird. Carl let out a shout. “What is that thing?”

The bird chirped at Carl as if it were saying hello.

“It’s a snipe!” Russell said.

“There’s no such thing as a snipe!” Carl barked.

“But you said snipes eat your azaleas!” said Russell.

Carl grabbed Russell and pulled him away from Birdzilla. The bird hissed at Carl. It grabbed Russell, holding him in its wings like a baby.

“Hey!” Carl shouted as Russell giggled. “Go on, get out of here.” Carl shooed the bird. “Go on!”

The bird hissed again. Then it climbed a nearby tree. It tossed Russell into the air and caught him again.

Russell laughed. “Whoa!”

“Careful, Russell!” Carl shouted—as if Russell were in charge of the situation.

“Hey, look, Mr. Fredricksen,” Russell called. “It likes me!” The bird held him upside down, and his cap fell off. “Whoa!” The bird pecked lightly at Russell’s hair.

“No, stop!” Russell begged. “That tickles!”

Carl poked at the bird with his cane. “Get out of here. Go on, git!”

The bird set Russell down gently at the base of the tree. Then it hissed at Carl.

“Uh-oh!” Russell hurried to Carl’s side. “No, no, no, Kevin,” he told the bird, “it’s okay. Mr. Fredricksen is nice!” He patted Carl on the head to demonstrate.

“Kevin?” Carl asked.

“Yeah. That’s his name I just gave him.”

The bird patted Carl on the head with its beak. “Beat it! Vamoose! Scram!” Carl waved his cane at the bird, but the creature ate it. Carl watched a cane-shaped bulge slide down the bird’s slim neck.

“Hey!” he griped. “That’s mine.”

The bird coughed up the cane. It landed at Carl’s feet.

Carl let out a frustrated sigh. “Shoo, shoo!” He waved at the bird. The bird waved back. Carl couldn’t believe it—the bird was mimicking him! “Get out of here,” Carl said. “Go on, beat it.”

But the bird didn’t go anywhere.

Carl threw his hands in the air. He untied the garden hose from a nearby tree and put his harness back on.

“Can we keep him?” Russell begged. Using the bird’s legs as stilts, Russell walked the creature over to Carl. “Please? I’ll get the food for him, I’ll walk him, I’ll change his newspapers.”

“No!” Carl snapped.

But Russell wouldn’t give up. “An Explorer is a friend to all, be it plants or fish or tiny mole,” he said, reciting the Wilderness Explorers motto.

“That doesn’t even rhyme,” said Carl.

“Yeah, it does,” Russell insisted. He pointed to the roof of Carl’s house. “Hey, look—Kevin!”

Sure enough, the giant bird had hopped on top of the house.

“What? Get down! You’re not allowed up there!” Carl yelled.

Kevin pecked at the balloons, then swallowed one. A giant egg shape went down the bird’s slender throat. Pop! The shape disappeared. Kevin coughed up a deflated balloon.

“You come down here right now!” Carl insisted.

Kevin slid down the hose and hid behind Russell.

“Sheesh!” Carl grumbled. “Can you believe this, Ellie?”

Suddenly, Russell had an idea. Why was Carl the only one who could talk to Ellie? “Ellie?” Russell said to the house. “Uh, hey, Ellie, could I keep the bird? Uh-huh? Uh-huh?” He looked at Carl. “She said for you to let me.”

Carl looked up at the house. “But I told him no—” Suddenly, he caught himself. “I told you no!” he scolded Russell. “N-O.”

Kevin let out a harsh hiss.

Muttering to himself, Carl started walking. Pulling the house behind him was hard work, even with Russell’s help. And Russell wasn’t much help at the moment. He was distracted.

“I see you back there,” said Carl.

Russell was walking slowly behind Carl, dropping pieces of chocolate. Kevin was following the chocolate trail—snatching up the pieces.

Carl turned back and yelled at the bird. “Go on, get out of here. Shoo! Go annoy someone else for a while.”

“Hey, are you okay over there?” asked a voice.

With a squawk, the bird dashed away.

“Uh, hello?” Carl peered into the mist. Dimly, he could make out a human-shaped figure. It was standing above them, on a rock. “Oh, hello, sir. Thank goodness. It’s nice to know someone else is up here.”

“I can smell you,” said the figure.

Carl stopped in his tracks. That was a peculiar thing to say
 . “What? You can smell us?”

“I can smell you.”

Carl took another step toward the figure. Just then, the fog lifted, and he saw that it wasn’t a person he had been talking to.

Russell giggled. “You were talking to a rock!”

It was true—Carl had mistaken a rock formation for the profile of a person.

Russell pointed at another distinctive-looking rock. “Hey. That one looks like a turtle!”

Carl frowned. Russell was right.

“Look at that one! That one looks like a dog!” Russell said.

Just then, the rock moved.

“It is a dog!” Russell shrieked.

It was, in fact, a rather sweet and goofy-looking golden retriever. And he was wearing a very high-tech collar.

“Uh, we’re not allowed to have dogs in my apartment,” Russell said a little tentatively.

The dog put his head under Russell’s hand, so Russell gave him a little pat. Then he patted the dog again. The dog wagged his tail.

“Hey, I like dogs!” exclaimed Russell.

“We have your dog,” Carl called. He figured the dog’s owner couldn’t be too far behind. After all, they’d just been talking to him.

Russell continued to scratch the dog under his chin, while the dog wiggled happily.

“I wonder who he belongs to,” Carl muttered.

“Sit, boy,” Russell said.

The dog sat.

“Hey, look! He’s trained! Shake!”

The dog held out a paw, and Russell shook it.

“Uh-huh.” Russell smiled. “Speak.”

“Hi there,” said the dog.

Carl’s jaw dropped. Russell gasped.

“Did that dog just say ‘hi there’?” Carl asked.

“Oh, yes,” said the dog.

Carl shrieked and jumped back, but the dog just wagged his tail enthusiastically. “My name is Dug,” the dog said. “I have just met you and I love you.” Dug jumped up on Carl.

“What?” Carl couldn’t believe it—he hoped that his hearing aid had gone haywire.

“My master made me this collar,” Dug explained. “He is a good and smart master and he made me this collar so that I may talk—squirrel!” Dug froze and focused on a nearby tree.

Nothing moved. False alarm. No squirrel. “My master is good and smart,” Dug repeated.

“It’s not possible,” Carl said.

“Oh, it is,” Dug replied, “because my master is smart.”

“Cool!” Russell leaned over to inspect Dug’s collar. “What do these do, boy?” He pushed a few of the buttons.

“Hey,” Dug said, suddenly switching to a foreign accent, “would you acuerdo contigo
 ?”


What’s that?
 Carl wondered. Italian?


Now Dug was talking like a robot. “I use that collar to—” Russell pressed a button and Dug switched to another language. “—watashi wa hanashimasu
 to talk with—” Russell punched another switch, and Dug’s voice returned to normal. “I would be happy if you stopped.”

“Russell, don’t touch that!” Carl snapped. “It could be radioactive.”

“I am a great tracker,” Dug said. “My pack sent me on a special mission all by myself. Have you seen a bird? I want to find one and I have been on the scent. I’m a great tracker, did I mention that?”

Just then, Kevin leaped from the bushes and tackled Dug. The giant bird let out a dangerous hiss.

“Hey,” Dug said happily, “that is the bird! I have never seen one up close, but this is the bird.” He looked at Carl. “May I take your bird back to camp as my prisoner?”

To Carl, this seemed like a silly question, since the bird appeared to be holding Dug prisoner. Still—if Dug took the bird, two out of Carl’s three biggest problems would be solved. “Yes! Yes! Take it! And on the way, learn how to bark like a real dog.”

“Oh, I can bark.” Dug let out a couple of good barks. “And here’s howling.” He howled.

The bird hissed at Dug.

“Can I keep him?” asked Russell.

“No,” replied Carl.

Russell clasped his hands and fell to his knees, pleading.

“But it’s a talking dog!” he cried.

“It’s just a weird trick or something. Come on!” Carl pulled Russell away from Dug and Kevin.

The bird followed them, and Dug followed the bird.

“Please be my prisoner. Oh, please be my prisoner,” Dug said to Kevin.

Carl rolled his eyes. What’s going to follow us next?
 he wondered. A dancing hippopotamus?



第 5 章

不远处，一只小动物疾速穿过草地，跑进了一片灌木丛。三只狗在全速追赶。这只动物一边跑，一边躲避着他人设置的陷阱。这是一只体形巨大的鸟儿，羽毛五颜六色。虽然无法飞翔，但它的奔跑速度却相当快。鸟儿从树林中冲出来时，羽毛飞了起来。跑到一堵石墙前面后，它停了下来。鸟儿被困住了！三只狗逐渐逼近……

但就在一瞬间，鸟儿腾空跃起，从岩石上跳了出去，逃走了！

狗刚要追上去，附近传来一阵尖锐刺耳的声音。那是卡尔的助听器发出的响声。这种声音刺激了狗灵敏的耳朵，他们痛苦地呜咽着，跑远了。

“该死！”两人穿过丛林时，卡尔抱怨道。卡尔又调了调助听器。但这次的声音不是助听器发出的，而是小罗在大声说话。

“快点啊，小罗！”卡尔喊道，“你能快点吗？”

“我累了，膝盖好疼。”小罗抱怨道。

“哪边膝盖？”

小罗并没有回答，而是说：“我的胳膊肘也很疼，我还要去上厕所。”

“五分钟前我不是刚问过你嘛。”

小罗拖着脚艰难地走着，他说：“嗯，那个时候我还不想去嘛！我走不动了。”说完，便一头趴到了地上。

卡尔每走一步，小罗就会在地上被拖着往前跟一步。

“咱们停一下吧？”小罗问道。

卡尔变得不耐烦了：“小罗！如果你不快点的话，老虎就会把你吃掉。”

“南美洲才没有老虎呢。”小罗翻了个身，用手指着一枚印有爪印的徽章说道，“我在动物书上学到的。”说着，他又翻过身，趴向地面。

“哦，看在老天的分上。”卡尔向灌木丛摆了摆手，“快去灌木丛里解决个人问题吧。”

“好的！拿着，看好我的东西。”小罗把背包递给卡尔，匆匆地朝灌木丛走去。他拎着一把小铲子和一把树叶。“我早就想试一下这个了！”


试试这个？
 卡尔想着。难道是在告诉我这个男孩不知道怎么上厕所吗？


“费迪逊先生？”过了一小会儿，小罗问道：“我应该提前挖洞还是上完厕所再挖洞啊？”

“啊。这不关我事！”

“哦。那就是提前挖！”小罗喊道。

卡尔摇了摇头。

小罗正要向卡尔房子走去，这时，他发现地上有一些奇怪的痕迹。这些痕迹看起来很像鸟的足迹，只不过它们非常巨大，每一个脚印大概能容纳小罗的三只脚。“什么？脚印？鹬！”小罗记起了卡尔的话，边向前走，边击掌三次，喊道：“来吧，鹬。出来吧，鹬。鹬——！”

突然，足迹消失了。

“啊？”小罗停下来想了一会儿，接着从口袋里掏出来一块巧克力。

这时，附近灌木丛里传出了“沙沙”声。

小罗转过身，用眼角的余光瞥见了一只闪闪发光的橙色大嘴——那东西突然啄了一口巧克力！“我看到你了！”就在这个生物缩回灌木丛时，他喊道：“不要害怕，小鹬。我是一名野外探险家，所以我是大自然的朋友。你想再来点儿吗？”说着，小罗把他的巧克力递了上去。

这只鸟从树叶里探出了喙，一口一口地啄着小罗的巧克力。

“嗨，小家伙。”小罗的心怦怦直跳，他从没这么近距离地接近过一只野生的鸟！“别吃光了，出来吧。”这只鸟从灌木丛中伸出蓝色的头颈，紧张地瞥了小罗一眼。“来吧。不要害怕，小鹬，”小罗催促道。一条长长的腿从灌木丛中伸出，接着一只粉紫色的翅膀也露了出来。“美丽的鹬，可爱的小鹬。”接着，鸟的另一条腿也跟着露了出来，这样，大鸟就露出了全身。

小罗睁大了眼睛。这只鸟体形巨大——两个小罗加起来都没它高。“很好……大鹬！”

小罗迫不及待地要向费迪逊先生展示他的新发现！他轻轻地拉着鸟儿的翅膀，走到卡尔那里。此时卡尔正背对着小罗，在摆弄花园软管。

“我发现了一只鹬！”小罗宣布。

“哦，是嘛？”卡尔并没有转过身来。

“它们是不是很高？”小罗抬头看了看那只亮丽多彩的鸟儿问道。

卡尔决定逗逗这个孩子：“噢，是的，它们非常高。”

“它们是不是绚丽多彩？”

“是的，它们确实绚丽多彩。”

“那它们喜欢吃巧克力吗？”

“哦，是的……巧克力？”等一下……卡尔呆住了。他慢慢地转过身，看到小罗正站在一只巨形大鸟的旁边。卡尔大喊一声：“那是什么？”

那只鸟向卡尔发出啁啾声，好像在问好。

“是鹬！”小罗说。

“根本就没有什么鹬！”卡尔咆哮起来。

“但是你说鹬偷吃了你的杜鹃花！”小罗说。

卡尔抓住小罗，把他从这只大鸟旁边拉回来。鸟冲着卡尔发出“嘶嘶”声，一把抓住小罗，用翅膀像保护婴儿一样护着他。

“嘿！”卡尔看到小罗正冲他咯咯地笑着，吼道，“快点，离开这里。”卡尔去驱赶那只鸟，嘴里喊着，“快走！”

大鸟再次发出“嘶嘶”声，然后爬上了附近的一棵树。它把小罗抛到空中，又用爪子接住了他。

小罗开心地笑着。“哇喔！”

“小心，小罗！”卡尔喊道——好像是小罗在主导这一情况一样。

“嘿，看，费迪逊先生，”小罗叫道，“它喜欢我！”大鸟把小罗抛来抛去，小罗的帽子掉了下来。“哇喔！”大鸟轻轻地啄了啄小罗的头发。

“不，快停下来！”小罗恳求道，“好痒！”

卡尔拿着手杖来戳大鸟。“赶快离开这儿。走吧，蠢货！”

大鸟将小罗轻轻地放到大树旁，然后冲着卡尔“嘶嘶”地叫起来。

“哦哦！”小罗急忙跑到卡尔身边。“不，不，不，凯文，”他对那只鸟儿说，“没关系。费迪逊先生是好人！”他拍了拍卡尔的头，向大鸟展示卡尔的友好。

“凯文？”卡尔问道。

“是啊。那是我刚给他起的名字。”

那只鸟用它的喙轻轻地拍了拍卡尔的头。“打你！快跑！快跑开！”卡尔向那只大鸟挥舞着手杖，但手杖却被大鸟吃掉了。卡尔清楚地看到了一个手杖形状的凸起从那只鸟的细脖子上滑落下来。

“嘿！”他紧追着大鸟，“那是我的。”

鸟儿把手杖咳了出来，正好落到了卡尔脚旁。

卡尔沮丧地叹了一口气。“嘘，嘘！”他向那只鸟儿挥舞着手臂。鸟儿也向他挥挥手。卡尔简直不敢相信，这只鸟竟然在模仿他！“走开，”卡尔说，“来，打它。”

但是大鸟纹丝不动。

卡尔最终放弃了。他伸手把花园软管从旁边那棵树上解下来，然后系在了自己的身上。

“我们能留下他吗？”小罗恳求道。小罗踩着鸟腿，就像踩着高跷一样，一步步走到卡尔身旁。“求你了。我会给他找吃的，我会带它散步，我还会帮他换报纸。”

“不行！”卡尔厉声说道。

但小罗仍不放弃。“探险家是所有动物的朋友，不管是植物、鱼，还是小鼹鼠。”他背诵着野外探险家的口号。

“一点都不押韵。”卡尔说道。

“不，押韵，”小罗坚持说。他指了指卡尔家的屋顶。“嘿，看——凯文！”

果然，那只巨型大鸟在屋顶跳了一下。

“什么？下来！我不允许你到我房顶上！”卡尔喊道。

凯文啄着气球，然后吞下一只。只见一只巨大的气球滑过这只鸟细长的喉咙，然后“嘭”的一声，消失不见了。接着，凯文咳出一只泄了气的气球。

“立刻给我下来！”卡尔语气十分坚定地说。

凯文从软管上滑下来，躲到了小罗身后。

“天哪！”卡尔抱怨道,“艾莉，你相信吗？竟然有这样的事？”

突然小罗灵机一动，有了主意。为什么只有卡尔可以跟艾莉交流呢？“艾莉？”小罗对着房子说，“嗯，嗨，艾莉，我能留下那只鸟吗？嗯？嗯？”然后他看了看卡尔说，“她替你说了，可以。”

卡尔抬头看了看房子。“可我跟他说了不可以——”突然，卡尔反应了过来。于是，他冲小罗大吼道：“我告诉你不可以！不——可——以。”

凯文发出一声刺耳的“嘘”声。

卡尔喃喃自语着，开始继续向前走。虽然有小罗的帮助，但拖着身后的房子行走仍然是一项辛苦的工作。而此刻，小罗又在分心，并没有帮到多少忙。

“别以为你在我后面我就看不到。”卡尔说。

小罗跟在卡尔身后慢慢地走着，一块一块地扔着巧克力。凯文循着巧克力前行着——一点一点吃掉巧克力块。

卡尔转过身来，冲那只鸟儿喊道：“走吧，离开这里。嘘！去烦别人吧。”

“嘿，你没事吧？”一个声音忽然问道。

随着一声叫喊，鸟儿跑掉了。

“嗯，你好？”卡尔透过雾气张望着。朦胧中，他辨认出一个人的轮廓。那个身影正站在不远处一块较高的岩石上。“哦，你好，先生。谢天谢地。在这儿能见到其他人的感觉真好。”

“我能闻到了你们的气味。”这个身影继续说。

卡尔停下了脚步。这真是个奇特的本领。
 “什么？你能闻到我们的气味？”

“对，我能闻出你们的味道。”

卡尔朝着这个身影又迈进了一步。就在这时，雾散了，他看见刚刚和他说话的并不是一个人。

小罗咯咯地笑起来：“你在跟一块石头说话！”

确实——卡尔误把一块石头看成一个人了。

小罗指着另一块形状奇特的岩石说：“嘿，那块石头看起来像只乌龟！”

卡尔皱起了眉头。不过，小罗说得没错。

“看那块石头！真像一条狗！”小罗又说。

就在这时，那块岩石动了。

“真是一条狗！”小罗尖叫起来。

事实上，这是一只相当可爱、呆萌的金毛猎犬。他戴着一个高科技项圈。

“嗯，我们住的房子里禁止养狗。”小罗试探性地说道。

小狗用头拱了拱小罗的手，小罗顺手轻轻地拍了它一下。然后，小罗忍不住又轻轻地拍了一下。小狗摇起了尾巴。

“嘿，我喜欢狗！”小罗喊道。

“你的狗在我们这儿！”卡尔大喊了一声。他觉得狗主人应该不会离得太远。毕竟，他们刚才一直在跟狗主人说话。

小罗继续摸着小狗的下巴，小狗也快活地扭动着身子。

“这是谁的狗啊。”卡尔喃喃地说。

“小家伙，坐下。”小罗说。

小狗顺从地坐下了。

“嘿，看！他受过训练！握手！”

于是小狗伸出一只爪子，小罗伸手握了握。

“嗯，”小罗笑了。“说话。”

“嗨，你好。”狗说。

卡尔惊得下巴都快掉下来了，而小罗则不禁倒吸了一口凉气。

“那条狗是不是刚才说了‘嗨，你好’？”卡尔问。

“哦，是的。”狗回答道。

卡尔尖叫着往后跳了一步，但这条狗仍在热情地摇着尾巴。“我叫道格，”狗说，“虽然是初次见面，但我喜欢你。”道格跳到了卡尔身上。

“什么？”卡尔无法相信自己的耳朵——他倒希望是自己的助听器失灵了。

“我的主人给我做了这个项圈，”道格解释道，“他是个聪明的好主人，有了这个项圈，我就可以讲话了——松鼠
 ！”道格顿住了，盯着附近的一棵树。

什么动静都没有。原来是假警报，并没有松鼠。“我的主人是个聪明的好主人。”道格重复道。

“这不可能。”卡尔说。

“哦，是真的，”道格回答道，“因为我的主人特别聪明。”

“酷！”小罗俯下身去检查道格的项圈。“这些按钮都有什么用呢，小家伙？”说着，他按下了几个按钮。

“嗨，”道格突然换成了一种外国口音，“你—Acuerdo—你？”


它在说什么？
 卡尔感到很疑惑，意大利语？


而现在道格说起话来就像一个机器人。“我用那个项圈——”话没说完，小罗按下了另一个按钮，道格又切换了一种不同的语言。“—watashi wa hanashimasu—讲话。”小罗打开另一个开关，道格的声音恢复了正常。“如果你停下来，我会很高兴的。”

“小罗，别碰它！”卡尔厉声说，“没准会有辐射什么的。”

“我是个很棒的追踪者，”道格说，“我的伙伴让我独立完成一项特殊的使命。你见过一只鸟吗？我想找到一只鸟，我一直在根据气味寻找它。我是一个伟大的追踪者，我跟您说过吗？”

就在这时，凯文从灌木丛中跳了出来，一下抓住道格。这只大鸟发出了可怕的“嘶嘶”声。

“嘿，”道格高兴地说，“就是这种鸟！虽然我从没这么近距离地观察过它，但我确定，就是它。”他看着卡尔，问道：“我可以把你这只大鸟当作俘虏带回营地吗？”

对卡尔来说，这真是一个愚蠢的问题，因为看起来更像是这只大鸟抓住了这条狗作俘虏。而且，如果道格带走了这只鸟，三大问题中的两个就都解决了。“好！好！带走它吧！回去的路上学一下怎么像真正的狗一样吠叫。”

“哦，我会吠叫。‘汪汪汪’。”道格连叫好几声。“我还会嗥叫。”说着就嗥了一声。

鸟儿向道格发出了“嘶嘶”声。

“我能把这只狗留下来吗？”小罗问道。

“不能。”卡尔回答道。

小罗紧握双手，跪了下来，恳求着。

“它可是一只会说话的狗啊！”他央求道。

“那不过是古怪的把戏之类的。快走吧！”卡尔把小罗从道格和凯文旁边拉走了。

但鸟儿还跟着他们，道格也跟着那只鸟。

“请做我的俘虏吧。求你了，做我的俘虏吧，”道格对凯文说。

卡尔翻了个白眼。接下来还会有什么跟着我们呢？他好奇地想着。难道还有会跳舞的河马？
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CHAPTER 6

A bulldog sniffed greedily at the ground, following the bird’s tracks. The tracks stopped suddenly, and the dog sniffed madly. “Oh, here it is,” he said after a moment. “I picked up the bird’s scent.” The dog’s name was Gamma, and he wore a high-tech collar like Dug’s.

Another dog—a rottweiler named Beta— sniffed nearby. “Wait a minute, what is this? Chocolate? I smell chocolate.”

“I’m getting prunes … and denture cream!” Gamma narrowed his eyes. “Who are they?”

“Master will not be pleased,” Beta said. “We’d better tell him someone took the bird, right, Alpha?”

Alpha sat nearby, his back to the others. He was a fierce Doberman pinscher and the lead hunting dog. “No,” Alpha said. “Soon enough the bird will be ours yet again. Find the scent, my compadres, and you two shall have much rewardings from Master for the toil factor you wage.”

Though Alpha’s commands seethed with menace, the voice from his collar came out high and squeaky.

“Hey, Alpha,” Beta said, “I think there’s something wrong with your collar. You must have bumped it.”

“Yeah, your voice sounds funny!” Gamma agreed. He and Beta cracked up.

Alpha silenced them with a glare. “Beta. Gamma. Mayhaps you desire to—squirrel!”

All three dogs turned to stare at a tree. They stood stock-still, quivering with attention. Nothing moved. False alarm.

“Mayhaps you desire to challenge the ranking that I have been assigned by my strength and cunning?” Alpha finished.

Beta looked at the ground. “No, no. But maybe Dug would. You should ask him.”

Gamma snickered. “Yeah, I wonder if he’s found the bird on his very special mission.”

“Do not mention Dug to me at this time,” Alpha snapped. “His fool’s errand will keep him most occupied, most occupied indeed. Hahaha! Do you not agree with that which I am saying to you now?”

“Sure,” said Beta, “but the second Master finds out you sent Dug out by himself, none of us will get a treat.”

“You are wise, my trusted lieutenant.” Alpha nosed a button on Beta’s collar. A video screen flickered to life. “This is Alpha calling Dug. Come in, Dug.”

The screen showed grass and rocks moving past. The camera on Dug’s collar was pointed at the ground. “Hi, Alpha,” Dug said. “Your voice sounds funny.”

Alpha gritted his teeth. “I know, I know,” he growled. “Have you seen the bird?”

“Why, yes,” Dug said, “the bird is my prisoner now.”

Gamma snorted. “Yeah, right.”

But the camera shifted slightly, and a pink wing appeared on the screen. It was the bird! It lowered its head and hissed at the camera.

“Impossible!” Alpha snarled.“Where are you?”

“I am here with the bird,” Dug said, “and I will bring it back and then you will like me. Oh, gotta go.”

A boy in uniform appeared on the screen. “Hey, Dug!” Russell said. “Who you talking to?”

The screen went blank.

“No, wait!” Alpha shouted at the blank screen. “Wait!”

“What’s Dug doing?” Beta cried.

“Why is he with that small mailman?” Gamma asked. To the dogs, anyone in a uniform was a mailman.

Beta looked at Alpha. “Where are they?” Beta’s collar beeped, locating Dug.

“There he is,” Alpha cried. “Come on!”

The dogs blasted into the jungle. They were back on the trail.

Carl trudged along, pulling his house. The going wasn’t so bad, as long as he wasn’t walking against the wind. And it wasn’t half as hard as putting up with that dog’s constant begging.

“Oh, please, oh, please, oh, please be my prisoner!” Dug pleaded. He had latched on to Kevin’s foot and wouldn’t let go. The giant bird hardly seemed to notice, though. Kevin just kept plodding along, following Russell.

“Dug, stop bothering Kevin!” Russell ordered.

“That man there says I can take the bird,” Dug said, nodding at Carl, “and I love that man there like he is my master.”

“I am not your master!” Carl snapped. Sheesh
 , he thought irritably to himself, you would think I asked this circus act to come with me
 .

Finally, Kevin seemed to notice that there was a golden retriever attached to its leg. The bird stopped and tried to shake the dog off. But Dug didn’t budge, so Kevin hissed at him.

“I am warning you once again, bird!” Dug said. Kevin pecked at Dug, and the dog scrambled to attack.

“Hey, quit it!” Russell shouted.

Dug was discovering that it wasn’t easy to attack a twelve-foot-tall bird. “I am jumping on you now, bird,” the dog explained. It didn’t do much good.

Russell waved his arms and tried to get between the dog and the bird. The group toppled to one side, dragging Russell and causing the house to wobble and tilt.


Crash!


A window smashed against a rock.

Carl gasped, looking up at the house. Ellie’s clubhouse—it was being ruined!

Dug and Kevin stopped fighting. The dog looked sheepishly at Carl. He could tell his new master was angry. Shouting was always a good clue.

Carl glared at Russell, who gave him a nervous smile. “I’m stuck with you.” He turned to Dug and Kevin. “And if you two don’t clear out of here by the time I count to three …” Carl raised his cane to show that he was serious.

But Dug didn’t get the threat. All he saw were the tennis balls that were stuck to the bottom prongs of the cane. “A ball!” Dug cried, leaping and bounding. “Oh, boy, oh, boy! A ball!”

“Ball?” Carl stared at his cane. That wasn’t the reaction he’d been expecting. Still, it gave him an idea. Carl popped one of the balls off the end of his cane and waved it in front of Dug. “You want it, boy?”

“Yes, I do.” Dug danced impatiently. “I do ever so want the ball!”

“Go get it!” Carl heaved the ball as hard as he could. It sailed down a ravine … and Dug streaked after it. “Oh, boy, oh, boy!” Dug gushed. “I will get it and then bring it back!”

“Quick, Russell,” Carl urged, “give me some chocolate.”

Russell hesitated. He was saving that chocolate for Kevin. “Why?”

“Just give it to me!” Carl snapped.

Russell pulled the chocolate bar from his pocket and handed Carl a piece.

Carl waved the chocolate. “Bird,” he called. “Bird!”

Kevin looked over. Carl tossed the chocolate, and the bird chased after it.

“Come on, Russell!” Carl shouted. He hurried away as fast as he could, which wasn’t really very fast. After all, he was an elderly man pulling an entire house behind him.

“Wait,” Russell said, following Carl.“Wait, Mr. Fredricksen. What are we doing? Hey, uh, we’re pretty far now. Kevin’s going to miss me.”

But Carl kept going. He climbed over a ridge. Finally, Carl paused and looked back. “I think that did the trick,” he said to himself. He sat down on a log to rest.

But when he turned around, he came face to face with the golden retriever. The dog had the slobbery tennis ball in his mouth.

Then the bird showed up.

Dug dropped the ball in Carl’s lap.


Well, that didn’t work
 , Carl thought.

Darkness fell … and so did rain. Sheets of rain poured from the black sky. Every now and again, lightning flickered. It lit up the house, which was tied to a rock. Beneath it, Carl sat on a rock near a small fire as Russell tried to put up a tent. Dug was still wrapped around Kevin’s leg. Both animals were asleep nearby.

“Which one’s the front?” Russell asked himself as he fiddled with different parts of the tent. “Is this step three, or step five?”

Carl rolled his eyes. Some Wilderness Explorer
 , he thought.

Russell tightened something. He loosened it again. “There!” Russell got tangled in the tent poles and ropes. He frowned at one of the poles.

Carl looked away while Russell struggled.

“All done,” Russell announced finally. He pointed proudly toward the tent. “That’s for you!”

The tent fell over.

“Aw,” Russell said. “Tents are hard.”

“Wait, aren’t you Super Wilderness Guy?” Carl asked. “With the GPMs and the badges?”

Russell bit his lip. “Yeah, but … can I tell you a secret?”

“No,” said Carl.

“All right, here goes.” Russell took a deep breath. “I never actually built a tent before. There. I said it.”

“You’ve been camping before, haven’t you?” Carl asked.

“Oh, never outside,” Russell explained.

Carl eyed Russell’s sash full of badges. “Why didn’t you go ask your dad how to build a tent?”

Russell shrugged. “I don’t think he wants to talk about this stuff.”

“Why don’t you try him sometime?” Carl suggested. “Maybe he’ll surprise you.”

“Well, he’s away a lot,” Russell explained. “I don’t see him much.”

“He’s got to be home sometime.”

“Well, I called, but Phyllis told me I bug him too much.” Russell looked at the ground.

“Phyllis?” Carl repeated. “You call your own mother by her first name?”

“Phyllis isn’t my mom,” said Russell.

Carl looked away, finally understanding. Russell’s parents must be divorced. “Oh,” Carl said gently.

They both stared into the fire for a moment. Each was thinking his own thoughts.

“But he promised he’d come to my Explorer ceremony to pin on my Assisting the Elderly badge,” Russell said at last. “So he can show me about tents then, right?”

Carl looked at Russell. The kid seemed hopeful, but also sad. Suddenly, Carl felt bad that he hadn’t been nicer to Russell. The poor kid tried so hard. He had a sash full of badges, but he had never even been camping.

Carl thought about the pin that Ellie had given him. It was made out of a grape-soda bottle cap, but it meant the world to him. She’d given it to him because they were in an adventurers’ club. But they’d never even had an adventure.


We’re not so different, I guess,
 Carl thought, watching Russell.

The empty place on Russell’s sash caught Carl’s eye. Assisting the Elderly. Has anyone ever worked so hard to get a stupid badge?
 Carl wondered. He doubted it.

“Hey, uh, why don’t you get some sleep?” Carl said gently. “Don’t want to wake up the wild kingdom over there.” He nodded at Dug and Kevin.

“Mr. Fredricksen, Dug says he wants to take Kevin prisoner,” Russell said. “We have to protect him!” With a yawn, Russell lay down on the log next to Carl. “Can Kevin go with us?”

Carl sighed. “All right. He can come.”

“Promise you won’t leave him?” Russell asked.

“Yeah.”

“Cross your heart?” Russell asked.

For a moment, Carl didn’t answer. He’d only ever crossed his heart for Ellie. “Cross my heart,” he said at last.

Carl glanced up at the house. The rain had stopped. The clouds had blown through, revealing a bright moon. The house was lit by its glow.

Carl looked around the camp—from Russell to Dug to the crazy-colored bird—and shook his head. At that moment, Paradise Falls seemed farther away than ever.

“What have I got myself into, Ellie?” Carl muttered.


第 6 章

一只斗牛犬贪婪地嗅着地面，追寻着鸟的踪迹。但是，鸟的气味忽然消失了，它发疯般地东嗅西嗅起来。“哦，在这儿！”过了一会儿它说道，“我闻到那只鸟的气味了。”这只斗牛犬叫小宝，也戴着个和道格一样的高科技项圈。

离小宝不远，有只罗特韦尔犬也正朝地面嗅着，这是二宝。“等等，这是什么味儿？巧克力？我闻到了巧克力味儿！”

“我还闻到了西梅干味儿……还有假牙稳固剂！”小宝眯了眯眼道：“那些人是谁？”

二宝说：“主人会不高兴的，我们最好报告一下，那只鸟让人带走了，对吧，大宝？”

大宝坐在不远处，背对着他俩。这是一头凶猛的杜宾犬，也是这群猎犬的首领。“不，”大宝说，“那只鸟逃不出我们的手掌心。继续追踪，同志们，要是立了大功，主人一定会重重有赏的。”

虽然大宝语气威严，但是项圈中发出来的声音却阴阳怪气，又高又尖。

“嘿，大宝，”二宝说，“你的项圈好像有点问题，肯定是撞坏了吧。”

“没错，你的声音听起来好好笑哦！”小宝赞同道。说完，他和二宝便哈哈大笑起来。

大宝瞪了他们一眼，他俩立马安静了。“二宝，小宝，看来你们是想——松鼠
 ！”

听到这一声喊，三只狗都转过头，紧紧盯着一棵树。他们定在原地，身体因警觉而不由自主地颤抖。但是，那边没有一点儿动静，原来是假警报。

大宝接着说道：“看来你们是想把我从这个位置赶下来？这可是我凭着自己的能耐和聪明弄来的。”

二宝低下头看着地面说：“不，我们可不敢有这想法，不过道格或许有，你该问问他。”

小宝窃笑道：“是啊，不知道他的‘特殊任务’执行得怎么样了，有没有找到那只鸟。”

“别哪壶不开提哪壶！”大宝厉声说道，“那倒霉差事够他忙得团团转了，绝对的。哈哈哈！难道你们不这么觉得吗？”

“是够他忙活的，”二宝说，“可是主人一旦知道你让道格单独行动，我们都没好果子吃。”

“你们都是聪明人，是我信得过的副队长。”大宝用鼻子按下了二宝项圈上的一个按钮，一个显示屏闪现了出来。“大宝呼叫道格。快回话，道格。”

屏幕上，野草和石头不停地向后闪过，看来道格项圈上的摄像头正对着地面。“嗨，大宝，”道格说，“你的声音真可笑。”

大宝咬了咬牙，忍不住咆哮道：“我知道，我知道，你找到那只鸟了吗？”

“我找到了啊，”道格说，“它现在是我的俘虏。”

小宝很不屑地哼了一声，“哦，是嘛。”

摄像头微微地转了一下，一只粉色翅膀出现在屏幕上。正是那只鸟！它低下头，对着摄像头嘶叫了一声。

“不可能！”大宝吼道，“你在哪儿？”

“我和这只鸟在一起，”道格说，“我会把它带回去的，到时候你们就会喜欢我了。哦，我得挂了。”

这时，一个穿着制服的男孩出现在屏幕上。“嘿，道格！”小罗说，“你在跟谁说话呢？”

之后屏幕就变黑了。

“不，等等！”大宝冲着变黑的屏幕叫道，“等等！”

二宝大喊道：“道格在做什么？”

小宝也发出疑问：“他怎么跟那个小邮差在一块儿？”对这些狗来说，所有穿着制服的人都是邮差。

二宝望向大宝，问道：“他们在哪儿？”二宝的项圈嘟嘟响了起来，正在锁定道格的位置。

“他在那！”大宝喊道，“我们走！”

三只狗奔向丛林深处，继续追踪。

此时，卡尔正拖着房子艰难地前行着。其实只要不是逆着风走，情况也并没有那么糟，比忍受道格一路上不停地恳求声要好得多。

“哦，求你了，哦，求你了，哦，求你做我的俘虏吧！”道格恳求道。他抱着凯文的脚，不让大鸟走。然而凯文却完全无视他，只是跟着小罗，慢慢向前走。

“道格，别再烦凯文了！”小罗命令道。

“那位先生说我可以带走这只鸟，”道格冲卡尔点了点头说，“我喜欢那位先生，他就像我的主人一样。”

“我才不是你的主人！”卡尔厉声道。他焦躁地想，老天，我真是受够了这跟马戏团杂耍似的场面了！


凯文终于注意到了这只金毛猎犬一直在抱着它的腿。它停下来，想把道格从腿上甩开，但道格却纹丝不动，凯文便冲他嘶叫了一声。

道格冲凯文喊道：“我再警告你一次，大鸟！”凯文听后便用嘴去啄道格，而道格也起身回击。

“嘿，快停下！”小罗喊道。

道格发现要想攻击一只12英尺高的鸟并非易事。“大鸟，我这就扑上来了哦。”他解释道。然而这并没有用。

小罗挥舞着手臂，试图挤到他们中间，阻止这场争斗，结果这一堆人和动物倒在了一旁，房子也因此左摇右晃。


嘭！


房子撞到岩石上，一扇窗户碎了。

卡尔倒吸了一口气，抬头望了望——艾莉的俱乐部被他毁坏了！

道格和凯文也因此停止了争斗。道格局促不安地望着卡尔，他非常确定这位新主人生气了，因为怒吼通常意味着愤怒。

卡尔瞪着小罗，小罗紧张地笑了笑。“我受够你了！”说完，卡尔又转向道格和凯文，“我数到3，如果你俩还没从我面前消失的话……”说着卡尔举起了手杖，看来他是认真的。

然而道格却并没接收到这个威胁的信号，他的注意力全都被手杖底部叉子齿上的棒球吸引过去了。“球！”道格又蹦又跳地喊道，“哦，老天，哦，老天啊！是球！”

“球？”卡尔看了看自己的手杖。这个反应可出乎他的意料。不过，这倒让他想到了一个主意。卡尔从手杖底部拆下来一个球，拿到道格面前晃了晃。“你想要这个，小家伙？”

“是啊。”道格急得上蹿下跳，“我老早就想要这球了！”

“去捡吧！”卡尔使劲把球扔了出去。球沿着峡谷滚落下去……道格快速地追了上去。“哦，老天，哦，老天啊！”道格滔滔不绝地说着，“我会把球捡回来的！”

“快点，小罗，”卡尔催促道，“给我点巧克力。”

小罗犹豫起来，他的巧克力是留给凯文的。“要巧克力干什么？”

“给我就是了！”卡尔厉声说。

小罗从口袋里掏出巧克力，掰下一块递给卡尔。

卡尔晃了晃手中的巧克力，叫道：“鸟儿，鸟儿！”

凯文看了看他。卡尔把巧克力扔了出去，这只鸟便朝着巧克力追去。

“快走，小罗！”卡尔喊道。他用自己最快的速度向前走去，但其实也快不到哪儿去。毕竟他是个老头，而且还拖着一座房子。

“等一下，”小罗跟在卡尔后面说，“等一下，费迪逊先生。我们这是在做什么？嘿，哎，咱们已经走很远了，凯文会找不到我的。”

然而卡尔却继续向前。爬上一个山脊后，他终于停了下来，回头看了看。“看来那招奏效了。”他自言自语道，说完就坐在了一个原木上休息起来。

但是等他转过身来，却跟道格撞了个对脸。道格嘴里还叼着那个沾满了口水的网球。

紧接着凯文也出现了。

道格把球放到了卡尔的膝盖上。


好吧，看来它没奏效，
 卡尔心想。

夜幕降临……下起雨来。大雨穿过漆黑的夜空，倾盆而下。一道道闪电也时不时划破深夜，照亮了被拴在岩石上的房子。在房子下面，卡尔挨着一小团火苗，坐在火堆旁的岩石上，而小罗正努力地搭着帐篷。道格仍然紧紧地抱着凯文的腿，只是他们两个都在附近睡着了。

“哪个是前面？”小罗摆弄着帐篷的各个部件，自言自语道，“这是第三步还是第五步？”

卡尔翻了个白眼，心想，这就是传说中的野外探险家啊。


小罗把什么东西系紧了，然后又解开了。“是这样！”他用绳子把几个帐篷杆缠在一起，缠好后，对着其中一个杆子皱起眉头。

在小罗奋力地支着帐篷时，卡尔则向别处望去。

“好了。”小罗最终宣布道。他自豪地指着那个帐篷说：“这是给你的！”

谁知刚说完帐篷就倒了。

“噢，”小罗说，“搭帐篷真难。”

“等等，你不是超级野外探险家吗？”卡尔问道，“还有那个什么卫星导航和徽章。”

小罗咬了下嘴唇说：“是啊，不过……我能跟你说个秘密吗？”

“不能。”卡尔回答道。

“好吧，是这样的。”小罗深吸了一口气。“我其实从来没搭过帐篷。好了，我说完了。”

“你之前好歹野营过吧？”卡尔问道。

“嗯，但从没在野外过。”小罗解释道。

卡尔看了眼小罗那挂满徽章的肩带，问道：“那你为什么不问问你爸爸怎么搭帐篷？”

小罗耸了耸肩说：“我想他不会跟我聊这些的。”

“为什么不找机会试一下？”卡尔建议道，“说不定会有惊喜呢。”

“其实吧，他总是出差，”小罗说，“我很少见到他。”

“那他总有在家的时候吧。”

“我打过电话，但是菲利斯说我这样太打扰他了。”小罗低头看着地面说。

“菲利斯？”卡尔重复了一句，“你就这样直呼你妈妈的名字？”

“菲利斯不是我妈妈。”小罗说。

卡尔移开了视线，他终于清楚是怎么回事了。小罗的父母肯定是离婚了。于是他轻轻地说了一句：“哦。”

接下来的一段时间，两人都凝视着那团火焰，各怀心事。

最终还是小罗打破了沉默：“但是他保证过，会来参加我的探险家授奖仪式，为我戴上助老徽章。那样的话，他就可以教我怎么搭帐篷了，对吧？”

卡尔看着小罗，这孩子满怀期望，但又显得十分悲伤。忽然间，卡尔有点后悔之前没对小罗好一点。毕竟，这个可怜的小男孩是那么努力。而且，虽然他拥有一条挂满徽章的肩带，但却从没野营过。

卡尔想起艾莉送给他的那枚徽章，虽然那只是用葡萄味汽水瓶盖做的，但却对他非常重要。因为他们都是探险家俱乐部的成员，艾莉才把那枚徽章送给他。然而，他们却从未真正地探险过。


或许我和这个小男孩并没有那么不同，
 卡尔望着小罗，若有所思。

他忽然看到小罗肩带上那块空隙，那是留给助老徽章的。还有谁会这么努力，只为得到一枚傻透了的徽章？
 卡尔沉思道。他对此充满了怀疑。

“嘿，嗯，你要不要睡一会儿？”卡尔轻声道，“吵醒那俩野生动物可就有得受了。”他扬头指了指道格和凯文。

“费迪逊先生，道格说他要抓凯文做俘虏，”小罗说，“咱们得保护凯文！”他打了个哈欠，在卡尔旁边的木头上躺了下来，“凯文能跟我们一起走吗？”

卡尔叹了口气道：“好吧，带上他吧。”

“发誓你不会丢下他哦？”小罗问道。

“好。”

“你发誓？”小罗又问道。

卡尔思忖片刻，没有回答。除了艾莉，他这辈子还没对别人发过誓呢。但最终他还是答道：“我发誓。”

卡尔抬头瞟了一眼房子。雨停了，云散了，天边露出一轮明月，点点银辉洒落到房子上。

从小罗到道格，再到那只颜色夸张的大鸟，卡尔环顾了一下这个营地，摇了摇头。那一刻，他从没觉得离天堂瀑布有这么远过。

“我都做了些什么蠢事啊，艾莉？”卡尔喃喃道。
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CHAPTER 7

A croaking frog woke Carl the next morning. He sat up and yawned. “Morning, sweetheart,” he said, staring up at the house. The balloons were starting to look a little limp. “We better get moving.” Carl looked around the camp.

“Huh. Bird’s gone,” he said to himself. “Maybe Russell won’t notice.” He raised his voice. “All right, everybody up!”

Russell sat up. “Where’s Kevin?” He jumped to his feet. “He’s wandered off! Kevin! Dug, find Kevin!”

Dug sniffed frantically. “Find the bird. Find the bird. Point!” Dug pointed to the left.

Russell looked to the right. “Oh, look! There he is!”

Kevin was on top of the house. The bird let out a squawk.

Kevin stacked a banana on top of a large pile of food. A tomato rolled from the pile and landed at Carl’s feet with a splat.

“Hey!” Carl complained. “That’s my food! Get off my roof.”

“Yeah!” Dug agreed. “Get off his roof!”

Kevin turned toward a large mass of rock and let out a call.

“What is it doing?” Carl asked.

Dug had spent enough time tracking the bird to know the answer. “The bird is calling to her babies,” he explained.

“Her babies! Kevin’s a girl?” Russell asked in surprise. He smiled at the thought that there were baby Kevins.

The bird called again. After a moment, Russell heard a faint peeping.

Kevin called again, and Carl tilted his head. He could hear the peeping, too.

Kevin answered the call. Then she gobbled the food and slid down the side of the roof.

“Her house is over there in those twisty rocks,” Dug explained as Kevin started toward the large mass of rocks. “She has been gathering food for her babies and must get back to them.”

Kevin turned to Russell. She wrapped the boy in her wings.

“Wait, Kevin’s just leaving?” Russell asked in dismay.

Kevin patted Carl on the head with her beak. She hissed at Dug. Then she headed off toward the rocks.

Russell turned to Carl. “But you promised to protect her. Her babies need her. We’ve got to make sure they’re together.”

Carl looked at the rocks. They were far away— and in the wrong direction. “Sorry, Russell. We’ve lost enough time already. She can take care of herself. And don’t you want to earn your badge?”

Russell looked after Kevin, hesitating. Then he followed Carl. The two started walking, dragging the house once again.

Russell sniffled as he trudged along. “This was her favorite chocolate,” he said, chewing on a candy bar. “Because you sent her away, there’s more for you.”

Carl rolled his eyes. Suddenly, he heard the nearby leaves rustle.

“Kevin?” Russell asked hopefully.

But instead, three large dogs burst through the bushes. Barking furiously, they circled Dug, Russell, and Carl.

Alpha stalked toward Dug.“Where’s the bird?” he snarled. “You said you had the bird.”

“Oh, yes,” Dug said nervously. “Oh, yes. Since I have said that, I can see how you would think that.”

“Where is it?” the Doberman demanded, narrowing his yellow eyes.

Dug looked over at Carl. “Uh, tomorrow. Come back tomorrow and then I will again have the bird.”

Alpha snapped at Dug. “You lost it.Why do I not have a surprised feeling?” He stalked toward Russell and Carl. “Well, at least you now have led us to the small mailman and the one who smells of prunes.”

Dug lowered his head, whimpering. He hadn’t meant to lead Alpha to Carl and Russell!

“Master will be most pleased we have found them,” Alpha snarled, “and will ask of them many questions.” He looked at Carl. “Come!”

“Wait!” Carl shook his head. “We’re not going with you! We’re going to the falls.”

Gamma and Beta growled and barked, baring their fangs.

“Get away from me!” said Carl.

But the dogs didn’t listen to him. It was clear that Carl and Russell had no choice but to follow them.

Carl looked over his shoulder and sighed. The frightening dogs were leading them away from Paradise Falls. This is the wrong direction,
 he thought with every step. We’re going backward!


To make matters worse, the ground was getting rockier. There were fewer trees and more twisted stones. Walking was becoming harder. And they weren’t allowed to rest.

Finally, they rounded a bend. A large cave yawned in front of them.

Alpha led the group up to the cave entrance. Carl and Russell peered hesitantly inside. Glowing eyes were emerging from the darkness. It took Carl a few moments to realize that it was a pack of dogs. The glowing eyes were actually the lights on their high-tech collars.

“He approaches!” Alpha barked, and the others joined in. “He approaches! He approaches!”

A tall, shadowy figure appeared. “You came here in that?” the man asked Carl slowly. “In a house? A floating house?”

The figure stepped from the shadows. It was an old man. He stared up at the house, then started to laugh. “That’s the darnedest thing I’ve ever seen!” He turned to his dogs. “You boys are slipping. Was it with them when you found them?”


Was what with us?
 Carl wondered.

Beta shook his head. “No, Master.”

The man took a step forward. Carl noticed that, although the man was older, he was fit and strong. There was something strangely familiar about him. The way he stood, his leather flight jacket— everything about him gave Carl the feeling that they had met before. “Well,” the man said, “this is all a misunderstanding. My, uh, dogs made a mistake.”

“Mistake? I’ll say it’s a mistake. Your dogs just came out and assaulted us!” Carl said angrily.

“Well, you’d best hurry on your way,” said the man. “The sun sets quickly around here. Good journey!” He turned on his heels and walked back into the cave.

Suddenly, Carl realized how he knew him. “Wait—” he called. “Are you Charles Muntz?”

The man hesitated. “Who wants to know?”

A thrill shivered through Carl. “Jiminy Cricket! Is it really you? The Charles Muntz? Could you … would you say it for me?” he asked.

Muntz gave Carl his famous thumbs-up. “Adventure is out there,” he said.

“It’s really him!” Carl shouted. “Charles Muntz! I’m so sorry I got steamed at you. My name is Carl Fredricksen.”

Russell piped up. “I’m Russell!”

“You’ve been gone so long, I’m so glad to see you alive!” Carl shook Muntz’s hand. “My wife and I, we’re your biggest fans. We thought you were the bee’s knees!”

Muntz perked up. “Is that so? You’re a man of good taste!” He looked Carl over. “You must be tired. Hungry?”

Russell’s eyes suddenly lit up.

“Well, come on in!” said Muntz. “I’ll give you the nickel tour.”

Carl and Russell followed Muntz into the cave.

It took a moment for Carl’s eyes to adjust to the darkness. When they did, he saw that he was in a giant room. An airship was tied at the far end. It was the Spirit of Adventure
 ! CHARLES MUNTZ—EXPEDITION 1934 was written on the side. “Go ahead and moor your airship right next to mine,” Muntz said.

Carl’s grin widened as a gangplank was lowered. “We’re not actually going inside the Spirit of Adventure
 itself?”

“Oh,” Muntz replied, “would you like to?” He started up the gangplank.

Carl and Russell raced to catch up with him. Carl felt giddy. Oh, Ellie!
 he thought. Look at our adventurers’ club now!


“Not you,” Beta said as Dug tried to follow Carl into the blimp.

“What do we do with Dug?” Gamma asked.

“He has lost the bird,” Alpha snarled. “Put him in the Cone of Shame.”

Gamma and Beta fastened the Cone of Shame around Dug’s neck. It was a giant funnel that went around his head. He looked like a doggie daffodil. Humiliated, Dug skulked down the gangplank, alone. He glanced sadly over his shoulder. He sighed and mumbled through his voice box, “I do not like the Cone of Shame.”

Alpha had never liked Dug, and now he sneered with satisfaction as he pulled a lever and the gangplank clanged shut.
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第 7 章

第二天清晨，卡尔被一只呱呱叫的青蛙从睡梦中吵醒。他坐起来，打了个哈欠。“早安，亲爱的。”他抬头对着房子打了声招呼，却发现气球已经开始漏气了。“我们得快点儿了。”说完，卡尔环顾了一下营地。

“嘿，那只鸟不见了。”他自言自语道，“或许小罗发现不了。”之后他提高了嗓音：“好啦，大家都起床吧！”

小罗坐起身。“凯文呢？”他一下子跳了起来，“他不见了！凯文！道格，把凯文找回来！”

道格开始疯狂地四处乱嗅。“找到那只鸟，找到那只鸟。找到了！”道格指向左边。

小罗却看向了右边。“哦，瞧！他在那儿！”

原来凯文在房顶上。这只大鸟冲下面叫了一声。

凯文叼着一根香蕉，放在了屋顶成堆的食物上，接着一个西红柿从上面滚下来，“啪嗒”一声掉在了卡尔脚边。

“嘿！”卡尔抱怨道，“那是我的食物！给我从屋顶上下来！”

“就是！”道格附和道，“快从屋顶上下来！”

凯文却转身面向乱石堆，发出一声鸣叫。

“它在干什么？”卡尔问道。

道格花了很长时间追踪这只鸟，所以他知道原因。他解释道：“那鸟在呼唤她的孩子。”

“她的孩子！凯文是女的？”小罗惊讶地问道。想到有一群小凯文，小罗不禁微笑起来。

凯文又叫了一声。过了一会儿，小罗听到一阵微弱的啾啾声。

凯文又叫了一声。卡尔侧耳听了听，也听到了啾啾声。

凯文回应着远处的叫声，然后狼吞虎咽地吃了几口食物，从房子一侧滑了下来。

“她家就在那些乱石堆里，”看见凯文准备朝乱石堆走去，道格连忙解释道，“她是出来给孩子们找食物的，现在得回去喂他们了。”

凯文转向小罗，用翅膀抱了抱他。

“等等，凯文要走了吗？”小罗沮丧地问道。

凯文用嘴拍了拍卡尔的头，又冲道格嘶叫了一声，然后朝着那堆岩石走去。

小罗转向卡尔说道，“可你答应过要保护她的。她的孩子需要她，咱们得确保让他们团聚。”

卡尔看了看乱石堆。那里离这儿很远，而且和他们前进的方向相反，于是他说：“抱歉，小罗，我们已经耽误太多时间了。她能照顾好自己。而且你不想要徽章了吗？”

小罗的目光追随着凯文，他犹豫了。但最终他还是跟着卡尔走了。两人再次拖着房子，向目的地前进。

小罗艰难地迈着步子，边走边抽泣道，“这是她最喜欢的巧克力，”他拿着一条巧克力，边嚼边说，“你让她走了，所以剩下的这些都是你的了。”

卡尔翻了个白眼。突然，他听到附近的树叶“沙沙”作响。

“凯文？”小罗满怀期待地问道。

但令他失望的是，灌木丛中蹿出来的是三条大狗。他们绕着道格、小罗和卡尔一阵狂吠。

大宝大步走向道格。“那只鸟呢？”他吼道，“你说你抓到它了。”

“哦，是啊，”道格局促地说，“哦，没错。我是说过，所以我也知道你会怎样想。”

“它在哪儿？”这条杜宾犬眯了眯那双黄色的眼睛，开口问道。

道格看了看卡尔，然后说：“嗯，明天。你们明天再来，到时候那只鸟就又在我手上了。”

大宝冲道格厉声道：“你跟丢了。可我怎么一点儿都不觉得奇怪呢？”说完，他又大步走向小罗和卡尔。“不过，至少你让我们找到了这个小邮差，还有那个一身西梅干味儿的家伙。”

道格低下头，发出一声呜咽。他可从没想过让大宝找到卡尔和小罗！

“我们找到了这两个人，主人会很满意的，”大宝喊道，“他肯定有很多问题要问。”说完看向卡尔道：“走吧！”

“等等！”卡尔摇了摇头说道，“我们不跟你们走！我们要去瀑布那边。”

小宝和二宝冲着卡尔一阵狂吠，露出两排獠牙。

“离我远点！”卡尔说道。

但是这两只狗压根不听。很显然，卡尔和小罗别无选择，只能跟他们走。

卡尔回头看了看，叹了口气。这三只凶猛的狗把他们带得离天堂瀑布越来越远。他每走一步都会想，这个方向不对，我们这是在往回走！


路面越来越崎岖,情况也变得越来越糟糕了。树也越来越少，奇形怪状的石头越来越多。他们走得越来越艰难，但却不能休息。

最后，他们转过一个弯，眼前出现了一个大大的洞口。

大宝带着这一队人马走到洞口前。卡尔和小罗犹豫地朝洞里看了看。黑暗中出现了一些发着红光的眼睛。卡尔反应了一会儿才意识到，那是一群狗，发光的并不是眼睛，而是他们高科技项圈上的小红灯。

“他来了！”大宝喊道，其他的狗也跟着喊道，“他来了！他来了！”

一道高大模糊的身影出现在洞口。“你坐那玩意儿来的？”那个人缓缓开口问道，“一座房子？一座能飞的房子？”

那道身影从阴影中走了出来——是个老头。他抬头看了一眼房子，大笑起来：“这是我见过的最荒谬的事了！”随后他转向那群狗说：“你们的办事能力真是变差了。找到他们时，它有没有跟他们在一起？”


什么东西跟我们在一起？
 卡尔心想。

二宝摇了摇头说：“报告主人，没有。”

那人向前迈了一步。卡尔发现，尽管这个人上了年纪，但他看起来还是十分健壮。而且，卡尔对他有种莫名的熟悉感。他站立的方式，他身上的那件皮制飞行夹克——这一切都让卡尔觉得他们之前见过。“好了，”那人说道，“这完全是个误会。我的，呃，我的狗弄错了。”

“误会？我觉得这就是个错误！你的狗就那样忽然冲出来，袭击了我们！”卡尔气愤地说。

“好了，你们还是快赶路吧。”那人说，“太阳就要落山了。祝你们旅途愉快！”说完，他转过身，往洞里走去。

卡尔忽然想到他是怎么认识这个人的了。“等等！”他喊道，“你是查尔斯·蒙兹吗？”

那人迟疑了一下，问道：“你是谁？”

卡尔激动地浑身颤抖。“吉米尼·克里基特！真的是你？那个查尔斯·蒙兹？你能……能请你把那句话对我说一遍吗？”卡尔问道。

蒙兹冲着卡尔做出他的经典动作——竖起了大拇指，并喊着：“探险就要开始了！”

“真的是他！”卡尔喊道，“查尔斯·蒙兹！实在抱歉，我刚才冲你发火了。我是卡尔·费迪逊。”

小罗插嘴道：“我是小罗！”

“您离开这么长时间，现在又活生生地站在我面前，我太兴奋了！”卡尔上前握住蒙兹的手说，“我和我太太都是您的铁杆粉丝，我俩都觉得您太了不起了！”

听到卡尔这么说，蒙兹突然来了精神。“真的吗？你眼光不错！”他看了看卡尔说，“你们肯定累坏了。饿吗？”

小罗的眼睛一下子就亮了。

“好了，快进来吧！” 蒙兹说，“我将给你们带来一段精彩的旅程。”

卡尔和小罗跟随蒙兹走进山洞。

过了几分钟，卡尔的眼睛才适应了黑暗。这时候，他发现自己正站在一间巨大的屋子里。屋子的尽头吊着一艘飞船，正是“探险精神号”！船身上写着“查尔斯·蒙兹——1943年探险”几个大字。“来吧，把你们的飞屋系在我的旁边。”蒙兹说。

看见飞船上的舷梯降下来，卡尔咧开嘴笑了：“我们不会是真的要进入‘探险精神号’吧？”

“是啊，”蒙兹回答道，“你想上去吗？”说着便开始登舷梯。

卡尔和小罗加快脚步，追了上去。卡尔更是兴奋得快要晕过去了。哦，艾莉！
 他想道，现在来瞧瞧我们的探险家俱乐部！


“你不准进。”看见道格也打算跟着卡尔进入飞船，二宝阻止道。

“我们怎么处置道格？”小宝问。

“他把鸟跟丢了，”大宝咆哮道，“给他戴上‘耻辱锥帽’。”

小宝和二宝把“耻辱锥帽”套在道格的脖子上。其实这就是个巨大的漏斗，戴上它后，道格看起来就像是个狗狗形状的水仙花。他觉得这个样子很丢脸，便独自悄悄地从舷梯上走了下来，然后伤心地回头瞥了一眼，叹了口气，项圈的语音盒里传出了他的咕哝声：“我不想戴‘耻辱锥帽’。”

大宝一直都不喜欢道格，见此更感满意，他冷笑一声，拉下操纵杆，飞船的舷梯便“砰”的一声关上了。
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CHAPTER 8

“Wow!” Carl said as he poked around Muntz’s trophyroom. It was packed with rare treasures. “Would you look at that? Ah, Ellie. I can’t believe I’m actually here!”

He chuckled as Muntz led him past weapons, statues, pottery, jewelry, and other objects from around the world.

“I see you like my collection,” Muntz said. “This comforts me, as the years pass. A reminder of who I am. One can lose one’s way on these mountains, and over time, one can forget.”

Carl was barely listening. He was too entranced with the artifacts around him. “Oh, will you look at that!” he cried. “The Giant Somalian Leopard Tortoise!”

Just then, Alpha entered the room. “Master,” he said in a squeaky voice, “dinner is ready.”

“Oh, dear,” Muntz said. He leaned over to fix the dog’s broken translator.

“Thank you, Master,” Alpha said in a deep, frightening voice.

“I liked his other voice,” Russell said. He cast a nervous glance at Alpha.

Muntz laughed. “Well, dinner is served!”

Muntz fed Carl and Russell hot dogs. “My Ellie would have loved all this,” Carl told Muntz. “You know, it’s because of you she had this dream to come down here and live by Paradise Falls.”

“It’s a pleasure to have guests,” Muntz said. “More often I get thieves, come to steal what’s rightfully mine.” Muntz picked up a lantern. He held it high so that Carl could see the hundreds of drawings, photos, and feathers that lined the room. They were all his research on one creature—the Monster of Paradise Falls.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Muntz said, gazing upon his obsession.

Carl looked at the pictures. They seemed very familiar. In fact, it looked as if Muntz had spent decades searching for … Kevin.

“I’ve spent a lifetime tracking it,” Muntz went on. “Trying to smoke it out of that deathly labyrinth where it lives …”

“Hey,” Russell said suddenly. “That looks like Kevin!”

Muntz’s eyes narrowed. “Kevin?”

“My new giant bird pet,” Russell explained.

“But it ran away!” Carl added quickly. “It’s gone now.”

Muntz gave Carl a long, hard look. Then he walked over to a table that was covered in old flight helmets. “Carl. Those people who come here, they all have a story. A ‘surveyor’ making a map.” He knocked a helmet to the ground with his cane. “A ‘botanist’ cataloging plants.” Another helmet tumbled to the floor. “An old man taking his house to Paradise Falls.” Muntz tossed a last helmet to the ground. It rolled to a stop at Carl’s feet.

Carl didn’t like where this conversation was headed. He glanced out the window. Kevin was sitting on the roof of his house! The bird had followed them into the cave. “Well, it’s been a wonderful evening, but we’d better get going.” Carl grabbed Russell’s arm and dragged him out of the room. Muntz followed, his dogs at his heels.

Just then, a wail echoed through the cave.

“Kevin?” Russell cried.

Muntz gasped and looked out the window. “It’s here.”

He turned toward Carl and Russell—but they had slipped out the door! “Get them!” Muntz shouted to the dogs.

Carl and Russell darted down the gangplank. The dogs bolted after them.

“Hurry!” Carl urged as he and Russell worked to untie the house.

“I am hurrying,” Russell insisted.

Just then, the house came loose. They slipped on their harnesses and ran, pulling the house as fast as they could.

A moment later, the dogs poured down the gangplank.

“They’re coming!” Russell cried.

“Master, over here!” Dug called out. He showed them a side cave.

Carl and Russell darted toward it, but they weren’t fast enough. The dogs were closing in on them.

Kevin leaped from the roof of the house. She picked up Russell and put him on her back. Then she scooped up Carl. She took off, dragging the house.

The bird raced through the cave, dogs hot on her heels. Kevin wove around the tall rock formations. Carl clung to her neck for dear life. Above him, balloons popped as they dragged against the rough ceiling.

Carl’s eyes grew wide with dismay.

A giant rock loomed in front of them. The house slammed into it, and Russell fell to the ground. He was still tied into the hose harness. He was being pulled behind Kevin, bumping over the ground.

The dogs were right behind Russell. Alpha snapped at his heels!

Carl stabbed his cane at the dog. “Get back!” Alpha was closing in…

Suddenly, there was a rumble. Then a roar… and in a moment, a wave of rocks swept between the dogs and Russell. The dogs had to stop short.

Russell and Carl looked back as the bird kept running.

A golden figure wearing a large funnel stood at the top of the canyon wall. It was Dug!

“Go on, Master! I will stop the dogs!” Dug slid down the wall. He leaped into a gap between two boulders and turned to face Alpha. “Stop, you dogs!” he commanded.

Alpha lunged. He threw Dug against the wall, hard. The Cone of Shame popped off. Dug was okay, but the dogs raced through the gap.

Kevin blasted forward, then turned suddenly to the right. Russell swung out … over the edge of a cliff. The bird jumped over tall, narrow rocks. They were shaped like five-thousand-foot-tall candles. Russell bounced between the candle-like rocks. “Help!”

“Give me your hand!” Carl commanded. He pulled Russell back onto the bird just as they dropped to a landing.

Kevin came to a sudden stop. They were at the edge of a cliff. At the bottom was a river. “Oh, no!” Russell cried. The dogs were coming behind them. They were trapped.

Overhead, the house kept moving. Carl realized it was about to drag them forward …

“Hang on to Kevin!” he shouted just as the house yanked them over the edge.

The dogs leaped after them. Gamma and Beta fell into the river, but Alpha’s teeth sank into Kevin’s leg. Kevin cried out, but she managed to shake Alpha off. The dog landed in the water with a splash.

Carl let out a grunt as they landed on the other side of the canyon. He could hear distant barking as the river carried the dogs downstream.

Carl struggled to his feet, breathing hard. He checked his limbs. Nothing broken. He checked his house. No serious damage. He heaved a sigh of relief. He glanced over at Russell.

The boy was rushing toward Kevin. The bird couldn’t stand up. She squawked pitifully and fell to the ground. Alpha’s bite had injured her leg badly.

Russell bandaged her as well as he could with his first-aid kit. The bird tried to stand up, but she couldn’t.

“No, no, no, no, no!” Russell urged. “Kevin! Stay down!” He turned to Carl. “She’s hurt real bad. Can’t we help her get home?”

Carl peered at the falls. If he waited much longer, the balloons would deflate. Then he’d never make it. But he’d promised Ellie—even crossed his heart.

But he’d made a promise to Russell, too.

Carl glanced at the rock maze.

“All right,” Carl said to Russell reluctantly. “But we’ve got to hurry.”
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第 8 章

“哇哦！”卡尔发出一声惊呼。他正在参观蒙兹的战利品陈列室，这里满是奇珍异宝。“你看到了吗？啊，艾莉。我真不敢相信自己竟然真的登上了‘探险精神号’！”

蒙兹带他参观了从世界各地搜罗来的武器、雕塑、陶器、珠宝等各类藏品，卡尔笑得合不拢嘴。

“看来你很喜欢我的藏品，”蒙兹说道：“长久以来，它让我感到慰藉，时刻提醒着我是谁。一个人可能会在这些山中迷失方向，随着时间流逝，很容易就会忘了自己的初衷。”

然而卡尔几乎没听进去，他正如痴如醉地欣赏着他周围那些艺术品。“哦，看那个！”他惊呼道，“索马里巨型豹龟！”

这时，大宝走进屋子。“主人，晚餐准备好了。”他说道，依旧顶着那副尖嗓子。

“哦，天哪。”蒙兹边说边俯身去修大宝出了问题的翻译器。

“谢谢你，主人。”大宝用一种深沉恐怖的声音说道。

“我还是喜欢他刚才的声音。”说完，小罗紧张地朝大宝瞥了一眼。

蒙兹大笑道：“好了，去吃晚餐吧！”

蒙兹给卡尔和小罗准备了热狗。“我家艾莉一定会爱上这一切的，”卡尔对蒙兹说，“知道吗？因为你，她一直梦想着能来这儿，住到天堂瀑布旁边。”

“有客人来真好。”蒙兹说，“大多数情况下，只有小偷来偷我的合法财产。”他提起一盏灯笼，举过头顶，以便让卡尔看到整齐排列着的许许多多的图片、照片和羽毛。这全都是他对天堂瀑布里那个怪物的研究。

“很漂亮，对不对？”蒙兹专注地盯着他的收藏品说道。

卡尔看着这些图片，感觉异常熟悉。事实上，似乎蒙兹几十年来一直在寻找的是……凯文！

“我毕生都在寻找它，”蒙兹继续道，“甚至试过用烟把它从它生活着的死亡迷宫中熏出来……”

“嘿，”小罗忽然插嘴道，“那看上去很像凯文！”

蒙兹眯起眼睛反问了一句：“凯文？”

“我的巨鸟新宠物。”小罗解释道。

“可是它跑了！”卡尔连忙补充道，“它现在不见了。”

蒙兹久久地注视着卡尔，目光锐利。然后他走到一张桌子前，桌上放着几个旧飞行头盔。“卡尔，到这儿来的人都有自己的故事。有绘制地图的测量员。”他用手杖把一个头盔扫到地上，继续说道，“有给植物编目的植物学家。”又一个头盔被打翻在地，他继续说道，“还有把房子搬到天堂瀑布的老头。”蒙兹把最后一个头盔扔到地上，头盔滚落到卡尔脚边，停住了。

卡尔不想继续谈论这个话题。他向窗外瞟了一眼，竟然看见凯文正坐在他的房顶上！这只鸟竟然跟着他们进了山洞！“哦，真是个愉快的夜晚，但我们必须得走了。”卡尔一把抓住小罗的胳膊，将他从屋子里往外拖。蒙兹跟着他们，他的狗也紧随其后。

就在这时，山洞里回响起一声哀鸣。

“凯文？”小罗喊道。

蒙兹倒吸了一口气，向窗外望去：“它在这儿！”

他转向卡尔和小罗，但发现这两人已经溜出去了！他冲那群狗喊道：“抓住他们！”

卡尔和小罗冲下舷梯，一群狗紧追在他们身后。

“快点！”卡尔催促道，他和小罗正奋力解开拴着房子的软管。

“我已经很快了。”小罗说。

终于，系着的软管松开了。他们迅速套上软管，拉着房子拼命向前跑。

不一会儿，狗从舷梯上冲了下来。

“狗追来了！”小罗大喊道。

“主人，来这边！”道格站在旁边一个洞口喊道。

卡尔和小罗狂奔过去，但显然他们还不够快，那些狗离他们越来越近。

这时，凯文从房顶上跳下来，她叼起小罗，把他放到自己背上，然后又迅速抱起卡尔，拖着房子飞奔起来。

凯文在山洞中狂奔，狗在她后面穷追不舍。她在高耸的岩石间不断穿梭，卡尔不得不紧紧抱住她的脖子，以免自己掉下去。经过一片粗糙的岩顶时，卡尔听到头顶上气球“砰砰”的爆裂声。

他沮丧地睁大眼睛。

忽然，他们面前出现了一块巨大的岩石，房子撞了上去，小罗也因此掉到了地上。但因为他还套着软管做成的背带，所以被凯文拖在身后，在地面上颠簸。

那群狗紧跟在小罗身后，大宝扑上前去咬他的脚后跟！

卡尔用手杖戳向大宝：“滚回去！”但大宝却离得越来越近……

一阵轰隆声忽然传来，接着又是一声轰鸣……瞬间，一大堆岩石落在了小罗和那群狗中间，狗被迫停了下来。

凯文继续向前跑着，小罗和卡尔回头看了看。

他们看见一道带着大漏斗的金黄色身影正站在峡谷壁顶端，是道格！

“快跑，主人！我来拦住他们！”道格顺着岩壁滑下来，跳到左右两块巨石间的空隙上，转身面向大宝，命令道：“你们这些狗，都给我停下！”

大宝扑过来，狠狠地将道格甩向岩壁，“耻辱锥帽”被撞碎了。不过道格并无大碍，只是那群狗便顺利地从空隙中冲了过去。

凯文大叫着向前冲，忽然转向右边。小罗一下子被甩了出去，吊在悬崖边上左右摇摆。凯文跃过高耸狭窄的岩石，那些石头看起来就像是五千英尺高的蜡烛一样，小罗就在这之间弹来弹去，他吓得大叫：“救命啊！”

“把手给我！”卡尔命令道。他一把将小罗拽到了凯文背上，紧接着他们便跳上前方的一块陆地。

凯文忽然来了个急刹车，因为前面是悬崖，而下面就是一条河。“哦，不！”小罗大叫道。狗追到了他们身后，他们被困住了。

头顶上，房子还在移动着。卡尔意识到他们会被房子拖着向 前走……

“抱紧凯文！”他刚说完，房子猛地一拉，把他们带离了悬崖边。

那群狗跳起来想要抓住他们。小宝和二宝掉进了河里，但大宝却紧紧咬住了凯文的腿。凯文大叫一声，用力一甩，成功地把大宝甩开了。大宝也“扑通”一声掉进河里，溅起一片水花。

降落到峡谷另一边时，卡尔哼了一声。河水把那群狗带向了下游，狗吠声变得越来越弱。

卡尔喘着粗气，挣扎着站了起来。他活动了一下筋骨，还好，没有骨折。他又检查了一下房子，也还好，并无大碍。然后他松了口气，朝小罗瞥去。

小罗正奔向凯文。凯文站不起来了，她痛苦地哀鸣着，跌倒在地上。大宝刚刚咬的那一口，让她的腿受了重伤。

小罗尽全力用急救包里的物品给凯文包扎了伤口。凯文试图站起来，但却未能如愿。

“不，不，不，不，不！”小罗着急道，“凯文！躺着别动！”他又转头看向卡尔说：“她伤得很重，我们能送她回家吗？”

卡尔凝望着瀑布。如果再拖下去，气球就都漏气了，那样他就永远都到不了天堂瀑布。可是他对艾莉许诺过，甚至发过誓。

但是，他对小罗也许过承诺。

卡尔瞅了一眼远处的岩石迷宫。

最终他不情愿地对小罗说道：“好吧，但我们得快点。”
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CHAPTER 9

Muntz glared at the three wet dogs standing before him. “You lost them?” he growled. He slammed his cane against the floor.

“It was Dug,” Beta said quickly.

“Yeah, he’s with them,” Gamma agreed. “He helped them escape!”

Muntz groaned in frustration, then stopped suddenly. “Wait. Wait a minute. Dug…”

Muntz flipped a switch. It was a tracking switch, and it could trace Dug’s collar anywhere. Dug didn’t even notice when the tracking light on his collar lit up. He was standing on the edge of a cliff, looking out over the rocks below and sniffing.

“See anything?” asked Carl.

“No, my pack is not following us!” said Dug. “Boy, they are dumb.” He scampered back to Carl and Russell and began leading the way through the twisty rocks.

Russell and Carl followed, pulling the house. Kevin was on the front porch, resting.

Russell looked up at the bird. “You okay, Kevin?” She picked at her bandage, then settled back down.

“You know what, Mr. Fredricksen?” Russell said as they walked along. “The wilderness isn’t quite what I expected.”

“Yeah? How so?” Carl asked.

“It’s kinda … wild,” Russell said. “I mean, it’s not how they made it sound in my book.”

“Get used to that, kid,” Carl answered.

“My dad made it sound so easy. He’s really good at camping.” Russell thought for a moment. “He used to come to all my sweat lodge meetings. And afterwards we’d go get ice cream at Fenton’s. I always get chocolate, and he gets butter-brickle. Then we’d sit on this one curb, right outside, and I’ll count all the blue cars and he counts all the red ones, and whoever gets the most wins. I like that curb.”

Russell looked up at Carl. “That might sound boring,” he said, “but I think the boring stuff is the stuff I remember the most.”

Carl thought about that. It was the same way with Ellie. What he missed most was just being with her. Looking at clouds. Cleaning the house. That’s not so weird,
 he thought.

The baby birds called out. Kevin looked up and returned the call.

“Look, there it is!” Russell shouted, pointing to the rocks. He tried to run, but his tether stopped him.

Carl pulled on it to get his attention. “Hold on, Russell. Stand still.”

Carl unclipped the hose, first from Russell and then from himself. Then he tied the house to a tree.

Russell helped Kevin off the porch. Then Kevin squawked and darted up the hill toward her babies. Carl, Russell, and Dug ran after her.

“Kevin! You’re feeling better!” exclaimed Russell.

Carl laughed. “Look at that bird go!”

“That’s it!” Russell hollered. “Go, Kevin. Go find your babies!”

Kevin was just at the entrance to the maze when a spotlight fell on her. It was Muntz! He had followed them in the Spirit of Adventure
 .

“Run, Kevin!” Russell screamed. “Run!”

Kevin ran, but a huge net shot out of the blimp. It forced her to the ground.

Kevin cried out.

Russell gasped. “Oh, no!”

Carl and Russell ran toward the bird. “Russell, give me your knife!” Carl cried. Russell handed it over, and Carl sawed at the net.

“Get away from my bird!” Muntz shouted.

Carl turned and gasped. He stopped sawing the net.

Muntz’s dogs were moving toward them, and they were dragging something behind them. It was Carl’s house.

Carl froze. Ellie’s clubhouse!


Muntz threw the lantern toward the house. The lantern broke, sending flames across the ground. The flames shot up. They licked at the bottom of the house.

“No!” cried Carl.

A balloon popped. Then another. Then more. The house sank toward the flames. The flames rose toward the house…

A moment later, the house was on fire!

The bird cried out.

Carl felt his heart breaking. Ellie’s clubhouse! The house they had lived in together for more than thirty years! The floor where they had danced …


He couldn’t watch it burn. He couldn’t.

“No!” The knife fell from Carl’s hand.

The dogs swarmed toward Kevin. The bird cried out, terrified. “No!” Russell screamed as the dogs dragged Kevin up the gangplank, into the blimp.

“Careful,” said Muntz as he turned and followed the dogs. “We’ll want her in good shape for my return.”

“Let her go!” Russell ran after the blimp as it took off. But it was no use. Russell watched as the blimp soared into the sky, taking Kevin with it.

Carl ran toward his burning house. He pulled it away from the fire and beat the flames with his jacket until they disappeared. He could feel Russell and Dug looking at him.

“You gave away Kevin,” Russell said accusingly. “You just gave her away.”

Carl sighed. How can I explain that I didn’t “just” give her away?
 he thought. They were burning Ellie’s house!
 “This is none of my concern!” he snapped. “I didn’t ask for any of this!”

“Master,” Dug said gently. “It’s all right.”

“I am not your master, and if you hadn’t shown up, none of this would have happened!” Carl shouted. “Bad dog! Bad dog!”

Dug slunk away with his tail between his legs.

Carl put his harness back on. “Now, whether you assist me or not,” he announced to Russell, “I am going to Paradise Falls if it kills me.”

He started trudging.

Russell couldn’t think of anything to do but follow.

The balloons were limp. The house dragged as Carl struggled over the rocky ground. When he looked over his shoulder, he saw Russell’s harness. It was empty. Russell was following, but he wasn’t assisting anymore. He was staring at the ground, his blood boiling with anger.

Finally, Carl reached the spot he wanted. He let the house settle almost to the ground, the balloons barely holding it aloft. Then he walked to the edge of the tepui. The sound of the falls pounded in his ears as they poured down the steep mountainside.

Carl took out Ellie’s childhood drawing. He’d placed her house exactly where she had drawn it.


I did it
 , Carl thought. Finally. This adventure nearly killed me, but I kept my vow.


He wondered why he didn’t feel happy.

Russell walked up to Carl. “Here,” he said. He tossed his Wilderness Explorer sash on the ground. “I don’t want this anymore.”

Carl picked up Russell’s sash. Then he watched as Russell walked away and sat down on a rock. Carl turned toward his house. It was barely floating now. He could step right onto the porch.

Carl went inside. The living room was a mess. Lamps had toppled, the table was broken, books were lying on the floor.

Carl began to tidy up. He picked up his chair and stood it in its proper place. He put Ellie’s chair next to it.

Finally, Carl sat down. He closed his eyes.

It was quiet. The only noise was the steady roar of the falls outside. It should have been relaxing… only it wasn’t.

Carl opened his eyes. Everything around him was the same… but he felt different.

Ellie’s adventure book was lying at his feet. He opened it and put Ellie’s drawing carefully in its place. He looked at the page for a long time. Then he flipped to the next page, and then through the pages of newspaper clippings about Muntz and the photos of South America—Ellie’s dreams.

He turned the page. STUFF I’M GOING TO DO, it read.

Carl drew in a deep breath. His fingers hovered at the edge of the page, afraid to turn it. He didn’t want to see the empty pages. All the adventures Ellie never had … all because Carl hadn’t kept his promise.

But he forced himself to look.

To his surprise, the pages weren’t blank. And they weren’t plastered with fantastic adventures she had dreamed up, either. Instead, they were full of pictures of their life together. There was a photo of their wedding. The two of them at Yosemite National Park. Playing at the beach. Photo after photo …

Carl felt his throat tighten.

The last photo was of them together. They were old. They were sitting side by side, in their chairs. They looked happy.

Ellie had written something below the photo.


Thanks for the adventure
 , it read. Now go have a new one. Love, Ellie
 .

Carl smiled. Ellie had seen their simple life as an adventure. She had gotten her wish after all.

He looked over at her chair, but it was empty.

Russell’s sash was lying across the arm. Carl picked it up. He gently touched the empty space and crossed his heart.

Carl hurried outside. “Russell?” he called. But Russell was nowhere in sight. Carl looked up just in time to see Russell rising into the air. He was holding a large bunch of balloons and a leaf blower as a steering device.

“I’m gonna help Kevin even if you won’t!” Russell called to Carl. He zoomed away, steering awkwardly with the leaf blower.

“No!” Carl shouted. “Russell! No!” He ran back to his house and struggled to lift it. But it was no use. The house wouldn’t budge. He couldn’t fly after Russell. Furious, Carl tossed a chair off the porch.

The house rose. Just a little, but it rose.

That gave Carl an idea.


第 9 章

蒙兹瞪着面前这三条湿漉漉的狗咆哮道：“你们竟然把他们给跟丢了？”他将手杖狠狠向地面戳去。

二宝连忙解释：“都怪道格。”

“没错，道格跟他们是一伙的。”小宝赞同道，“他还帮他们逃跑！”

蒙兹叹了口气，非常失望。忽然，他想到了什么。“等等，等等，道格……”

蒙兹按下一个开关，这是个追踪开关，无论道格身在何处，它都能追踪到道格项圈的位置。项圈上的追踪灯亮起时，道格根本没有注意到。此时，他正站在悬崖边上，望着下面的岩石，嗅着附近的气味。

“有什么动静吗？”卡尔问道。

“没有，那群狗没追上来！”道格说，“太好了，他们蠢透了。”他迅速跑回卡尔和小罗身边，准备带他们穿过乱石堆。

小罗和卡尔拖着房子，跟在道格身后。凯文卧在房前的走廊上休息。

小罗抬头看了看凯文，问道：“你还好吗，凯文？”凯文起身轻轻啄了一下腿上的绷带，又重新卧了回去。

“你知道吗，费迪逊先生？”小罗边走边说，“野外跟我想的不太一样。”

“是吗？怎么不一样？”卡尔问道。

“有点儿……太荒凉了。”小罗说，“我是说，这跟我在书上看到的不一样。”

“慢慢习惯吧，孩子。”卡尔回答道。

“我爸爸说得可简单了，他真的很擅长露营。”小罗想了一下后又说，“以前每次帐篷大会，他都会来。开完会后，我们就一起去吃‘芬顿’冰激凌，我总是点巧克力的，而他就点黄油脆皮的。然后我们就坐在店外的马路边，我数蓝色的车，他数红色的，最后谁数得多谁就赢了。我喜欢那个马路边。”

小罗抬头看了看卡尔，继续说道：“也许听起来很无聊，但这些无聊的事却是我最难忘的。”

卡尔对此深有感触，他对艾莉也是这种感觉。他最怀念的就是和艾莉待在一起，看看天上的白云，整理整理房间。这并没有那么奇怪
 ，卡尔心想。

走着走着，一阵鸟宝宝的鸣叫声传来。凯文抬起头，回应着这阵叫声。

“瞧，就在那儿！”小罗指着一堆岩石喊道。他想跑过去，但被身上拴着的软管拖住了。

卡尔拽了一下软管，提醒小罗说：“等一下，小罗。站着别动。”

说完，卡尔解下小罗身上系着的软管，又解下自己身上的，然后把房子拴在了一棵树上。

小罗帮凯文从门廊上跳下来。落地后，凯文大声鸣叫着，飞奔向对面的山头，朝自己的孩子跑去。卡尔、小罗和道格紧紧跟在她后面。

“凯文，你看起来好多了！”小罗喊道。

卡尔也大笑着说：“瞧她跑得多快！”

“就是那儿！”小罗大喊道，“去吧，凯文。去找你的孩子吧！”

就在凯文刚跑到迷宫入口时，一道闪光灯打在她身上。蒙兹来了！他乘着“探险精神号”追来了。

“跑啊，凯文！”小罗尖叫道，“快跑！”

凯文向前跑去，但飞船中撒下一张巨网，将她牢牢地困在地面上。

凯文大叫。

小罗倒吸了一口气，大喊道：“哦，不！”

卡尔和小罗向凯文跑去。“小罗，把刀给我！”卡尔喊道。小罗把刀递给卡尔，卡尔立即开始锯网绳。

“离我的鸟远点儿！”蒙兹大喊。

卡尔转过头，倒吸一口气，停下了手上的动作。

他看见蒙兹的狗正向他们跑来，身后还拖着什么东西，定睛一看，竟是卡尔的房子！

卡尔整个人都呆住了。那是艾莉的俱乐部！


蒙兹把灯笼丢向那个房子，灯笼碎了，里面的火苗蹿了出来。火焰四溅，火舌舔舐着房子底部。

“不！”卡尔大喊。

一个气球爆了，紧接着又一个爆了，越来越多的气球在火焰的烤炙下爆裂了。房子沉入火焰，火焰爬上了房子……

不一会儿，整座房子都陷入了熊熊烈火之中。

凯文又大叫了一声。

卡尔的心都要碎了。那可是艾莉的俱乐部啊！那是他们一起住了三十多年的房子啊！里面有他们跳过舞的地板……


他不能眼睁睁地看着房子就这样被烧掉，决不能！

“不！”刀从卡尔手中滑落了下来。

一群狗向凯文涌去，凯文发出恐惧的叫声。他们把凯文拖上舷梯，带进了飞船，小罗尖叫道：“不！”

“当心点！”蒙兹说着，转身跟那群狗进入了飞船，“我们要把她完好无损地带回去。”

“放开她！”飞船起飞时，小罗在后面追着，但这只是徒劳。他只能眼睁睁地看着飞船升向天空，带着凯文远去。

卡尔冲向燃烧着的房子，他把房子从火海中拉出来，用夹克扑打着火焰，直到不见一丝火苗才停手。他能感觉到小罗和道格都在看着他。

“你让他们把凯文抓走了，”小罗用责备的语气道，“你就这样丢下了她。”

卡尔叹了口气。我要怎么解释我并不是“就这样”丢下了她？
 他想道，他们可是要烧掉艾莉的房子啊！
 “这不关我的事！”他厉声说，“我也不想这样！”

“主人，”道格柔声地说，“没关系的。”

“我不是你的主人，要不是你的出现，这一切都不会发生！”卡尔喊道，“恶狗！恶狗！”

听到这些，道格夹着尾巴走开了。

卡尔重新套上软管，对小罗说：“现在，不管你帮不帮忙，我就是拼了老命，也要去天堂瀑布。”

他吃力地向前走去。

小罗不知道自己还能做什么，只好跟着卡尔。

气球变得更瘪了。卡尔费力地拉着房子，经过一片岩石地时，他感觉房子快要拖到地上了。他转过头，看见了小罗的那根软管，但软管头上却空空如也。显然，虽然小罗还跟着他，却不再帮他了。他盯着地面，快要气炸了。

终于，卡尔到达了目的地。他安顿下来，让房子自然地飘浮在离地面不远的高度，此时的气球已经不能让房子飞得那么高了。然后他走到特普伊山崖边，望见瀑布倾泻而下，翻腾的水声从峭壁半山腰传来，冲击着他的耳膜。

卡尔拿出艾莉儿时的画作，他终于把房子带到了艾莉画中的地方。

卡尔想，我终于来了。尽管这次冒险几乎使我丧命，但我还是遵守了承诺。


但令他奇怪的是，他并没有想象中那么开心。

小罗走过来，把野外探险家肩带丢到地上，冲卡尔说道：“都给你！我不要了！”

卡尔捡起肩带，看着小罗走向远处，坐在了一块岩石上。他转身向房子走去。这时，房子几乎落到了地面上，他甚至可以一脚踏上门廊。

卡尔走进屋子，发现客厅一团糟，灯掉落在地上，桌子破了，书也摊得到处都是。

他开始收拾屋子。他先把自己的椅子扶起来，放回原位，又把艾莉的椅子摆在了自己的椅子旁边。

收拾好这一切后，卡尔坐了下来，闭上眼睛。

周围安静极了，只有屋外的瀑布不断地怒吼着。这本应是十分放松的时刻，然而他却并没有那么轻松。

卡尔睁开眼睛。周围的一切还是老样子，但是，他却感觉有什么变得不一样了。

艾莉的探险书就躺在他脚边，他翻开书，把艾莉那幅画小心翼翼地放回原位，久久地注视着这一页。然后他翻到下一页，再往后翻，后面几页上贴着新闻简报，都是关于蒙兹的报道，还有艾莉的梦想之地南美洲的照片。

他又翻了一页，上面写着几个大字：心愿单。

卡尔深吸了一口气。他的手指在书页边缘徘徊着，不敢再往下翻。他不想看到后面那一片空白。全都怪自己之前没有履行诺言，艾莉这辈子都没经历过任何探险……

但是，他还是强迫自己翻下去。

令他惊讶的是，那些页面并不是空白的。当然，上面也不是艾莉曾经梦想的奇幻探险，而是贴满了他们一起生活的各种照片。有婚礼的照片，有两人在约塞米蒂国家公园的照片，有他们在沙滩上玩耍的照片，一张接一张……

卡尔感到喉咙有些发紧。

最后一张是他们两人的合照，照片上他们都老了，并排坐在两把扶手椅上，看起来非常幸福。

艾莉在这张照片下面写了一些话。


谢谢你同我一起探险，现在，去开始一场新的探险吧，爱你的艾莉。


卡尔笑了，看来艾莉是把他们简简单单的生活当成了探险。原来，她的愿望已经实现了。

他望向艾莉那把椅子，但上面已没有她的身影。

小罗的那条肩带挂在椅子扶手上，卡尔把它拿过来，轻轻摸了摸奖章间的空隙，在胸口画了个十字。

然后，卡尔急忙冲出屋子，大喊道：“小罗？”但他并没看到小罗。卡尔抬起头，恰好看到小罗升到了半空中。小罗抓着一大捆气球，手里还拿着个吹叶机作为转向装置。

“就算你不去，我也要去救凯文！”小罗冲卡尔喊道。他笨拙地操纵着吹叶机，很快就飘远了。

“不要！”卡尔大喊道，“小罗，不要！”他转身冲到房子前面，试图把房子抬起来，但却毫无作用。房子一点也没动，他没法飞去追小罗。一气之下，卡尔从门廊上扔下一把椅子。

房子升高了一点。虽然只是一点点，但也确实升高了。

卡尔顿时有了主意。
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CHAPTER 10

Carl tossed everything out of the house. Chairs, tables, dressers, dishes, shoes, hats, pictures in frames. The house rose a little, then some more.

Carl shoved the refrigerator off the porch.


Whoosh!
 Carl let out a whoop as the house took off into the air. Below, all his and Ellie’s belongings lay strewn across the ground— including the couple’s favorite comfy chairs, which now sat side by side, once again, at the top of Paradise Falls.

He rushed to the steering rig. He adjusted his direction and scanned the sky.


Knock, knock!


“Russell?” Carl cried. The door swung open, but Russell wasn’t there. Instead, Carl saw a big-eyed golden retriever. “Dug!”

“I was hiding under your porch because I love you,” Dug explained. “Can I stay?”

“Can you stay?” Carl cried, his heart soaring. “Well, you’re my dog, aren’t you? And I’m your master!”

“You are my master?” Dug barked and his tail wagged crazily. He lunged forward, licking Carl’s face. “Oh, boy! Oh, boy!”

“Good boy, Dug. You’re a good boy, Dug.” Carl laughed and patted the dog.

Now all they had to do was find Russell.

Russell was on board the Spirit of Adventure
 . Muntz’s dogs were tying him to a chair. He’d tried to sneak on board using his leaf blower, but the dogs had discovered him.

“Where’s your elderly friend?” Muntz demanded angrily.

Russell’s face clouded. “He’s not my friend anymore.” Russell turned on the leaf blower and blasted Muntz in the face.

Muntz grabbed the leaf blower and tossed it aside. “If you’re here,” Muntz said, “Fredricksen can’t be far behind.” He grabbed Russell and dragged him toward the map room.

“Let me go!” Russell shouted. “Where are you keeping Kevin?”

Beta snarled as he leaned close to Russell. “Scream all you want, small mailman.”

“None of your mailman friends can hear you,” Gamma added.

Muntz looked out the porthole. A house was sailing directly toward the blimp! “Alpha!” Muntz shouted. “Fredricksen’s coming back. Guard that bird. If you see the old man, kill him.” He flipped a switch and walked out of the room.

The floor below Russell started to lower. He was on the ramp!

Muntz headed for the cockpit and took the wheel. The house had disappeared. “Where are you, Fredricksen?” he snarled.

Muntz didn’t know that the house was behind him. From his porch, Carl could see that Russell was on the ramp, tied to a chair. Carl put on Russell’s sash and then noticed that Russell was starting to slide toward the edge.

Carl steered his house closer to the blimp. He hooked his cane to the garden hose and zipped over to Russell. Just as Russell was about to slide off the ramp, Carl reached out and caught the back of Russell’s chair. He scooped him to safety at the edge of the ramp.

“Dug!” Carl cried. “Bring her over!”

“Mr. Fredricksen!” Russell cried. “You came back for Kevin! Let’s go get her.”

“I don’t want your help,” Carl announced. “I want you safe.” He and Dug set Russell down in the living room, where he’d be safe. Then they went back for Kevin.

The whole airship was being patrolled by Muntz’s dogs. Dug and Carl sneaked through an air duct until they found the bird. She was locked in a giant cage, guarded by more fierce dogs.

“What do we do now, Dug?” Carl whispered, peeping down from the air vent in the ceiling.

But Dug didn’t answer. He was too busy chomping on one of the tennis balls at the end of Carl’s cane.


Tennis ball … ,
 Carl thought.

He lowered himself onto the top of Kevin’s cage and raised a tennis ball over his head. “Who wants the ball?” he shouted.

“Me!” The dogs hopped around in excitement. “I do! I want the ball!”

“Then go get it!” Carl tossed the ball out the door.

The dogs raced after it, shouting, “I got it!”

Carl slammed the door behind them. The dogs were locked out. Then he turned to Kevin. “Let’s get you out of here,” he said.

Meanwhile, back at the house, Russell was still struggling with the ropes that held him to the chair. Finally, he wriggled free! Unfortunately, at that moment his chair tipped out onto the porch … and over the edge.

Russell screamed as he and his chair dropped from the porch. He grasped at the garden hose, which unspooled from its caddy. The chair fell away, and Russell clung to the hose.

The wind pushed the house back toward Muntz’s ship.

“Does anyone know where they are?” Muntz demanded inside the cockpit. His dogs were barking and talking madly. He could hardly understand a word.

Just then, Russell slid, squeaking, across the cockpit’s window, dangling by the end of the garden hose. “Whoa!”

Muntz and Alpha gaped at him. Muntz spoke into the radio. “Gray Leader,” he commanded, “take down the house!”

Seconds later, an airplane zoomed from the bottom of the blimp.

“Aaaaah! Ahh!” Russell yelled as another and then another plane joined the attack.

Muntz’s dogs were the pilots!

The planes fired at the house, narrowly missing Russell.

“Aaaaah!” Russell screamed.

The planes turned to make another pass at the house. Russell struggled to climb the hose.

But Russell was on his own. If he was going to get back into the house, he was going to have to do it all by himself.

“Come on, Kevin,” Carl urged. He, Dug, and the bird crept through the trophy room, looking for a way out of the airship. At that moment, Muntz emerged from the shadows. He had a sword raised over his head.

Barking, Dug lunged at Muntz and bit his leg! Muntz kicked Dug out the door and slammed it shut. Dug barked at the closed door. Suddenly, Dug heard growling. He turned slowly.

Alpha and the rest of the pack were right behind him.

“Hi,” Dug said to the snarling pack.

Inside the trophy room, Muntz lifted his sword with a growl. Carl raised his cane to defend himself.

Muntz slashed at Carl, but his sword hit a pillar instead and stuck there. Carl swung his cane and missed.

Muntz pulled his sword free. He knocked Carl to the floor. “Any last words, Fredricksen? Come on, spit it out!”

That gave Carl an idea. He spat his false teeth in Muntz’s face. Muntz stumbled backward, giving Carl just enough time to recover.

Carl put his teeth back in as Muntz went on the attack. “I’m taking that bird back with me alive or dead!” Muntz yelled. He swung the sword at Carl.

Just then, in the cockpit, the dogs knocked Dug against the controls. The ship tilted, and Muntz stumbled. Carl saw his chance to escape.

“Come on, Kevin!” he cried. Carl and Kevin darted out the window. They started to climb a ladder on the side of the airship. Muntz was right behind them.

Meanwhile, back in the cockpit, Alpha faced off against Dug. “I will enjoy the killing of you now, Dug,” Alpha snarled.

Dug looked around, desperate. The only thing within reach was a lamp. As Alpha lunged, Dug grabbed the lampshade and thrust it over Alpha’s head, knocking loose one of the knobs on his collar.

The rest of the pack stopped and stared at him. “He wears the Cone of Shame!” said one of the pack.

Horrified, Alpha realized that the lampshade looked just like the hideous funnel he had made Dug wear as punishment. “Huh? What?” he cried, his voice once again high-pitched and squeaky. “Do not just continue sitting! Attack!”

But the dogs only laughed at him.

“Sit!” Dug commanded.

Alpha sat. The other dogs were so surprised, they sat, too. They waited for Dug’s next command.

Dug was delighted. For the first time, he was the leader of the pack!

But Dug’s friends were still in trouble. Outside, Russell was trying to climb the hose. His hands were about to give out. “I can’t do it.”

“Russell!” Carl shouted.

Russell caught sight of Carl and Kevin climbing the side of the airship.

“Caw-caw, rarr! Caw-caw, rarr
 !” Carl called.

The Wilderness Explorer call set Russell’s blood on fire! “You leave Mr. Fredricksen alone!” he shouted at Muntz. Russell wasn’t about to let a fellow Explorer down! Hand over hand, he hauled himself up to the house. He ignored the planes as they dove toward him. Russell had only one goal— to save Carl and Kevin.

A plane closed in just as Russell pulled himself onto the porch.

Russell pointed down. “Hey!” he shouted. “Squirrel!”

“Squirrel!” cried the squadron leader. “Where’s the squirrel?”

“Squirrel! Where’s the squirrel?” shouted the other pilots. Their planes zoomed madly as they looked around, desperate to find the squirrel.

The planes slammed into each other! The dog pilots ejected and their parachutes unfurled. They dropped safely toward the ground. A dog pilot named Omega shook his head. “I hate squirrels.”

On the side of the blimp, Muntz had grabbed Carl’s leg. Carl kicked him off. Muntz fell partway down the ladder but managed to grab a rung at the last minute.

Finally, Carl and Kevin reached the top of the blimp. Dug joined them.

“Russell!” Carl waved his arms at the house. “Over here!”

Russell steered the house toward his friends. Carl heaved Kevin onto the porch.

“Come on, Kevin!” Carl laughed.

As the house started to rise, Carl held tight to Dug and jumped up onto the porch. They’d made it!

But then Muntz appeared. He was standing on top of the airship holding a rifle. Boom!
 One of his bullets ripped through the balloon strings, sending half of the balloons floating into the sky. The house plunged and hit the top of the airship. Carl tumbled out.

Just then, the house started to slide off the airship. It was going to fall! Carl grabbed the end of the hose, trying to stop it.

“Russell! Get out of there!” Carl yelled.

Russell, Dug, and Kevin ran out to the porch. But Muntz fired another shot, forcing them to duck back into the house.

“Leave them alone!” Carl yelled as Muntz ran toward the house.

Muntz climbed onto the porch. The house tipped forward. Carl tightened his grip. Muntz banged on the front door with his rifle. Carl knew he had to do something.

Suddenly, he had an idea!

“Russell!” he shouted. “Hang on to Kevin! Don’t let go of him!”

Russell didn’t understand, but he did as he was told. Both Russell and Dug held on tight to Kevin and braced themselves.

Muntz burst through the front door. He raised his rifle.

Outside, Carl pulled a chocolate bar from his pocket. “Kevin!” he cried, waving the candy. “Chocolate!”

Kevin streaked toward the chocolate. She blasted through the front window, hauling Russell and Dug with her.

Muntz scrambled after the bird. As he leaped after her, his foot got caught on a bunch of balloons and he drifted away.

Carl had done it—he’d saved his friends! But he hadn’t managed to save his house. Carl watched as it disappeared into the clouds. Ellie’s clubhouse was gone forever.

“Sorry about your house, Mr. Fredricksen,” Russell said sadly.

For a moment, Carl didn’t speak. He wasn’t nearly as upset as he’d thought he’d be. He had thought that the house, with all its reminders, was keeping Ellie near him. But now he realized something. Ellie wasn’t in the house.

Ellie was in his heart.

“You know,” Carl said, “it’s just a house.”

He turned toward Dug, Kevin, and Russell.


They’re more than friends,
 Carl thought.


They’re family.



And speaking of family …
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第 10 章

卡尔把房间里所有的东西都扔了出去——椅子、桌子、梳妆台、餐具、鞋子、帽子、带相框的照片。房子又升高了一点，然后越来越高。

他又把冰箱从门廊上推了下去。


呼！
 随着房子升上天空，卡尔高兴地大叫一声。向下望去，他和艾莉所有的物品都散落在地上，也包括那对他们最爱的舒适座椅。两张椅子再次并排放在一起，伫立在天堂瀑布的顶端。

然后他冲向驾驶台，一边观察空中的情况，一边调整前进的方向。


咚咚咚，咚咚咚！
 一阵敲门声传来。

“小罗？”卡尔惊呼。他打开门，却没看到小罗。相反，他看到了一只大眼睛的金毛猎犬。“道格！”

“我喜欢你，所以藏在了门廊下面。”道格解释着，“我能留下吗？”

“这还用问吗？”卡尔满心欢喜地喊道，“当然了，你是我的狗，对吧？我是你的主人！”

“你愿意当我的主人？”道格一边欢呼一边卖力地摇着尾巴，随后纵身一跃，向前扑去，对着卡尔的脸一阵狂舔，“哦，太棒了！哦，太棒了！”

“好孩子，道格。你是个好孩子，道格。”卡尔笑着拍了拍这只狗。

现在他们得尽快找到小罗。

此刻的小罗身处“探险精神号”，被蒙兹的狗绑在一张椅子上。他本想利用吹叶机偷偷潜进来，不料被这群狗发现了。

蒙兹厉声喝道：“你那个老朋友呢？”

小罗脸上阴云密布。“他已经不是我朋友了。”说着，小罗打开吹叶机，冲着蒙兹的脸猛吹过去。

蒙兹一把抢过吹叶机，把它丢到了一边。“既然你在这里，”蒙兹说，“那费迪逊肯定也在附近。”他一把抓起小罗，将他拽向地图室。

“放开我！”小罗喊道，“你把凯文关在哪儿了？”

二宝倾身靠近小罗，咆哮道：“你就尽管叫吧，小邮差。”

“你的邮差朋友都不会来救你。”小宝在旁边添了一句。

蒙兹向舷窗外看了看，竟看到一座房子径直向飞船冲过来！“大宝！”蒙兹大喊，“费迪逊要来了。看好那只鸟，如果见到那个老家伙，就杀了他。”说完，他按下一个开关，走出了房间。

小罗脚下的地板开始下降，他发现自己竟然是在舷梯上！

蒙兹径直前往驾驶舱，亲自掌舵。但那个房子却消失了。“费迪逊，你在哪儿？”他吼道。

此刻，房子其实就跟在飞船后面，而蒙兹却对此毫无察觉。卡尔站在门廊远远望去，看见小罗被绑在舷梯的一张椅子上。他戴上小罗的那条肩带，随后注意到小罗正慢慢向飞船边缘滑去。

卡尔驾驶着房子靠近飞船。他将自己的手杖勾在软管上，飞速向小罗滑去。眼看小罗就要从旋梯上滑下去，卡尔抵达小罗身边，一把抓住了他的椅子靠背，在舷梯边缘救下了他。

“道格！”卡尔喊道，“把房子带过来！”

“费迪逊先生！”小罗激动地大喊，“你回来救凯文了！我们去找她吧。”

卡尔说：“我不用你帮忙，我只要你安全。”说罢，他和道格便将小罗安置在安全的客厅里，然后这一人一狗便返回去救凯文。

飞船上到处都是来回巡逻的猎犬，道格和卡尔只能借助通风管道偷偷地前进。终于，他们找到了凯文。她被关在一个巨大的笼子里，被更多凶恶的狗看守着。

“我们该怎么办，道格？”卡尔从天花板上的通风口向下窥视，低声问道。

道格没有回答，他正忙着啃卡尔手杖底部的一个网球。


网球……
 卡尔动起了脑筋。

他小心地跳到凯文的笼子顶上，将一个网球举过自己头顶，大喊了一句：“谁想要这个球？”

“我！”那群狗兴奋地跳来跳去，“我想要！我想要那个球！”

“那就去捡吧！”卡尔把球扔出房间。

所有的狗都争先恐后追了出去，其中一条大喊道：“我抢 到了！”

卡尔砰的一声关上了门，把那些狗锁在了外面，随即转身对凯文说：“我这就放你出来。”

此刻，小罗仍在房子里，费力地解着将自己绑在椅子上的绳子。终于，绳子解开了！然而就在那一刻，不幸的事发生了，椅子向门廊倾斜而去，滑向了房子边缘。

小罗和椅子一起从门廊上坠落下去，他吓得尖叫起来。情急之下，他抓住一根从盘着的轮子上散开的花园软管。椅子掉了下去，小罗紧紧地抓住了软管。

风把房子重新推向了蒙兹的飞船。

“谁知道他们在哪儿？”蒙兹在驾驶舱中喊道。那些狗疯狂地吠着，回答着，嘈杂的环境让他一个字都听不清。

就在这时，小罗吊在花园软管末端，滑过驾驶舱的窗户，窗户上传来一连串刺耳的吱吱声。“哇哦！”

蒙兹和大宝目瞪口呆地望着他。随后，蒙兹对着无线电命令道：“灰狗队长，把那个房子打下来！”

几秒钟后，一架飞机从飞船底部冲了出来。

“啊——！啊！” 眼看一架又一架飞机朝自己袭来，小罗失声大喊。

驾驶员是蒙兹的那群狗！

飞机冲着房子开火，紧擦着小罗飞过。

“啊——！”小罗大声尖叫。

飞机掉头再次经过房子旁边，小罗奋力地顺着软管往上爬。

小罗完全在孤军奋战，要想回到房子里，他只能靠自己。

“快点，凯文。”卡尔催促道。他、道格，还有凯文悄悄地走进战利品陈列室，寻找着逃离飞船的道路。就在这时，蒙兹忽然从阴影中走出来，手里拿着一把剑，举过头顶。

“汪！”道格叫了一声，扑向蒙兹，一口咬住他的腿。蒙兹把道格踢出门外，狠狠地关上了门。道格对着紧闭的门狂吠。突然，他听到身后传来咆哮声，于是慢慢转过身。

大宝和其他狗正站在他身后。

“你们好。”道格对那群咆哮的伙伴说道。

在战利品陈列室里，蒙兹低吼一声，举起了手中的剑。卡尔也举起自己的手杖作为防卫。

蒙兹举剑向卡尔砍去，却砍在柱子上，卡住了。卡尔挥舞着手杖，也没有击中蒙兹。

蒙兹将剑从柱子上拔了下来，把卡尔踢倒在地，举剑说道：“有什么遗言吗，费迪逊？来吧，一吐为快吧！”

卡尔灵机一动，计上心来。他把假牙一口吐到蒙兹脸上，蒙兹向后倒下，给了卡尔足够的缓冲时间。

卡尔把假牙装回嘴里，蒙兹再次发起攻击。“无论是死是活，我都要把那只鸟带回去。”蒙兹喊道。他再次朝卡尔举起了剑。

而就在此时，驾驶舱里，一群狗将道格撞到了操控台上。飞船因此发生了倾斜，蒙兹踉跄了一下，卡尔意识到这是逃离的好机会。

“快走，凯文！”卡尔喊道。他和凯文冲出窗口，顺着飞船一侧的梯子开始向上爬，蒙兹紧随其后。

而在同一时间，大宝正和道格在驾驶舱里打得不可开交，他咆哮道：“我现在很享受杀死你的过程，道格。”

道格环顾四周，感到有些绝望。他所能触及的范围内只有一盏灯。大宝迎面扑来，道格一把抓过灯罩，冲着大宝的脑袋砸了下去，敲松了他项圈上的一个按钮。

其余的狗都停了下来，望着大宝，有一条说：“他戴上了‘耻辱锥帽’。”

大宝听后吓了一跳，他这才发觉，这个灯罩看起来跟他为了惩罚道格而制作的那个丑陋的漏斗一样。“嗯？什么？”他喊道，声音再次变得又高又尖，“别坐在那儿了！快进攻！”

然而那群狗只是嘲笑着他。

“坐下！”道格命令道。

大宝坐了下来。其余的狗惊讶极了，却也跟着坐了下来。他们等候着道格的下一道命令。

道格太高兴了，这是他第一次成为这群狗的首领！

然而道格的朋友们此刻仍在险境中挣扎。窗外，小罗正努力地顺着软管往上爬，他觉得自己的双手快没力气了：“我不行了。”

这时，卡尔喊道：“小罗！”

小罗寻声望去，看见了卡尔和凯文，他们正顺着飞船的一侧在往上爬。

卡尔又喊道：“嘎—嘎，喔呜！嘎—嘎，喔呜！”


这野外探险家的口号让小罗热血沸腾。“你离费迪逊先生远一点！”他冲蒙兹大喊一声。小罗不想让自己的探险家同伴失望，他继续朝着房子一点一点向上爬去。飞机朝他俯冲过来时，他也毫不畏惧。他现在只有一个目标——去救卡尔和凯文。

小罗刚爬上门廊，一架飞机便靠近了房子。

小罗指了指下面，喊道：“瞧！松鼠！”

“松鼠！”飞行中队队长喊道，“哪儿有松鼠？”

“松鼠！哪儿有松鼠？”其余的驾驶员也喊道。他们向四周望去，急切地想找到松鼠，飞机因此疯狂移动着。

他们的飞机轰的一声撞在一起！机舱中的狗从里面弹了出来，身后张开降落伞，安全地向地面落去。一只叫小小宝的狗摇了摇头说：“我讨厌松鼠！”

而在飞船的一侧，蒙兹抓住了卡尔的腿。卡尔一脚将他踢开，蒙兹顺着梯子坠落下去，但在最后关头，他抓住了下面的一级阶梯。

最终，卡尔和凯文到达了飞船顶部，道格也来到了这里。

“小罗！”卡尔对着房子挥舞着手臂，喊道，“到这儿来！”

小罗驾驶着房子向他的朋友们飞去。房子临近时，卡尔把凯文推上门廊。

“跟上，凯文！”卡尔大笑道。

房子开始上升，卡尔紧紧抱住道格，跳上了门廊。他们成 功了！

然而，蒙兹再次出现了。他站在飞船顶上，手里拿着把枪。砰！
 一颗子弹打断了系着气球的绳子，半捆气球向空中飞去。房子急速下坠，撞在飞船顶上，卡尔从里面摔了出来。

紧接着，房子开始从飞船上往下滑。眼看就要掉下去了！卡尔急忙抓住软管末端，试图阻止房子继续下滑。

“小罗！快出来！”卡尔大喊。

小罗、道格和凯文跑到了门廊上。但蒙兹又开了一枪，他们被迫躲回到房子里。

“别碰他们！”看见蒙兹冲向房子，卡尔大喊道。

蒙兹爬上门廊，房子又向外倾斜了一点。卡尔把软管抓得更紧了。蒙兹用枪狠狠地砸着房门，卡尔明白自己必须做点什么。

他忽然有了主意！

“小罗！”他喊道，“抱紧凯文！别松手！”

虽然小罗不明白为什么要这样，但他还是照做了。他和道格都紧紧抱住凯文，做好了准备。

蒙兹从前门冲了进去，举起了手中的枪。

而在外面，卡尔从口袋里拿出了一条巧克力。“凯文！”他晃动着巧克力喊道，“巧克力哦！”

凯文径直冲向巧克力，她拖着小罗和道格，从前窗穿了 出来。

蒙兹赶忙追了上去。但是，在他跟随凯文跳出房子时，他的脚被一串气球缠住了，于是他随着房子向远处飘去。

卡尔做到了——他救了他的朋友们！但是，他却没能护住自己的房子。卡尔看着房子消失在云海中，艾莉的俱乐部永远消失了。

“费迪逊先生，对不起，你的房子没了。”小罗失落地说道。

卡尔沉默了一会儿，他发现自己并没有想象中那么难过。他一度以为，那个房子有他全部的回忆，让他觉得艾莉就在身边。但是，他现在明白了，艾莉并不在那座房子里。

艾莉一直在他心中。

“算了，”卡尔说，“只是座房子而已。”

说完，他转向道格、凯文和小罗。


但是，他们已经不仅仅是朋友了。
 卡尔想道。


他们是家人。



说到家人……
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CHAPTER 11

“Ow!” Carl laughed as the baby bird pecked at his head, grooming him. He was holding another little bird in his hand.

“Look at you,” Russell cooed at the babies, “you’re so soft.”

Kevin called out. She was at the entrance to the labyrinth—her home, where she would be safe.

Carl and Russell groaned. It was time to say goodbye. They set Kevin’s babies gently on the ground and watched as they streaked toward their mother.

“I wish I could keep one,” Russell said sadly.

One of the babies hissed at Dug. But Dug wasn’t offended. He had finally accepted that these birds simply didn’t want to be his prisoners.

Kevin cuddled her babies for a moment. Then she led them into the labyrinth. She turned back and squawked.

“Bye, Kevin.” Russell waved.

Then he and Carl headed back to the blimp.

“Ready?” Russell asked as he sat at the controls.

“Ready!” Carl grinned at his copilot as they took off into the sky.

Muntz’s dogs hung their heads through the open windows, enjoying the breeze. It turned out that they weren’t nearly as ferocious as Muntz had wanted them to be. Now that Carl was their master, they were just regular dogs.





They were all on their way home.

“And by receiving their badges, the following Explorers will graduate to Senior Explorers,” the campmaster announced. He stood at the front of the auditorium, along with the Wilderness Explorers and their fathers. “For Extreme Mountaineering Lore. Congratulations, Jimmy.” He handed the badge to Jimmy’s father, who beamed proudly.

“For Assisting the Elderly …” The campmaster looked up to find Russell and blinked.

Russell’s uniform was beat up, and his skin was tan from his time in South America. Unlike the other Wilderness Explorers at the ceremony, Russell had been on a real adventure.

“Russell, is your dad here for you?” the campmaster asked.

Russell peered out into the audience, where someone was making his way forward.

“Excuse me. Old man coming through.” Carl climbed onto the stage. “I’m here for him,” he told the campmaster.

The campmaster handed Carl the badge. “Congratulations, Russell,” he said. He moved on to the other Explorers.

Carl leaned down to pin something to Russell’s sash. “Russell, for assisting the elderly, and for performing above and beyond the call of duty, I would like to award you the highest honor I can bestow: the Ellie Badge.”

Russell looked down. Carl had given him Ellie’s grape-soda pin. “Wow.”

They saluted each other. Then Russell gave Carl a hug.

“All right, I think that covers everybody. So, let’s give a big Explorer Call to our brand-new Senior Wilderness Explorers!” the campmaster said.

The audience let out a wild “Caw-caw, rarr! Caw-caw, rarr!”


Dug and the other dogs howled in approval. And Carl grinned, knowing that he and his friends would have many more adventures together.

Russell and Carl sat on a curb outside Fenton’s. They were licking chocolate ice cream cones and watching cars go by.

“Blue one,” Russell said.

Carl squinted. “Red one.”

“Blue one.”

“Red one.”

“That’s a bike,” Russell protested.

“It’s red, isn’t it?” Carl demanded.

“Mr. Fredricksen, you’re cheating.”

“No, I’m not,” Carl insisted. “Red one.”

“That’s a fire hydrant.”

Carl licked his ice cream, chuckling. “Maybe I need new glasses.”

Russell looked up. The blimp was parked overhead. A single blue balloon floated up and away from them. “Another blue one,” he said.

Carl nodded. He wasn’t about to argue. After all, it was simply a game. And it was the simple things that he and Russell liked best.

(The End)


第 11 章

“嗷！”卡尔大笑着，一只小鸟正啄着他的脑袋，为他梳理头发。而他手里还托着另一只小鸟。

“瞧瞧你们，”小罗温柔地对小鸟说，“你们摸起来真软。”

凯文鸣叫了一声。她站在迷宫入口，那里是她的家，是她安全的港湾。

卡尔和小罗叹息一声，是时候说再见了。他们把凯文的孩子轻轻地放到地上，看着他们向自己的妈妈奔去。

“我要是能养一只就好了。”小罗失落地说。

一只小鸟冲道格嘶叫了一声，但道格并没有生气，他终于接受了这些鸟不想做他的俘虏这一事实。

凯文抱了抱自己的孩子，然后带着他们走进迷宫，进去之前，她转过头叫了一声。

“再见，凯文。”小罗挥了挥手。

然后，他和卡尔返回了飞船。

“准备好了吗？”小罗坐在操控台前问。

“好了！”卡尔对他的飞行员笑着，他们慢慢向天空飞去。

蒙兹的那群狗把头伸出窗户，享受着微风。其实，它们并没有那么凶猛，都是蒙兹让他们表现成之前那样的，卡尔成为他们的主人后，他们又变回普通的狗了。

现在他们都在回家的路上。

“以下获得徽章的探险家，将成为高级探险家。”野营主办者宣布道。他正站在礼堂前方，旁边是野外探险家们和他们的父亲。“这是极限攀登知识徽章，恭喜你，吉米。”他把徽章交到吉米父亲的手上，吉米的父亲自豪地笑着。

“下面是助老徽章……”野营主办者抬头看到小罗，眨了 眨眼。

小罗的制服上沾满了灰尘，他的皮肤也在去南美洲期间晒黑了。与授奖仪式上的其他野外探险家不同，小罗经历了一场真正的探险。

“小罗，你爸爸来了吗？”野营主办者问道。

小罗向观众席张望，发现有个人正朝主席台赶来。

“抱歉，请给老头子让让路。”卡尔爬上舞台，对野营主办者说，“我是他的家长。”

野营主办者将徽章交给卡尔，又转头说道：“恭喜你，小罗。”说完便走向下一位探险家。

卡尔俯身把一样东西戴在了小罗的肩带上。“小罗，帮助老人，尽职尽责，表现优异，现授予你我所能颁发的最高荣誉：艾莉徽章。”

小罗低头看了看，卡尔给他戴的竟然是艾莉的葡萄汽水瓶盖徽章。他惊呼一声：“哇！”

他们互相敬礼，随后小罗给了卡尔一个大大的拥抱。

“好了，徽章已全部颁发完毕。现在，让我们为新一批高级野外探险家欢呼吧！”野营主办者说。

观众热烈地喊着，“嘎—嘎，喔呜！嘎—嘎，喔呜！
 ”

道格和其他的狗也都发出支持的嗥叫。卡尔笑了，他知道自己和朋友们今后还会一同经历更多的探险。

小罗和卡尔坐在“芬顿”冰激凌店外的马路边，他们一边舔着巧克力冰激凌蛋筒，一边看着来来往往的车辆。

“蓝色的。”小罗说。

卡尔眯起眼睛说：“红色的。”

“蓝色的。”

“红色的。”

“那是辆自行车。”小罗抗议道。

“但它是红色的，不是吗？”卡尔为自己辩解。

“费迪逊先生，你耍赖。”

“我可没有。”卡尔坚持道，“又一个红色的。”

“那是消火栓。”

卡尔舔了舔冰激凌，笑着说：“也许我要配副新眼镜了。”

小罗抬起头，看见一艘飞船停在他们头顶。一只蓝色气球飘起来，飞离了他们，他说：“又一个蓝色的。”

卡尔点点头，他不想争论。毕竟，这只是个游戏，而且，这些简单的事情就是他和小罗的最爱。

（完）
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