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不朽的传奇,永恒的经典

——美国小学语文出版前言

在19世纪末到20世纪上半叶的很长一段时间内，有这样一套美国语文教材，作为“美国普通学校基础系列读本”，被广泛地应用于加利福尼亚州、波士顿、纽约、芝加哥、圣弗朗西斯科、哥伦比亚，境外则延伸到加拿大、印度、澳大利亚、新西兰、菲律宾，并被译成西班牙语、日语，影响到了中南美洲和日本等国的教材编写与发展，这就是津恩公司出版的塞娃阿“少儿/儿童读本”系列，它成为美国教材出版史上影响深远的经典传奇课本。它的教材理念、部分选文现今已经植入当代美国小学语文教材之中，继续影响着美国人的语文学习。

19世纪下半叶至20世纪上半叶，对美国来说，是一个什么样的阶段呢？是美国完成民族融合后，社会内部逐步完善，各个方面飞速发展，并日趋繁荣，最终成长为世界最强大的国家的黄金时期。这一阶段，美国精神——不问出身、只看能力和奋斗的英雄主义，得到了充分的发扬与光大，在公平合理的规则框架下，所有社会个体的精神能量积聚成整个社会的能量，最终创造了美国奇迹，创造了人类的奇迹。塞娃阿和她编写的美国小学语文课本，就是这个时代精神最好的诠释、最好的例证之一。

出身于教师和作家家庭的塞娃阿，经历了家庭变故、动荡搬迁等成长过程中不同于常人的一系列困扰与波折，但最终茁壮地长大成人，并得以进入美国马萨诸塞州剑桥市的一所学校任教。

按当时学校规定，新教师必须进入专门为其正式上岗准备的“训练学校”。毕业后，这些新教师经常先做助教工作，并要做两年的实习教师，在此期间不拿全薪。他们要紧跟当时学校的文学教学内容，访问其他学校，参加“教育研讨会”。如果这些教师达不到高标准便会被淘汰，校委会聘用新教师是根据达尔文法则：“‘训练学校’……的运作过程就像自然选择，总是适者生存。”良好的成长环境和严苛的教师素质训练，注定让塞娃阿成为一名出色的教师。丰富的文学知识和家庭带来的天性，加上在师范学校的系统训练，使塞娃阿在传道授业中游刃有余。

享受一名优秀教师的快乐，对一般经历了成长困境的人来说，应该已经是一件值得高兴和庆幸的事情了。但对塞娃阿来说，却铸就了她创新、冒险的性格。她喜欢独出机杼、一心创造自己想要的东西。她对学校所用教材感到不满，决定按自己的想法编写适合教学和能反映自己语文教学观念的教材。

教材不像别的图书，审核极其严格；教学任务繁重，考核严格，竞争激烈，这都是横亘在塞娃阿面前的关卡。

好在塞娃阿的天性与能力足以成就她的出色。她出版的第一本书就让当时一家名不见经传的很小的出版社声名鹊起，迅速蹿红，她的教材也从众多的教材中脱颖而出。之后，先后有不同的出版社寻求与她合作，直至最后津恩公司出现，珠联璧合，成就了经典，谱写出传奇——塞娃阿“少儿/儿童读本”系列，成为美国历史上横跨两个世纪、使用范围最广、使用人数最多的美国小学语文教材！

塞娃阿教材的最大特点在于：在引入新单词时，采取循序渐进的原则，并且用简单的句子加强对新单词的反复练习和巩固；比其他的教材更注重互动性，设置了很多问题和练习；引进针对默读能力的练习和数学方面内容；通过其他孩子和家庭故事，来激发孩子的学习兴趣，从而实现一系列的教学目标。

塞娃阿教材的成功还得益于她先进的儿童教育理念。教材中充满童真、童趣，把孩子语言能力的学习与审美观、品德素质的培养完美地结合起来。塞娃阿的成长背景（母亲是教师、父亲是作家）使她学养深厚，长期的教学实践和严苛的教育学方面的训练使她熟稔教育规律，还有她女性的视角赋予她对儿童心理和认知方面体贴入微的细腻的观察力。这些在编写初级教材方面，都是得天独厚的优势。她的这套初级教材如此畅销，绝非偶然。

至今，这些特点已经成为美国语文教材的基本理念。

需要说明的一点是，对于这套教材的翻译推介工作，我们以反映原书风貌为原则，以期让中国读者看到原汁原味的美国小学语文。但是原书中每课的课前生词并不都是以原形列出，有的名词是复数形式，有的动词是现在分词、过去式、过去分词或第三人称单数形式。为避免读者费解，我们在这样的单词后面以括号的形式给出了该单词的原形，并在下面的汉语释义后面也以括号的形式标明了该单词是复数、现在分词、过去式、过去分词或第三人称单数形式。除此以外，对原文未作任何改动。
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译者寄语

《美国小学语文(第一册)》的主要内容是语言启蒙，以看图说话为其首要方式，可以作为英语语言基本训练的内容加以学习。本册所选内容均着眼于英语语言运用的基本方法和原则，同样意义的不同表达方式在此得到了反复练习，可以实现读者对英语语言的初步理解，为后续的语言学习打下坚实基础。

本册强调字、词、句在英语语言中的基础地位，每一单元均围绕某些特定字词展开，由字到词、由词及句，通过语言练习实现读者的英语思维。本册配有少量课后练习，既可以加深读者对所学内容的理解，也可以发散读者的英语思维，利用已学内容解决其他语言问题，达到举一反三、触类旁通的效果。

本册是《美国小学语文》的开篇之作，也是美国小学语文教育的起点，美国小学语文教育理念在此得到了真切体现，读者可以在阅读中慢慢体会。美国小学语文教育强调对语言基础内容的理解和把握，强调语言对思维的塑造，读者可以通过语言学习训练思维方式，初步实现以英语进行思维。

本册内容浅显易懂、图文并茂，例句都在日常经验范围之内，客观上也降低了语言学习的难度，为读者学习英语减少了困难。





前言

保证少儿在起步阶段养成正确的阅读习惯，这一点至关重要。从一开始就养成语言表达的良好习惯是异常宝贵的，当然，若课文生词量过大，语言表达习惯的养成会受到限制。考虑到这一点，我们尽可能选择简单的课文，每一页的平均生词量约为2.5个。

“要想使语言不同寻常，我们深知，兴趣才是开启大门的钥匙。”

本书的课文都是通过精心挑选的，目的正是为了激发孩子们的兴趣，这样他们的表达才能更加自然，也更愿意用英文表达。

明智的教师都会给学生最早期的课文添加无穷的乐趣，对他们来说，文本只是基础，他们会向其中加入更多的思想和含义。教师可以在一处提出问题，激发学生的好奇心，也可以在另一处勾画心中所想，这些行动都能使学生真正地喜欢所阅读的文本。孩子们都是充满好奇心的，这会使他们欢欣鼓舞，使他们畅游在所学的知识当中。不断地积累、进步，即使是简单的句子结构，也能表达得活泼生动、意味深长。

（美）塞娃阿





The Alphabet

字 母 表

Aa Nn

Bb Oo

Cc Pp

Dd Qq

Ee Rr

Ff Ss

Gg Tt

Hh Uu

Ii Vv

Jj Ww

Kk Xx

Ll Yy

Mm Zz





see mamma

baby mamma see

See baby.See mamma.

看 妈妈

婴儿、宝贝妈妈看

看宝贝。看妈妈。





my doll my baby doll

my doll

我的 洋娃娃

my mamma

See my doll.

See my mamma.

See my baby doll.

我的洋娃娃 我的宝贝洋娃娃

我的妈妈

看我的洋娃娃。

看我的妈妈。

看我的宝贝洋娃娃。





See my kitty

kitty can I

猫咪 能够 我

See my kitty.

I can see my kitty.

Mamma can see my kitty.

My kitty can see.

My kitty can see baby.

看我的猫咪

看我的猫咪。

我能够看见我的猫咪。

妈妈能够看见我的猫咪。

我的猫咪能够看见。

我的猫咪能够看见宝贝。

REVIEW

I can see.

I can see kitty.

I can see my doll.

Kitty can see baby.

I can see mamma.

I can see baby.

Mamma can see.

Mamma can see my doll.

Mamma can see kitty.

Baby can see mamma.

Baby can see kitty.

Kitty can see mamma.

Kitty can see my doll.

Can baby see my doll?

Baby can see my doll.

See my doll, baby.

复习

我能够看见。

我能够看见猫咪。

我能够看见我的洋娃娃。

猫咪能够看见宝贝。

我能够看见妈妈。

我能够看见宝贝。

妈妈能够看见。

妈妈能够看见我的洋娃娃。

妈妈能够看见猫咪。

宝贝能够看见妈妈。

宝贝能够看见猫咪。

猫咪能够看见妈妈。

猫咪能够看见我的洋娃娃。

宝贝能够看见我的洋娃娃吗？

宝贝能够看见我的洋娃娃。

看我的洋娃娃，宝贝。





I have a slate

I have a book a slate

我有 一本书 一块（写字用的）石板

I have a slate.

I have a book.

I have a kitty.

See my book.

See my slate.

Mamma can see my slate.

Mamma can see my book.

See my slate, baby.

See my book, baby.

I have a doll.

Baby can see my doll.

Baby can see my book.

Baby can see my slate.

Kitty can see my book.

Can kitty see baby?

Kitty can see baby.

Can baby see kitty?

Baby can see kitty.

Can baby see my slate?

Baby can see my slate.

I have my slate.

我有一块石板

我有一块石板。

我有一本书。

我有一只猫咪。

看我的书。

看我的石板。

妈妈能够看见我的石板。

妈妈能够看见我的书。

看我的石板，宝贝。

看我的书，宝贝。

我有一个洋娃娃。

宝贝能够看见我的洋娃娃。

宝贝能够看见我的书。

宝贝能够看见我的石板。

猫咪能够看见我的书。

猫咪能够看见宝贝吗？

猫咪能够看见宝贝。

宝贝能够看见猫咪吗？

宝贝能够看见猫咪。

宝贝能够看见我的石板吗？

宝贝能够看见我的石板。

我有我的石板。





I can see Willie

I like Wilie to play has

我喜欢 威利 玩耍/做游戏（不定式） 有（第三人称单数）

I can see Willie.

Willie has a kitty.

Willie has a book.

I have a book.

Mamma has a book.

Baby has a book.

Baby can see Willie.

I like Willie.

I like to play.

I like my book.

I like to see kitty play.

Baby can play.

Willie can play.

我能够看见威利

我能够看见威利。

威利有一只猫咪。

威利有一本书。

我有一本书。

妈妈有一本书。

宝贝有一本书。

宝贝能够看见威利。

我喜欢威利。

我喜欢玩。

我喜欢我的书。

我喜欢看猫咪玩。

宝贝会做游戏。

威利会做游戏。





Can you see Willie

you

你

Can you see Willie?

Can you see kitty?

Can you see a book?

Can you play?

Can you see kitty play?

你能够看见威利吗

你能够看见威利吗？

你能够看见猫咪吗？

你能够看见一本书吗？

你会做游戏吗？

你能够看见猫咪玩吗？

REVIEW

Baby has my slate.

See my slate, mamma.

Willie has a book.

I have a book.

I have my slate.

See my book, baby.

Willie has a kitty.

Can you see kitty play?

I like kitty.

I like to play.

Can yon see baby?

I can see baby.

Baby can see mamma.

I like baby.

I like kitty.

Mamma, see kitty play.

I like you, kitty.

复习

宝贝有我的石板。

看我的石板，妈妈。

威利有一本书。

我有一本书。

我有我的石板。

看我的书，宝贝。

威利有一只猫咪。

你能看见猫咪玩吗？

我喜欢猫咪。

我喜欢做游戏。

你能够看见宝贝吗？

我能够看见宝贝。

宝贝能够看见妈妈。

我喜欢宝贝。

我喜欢猫咪。

妈妈，看猫咪玩。

我喜欢你，猫咪。





I can see a nest

birds(bird) the nest

鸟（复数） 定冠词（表示特指）巢、窝

fly yes

飞 是的（表示肯定）

I can see a nest.

I can see the birds.

Can you see the nest? Yes.

Can you see the birds? Yes.

I have a bird.

My bird can fly.

See the nest.

我能够看见一个巢

我能够看见一个巢。

我能够看见几只鸟。

你能够看见巢吗？能。

你能够看见几只鸟吗？能。

我有一只鸟。

我的鸟能够飞。

看巢。





Papa has a pretty tree

papa tree pretty

爸爸 树 美丽的

is in

是（be动词的第三人称单数现在式） 在……里面

Papa has a pretty tree.

I see the pretty tree.

See the birds in the tree.

A nest is in the tree.

爸爸有一棵美丽的树

爸爸有一棵美丽的树。

我看见美丽的树。

看树上面的鸟。

树上面有一个巢。

The nest is pretty.

Can yon see the nest?

You pretty birds!

I like to see you fly.

Fly to the nest.

See the birds fly, papa.

巢很好看。

你能够看见巢吗？

鸟儿们，你们真可爱！

我喜欢看你们飞翔。

飞到巢里。

看鸟儿们飞翔，爸爸。





Oh, see the little mice!

oh run mice(mouse) little

哦（感叹词） 跑老鼠（复数） 小的

Oh, see the little mice!

Can you see the little mice? Yes.

The little mice have a nest.

Can you see the nest? Yes.

哦，看小老鼠

哦，看小老鼠！

你能够看见小老鼠吗？能。

小老鼠有个窝。

你能够看见（老鼠）窝吗？能。





The little mice can run

mouse your catch

老鼠 你的，你们的 抓住

The little mice can run.

I can run.Can you run? Yes.

I like the little mice.

See the mice play.

I like to see you, little mice.

A little mouse can run.

See the mouse, kitty.

Kitty can see the mouse.

Kitty can catch the mouse.

Run, little mouse.

Kitty can run.

Kitty can catch you.

Kitty can catch a bird.

Have you a nest, little mouse?

Run to your nest.

I like you, little mouse.

I like to see you play.

Run, run, little mouse!

Run to your mamma.

小老鼠能跑

小老鼠能跑。

我能跑。你能跑吗？能。

我喜欢小老鼠。

看老鼠玩耍。

我喜欢看着你们，小老鼠。

小老鼠能跑。

看老鼠，猫咪。

猫咪能够看见老鼠。

猫咪能够抓住老鼠。

快跑，小老鼠。

猫咪能跑。

猫咪能够抓住你。

猫咪能够抓住鸟。

你有窝吗,小老鼠？

跑回你的窝。

我喜欢你，小老鼠。

我喜欢看你玩耍。

跑，快跑，小老鼠！

跑回你妈妈的身边。





Papa has a big horse

on big ride horse may

在……上面 大的 骑马 马 可能/也许

Papa has a big horse.

The horse can run.

Papa can ride on the horse.

I like to see papa ride.

Willie may ride on a horse.

Willie has a little horse.

Willie's horse is pretty.

I like Willie's horse.

Willie's horse can run.

Willie's horse is little.

Papa's horse is big.

Willie is little.

Papa is big.

Can you ride on a horse?

I can ride on papa's horse.

I like to ride on Willie's horse.

Willie's horse likes Willie.

Papa's horse likes Willie.

Baby likes papa's horse.

爸爸有一匹骏马

爸爸有一匹骏马。

马能够跑。

爸爸能够骑马。

我喜欢看爸爸骑马。

威利也许会骑马。

威利有一匹马驹。

威利的马很可爱。

我喜欢威利的马。

威利的马能跑。

威利的马很小。

爸爸的马很高大。

威利很小。

爸爸很高大。

你能骑马吗？

我能够骑爸爸的马。

我喜欢骑威利的马。

威利的马喜欢威利。

爸爸的马喜欢威利。

宝贝喜欢爸爸的马。

Teach the formation of the possessive by adding's.

通过在单词后面添加's，形成所有格形式。

mamma mamma's

妈妈 妈妈的

baby baby's

宝贝 宝贝的

kitty kitty's

猫咪 猫咪的





Papa has a cow

feed milk cow John gives(give)

喂养 牛奶，挤牛奶 奶牛 约翰给（第三人称单数）

Papa has a cow.

See the pretty cow ,baby.

The cow gives milk.

I like milk.

I give milk to kitty.

I can feed the cow.

You may feed the cow.

See baby feed the cow.

See John milk the cow.

I like to see you milk, John.

Papa can milk the cow.

I like to see papa milk the cow.

I can feed papa's horse.

The cow can see baby.

The cow likes baby.

Baby likes to feed the cow.

I like the pretty cow.

爸爸养了一头奶牛

爸爸养了一头奶牛。

看可爱的奶牛，宝贝。

奶牛能够产奶。

我喜欢牛奶。

我把牛奶给了猫咪。

我能喂奶牛。

你可以喂奶牛。

看宝贝喂奶牛。

看约翰挤牛奶。

我喜欢看你挤牛奶，约翰。

爸爸会挤牛奶。

我喜欢看爸爸挤牛奶。

我能喂爸爸的马。

奶牛能够看见宝贝。

奶牛喜欢宝贝。

宝贝喜欢喂奶牛。

我喜欢可爱的奶牛。

Papa has a______cow.

I have a______book.

Willie has a______horse.

Mamma has a______baby.

Kitty can see a______mouse.

I like my______slate.

Oh, see the______bird ！

Children supply the adjective.

爸爸有一头______奶牛。

我有一本______书。

威利有一匹______马。

妈妈有一个______宝贝。

猫咪能够看见一只______老鼠。

我喜欢我的______石板。

哦，看______鸟儿！

孩子补充形容词。

REVIEW

Willie, can you milk a cow?

Yes, I can milk a cow.

I can ride on a horse.

I can feed the horse.

See kitty in the tree.

A little bird is in the tree.

The little bird can see kitty.

The little bird can fly.

The bird has a pretty nest.

The nest is in the big tree.

The bird is on the nest.

I can feed the pretty bird.

I give milk to kitty.

See the little mouse, kitty.

Run, little mouse!

See the little mouse, baby.

See kitty run.

复习

威利，你会挤牛奶吗？

是的，我会挤牛奶。

我会骑马。

我会喂马。

看树上的猫咪。

一只小鸟在树上。

这只小鸟能看见猫咪。

这只小鸟能飞翔。

这只小鸟有个舒适的窝。

窝在大树上。

鸟在窝里。

我能喂养可爱的小鸟。

我给猫咪牛奶。

看小老鼠，猫咪。

跑，小老鼠！

看小老鼠，宝贝。

看猫咪跑。





Alice and I go to school

Alice go do and am it school

爱丽丝 去 做 和 是（be动词第一人称单数现在式) 它 学校

Alice and I go to school.

Alice is little.I am big.

See my slate.

Alice has a book and slate.

I like to go to school.

Do you see my school?

It is a little school.

Do you go to a little school?

爱丽丝和我去上学

爱丽丝和我去上学。

爱丽丝瘦小。我高大。

看我的石板。

爱丽丝有一本书和一块石板。

我喜欢上学。

你看见我的学校了吗？

它是一所小学校。

你上的是一所小学校吗？





Can you sew, Alice

sews(sew) me at look for

缝纫（第三人称单数）我（宾格）对着、朝着……（方向）看 为……

Can you sew, Alice?

Yes, I can sew a little.

I sew for my doll.

Mamma sews for me.

Mamma sews for baby.

I can sew for mamma.

I like to sew.

Do you sew in school, Alice?

Yes, I sew in school.

Look at my doll.

Do you see my doll?

Look at me.See me sew.

你会缝纫吗，爱丽丝

你会缝纫吗，爱丽丝？

是的，我会一点点。

我为我的洋娃娃缝衣服。

妈妈为我缝衣服。

妈妈为宝贝缝衣服。

我能为妈妈缝衣服。

我喜欢缝纫。

你在学校缝衣服吗，爱丽丝？

是的，我在学校缝衣服。

看我的洋娃娃。

你看见我的洋娃娃了吗？

看我。看着我缝衣服。





I have a pretty white dove

white dove Grace wish

白色的 鸽子 格蕾丝 希望

I have a pretty white dove.

Do you wish to see my dove?

Yes, I wish to see your dove.

It is the big white dove.

Oh yes, I see it.

It is a pretty dove.

See it fly, Grace.

Fly to me, pretty dove.

See baby look at the dove.

Do you wish to feed the dove?

You may feed it.

See the dove fly to baby.

My white dove has a nest.

Fly to your nest, pretty dove.

Willie has a little horse.

Alice has a pretty doll.

Grace has a white dove.

Papa has a big cow.

I have a little kitty.

我有一只美丽的白鸽子

我有一只美丽的白鸽子。

你想看看我的鸽子吗？

是的，我想看看你的鸽子。

它是一只大白鸽。

哦，是的，我看见它了。

它是一只美丽的鸽子。

看着它飞翔，格蕾丝。

飞向我吧，美丽的鸽子。

看，宝贝在看鸽子。

你想去喂鸽子吗？

你可以喂它。

看，鸽子飞向了宝贝。

我的白鸽子有个窝。

飞回你的窝吧，美丽的鸽子。

威利有一匹小马驹。

爱丽丝有一个漂亮的洋娃娃。

格蕾丝有一只白鸽子。

爸爸有一头大奶牛。

我有一只小猫咪。





Where did you get your book

where get did(do) not gave(give)

在哪儿到做（过去式）不（否定词）给（过去式）

Where did you get your book?

It is not my book.

It is Willie's book.

Where did Willie get it?

Papa gave it to Willie.

I have a big doll.

Papa did not give me my doll.

Mamma gave it to me.

I can look at Willie's book.

I have a big slate.

Do you wish to see it?

I can not get it.

It is at school.

See my doll.

Can my doll see the book?

The doll can not see the book.

Alice has a big book.

Where is your book, Alice?

I wish to see it.

I can get it for you.

Willie gave me my book.

I like to look at the book.

Have you a book, Grace?

I have a pretty book.

Where is your book?

Mamma has my book.

你在哪里拿到的书

你在哪里拿到的书？

它不是我的书。

它是威利的书。

威利从哪里得到的书？

爸爸把书给了威利。

我有一个大娃娃。

爸爸没有把我的洋娃娃给我。

它是妈妈给我的。

我可以阅读威利的书。

我有一块大石板。

你想看一看吗？

我现在无法拿到。

它在学校。

看我的洋娃娃。

我的洋娃娃会看书吗？

洋娃娃不会看书。

爱丽丝有一本大书。

你的书在哪里，爱丽丝?

我想看一看。

我能拿给你。

威利把我的书给了我。

我想看看书。

你有书吗，格蕾丝？

我有一本好书。

你的书在哪里？

妈妈拿了我的书。

REVIEW

want with

想要 与……一起

Grace has a pretty white dove.

I like to feed it.

I want a pretty dove, mamma.

You have a big doll, Kitty.

My doll can not play.

You can play with Willie.

Yes, I like to play with Willie.

Willie has a little white kitty.

Oh, I like a little kitty.

I can play with the kitty.

I wish to see the kitty.

Oh, you pretty little kitty!

Do not run.

I will give you milk.

I can sew for my doll.

I can play with my kitty.

复习

格蕾丝有一只美丽的白鸽子。

我喜欢喂它。

我想要一只美丽的鸽子，妈妈。

你有一个大洋娃娃，凯蒂。

我的洋娃娃不会玩耍。

你可以和威利做游戏。

是的，我喜欢和威利做游戏。

威利有一只小白猫。

哦，我喜欢小猫咪。

我能和猫咪玩耍。

我想看看猫咪。

哦，小猫咪，你真可爱！

别跑。

我会喂你喝牛奶。

我能为我的洋娃娃缝衣服。

我能和我的猫咪玩耍。





See my papa

Minnie boat will he

美妮 船 将要 他

See my papa.

He has a big boat.

I wish to ride in it.

Papa, will you give me a ride in your boat?

Yes, Minnie, I will.

Run and get mamma and baby.

Oh mamma, papa wants you!

He will give you a ride.

Baby may go in the boat.

Do you wish to go, baby?

Do you like to ride in the boat?

See baby run to the boat.

看我的爸爸

看我的爸爸。

他有一艘大船。

我想坐在船上。

爸爸，你会让我坐在你的船上吗？

是的，美妮， 我会的。

跑去叫妈妈和宝贝。

哦，妈妈，爸爸找你。

他想带你坐船兜风。

宝贝可能要坐船。

你想去吗，宝贝？

你想坐船吗？

看，宝贝向船跑了过去。

My papa has a b_____t.

I go to sch_____l.

A little k_____tty can run.

A little b_____rd can fly.

Have you a sl_____te?

My kitty likes m_____lk.

I like to see kitty pl_____y.

Oh, see the pretty n_____st!

I will feed the d_____ve.

The dove can fly to b_____by.

See Willie feed the h_____rse.

Alice has a pretty d_____ll.

我的爸爸有一艘船。

我去上学。

小猫咪会跑。

小鸟会飞翔。

你有石板吗？

我的猫咪喜欢牛奶。

我喜欢看猫咪玩。

哦，看可爱的巢。

我会喂鸽子的。

鸽子能飞向宝贝。

看威利喂马。

爱丽丝有一个漂亮的洋娃娃。





Oh, you big squirrel

squirrel up that no we got(get) nut

松鼠 向……上 那个 不 我们 得到（过去式）坚果（仁）

Oh, you big squirrel!

Where did you get that nut?

I got it on the tree.

We want that nut.

No, no, you can not have my nut.

I want it for my baby squirrel.

You can get a nut on the tree.

Run up the tree and get a nut.

哦，你这只大松鼠

哦，你这只大松鼠。

你从哪里得到的那个坚果？

我从树上摘的。

我们想要那个坚果。

不，不，你不能拿我的坚果。

我想把它给我的松鼠宝宝。

你可以从树上摘坚果。

爬到树上，摘坚果。





I have a little garden

May garden lily rose

梅 花园 百合花 玫瑰花

I have a little garden.

May gave me a white lily.

I have a rose.

It is in my garden.

Have you a garden? Yes.

Have you a lily in it?

No, I have a rose in my garden.

Minnie gave me my rose.

Where did you get your rose?

Papa gave my rose to me.

He has a big garden.

My papa has a big garden.

May I see it? Oh yes.

我有一个小花园

我有一个小花园。

梅给了我一枝白百合。

我有一朵玫瑰。

它生长在我的花园里。

你有花园吗？是的。

你的花园里有百合花吗？

不，我的花园里有玫瑰。

美妮给我的玫瑰。

你从哪里得到的玫瑰？

爸爸给我的玫瑰。

他有一个大花园。

我的爸爸有一个大花园。

我可以瞧一瞧吗？哦，可以。

i a e

in an me

在……里面 一个 我（宾格）

it can see

它 能够 看见

is has tree

是 有 树

lily and feed

百合 和 喂养





What are you going to do, John

going(go) are what six

去（现在分词）是（be动词现在式复数形式）什么 六

What are you going to do, John?

I am going to get the cows.

May I go, too?

Oh yes, you may.

I like the pretty cows.

Papa has six cows.

I see the six cows.

Are you going to feed the cows, John?

Oh no, I am going to milk the cows.

I will feed you, pretty cows.

What do you like?

I see what you like.

I will get it for you.

Where is the white cow going?

Do not run, my pretty cow.

John is going to milk you.

I like your white milk.

I will feed you.

I wish to milk the cow, John.

You may milk the white cow.

I like the white cow.

Papa gave the white cow to me.

你要去干什么，约翰

你要去干什么，约翰？

我要去看奶牛。

我也可以去吗？

哦，是的，你可以。

我喜欢可爱的奶牛。

爸爸有六头奶牛。

我看见了六头奶牛。

你要去喂奶牛吗，约翰？

哦，不，我要去给奶牛挤奶。

我会喂你们的，可爱的奶牛。

你喜欢什么？

我知道你喜欢什么了。

我会拿给你。

白色的奶牛要去哪里？

不要跑，我可爱的奶牛。

约翰要为你挤奶。

我喜欢你白色的牛奶。

我会喂你。

我想挤牛奶，约翰。

你可以为白色的奶牛挤奶。

我喜欢白色的奶牛。

爸爸把白色的奶牛给了我。





What is it mamma wants me to do

think let isn'tsome pail Ned

想 让 不是 一些 桶 内德

What is it mamma wants me to do?

Let me think.

Is it to feed my dove?

No, it isn't to feed my dove.

Is it to get some nuts for Ned's squirrel?

No, it isn't that.

Is it to get some milk for the baby?

Yes, I think it is to get some milk.

I think John is going to milk.

He has a big pail.

I will run and get my little pail.

Baby may have some milk.

I will let kitty have some milk.

Kitty likes the white milk.

I see baby in the garden.

Do you want some milk, baby?

I will get some milk for you.

What have you for me?

You may get a rose for me.

妈妈想让我做什么

妈妈想让我做什么？

让我想一想。

是喂我的鸽子吗？

不，不是喂我的鸽子。

是给内德的松鼠拿一些坚果吗？

不，也不是。

是给宝贝拿一些牛奶吗？

是的，我想是拿牛奶。

我想约翰要去挤牛奶。

他有一个大桶。

我会跑去拿我的小桶。

宝贝会喝一些牛奶。

我会让猫咪喝一些牛奶。

凯蒂喜欢白色的牛奶。

我在花园里看见了宝贝。

你想要一些牛奶吗，宝贝？

我会给你拿一些牛奶。

你要给我什么？

你可以给我一朵玫瑰。





I have been to see grandma

grandma been her she glad coming(come)

祖母 曾经去过（be动词过去分词）她（宾格）她（主格）高兴 来（现在分词）

I have been to see grandma.

She gave me a lily to give to mamma.

It is a pretty white lily.

I like to go to see grandma.

I have been in the garden.

She has a pretty garden.

I like to play in her garden.

Grandma is going to see mamma.

Grandma!Grandma!Where are you?

Are you coming, grandma?

Yes, I think she is coming.

I am glad she is coming.

I want her to see Ned's squirrel.

我去看过祖母了

我去看过祖母了。

她给我一朵百合花，是送给妈妈的。

它是一朵漂亮的白百合。

我想去看祖母。

我去过花园了。

她有一个漂亮的花园。

我喜欢在她的花园里玩耍。

祖母要去见妈妈。

祖母！祖母！你在哪里？

你要来了吗，祖母？

是的，我想她快来了。

我很高兴她快来了。

我想让她看一看内德的松鼠。

c—an b—ad b—ed

能 坏的 床

f—an h—ad f—ed

扇子，迷 有 喂养

m—an l—ad l—ed

人 少年，伙伴 带领

p—an m—ad N—ed

平底锅 疯狂的，着迷的 内德（人名）

r—an s—ad r—ed

跑 悲哀的 红色的

t—an p—ad w—ed

棕褐色 步行 嫁，娶

Let the children discover the new words for themselves.

让孩子们自己查阅以上生词。

REVIEW

them box

他（她/它）们 盒子

What is in your box, May?

You may look in and see.

Oh, what a pretty rose!

Yes; and see the lily.

I got the rose in my garden.

Papa and I got the lily.

Where is Ned going?

He is going to feed the squirrel.

I think it is time to feed my dove.

Isn't my dove pretty?

Papa gave Ned a little boat.

He gave baby a doll.

He gave me a pretty box.

The lily and rose are for grandma.

I think she will like them.

Oh yes, she will like them.

复习

你的盒子里面有什么，梅？

你可以向里面看，就会看到了。

哦，多么漂亮的玫瑰啊！

是的；再看看百合花。

我从我的花园里采摘的玫瑰。

爸爸和我采摘到了百合花。

内德要去做什么？

他要去喂松鼠。

我想是喂我的鸽子的时候了。

我的鸽子不漂亮吗？

爸爸给内德一艘小船。

他给宝贝一个洋娃娃。

他给我一个漂亮的盒子。

百合和玫瑰是给祖母的。

我想她会喜欢的。

哦，是的，她会喜欢的。





I am not going to school today

thank today city away basket

感谢 今天 城市 离开 篮/筐

I am not going to school today.

I am going to the city with mamma.

I like to go away with mamma.

Is Willie going with you?

No, Willie is not going today.

He is going to ride with papa.

I like to ride to the city.

I am going to get a pretty basket for you.

Oh, thank you, May.

I want a pretty basket for school.

Is baby going away with you?

Oh no, she is too little.

She is going to see grandma.

Grandma has a big doll for her.

She will play in the garden.

Some day she will go to the city.

She likes to go to see grandma.

I think it is time to go.

I see mamma coming.

I will run to her.

今天我不去上学

今天我不去上学。

我要和妈妈去城里。

我喜欢和妈妈外出。

威利将要和你一起去吗？

不，威利今天不去。

他将要和爸爸去骑马。

我喜欢骑马去城里。

我要给你买一个好看的筐。

哦，谢谢你，梅。

我想带一个漂亮的筐去上学。

宝贝和你一起去吗？

哦，不，她年龄太小了。

她要去见祖母。

祖母给她买了一个大娃娃。

她会在花园里玩耍。

有一天她会去城里。

她喜欢去见祖母。

我想我们该出发了。

我看见妈妈来了。

我会跑向她。





Look at my white cap

cap hat must into

帽子（有帽舌的） 帽子 必须 进入……里面

Look at my white cap.

Grandma gave it to me.

She got it in the city.

John has a cap, too.

It is not like my cap.

It is not a white cap.

I have a pretty hat for my doll.

Do you wish to see my doll?

I will get her for you.

She is up in my tree.

My tree is in the garden.

The birds have a nest in my tree.

I must go and feed them.

I am going into the garden.

I wish to get a lily for grandma.

I got a pretty rose for mamma.

Oh, I see you, John!

You are up in that tree.

Will you give me my doll?

Where is her white hat?

Do you see it in the tree?

I see it.I can get it.

I think my doll is pretty.

I like to sew for her.

看我白色的帽子

看我白色的帽子。

是祖母给我的。

她在城里买的。

约翰也有一顶帽子。

他的帽子和我的不一样。

它不是一顶白色的帽子。

我有一顶漂亮的帽子给我的洋娃娃。

你想看看我的洋娃娃吗？

我去给你拿。

她在我的树上。

我的树生长在花园里。

小鸟在我的树上有个窝。

我必须去给它们喂食。

我要走到花园里。

我想要给祖母摘一朵百合花。

我给妈妈摘了一朵漂亮的玫瑰。

哦，我看见你了，约翰！

你在那棵树上。

你可以把我的洋娃娃递给我吗？

她白色的帽子哪里去了？

你在树上看见它了吗?

我看见了。我能拿到。

我认为我的洋娃娃很漂亮。

我喜欢给她缝衣服。





Lulu has a pretty fish

Lulu swim goldfish fins(fin)

露露 游泳 金鱼 鱼鳍(复数)

Lulu has a pretty fish.

It is a goldfish.

It has fins.

Look at the fins.

It can swim with its fins.

Lulu likes to feed it.

It will swim to her.

Do you like to swim, little fish?

My fish likes to swim.

Swim to me, little fish.

I like to see your pretty fins go.

露露有一条漂亮的鱼

露露有一条漂亮的鱼。

它是一条金鱼。

它有鱼鳍。

看鱼鳍。

它有鱼鳍，会游泳。

露露喜欢喂鱼。

鱼会向她游去。

你喜欢游泳吗，小鱼？

我的鱼喜欢游泳。

游向我，小鱼。

我喜欢看你美丽的鱼鳍摆动的样子。





Anna, did you see kitty run

Anna hope didn't saw(see) come him

安娜 希望 没有做（过去式）看见（过去式）来 他（宾格）

Anna, did you see kitty run?

Yes, she saw a little mouse.

I hope she didn't catch it.

No, she didn't catch it.

I hope kitty will not catch the little mouse.

I want the mouse to get away.

I will give kitty some milk.

Will you get some milk for me, Anna?

Come away, kitty.You can not have the little mouse.

Run to your mamma, little mouse.

I hope kitty will not get you.

Oh, kitty!kitty!

You must not catch the little mouse.

The little mouse likes to play.

I like the little mouse.

I play with you.

I give you milk.

Anna has some milk for you.

Do not catch the little mouse.

It is time for papa to come.

I must run to see him.

安娜，你看见猫咪跑了吗

安娜，你看见猫咪跑了吗？

是的，她发现了一只小老鼠。

我希望她没有抓住它。

是的，她没有抓住它。

我希望猫咪不会抓住小老鼠。

我想让老鼠跑掉。

我会喂猫咪一些牛奶。

你可以拿些牛奶给我吗，安娜？

走开，猫咪。你不能抓小老鼠。

跑回你妈妈的身边，小老鼠。

我希望猫咪不会抓住你。

哦，猫咪！猫咪！

你千万不要抓小老鼠。

小老鼠喜欢玩耍。

我喜欢小老鼠。

我和你做游戏。

我喂你牛奶。

安娜为你准备了牛奶。

不要抓小老鼠。

现在爸爸该来了。

我必须跑去接他。





Papa put a bird's house into the tree

they house put make three out two

他们 房子 放 做 三个 到 外面 两个

Papa put a bird's house into the tree.

Two little birds have a nest in it.

You can not see the bird's house.

You can see the pretty birds.

They have three baby birds.

I go out to see them.

The birds like me.

They do not fly away.

I hope kitty will not catch them.

She can not go into the bird's house.

She is too big.

The big birds do not like her.

She must not run up the tree.

I will give her some milk.

Oh, you pretty little birds!

Fly to your nest.

Your baby birds want you.

I like to see you feed them.

What a pretty tree that is!

I saw papa make the bird's house.

The baby birds are not pretty.

爸爸把一个小鸟的房子放到了树上

爸爸把一个小鸟的房子放到了树上。

两只小鸟在房子里面有个巢。

你看不见小鸟的房子。

你能看见美丽的小鸟。

它们有三只鸟宝宝。

我到外面去看它们。

小鸟喜欢我。

它们不飞走。

我希望猫咪不会抓住它们。

她不会爬到小鸟的房子里。

她太大了。

大鸟不喜欢她。

她千万不要爬到树上去。

我会喂她一些牛奶。

哦，你们真是可爱的小鸟。

飞回你们的鸟巢吧。

你们的鸟宝宝需要你们。

我喜欢看你们喂鸟宝宝。

那真是一棵漂亮的树。

我看见爸爸做了一个小鸟的房子。

鸟宝宝不好看。

did not didno't  didn't

没有做

has not hasno'thasn't

没有

is not isno't isn't

不是





I am a big dog

Lion name back dog Frank his

里昂 名字 后背 狗 弗兰克 他的

I am a big dog.

My name is Lion.

Do you see Frank?

I am his dog.

I give him rides.

He can ride on my back.

I can run.I can swim, too.

Frank likes me.

His kitty will not play with me.

Her name is Minnie.

You may ride on my back, Minnie.

Do not run up into the tree.

I am not a lion.

Lion is my name.

Do you like big dogs?

Yes, and I like little dogs.

我是一条大狗

我是一条大狗。

我的名字叫里昂。

你看见弗兰克了吗？

我是他的狗。

我带他兜风。

他可以骑在我的背上。

我会跑。我也会游泳。

弗兰克喜欢我。

他的猫咪不和我玩。

她的名字叫美妮。

你可以骑在我的背上，美妮。

不要跑到树上去。

我不是狮子。

里昂是我的名字。

你喜欢大狗吗？

是的，我也喜欢小狗。

REVIEW

See my big dog, Alice.

His name is Lion.

Can you come and play with me?

No, Frank, I must go into the house.

Mamma will want me.

She is going away today.

She is going to the city.

Grandma is coming to be with baby and me.

I like to have grandma in the house.

She will play with me.

She likes baby.Baby likes her.

now had(have)

现在 做某事（过去式）

What can I do for you, mamma?

You may get my hat for me.

I want that big box, too.

You may put it with the hat.

Do you see grandma coming?

Oh yes, I see her in the garden.

Baby is with her now.

Baby had a ride on Lion's back.

复习

看我的大狗，爱丽丝。

他的名字叫里昂。

你能过来和我玩吗？

不，弗兰克，我必须回家。

妈妈让我回去。

她今天要外出。

她要去城里。

祖母会来看宝贝和我。

我喜欢祖母来我们家里。

她会和我玩耍。

她喜欢宝贝。宝贝喜欢她。

我能帮你做些什么，妈妈？

你把我的帽子递给我。

我还需要那个大盒子。

你可以把它和帽子放在一起。

你看见祖母来了吗？

哦，是的，我在花园里看见她了。

宝贝现在和她在一起。

宝贝坐在里昂的背上兜风。





Oh, Jamie, can you go on a picnic with me

woods（wood）ask picnic be too told(tell) Jamie us

树林(复数) 问 野餐 是（动词原形）也 告诉（过去式）杰米 我们

Oh, Jamie, can you go on a picnic with me?

Mamma told me to ask you.

She told me to ask Frank, too.

Where are you going for the picnic?

We are going to the woods.

Oh, I like to go to the woods.

I hope you can go.

Run in and ask your mamma.

Papa will give us a ride in his boat.

I like to go in a boat.

Papa is going to catch some fish.

Mamma has a big basket for us.

You will like what is in it.

We will run in and ask mamma.

Mamma, may we go with Lulu?

She is going on a picnic.

Her papa is going, too.

Yes, Jamie, you may go.

Where will the picnic be?

It will be in the woods.

哦，杰米，你愿意和我一起去野餐吗

哦，杰米，你愿意和我一起去野餐吗？

妈妈让我邀请你。

她还告诉我邀请弗兰克。

你们要去哪里野餐？

我们将要去树林里。

哦，我喜欢去树林里。

我希望你能去。

去问问你的妈妈。

爸爸会带我们坐他的船兜风。

我喜欢坐船。

爸爸要去抓鱼。

妈妈为我们准备了一个大篮筐。

你会喜欢篮筐里的东西。

我们去问问妈妈。

妈妈，我们可以和露露一起出去吗？

她将要去野餐。

她的爸爸也会去。

是的，杰米，你可以去。

去哪里野餐？

在树林里野餐。





Did you have a good time in the woods

an was（be）flowers(flower) cake good found(find) egg

一个 是（be动词过去式单数形式）花（复数）蛋糕 好 找到（过去式）蛋

Did you have a good time in the woods?

Yes, mamma, we did.

We saw some pretty flowers.

Lulu has some in her basket.

We found some nuts.

I saw a little squirrel.

Frank found a pretty nest.

The nest was in a tree.

A bird was on it.

I saw her fly away.

I found an egg in the nest.

Did the baby have a good time, mamma?

Yes, baby and kitty had a picnic, too.

They had some milk and cake in the garden.

I gave them some cake.

I put it into a little basket.

Baby gave some to the birds.

Did kitty have some cake?

No, kitty did not want it.

She did want to catch a bird.

I found her in the tree.

你在树林里玩得愉快吗

你在树林里玩得愉快吗？

是的，妈妈，我们很愉快。

我们看见了一些美丽的花。

露露的篮筐里有一些花。

我们发现了一些坚果。

我看见了一只小松鼠。

弗兰克找到了一个漂亮的巢。

巢在树上。

里面有一只鸟。

我看见它飞走了。

我在巢里发现了一个蛋。

宝贝玩得开心吗，妈妈？

是的，宝贝和猫咪也去野餐了。

他们在花园里喝了一些牛奶，吃了一些蛋糕。

我给了他们一些蛋糕。

我把它放到了一个小篮筐里。

宝贝喂小鸟了一些蛋糕。

猫咪吃蛋糕了吗？

不，猫咪不想吃。

她非常想抓鸟。

我在树上发现了她。





Oh,see the birds

also cold soon south here shall ever say

也 寒冷的 很快 南方 这里 将要 曾经/在某时 说

Oh,see the birds!

Where are they going, mamma?

They are going to the south.

It will be cold here pretty soon.

Soon we shall have no flowers.

The birds must fly away.

It is not cold in the south.

Will they ever come back, mamma?

Oh yes, they will fly back.

The flowers will come.

The birds also will come.

Will my little dove fly south?

Oh no, your dove will not go.

I must have a house for my dove.

I want you here, little dove.

Goodbye, you little birds.

Did you come to say“Goodbye” to me?

I wish to go south with you.

Fly back to me soon, pretty birds.

I shall wish to see you.

哦，看小鸟

哦，看小鸟。

它们要飞向哪里，妈妈？

它们要去南方。

这里很快就会变得很冷。

很快我们就看不见花了。

小鸟必须飞走。

南方天气不冷。

它们还会回来吗，妈妈？

哦，是的，它们会飞回来的。

花朵会重新盛开。

小鸟也会飞回来。

我的小鸽子会飞到南方吗？

哦，不，你的鸽子不会飞走。

我必须为我的鸽子建造个房子。

我想让你待在这儿，小鸽子。

再见，小鸟们。

你们会来对我说“再见”吗？

我希望和你们一起去南方。

快点儿飞回我的身边，美丽的小鸟。

我希望见到你们。





See my dear little doll

asleep dear sleep wake bed

睡着的 亲爱的 睡觉 起床 床

See my dear little doll.

She is asleep.

I put her to sleep.

Isn't she a dear little doll?

I think she is.

It is time for her to wake now.

I wish to play with her.

Wake, my dear little doll!

I wish to go out to play.

I will get your pretty cap.

We will go to see Lulu.

I wish to see her goldfish.

I like to see it swim.

Do you wish to go with me?

Lulu has a pretty play house.

She has a pretty doll, too.

We will put you into the play house.

You may sleep in the bed.

The goldfish likes Lulu.

It will swim to her.

看我可爱的小洋娃娃

看我可爱的小洋娃娃。

她睡着了。

我哄她睡着的。

她不是一个可爱的小洋娃娃吗？

我想她很可爱。

时间到了，她该起床了。

我希望和她玩耍。

起床吧，我可爱的小洋娃娃！

我想到外面去玩耍。

我会给你戴上漂亮的帽子。

我们将要去看露露。

我想去看她的金鱼。

我喜欢看金鱼游泳。

你想和我一起去吗？

露露有一个漂亮的游戏屋。

她也有一个漂亮的洋娃娃。

我们将把你放在游戏屋里。

你可以在床上睡觉。

金鱼喜欢露露。

它会向露露游去。





See the dear baby

old fold mold

旧的 折叠 模型

gold sold bold

金子 卖 无畏的

told cold hold

告诉 寒冷的 持有

love dolly awake said(say)

爱 洋娃娃 醒着的 说（过去式）

See the dear baby.

She is asleep.

Do not wake her.

I said,“Come, baby, it is time to go to bed.

Mamma wants you now.

She will put you to sleep.

The little birds are asleep.

The pretty flowers are asleep.

You must go to sleep.

Come with me, baby dear.

Dolly shall go to bed with you.

See your pretty white bed.

See dolly in her bed.

Do not wake the dolly.

Baby is in her little bed.

Go to sleep, baby dear.

She will have a good sleep.

She will wake soon.

I like to look at her.

We love you, baby dear.

She likes to play with me.

She wants to go to school with me.

She is too little to go to school.

Some day she may go.

I want her to play with me.

Come, baby, it is time to awake.

看亲爱的宝贝

看亲爱的宝贝。

她睡着了。

不要叫醒她。

我说，“来吧，宝贝，睡觉的时间到了。

妈妈现在让你过来。

她会哄你睡觉。

小鸟睡着了。

美丽的花朵睡着了。

你必须去睡觉。

和我一起来，亲爱的宝贝。

洋娃娃将要和你一起睡觉。

看你漂亮的白色的床。

看洋娃娃在她的床上。

不要叫醒洋娃娃。

宝贝在她的小床上。

睡觉吧，亲爱的宝贝。

她会睡得很香。

她很快就会醒来。

我喜欢看着她。

我们爱你，亲爱的宝贝。

她喜欢和我玩耍。

她想和我去上学。

她太小了，不能去上学。

总有一天她可以去。

我想让她和我玩耍。

来吧，宝贝，到起床时间了。





Oh, you pretty roses

roses(rose) best pick sick of lilies(lily) morning all

玫瑰花（复数）最好的 采摘 生病的 ……的（表所属）百合花（复数）早晨所有的

Oh, you pretty roses!

Did you wake up for me?

May I pick you, pretty roses?

Dear grandma is sick.

She can not come out to see you.

I wish to take you to her.

Mamma told me to pick some flowers for her.

I like you best of all.

I want grandma to have the best flowers.

I think you are glad to come.

She will be glad to have you.

I shall put you where she can look at you.

You shall say“Good morning” to her.

I shall pick lilies for mamma.

Mamma likes lilies best of all.

I like all the pretty flowers.

I like to give them away, too.

哦，多么美丽的玫瑰花

哦，多么美丽的玫瑰花！

你们是为我醒来的吗？

我可以摘下花朵吗，美丽的玫瑰花？

亲爱的祖母病了。

她无法出来看你们。

我想带你们去看她。

妈妈让我为她采摘一些花。

我最喜欢你。

我想让祖母拥有最好的花。

我想你愿意来。

她看见你会很开心。

我会把你放在她能看见的地方。

你会对她说“早上好”。

我会为妈妈采摘百合花。

妈妈最喜欢百合花。

我喜欢一切美丽的花。

我也喜欢把它们送给别人。

SOMETHING TO ANSWER.

help dishes(dish) wash

帮助 盘子（复数） 洗刷

1.Did you help your mamma today?

2.What did you do for her?

3.What can you do to help her?

4.Can you wash the dishes?

5.Can you get wood for her?

6.What can you do to help papa?

7.What can you do for baby?

问题

1.今天你给妈妈帮忙了吗？

2.你为她做了什么？

3.你能做什么来帮助她？

4.你会刷盘子吗？

5.你会帮她取柴火吗？

6.你能做什么来帮助爸爸？

7.你能为宝贝做什么？

(fan) 扇子

(pan) 平底锅

(ran) 跑（过去式）

(man) 人

(tan) 棕褐色

(can) 能；罐头





See this little girl

this any girl one upon

这个 任何的 女孩 一个 在……上面

See this little girl.

She hasn't any mamma.

What can I do for her?

She may have my doll.

I think she will like it.

You dear little girl!

Come and see my mamma.

She will be good to you.

Have you a little kitty?

I have two of them.

I will give you the little one.

Have you any milk for her?

She will play with you.

She will get upon your bed and wake you.

Isn't she a dear little kitty?

看这个小女孩

看这个小女孩。

她没有妈妈。

我能为她做些什么？

她可以玩我的洋娃娃。

我想她会喜欢它的。

你真是个可爱的小姑娘！

来看看我的妈妈。

她会对你很好。

你有小猫咪吗？

我有两只。

我会把小的这只给你。

你有牛奶喂她吗？

她会和你玩耍。

她会到你的床上，叫你起床。

她不是一只可爱的小猫咪吗？





I love Alice.She is good to me

drink cup from saucer such

喝 杯子 从…… 茶托、茶碟 这样的

I love Alice.She is good to me.

She gave me my pretty kitty.

She gave it to me in a basket.

It is a dear little kitty.

It will drink milk.

I give it milk in a saucer.

I drink from a cup.

Kitty drinks from a saucer.

I like to see kitty play.

Do not catch my bird.

I must put you to bed, kitty.

You may sleep in the basket.

No, you must not run away.

Be a good little kitty.

Do not run away from me.

You shall have a saucer of milk.

You are such a dear little kitty!

I hope you will not catch birds.

I wish you to love little birds.

I wish you to love me, too.

我爱爱丽丝。她对我很好

我爱爱丽丝。她对我很好。

她把可爱的猫咪送给了我。

她把它放在了篮筐里，送给了我。

它是一只可爱的小猫咪。

它会喝牛奶。

我用茶碟喂它牛奶。

我用杯子喝牛奶。

猫咪用茶碟喝奶。

我喜欢看猫咪玩耍。

别抓我的小鸟。

我必须带你去睡觉，猫咪。

你可以在篮筐里睡觉。

不，你不能跑掉。

做一个听话的小猫咪。

不要从我这里逃跑。

你要喝一碟牛奶。

你是如此可爱的一只小猫咪！

我希望你不要抓小鸟。

我希望你爱护小鸟。

我也希望你能喜欢我。





We are Ned's ducks

ducks(duck) corn very barn find poor

鸭子（复数）玉米 非常的 谷仓 找到 可怜的

We are Ned's ducks.

He did not feed us today.

We want some corn to eat.

We are going to find Ned.

I hope we shall find Ned soon.

His papa will give us some corn.

Do you see Ned any where?

Ned !Ned !Where are you?

Come and feed your ducks.

It is too cold for us to go and swim.

Give us some corn, and we will go to the barn.

It is very cold today.

It is not cold in the barn.

I see Ned coming to feed us.

My poor little ducks!

You did find me, didn't you?

I have been away all day.

I told John to feed you.

Poor little ducks, you are cold!

Come back to the barn.

I will get some corn for you.

You shall have all you want.

You shall have a drink, too.

Some day you shall have a swim.

我们是内德的鸭子

我们是内德的鸭子。

他今天没有给我们喂食。

我们想吃一些玉米。

我们要去寻找内德。

我希望我们能够很快找到内德。

他的爸爸将会喂我们一些玉米。

你在哪里见到内德了吗？

内德!内德！你在哪里？

快来给你的鸭子喂食。

天气太冷了，我们无法外出游泳。

给我们一些玉米吃，然后我们会去谷仓里。

今天天气非常冷。

谷仓里不冷。

我看见内德来给我们喂食了。

我可怜的小鸭子们！

你们终于找到了我，不是吗？

我一整天都不在家。

我告诉约翰给你们喂食。

可怜的小鸭子，你们浑身冰冷！

回到谷仓里来。

我会给你们拿一些玉米。

你们会得到你们想要的一切。

你们也会喝到水。

总有一天你们会去游泳。





It is my birthday today

birthday party made(make) having(have)

生日 晚会（派对） 做（过去式） 举办（现在分词）

It is my birthday today.

I am having a party.

Frank, Jamie, Grace, and Minnie have come to my party.

Do you see them?

Mamma made me a birthday cake.

She made it for my party.

We have had a good play.

Do you see the dolls?

They have come to the party.

My little dog wants to come.

I must give him some cake.

Poor little dog, you may have some cake.

You are a good little dog.

You may have a party some day.

Lion shall come to it.

Mamma is going to get some milk for us.

I like a party in the garden.

今天是我的生日

今天是我的生日。

我正在开派对。

弗兰克，杰米，格蕾丝和美妮来参加我的派对。

你看见他们了吗？

妈妈给我做了一个生日蛋糕。

她是为了我的派对给我做的蛋糕。

我们玩得很尽兴。

你看见我的洋娃娃了吗？

他们也来参加派对了。

我的小狗想来参加派对。

我必须喂它吃一些蛋糕。

可怜的小狗，你可以吃一些蛋糕。

你是个听话的小狗。

总有一天你也会有自己的派对。

里昂会来参加。

妈妈将会给我们拿来一些牛奶。

我喜欢在花园里举行的派对。

have haveing having

有

come comeing coming

来

love loveing loving

爱





Jennie and I are having a party

Jennie Rover Jumbo our eat

詹妮 荣佛 江波 我们的 吃

Jennie and I are having a party.

Rover and Jumbo have come to our party.

I am going to feed Rover.

Jumbo can't eat.

See our best dishes.

Grandma got them for us.

Do you like our party, Rover?

Mamma is going to give us some cake.

Do not eat our cake, Rover.

I will give you some.

Jumbo may have all the cake he can eat.

We will eat it for you, Jumbo.

Cake is good for us.

Are you having a good time, Rover?

We are having a good time.

I was at Alice's party.

It was her birthday party.

It is not my birthday today.

It is not Jennie's birthday.

We play it is Rover's birthday.

See him look at me.

Do you like the party, Rover?

I think you do like it.

Jumbo shall have a party some day.

詹妮和我正在开派对

詹妮和我正在开派对。

荣佛和江波参加了我们的派对。

我要去喂荣佛。

江波不会吃饭。

看我们最好的菜肴。

祖母为我们准备的。

你喜欢我们的派对吗，荣佛？

妈妈将会给我们带来一些蛋糕。

不要吃我们的蛋糕，荣佛。

我会喂你一些的。

江波可以尽情享受蛋糕。

我们会吃掉你那份，江波。

蛋糕对我们的身体好。

你玩得开心吗，荣佛？

我们玩得很开心。

我参加过爱丽丝的派对。

那是她的生日派对。

今天不是我的生日。

今天不是詹妮的生日。

今天是荣佛的生日，这是我们做的游戏。

看，他在看我。

你喜欢晚会吗，荣佛？

我想你非常喜欢。

总有一天江波也会有自己的派对。

plates(plate) table take teapot water

盘子（复数）桌子 拿（出）茶壶 水

1.You may get me the big box.

2.You may look into it.

3.What do you see in it?

4.You may take out the plates.

5.You may put them upon the table.

6.You may put the cups upon the table.

7.You may take out the teapot.

8.You may get some water in it.

9.You may put the teapot on the table.

10.You may put some water in the cups.

11.You may put some cake on the plates.

12.You may give some one a cup of water.

13.You may drink a cup of water.

14.You may now put the plates away.

15.You may put the cups away.

16.You may put the teapot away.

17.You may put the box away.

To be read silently and the direction obeyed.A child's teaset is required for this lesson.

1.你可以把大箱子拿给我。

2.你可以向里面看。

3.你看见箱子里面有什么？

4.你可以把盘子拿出来。

5.你可以把它们放在桌子上。

6.你可以把杯子放在桌子上。

7.你可以把茶壶拿出来。

8.你可以喝茶壶里的水。

9.你可以把茶壶放在桌子上。

10.你可以往杯子里倒一些水。

11.你可以往盘子里放一些蛋糕。

12.你可以给别人倒一杯水。

13.你可以喝一杯水。

14.现在你可以把盘子拿开。

15.你可以把杯子拿开。

16.你可以把茶壶拿开。

17.你可以把箱子拿开。

按照先后顺序默读。上课时要求每个学生准备一套茶具。





I can't go out to play now

sell tall bill

卖 高 账单

fell call rill

砍倒 喊叫 小溪

Nell ball will

奈尔 球 将

breakfast when Annie gone(go)

早餐 什么时候 安妮 去（过去分词）

I can't go out to play now.

I must eat my breakfast.

Has Annie had her breakfast?

Yes, and she is out at play.

You must run out to her.

Jamie gave the ducks some breakfast.

Where is Jamie now?

He has gone to school.

Minnie has gone to school, too.

Oh dear!I wish to go to school.

May I go to school, mamma?

Yes,when you are a big girl.

I want you with me now.

Eat your breakfast, little girl.

Annie is in the garden.

She wants you to play.

Take your poor doll with you.

You had a good sleep.

Now you can have a good play.

I want you to get some flowers.

You may put them in my basket.

May I pick some for grandma?

Annie gives roses to her grandma.

I don't think we have any roses.

Jamie has some baby ducks.

Oh, mamma!Where are they?

They are in the barn.

You and Annie may find them.

现在我不能出去玩

现在我不能出去玩。

我必须吃早餐。

安妮吃早餐了吗？

是的，她正在外面玩耍。

你必须跑出去找她。

杰米给鸭子喂了一些早餐。

杰米现在在哪儿？

他已经去上学了。

美妮也已经去上学了。

哎呀！我希望去上学。

我可以去上学吗，妈妈？

是的，等你长成大姑娘的时候。

现在我需要你待在我的身边。

吃早餐，小姑娘。

安妮在花园里。

她想让你去玩耍。

带上你可怜的洋娃娃。

你睡得很好。

现在你可以好好玩一玩。

我想让你去摘一些花。

你可以把它们放到我的篮筐里。

我可以为祖母摘一些吗？

安妮经常给她的祖母送花。

我想我们没有玫瑰花。

杰米养了几只小鸭子。

哦，妈妈！它们在哪里？

它们在谷仓里。

你和安妮会找到它们的。

REVIEW

Where did you get the pretty dishes?

Mamma gave them to me on my birthday.

See the pretty little teapot.

I will get some milk in it.

Will you take it in a little cup?

I will give you some of my birthday cake.

I will put some on a little plate for you.

Have a cup of cold water.

I will wash my little dishes now.

Do you wish to help me?

I will wash the cups, and you may wash the plates.

I help mamma wash the dishes.

复习

你在哪里买到的漂亮盘子？

妈妈在我过生日的时候送给我的。

看漂亮的小茶壶。

我要喝点里面的牛奶。

你会用小杯子喝牛奶吗？

我会给你一些我的生日蛋糕。

我会在小盘子里放一些蛋糕给你。

喝一杯凉水。

我现在要清洗我的小碟子。

你愿意帮助我吗？

我来清洗杯子，你可以刷盘子。

我帮助妈妈刷盘子。





My grandpa has a big farm

farm four so hens(hen) grandpa

农场 四个 如此地 母鸡（复数）祖父

My grandpa has a big farm.

I like to go to see him.

He has four cows and two horses.

I ride on the horses.

I go for the cows.

I help grandpa milk.

He has some hens and ducks.

The ducks are so pretty.

I like to feed the hens.

The hens like me.

Grandpa lets me feed them.

See them run to me.

Look at the henhouse.

Do you see the woods?

I like to go into the woods.

One hen has a nest in the barn.

I found it one day.

She had some eggs in it.

I put the eggs into my cap.

Grandma was glad to have them.

She made a little cake for me.

I gave some to the hen.

That was to thank her for the eggs.

Do you see her look at me?

She thinks I have some corn for her.

我的祖父有一个大农场

我的祖父有一个大农场。

我喜欢去看他。

他有四头牛，两匹马。

我骑马。

我去看奶牛。

我帮助祖父挤奶。

他养了一些母鸡和鸭子。

鸭子非常可爱。

我喜欢喂母鸡。

母鸡喜欢我。

祖父让我给它们喂食。

看它们跑向了我。

看母鸡的小屋。

你看见树林了吗？

我喜欢走进树林。

一只母鸡在谷仓里有一个窝。

有一天我发现了它。

她在里面下了一些蛋。

我把蛋放进了我的帽子里。

祖母得到蛋的时候很高兴。

她为我做了一个小蛋糕。

我给了母鸡一些蛋糕。

那是为了感谢她们下蛋。

你看见她看着我了吗？

她以为我会喂她一些玉米。





This hen likes me

Jill keep if Jack still

吉尔 饲养 如果 杰克 仍然

This hen likes me.

Do you see where she is?

Grandpa gave her to me.

Her name is Jill.

I am going to keep her.

I have made a house for her.

Grandpa gave me the little dog.

He likes to play with me.

His name is Jack.

Come, Jack， we are going to the barn.

Keep still, Jill.Do not fly away.

I can give you a ride if you will keep still.

I have some corn in my pail.

I will feed you at the barn.

I like Jack and Jill, and they like me.

Do you want your breakfast, Jack?

You shall have it pretty soon.

I must feed the hens now.

My ducks want some breakfast.

这只母鸡喜欢我

这只母鸡喜欢我。

你看见她在哪里了吗？

祖父把她送给了我。

她的名字叫吉尔。

我将要饲养她。

我已经给她做了个房子。

祖父把小狗给了我。

他喜欢和我玩耍。

他的名字叫杰克。

来，杰克，我们要去谷仓里。

待着别动，吉尔。不要飞走。

如果你待着不动，我就带你去兜风。

我的桶里有一些玉米。

我会在谷仓里喂你食物。

我喜欢杰克和吉尔，它们也喜欢我。

你想吃早餐吗，杰克？

你很快就能吃早餐了。

我必须现在给母鸡喂食。

我的鸭子需要吃一些早餐。





Where are you going, Mrs.Mouse?

Mrs.Cat Mrs.Mouse

猫咪夫人 老鼠夫人

Where are you going, Mrs.Mouse?

I am going to the barn with my little mice.

I think they will like the barn.

Oh no, Mrs.Mouse, do not go to the barn！

Mrs.Cat is in the barn.

She will catch your baby mice.

Oh dear！ what shall I do?

Come with me, Mrs.Mouse.

I will feed your little mice.

We have no cat here.

Oh thank you, little girl！

I love my baby mice.

I do not want the cat to catch them.

Teacher leads the children to imagine a mouse taking her family up the path to the barn.

你要去哪里，老鼠夫人

你要去哪里，老鼠夫人？

我要带着我的小老鼠去谷仓。

我想他们会喜欢谷仓的。

哦，不要，老鼠夫人，不要去谷仓！

猫咪夫人在谷仓里。

她会抓住你的鼠宝宝。

哎呀！我应该怎么办？

跟我走，老鼠夫人。

我会给你的小老鼠喂食。

我们这里没有猫。

哦，谢谢你，小姑娘！

我爱我的鼠宝宝。

我不想让猫抓住他们。

教师引导学生想象。想象老鼠妈妈带着鼠宝宝正在去往谷仓的路上。





Do look at this little pig

nine pig then something

九个 猪 然后 某种东西

Do look at this little pig！

I think he is pretty.

My grandpa had nine baby pigs.

He let me take one in for mamma to see.

I said,“What do you think I have, mamma?”

“ A little dog?”“No, mamma.”

“A little kitty?”“No, mamma, it is a little pig.”

“What!A little pig here in the house!”

“Yes, mamma, a dear little white pig.”

Then I let mamma see it.

She said it was pretty.

I said,“Do you wish to take it, mamma?”

She didn't wish to take it.

I gave it a saucer of milk.

Then I took it back to the barn.

It ran to its mamma.

This little pig wants something to eat.

See the hens look at him.

Don't you like the little pig?

The hens have had some corn.

You shall have some corn.

I will get some for you.

Grandpa keeps it in the barn.

快来看看这只小猪

快来看看这只小猪！

我认为他很可爱。

我的祖父养了九头猪宝宝。

他让我把一头猪带进来给妈妈看一看。

我说：“你猜我带进来了什么，妈妈？”

“一只狗？”“不对，妈妈。”

“一只猫咪？”“不对，妈妈,是一头小猪。”

“什么！你把一头小猪带到了屋子里？”

“是的，妈妈，它是一头可爱的、白色的小猪。”

然后我让妈妈看看它。

她说小猪很可爱。

我说：“你想抱一抱吗，妈妈？”

她并不想抱。

我喂它喝一碟牛奶。

然后我把它带回了谷仓。

它跑回自己妈妈的身边。

这头小猪想吃点什么。

看母鸡们在看着他。

你们不喜欢这头小猪吗？

母鸡已经吃了一些玉米。

你要吃一些玉米。

我会喂你一些。

祖父在粮仓里饲养小猪。





Mr.Robin has a nest

Mr.Robin sing do-mi-sol

罗宾先生 唱歌 哆咪嗖

Mr.Robin has a nest.

The nest is in this tree.

He has three baby robins.

They can not sing.

Mr.Robin wants them to sing.

One day he said,“Come, my little robins.I want you to sing.Come out of your nest.”

The little robins said,“No, papa, we can not sing.”

“Oh yes, my little robins.

See all the pretty flowers.

Look up at this pretty tree.

Then you will wish to sing.

I will sing ‘do-mi-sol-do.’

You sing it now for me.”

One little robin did sing it.

Oh, you dear little robins！

I hope you will all sing soon.

Do not go South, little robins.

Papa will make a pretty house for you.

Then you will not be cold.

You may have it in this tree.

I shall like to have you here.

I will feed you, little robins.

罗宾先生有一个巢

罗宾先生有一个巢。

巢在这棵树上。

他有三只小知更鸟。

它们不会唱歌。

罗宾先生想让它们唱歌。

一天他说：“来，我的小知更鸟，我想让你们歌唱。飞出你们的巢。”

小知更鸟说：“不，爸爸，我们不会唱歌。”

“哦，好吧，我的小知更鸟。

看所有美丽的花朵。

抬头看这可爱的树。

然后你就会想唱歌。

我会唱‘哆咪嗖哆’。

你们现在为我歌唱。”

一只小知更鸟的确唱了起来。

哦，你们这些可爱的小知更鸟！

我希望你们很快就能一起歌唱。

不要飞去南方，小知更鸟。

爸爸会为你们做一个漂亮的房子。

然后你们就不会感到寒冷。

你们可以在这棵树上安家。

我将很愿意你们在这里。

我会给你们喂食，小知更鸟。





Mamma said,“Do not go to the box.”

cheese trap why know please mind

奶酪 捕鼠器/陷阱 为什么 知道 请 考虑

Mamma said,“Do not go to the box.”

Why did she say that?

I do not know.Mamma knows.

I see some cheese in the box.

I want some of that cheese.

Can a cat be in the box?

Oh no, the cat is too big.

I know that cheese is good.

I must have some of it.

No, don't take any.

You must mind mamma.

I am a big mouse now.

I know the box can not catch me.

I can run.I can get away.

The box can not run.

Please mind your mamma.

Come with me to her.

We will ask her what it is.

Mamma, we saw some good cheese in a box.

May we get some of that cheese?

Oh no, my little mice.

Why not? That cheese is good.

That box is a mousetrap.

A trap is to catch little mice.

You see mamma knows best.

妈妈说：“不要靠近盒子。”

妈妈说：“不要靠近盒子。”

她怎么能那样说？

我不知道。妈妈才知道。

我看见盒子里面有一些奶酪。

我想要一些奶酪。

盒子里面会有猫吗？

哦，不会的，猫太大了。

我知道那块奶酪很美味。

我必须得到一些奶酪。

不，一点儿都不能动。

你必须听妈妈的话。

我现在是一只大老鼠了。

我知道盒子不会逮住我。

我可以跑。我可以逃跑。

盒子不会跑。

请记住妈妈的话。

和我一起去找她。

我们去问问她那是什么。

妈妈，我们在一个盒子里看见一些美味的奶酪。

我们可以得到一些奶酪吗？

哦，不，我的小老鼠。

为什么不能？那块奶酪很美味。

那个盒子是一个捕鼠器。

捕鼠器是用来抓小老鼠的。

你看，妈妈最了解。





This is a picture of Kate

Kate other there picture dress room

凯特 另一个 那里 照片 裙子 房间

This is a picture of Kate.

She gave it to me.

I am going to put it in my room.

Isn't Kate a dear little girl?

I play with her all the time.

See her pretty white dress.

Mamma has a picture of me when I was a little baby.

I have on a white dress.

I have three pictures in my room.

One is a picture of the woods.

Papa gave it to me on my birthday.

I like to look at it.

I can see it when I wake.

I have a picture of a boat.

A girl and boy are in the boat.

The boat is in the water.

The little girl is asleep.

The boy is awake.He is looking for some one to come.

I think he wants his papa.

There are some flowers in the other picture.

Do you like to look at pictures?

We have some in our schoolroom.

这是凯特的照片

这是凯特的照片。

她把它送给了我。

我要把它放到我的房间里。

难道凯特不是一个可爱的小姑娘吗？

我经常和她玩耍。

看她漂亮的白裙子。

当我还是小宝宝时，妈妈给我照了一张照片。

我穿着一条白裙子。

我的房间里有三张照片。

一张是树林的照片。

在我生日那天，爸爸把它送给了我。

我喜欢看着它。

醒来的时候我会看见它。

我有一张小船的照片。

船里有一个女孩和一个男孩。

船漂在水上。

小女孩睡着了。

男孩是醒着的。他在寻找即将到来的人。

我想他在等他的爸爸。

在另外一张照片里有一些花。

你喜欢看照片吗？

我们学校的教室里有一些照片。

ACTION LESSON.

To be read silently and directions followed.

1.You may put your book on the table.

2.You may get me a cup.

3.You may get some water in the cup.

4.You may drink the water.

5.You may get me a big box.

6.You may get me a little box.

7.You may put the little box upon the big box.

8.You may get me a big book.

9.You may get a picture for me.

10.You may let me see your slate.

11.You may wash your slate.

12.You may put some water upon the flowers.

13.Put your book into the box.

14.Put the cup upon the table.

15.Make a picture upon your slate.

实践课

按照先后顺序默读。

1.你可以把书放在桌子上。

2.你可以拿给我一个杯子。

3.你可以喝杯子里的水。

4.你可以喝水。

5.你可以拿给我一个大盒子。

6.你可以拿给我一个小盒子。

7.你可以把小盒子放在大盒子上面。

8.你可以拿给我一大本书。

9.你可以拍一张我的照片。

10.你可以让我看一看你的石板。

11.你可以清洗你的石板。

12.你可以给花浇一些水。

13.把你的书放在盒子里面。

14.把你的杯子放在桌子上面。

15.在你的石板上面画一幅图画。

five seven six eight

五 七 六 八

Five birds and two birds are _____ birds.

Three roses and _____ roses are seven roses.

Six robins and _____ robins are eight robins.

Four mice and four mice are _____ mice.

One doll and seven dolls are _____ dolls.

Five doves and _____ doves are nine doves.

五只鸟加上两只鸟，一共只鸟。

三朵玫瑰加上朵玫瑰，一共七朵玫瑰。

六只知更鸟加上只知更鸟，一共八只知更鸟。

四只老鼠加上四只老鼠，一共只老鼠。

一个洋娃娃加上七个洋娃娃，一共个洋娃娃。

五只鸽子加上只鸽子，一共九只鸽子。





Oh, what a pretty field

down field daisy daisies buttercups（buttercup）

下行的 田野 雏菊花 雏菊花（复数）毛茛（一种黄色的野花）(复数)

Oh, what a pretty field!

I see some flowers.

I must get some of them.

Oh, see the buttercups!

I see some daisies, too.

Come, Grace, we must have some.

I wish to take them to school.

Isn't this a pretty field?

You dear little daisies!

I must put you into my hat.

Put some into your hat, Grace.

Now we must run to school.

I wish to be in time.

I shall ask if we may sing,“ Buttercups and Daisies.”

I can sing,“ Wake, Little Daisy.”

You have all been asleep, little flowers.

We are glad to see you.

Are you glad to be awake?

The birds have been down south.

Now they have come back to us.

I know the birds love the flowers.

One bird has a nest in this field.

Five eggs are in the nest.

We have not time to see it now.

哦，多么美丽的田野啊

哦，多么美丽的田野啊！

我看见一些花。

我必须摘一些花。

哦，看那些毛茛！

我还看见了一些雏菊。

来，格蕾丝，我们必须摘一些花。

我想把它们带到学校。

这难道不是一片美丽的田野吗？

你们真是美丽的小雏菊！

我必须把你们放在我的帽子里。

把一些花放在你的帽子里，格蕾丝。

现在我们必须跑着去学校。

我希望能够及时到达。

我会问我们是否会唱：“毛茛和雏菊。”

我会唱：“醒来吧，小雏菊。”

你们一直在熟睡，小花朵。

我们很高兴见到你们。

你们愿意醒来吗？

小鸟们已经南下。

现在它们又飞回到我们身边。

我知道小鸟喜欢花朵。

一只鸟在田野里有个巢。

五只蛋在巢里。

现在我们没有时间去看它。

SOMETHING TO ANSWER.

1.Can you sing?

2.What can you sing?

3.What flowers do you like?

4.Where can you pick some flowers?

5.Has your papa a garden?

6.What has he in his garden?

7.What have you to play with?

8.What do you like to play?

9.To what school do you go?

10.What time do you go to school?

11.What do you sing in school?

12.What do you like to play?

13.Why do you go to school?

14.What can you find in the woods?

回答问题

1.你会唱歌吗？

2.你会唱什么歌？

3.你喜欢什么花？

4.你去哪里能摘到花？

5.你的爸爸有花园吗？

6.他的花园里有什么？

7.你和什么一起玩耍？

8.你喜欢做什么游戏？

9.你去哪所学校？

10.你几点去上学？

11.你在学校唱什么歌曲？

12.你喜欢做什么游戏？

13.你为什么去上学？

14.在树林里你能找到什么？





We are butterflies.We live out in the fields

rock nod awoke(awake) butterflies(butterfly)

摇摆 点头 醒来（过去式） 蝴蝶（复数）

hurt once caterpillars(caterpillar) dance wings(wing)

伤害 曾经 毛毛虫（复数） 跳舞 翅膀（复数）

We are butterflies.We live out in the fields.

We fly to all the flowers.

The daisies are so pretty.

We like to play where they are.

They nod and dance with us.

They rock us to sleep at night.

Once we were caterpillars.

We could not dance and fly.

We had a long sleep.

One day we awoke.

We had wings and could fly.

The butterflies sleep in the pretty flowers.

Do not hurt any caterpillars.

They will be butterflies some day.

Then they will fly in the fields.

Please do not catch the butterflies.

You will hurt their pretty wings.

They are not made to catch.

They like to fly in the garden.

Dance away, pretty butterflies.

We like to see you fly.

我们是蝴蝶。我们住在田野里

我们是蝴蝶。我们住在田野里。

我们飞向所有的花朵。

雏菊花真美。

我们愿意在雏菊所在之处玩耍。

他们点头，和我们舞动。

夜晚他们摇摆，使我们入睡。

我们曾经是毛毛虫。

那时我们不会跳舞，不会飞翔。

我们睡了好久。

一天， 我们醒来了。

我们长出了翅膀，可以飞舞了。

蝴蝶在美丽的花朵里睡觉。

不要伤害任何的毛毛虫。

他们总有一天会变成蝴蝶。

然后他们会在田野里飞舞。

请不要抓蝴蝶。

你会弄伤他们美丽的翅膀。

他们生来不该被捕捉。

他们喜欢在花园里飞舞。

飞走吧，美丽的蝴蝶。

我们喜欢看你们飞舞。





These are little snow stars

flying(fly) stars(star) snow these

飞舞（现在分词）星状（复数）雪 这些

These are little snow stars.

Did you ever see any?

You can find them if you look.

See how pretty they are.

The snow is made of these little stars.

The pretty stars come flying down.

You can find other stars.

When the snow comes you must look for the stars.

I found some the other day.

The fields are white with them.

I think it is time for them now.

The birds have all gone south.

No, not all the birds.

The snowbirds are not gone.

They do not mind the snow.

We must feed the snowbirds.

What do they like?

I think they like cake.

Poor little birds!You shall have some cake.

Mamma will give me some for you.

I hope you are not cold.

这些是小雪星

这些是小雪星。

你看见过雪星吗？

如果你看，你就会发现它们。

看它们多美丽。

雪是由这些小雪星组成的。

美丽的雪星飞舞着飘下来。

你会发现其他的雪星。

下雪的时候，你必须要寻找雪星。

一天我发现了一些雪星。

田野里满是白皑皑的雪星。

我想现在是它们到来的时候了。

小鸟已经都飞去了南方。

不，并不是所有的鸟都飞走了。

雪雀没有飞走。

它们不在意下雪。

我们必须给雪雀喂食。

它们喜欢什么？

我想它们喜欢蛋糕。

可怜的小鸟！你们会吃到一些蛋糕。

妈妈会给我一些来喂你们。

我希望你们不冷。





Oh, look at the snow!Isn't it pretty

sled but show feathers(feather)

雪橇 但是 展现 羽毛（复数）

Oh, look at the snow!Isn't it pretty?

I must take out my sled.

Did baby ever see the snow, mamma?

I think so; but she was too little to look at it.

I must show it to her.

Baby dear, come here!

What do you see?

I see pretty white feathers.

No, baby, it is snow.

I will take you put in my sled.

There, baby, catch some snow.

Oh, the pretty snow!I want some for mamma.

No, baby, you can't take it to mamma.

I will give you a ride on my sled.

Isn't this fun? The snow is cold.

Are you cold, baby? Oh no!

We will go to see grandma.

We will show her the pretty snow.

You can tell her you saw the feathers come flying down.

哦，看雪花！真美啊？

哦，看雪花！真美啊？

我必须把我的雪橇拿出来。

宝贝见过雪吗，妈妈？

我想她见过；但她太小了，不认识雪。

我必须拿给她看。

亲爱的宝贝，到这儿来！

你看见了什么？

我看见美丽的白羽毛。

不，宝贝，这是雪。

我会把你放在我的雪橇上带你出去。

那里，宝贝，抓一些雪。

哦，美丽的雪花！我要给妈妈拿一些。

不，宝贝，你不能把它带给妈妈。

我会用雪橇带着你去兜风。

这不是很有趣吗？雪很冷。

你冷吗，宝贝？哦，不！

我们将要去看祖母。

我们会给她看美丽的雪花。

你可以告诉她你看见羽毛飞舞着飘了下来。





WORD LIST

单 词 表

以下单词表依照《美国小学语文（第一册）》课文先后顺序排列。

baby mamma see

婴儿、宝贝 妈妈 看

my doll kitty

我的 洋娃娃 猫咪

canI I have

能够 我 我有

a book a slate I like

一本书 一块（写字用的）石板 我喜欢

Wilie to play has

威利 玩耍/做游戏（不定式）有（第三人称单数）

you birds(bird) the

你 鸟（复数）定冠词（表示特指）

nest fly yes

巢、窝 飞 是的（表示肯定）

papa tree pretty

爸爸 树 美丽的

is in oh

是（be动词的第三人称单数现在式） 在……里面 哦（感叹词）

run mice(mouse) little

跑 老鼠（复数）小的

mouse your catch

老鼠 你的，你们的抓住

on big ride

在……上面 大的 骑马

horse may feed

马 可能/也许 喂养

milk cow John

牛奶，挤牛奶 奶牛 约翰

gives(give) Alice go

给（第三人称单数）爱丽丝 去

do and am

做 和 是（be动词第一人称单数现在式)

it school sews(sew)

它 学校 缝纫（第三人称单数）

me at look

我（宾格）对着、朝着……（方向）看

for white dove

为…… 白色的 鸽子

Grace wish where

格蕾丝 希望 在哪儿

get did(do) not

到 做（过去式）不（否定词）

gave(give) Minnie boat

给（过去式） 美妮 船

will he squirrel

将要 他 松鼠

up that no

向……上 那个 不

we got(get) nut

我们 得到（过去式） 坚果（仁）

May garden lily

梅花 园 百合花

rose going(go) are

玫瑰花 去（现在分词）是（be动词现在式复数形式）

what six think

什么 六 想

let isn't some

让 不是 一些

pail Ned grandma

桶 内德 祖母

been her she

曾经 去过（be动词过去分词）她（宾格）她（主格）

glad coming(come) thank

高兴 来（现在分词） 感谢

today city away

今天 城市 离开

basket cap hat

篮/筐 帽子（有帽舌的） 帽子

must into Lulu

必须 进入……里面 露露

swim gold fishfins(fin)

游泳 金鱼 鱼鳍(复数)

Anna hope didn't

安娜 希望 没有做（过去式）

saw（see）come him

看见（过去式）来 他（宾格）

they house put

他们 房子 放

make three out

做 三个 到外面

two Lion name

两个 里昂 名字

back dog Frank

后背 狗 弗兰克

his woods（wood）ask

他的 树林(复数) 问

picnic be too

野餐 是（动词原形） 也

told(tell) Jamie us

告诉 （过去式） 杰米 我们

anwas （be） flowers(flower)

一个 是（be动词过去式单数形式）花（复数）

cake good found(find)

蛋糕 好 找到（过去式）

egg also cold

蛋 也 寒冷的

soon south here

很快 南方 这里

shall ever say

将要 曾经/在某时 说

asleep dear sleep

睡着的 亲爱的 睡觉

wake bed love

起床 床 爱

dollya wake said(say)

洋娃娃 醒着的 说（过去式）

roses(rose) best pick

玫瑰花（复数）最好的 采摘

sick of lilies(lily)

生病的……的 （表所属） 百合花（复数）

morning all help

早晨 所有的 帮助

dishes(dish) wash this

盘子（复数）洗刷 这个

any girl one

任何的 女孩 一个

up on drink cup

在……上面 喝 杯子

from saucer such

从…… 茶托、茶碟 这样的

ducks(duck)cornv ery

鸭子（复数）玉米 非常的

barn find poor

谷仓 找到 可怜的

birthday party made(make)

生日晚会（派对） 做（过去式）

having(have) Jennie Rover

举办（现在分词）詹妮 荣佛

Jumbo our eat

江波 我们的 吃

plates(plate) tabletake

盘子（复数）桌子拿（出）

tea potwater breakfast

茶 壶水 早餐

when Annie gone(go)

什么时候 安妮 去（过去分词）

farm four so

农场 四个 如此地

hens(hen) grandpa Jill

母鸡（复数） 祖父 吉尔

keep if Jack

饲养 如果 杰克

still Mrs.Cat Mrs.Mouse

仍然 猫咪夫人 老鼠夫人

nine pig then

九个 猪 然后

something Mr.Robin sing

某种东西 罗宾先生 唱歌

domisol cheese trap

哆咪嗖 奶酪 捕鼠器/陷阱

why know please

为什么 知道 请

mind Kate other

考虑 凯特 另一个

there picture dress

那里 照片 裙子

room down field

房间 下行的 田野

daisydaisies buttercups（buttercup）

雏菊花雏菊花（复数）毛茛（一种黄色的野花）（复数）

rocknod awoke(awake)

摇摆点头 醒来（过去式）

butterflies(butterfly) hurt once

蝴蝶（复数）伤害 曾经

cater pillars(caterpillar) dancewings(wing)

毛毛虫（复数）跳舞翅膀（复数）

flying(fly) stars(star) snow

飞舞（现在分词）星状（复数）雪

these sled but

这些 雪橇 但是

show feat hers(feather)

展现 羽毛（复数）
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译者寄语

书香扑面，如冬天里的一缕阳光，又像夏日里的一丝凉风。掩卷搁笔，眼前如有跳荡的孩童漫游于鸟语花香、虫鸣鱼跃的美妙大自然，周身被阳春三月般的关爱细语轻轻包裹着。

这是孩子的识字书，是孩子迈向浩瀚的知识海洋踯躅而欣然的第一步。全书洋溢着欢快、轻松与友爱的基调，满是对大自然花鸟鱼虫的呵护与关爱。书中处处闪烁造物之主爱的灵光，但愿星星之火燎原于孩子们的内心世界，让点点闪烁的微光生根发芽，茁壮成长。

课文的形式有的是孩子的独白，有的是孩子间的对话，有的是孩子和家长之间的对话，都非常简单明了，孩子易读易学。文章篇幅短小精悍，内容生动活泼，趣味盎然，引领孩子们探索神奇的自然，开启他们懵懂的幼小心灵。每一课前都有适量的生词，是孩子们容易掌握和消化的。此外，文中偶尔穿插一些与课文内容相关联的诗歌。孩子们幼小的心灵，未必能领会诗歌的深层含义，但优美动人的诗句，能给他们带来最原始的精神熏陶。

适中的生词量、朴实无华的语言，以及生动有趣的课文内容，都无不使本书成为孩子识字教育的最佳之选。

如果人生是一段奇妙的旅程，那么这一系列的教材就是孩子们欢快翱翔的翅膀。带着那永恒不灭的爱之光，乘着这一双双书的翅膀，就让我们起程吧！前言

“我们没有翅膀，不能翱翔，

但却拥有双脚，攀登向上。”如果我们考察一下许多城市的学习课程，就会发现，第一个学年的阅读计划通常只有书本的一半内容。

这表明第一学年的书本内容大部分都很难，孩子们难以完成学习任务，一部分课程就被甩下了。

书的前半部分是学会了，但是后半部分的内容生词太多，孩子们难以掌握。这样，他们带着疑团进入对下一本书乏味的学习中。本来孩子们是怀着勃勃兴致去阅读的，并希望能从中获益，然而，他们再次对层出不穷的生词一筹莫展。如此周而复始，陷入恶性循环中。

像是不停地爬梯子，总是在即将到达顶端时掉落地面，然后再从头爬起。这种劳神又费力的循环，其后果就是，孩子们渐渐失去学习的兴趣与激情，同时又浪费了时间。

“一个小孩在经过四五个月的学习后，已经获得了一定的心智能力。他学起新单词来会比较容易，也能够不太费力地去理解一个句子的含义，那么当他第一次开始进行阅读时，也必然能够迅速地理解文章的大意。”这种认识存在于少儿识字读本的编者群中。然而，他们忽略了另一个事实，即孩子们毕竟只是初学者，他们在记忆已学单词的同时，还要学习新的单词，因此，过多词汇量的引进，只会让他们超负荷运转的小脑瓜吃不消。

我们小学老师没有固定的教学工具，就像《圣经》中以色列人不用稻草也能造出砖来一样，在黑板教学和笔头练习的辅助下，我们在阅读教学上同样也取得了可喜的成效。

在这个系列中，我的宗旨是建立一套完整的初级课程——一系列可以被重复使用、专门针对初学者的初级阅读短篇。

我选编了一些短小有趣的故事，旨在让孩子们学会友爱互助，热爱自然，也能从中窥见上帝爱的灵光，这也是学习的根本主旨所在。我坚信，这是我们在初级阶段为孩子后续“科学与自然历史”课程的学习所做的最佳准备。

孩子们总是很欣赏新奇的事物。鉴于此，我在课本中时不时地穿插了一些诗歌，希望这些诗歌的朗读能给他们一些精神上的熏陶，并培养他们的接受能力。





(美)塞娃阿



前言

“我们没有翅膀，不能翱翔，

但却拥有双脚，攀登向上。”

如果我们考察一下许多城市的学习课程，就会发现，第一个学年的阅读计划通常只有书本的一半内容。

这表明第一学年的书本内容大部分都很难，孩子们难以完成学习任务，一部分课程就被甩下了。

书的前半部分是学会了，但是后半部分的内容生词太多，孩子们难以掌握。这样，他们带着疑团进入对下一本书乏味的学习中。本来孩子们是怀着勃勃兴致去阅读的，并希望能从中获益，然而，他们再次对层出不穷的生词一筹莫展。如此周而复始，陷入恶性循环中。

像是不停地爬梯子，总是在即将到达顶端时掉落地面，然后再从头爬起。这种劳神又费力的循环，其后果就是，孩子们渐渐失去学习的兴趣与激情，同时又浪费了时间。

“一个小孩在经过四五个月的学习后，已经获得了一定的心智能力。他学起新单词来会比较容易，也能够不太费力地去理解一个句子的含义，那么当他第一次开始进行阅读时，也必然能够迅速地理解文章的大意。”这种认识存在于少儿识字读本的编者群中。然而，他们忽略了另一个事实，即孩子们毕竟只是初学者，他们在记忆已学单词的同时，还要学习新的单词，因此，过多词汇量的引进，只会让他们超负荷运转的小脑瓜吃不消。

我们小学老师没有固定的教学工具，就像《圣经》中以色列人不用稻草也能造出砖来一样，在黑板教学和笔头练习的辅助下，我们在阅读教学上同样也取得了可喜的成效。

在这个系列中，我的宗旨是建立一套完整的初级课程——一系列可以被重复使用、专门针对初学者的初级阅读短篇。

我选编了一些短小有趣的故事，旨在让孩子们学会友爱互助，热爱自然，也能从中窥见上帝爱的灵光，这也是学习的根本主旨所在。我坚信，这是我们在初级阶段为孩子后续“科学与自然历史”课程的学习所做的最佳准备。

孩子们总是很欣赏新奇的事物。鉴于此，我在课本中时不时地穿插了一些诗歌，希望这些诗歌的朗读能给他们一些精神上的熏陶，并培养他们的接受能力。

(美)塞娃阿





Good morning, little Elsie

Saturday before bright years（year）

星期六 在……之前 明亮的 年/年纪(复数)

Good morning, little Elsie!

Where are you going this bright morning?

Good morning, grandpa! I am going to see Grace.

Why aren't you going to school?

Why, grandpa! It is Saturday.

We have no school on Saturday.

Didn't you know that before?

Grace and I are going to play house.

Have you seen my new doll before?

No, I don't think I have.

Did mamma give you that doll?

Yes, she gave it to me on my birthday.

You know that I am six years old now.

Where is your dollie's cap?

She hasn't any cap, grandpa.

Your poor doll will take cold.

Ask grandma to make one for her.

I know that she will.

早上好啊，小艾尔西

爷爷：“早上好啊，小艾尔西！

今天天气真晴朗呀，你要去哪里呢？”

艾尔西：“早上好，爷爷！我要去找格蕾丝。”

爷爷：“你为什么不去上学呢？”

艾尔西：“哦，爷爷，今天是星期六呀！

星期六我们不上课的。

难道您不知道吗？

我要去和格蕾丝玩过家家呢。

您见过我的新洋娃娃吗？”

爷爷：“不，没有见过。

是你妈妈给你的洋娃娃吗？”

艾尔西：“是呀，是我妈妈在我生日那天送给我的。

您知道吗？我六岁啦！”

爷爷：“咦？你洋娃娃的帽子哪儿去了？”

艾尔西：“爷爷，她没有帽子的。”

爷爷：“那你可怜的洋娃娃要着凉喽！

让奶奶给她做一顶帽子吧，她肯定会乐意做的。”





See my doll's funny carriage

carriage dust-pan fall

拖板 簸箕 落下

blow pipe bubbles（bubble）

吹 管子 泡泡(复数)

I am at grandpa's house.

See my doll's funny carriage.

He hasn't any little girls now.

Mamma was his little girl.

I brought my dolls with me.

I couldn't bring my doll carriage.

Mamma said it was too big.

Grandma looked for a carriage for me.

She said that the dustpan would do.

I think it is a funny carriage.

Don't fall off, my little dolls!

You couldn't fall very far.

We are going to see Grace.

See! she is looking for me.

We are going to blow bubbles.

Do you see my pipe?

I put it on the dustpan.

We shall have a good time.

Grace has a pipe too.

I love to blow bubbles.

They are so pretty.

看我洋娃娃的拖板，多好玩

看我洋娃娃的拖板，多好玩！

我现在在爷爷家。

他身边现在没有小女孩了。

妈妈曾经是他的小女孩。

我把我的洋娃娃带来了。

我不能把洋娃娃的拖板也带来。

妈妈说它太大了。

奶奶给我找了一个拖板。

她说簸箕就是一个拖板。

我觉得这个拖板真好玩。

我的小洋娃娃，你不要掉下来哦。

你不能落下太远。

我们要去找格蕾丝了。

快看！她正在找我呢。

我们要一起吹泡泡。

你看见我的管子没有？

我把它放在簸箕里了。

我们一定会玩得很开心的。

格蕾丝也有一根管子。

我很喜欢吹泡泡。

它们真美丽。





Mamma took us to the woods last Saturday

carried(carry) playmate violets(violet)

搬运(过去式) 玩伴 紫罗兰（复数）

grow plant more

生长 种植 更多

Mamma took us to the woods last Saturday.

We carried our lunch in a big basket.

We had a long ride in the horsecars.

Then we came to such a pretty wood.

Annie couldn't come with us.She is sick.

She can't go anywhere now.

Annie is my playmate.

We found some pretty violets.

There were some other flowers, too.

I liked the violets the best.

I found such a pretty violet plant.

It had eight violets on it.

I said that I wished Annie could see it.

“So she shall,”said mamma.

“You may take it home to her.”

She got a knife from the basket.

She took the plant up with the knife.

I carried it home to Annie.

She was so glad to have it.

上个星期六妈妈带我们去树林玩了

上个星期六妈妈带我们去树林玩了。

我们把午饭装在一个大篮子里带了去。

我们坐了很久的马车才到。

到那以后，我们看见一片非常漂亮的树林。

安妮没有和我们一起来。她病了。

现在她哪儿也去不了。

安妮是我的玩伴。

我们找到了一些很漂亮的紫罗兰。

那儿也有别的花儿。

但我最喜欢紫罗兰。

我发现了一株非常美丽的紫罗兰。

它总共开了八朵紫罗兰花。

我说，真希望安妮也能看见它们！

“她会的，”妈妈说。

“你可以把花带回家给她看。”

她从篮子里拿出一把小刀。

她用小刀把紫罗兰从地里铲了出来。

我把它带回家，给安妮看了。

她看到花，非常开心。





I am a Bobolink

Bobolink build

食米鸟 建造

golden rod grasses(grass)

秋麒麟草 草(复数)

rice wife

大米 太太

meadows(meadow) handsome

草地(复数) 帅气的

I am a Bobolink.

I build my nest in the meadows.

See my handsome coat.

It is black and white.

Do you see my little wife?

Her dress is brown.

I love the daisies and grasses.

I swing on the golden rod and bushes.

I am so happy and gay.

In the winter I go south.

I fly to the ricefields.

I eat all the rice I can.

They call me the Ricebird.

They do not like me very well.

I think the rice grows for me.

I catch bugs and flies and worms.

I think I should have some rice too.

Bobolink! Bobolink! This is my song.

Look for me in the meadows.

我是一只食米鸟

我是一只食米鸟。

我喜欢在草丛里筑巢。

看我的外衣，多帅气！

它由黑色和白色组成。

你看见我的小太太了吗？

她的衣服是棕色的。

我喜欢雏菊和绿草。

我喜欢在秋麒麟草和灌木上荡秋千。

我好开心，好快乐！

冬天我会飞到南方去。

我飞到稻田里。

我会把能吃到的大米都吃掉。

人们都叫我食米鸟。

我不是很招人喜欢。

我觉得，大米就是为我而种的。

我吃臭虫、苍蝇，也吃小虫子。

所以我觉得我也应该吃大米。

我喜欢唱歌：波波——铃——波波——铃。

快来草丛里找我呀！





We have been to the woods

donkey thistles(thistle)

驴 蓟草(复数)

grew(grow) cat-tails(cat-tail)

生长（过去式） 香蒲草（复数）

stones(stone) across brook

石头(复数) 穿过小溪

We have been to the woods.

Do you see all our flowers?

How do you like our donkey?

His name is Ned.

Ned has some flowers too.

See how pretty he looks.

He is a funny old donkey.

He likes to eat thistles.

We found such a pretty brook.

The cattails grew near it.

There were some little fishes in it.

We went across it on the stones.

We had our lunch near the brook.

We played hideandseek in the woods.

Such fan as we had!

Our donkey had his lunch in the field.

He had all the thistles and grass he could eat.

Frank made a swing for us.

He put it on a big nuttree.

We are going for nuts when they are ripe.

Wouldn't you like to be with us?

我们去过树林了

我们去过树林了。

你看到我们的花儿了吗？

你喜欢我们的毛驴吗？

他叫内德。

内德也有花儿呢。

瞧！他看起来多美啊。

他真是一头又老又好玩的毛驴！

他喜欢吃蓟草。

我们发现了一条很漂亮的小河。

沿岸长了很多香蒲草。

河里有一些小鱼。

我们踩着河里的石头过了河。

我们在小河边吃了午餐。

然后我们在树林里玩捉迷藏。

我们玩得真开心！

我们的毛驴在草地上吃了午饭。

他把所有能吃到的蓟和草都吃光了。

弗兰克为我们做了一个秋千。

他把秋千拴在一棵很大的坚果树上。

等坚果熟了，我们就来摘。

你愿意和我们一块儿来吗？





Just look at these bees

bees（bee） hives(hive) honey

蜜蜂(复数) 蜂箱（复数） 蜜

gather sting watch

采集 叮咬 观察

Just look at these bees!

See them fly to their hives.

They gather honey from the flowers.

They put it into their hives.

Minnie loves to watch the bees.

She loves to see them gather honey.

They do not sting her.

She loves to help them.

Minnie picks a sweet flower.

She takes it to a bee.

The bee flies upon her flower.

It does not sting her.

Minnie watches the bee gather honey.

She wishes to see how it does it.

These are honey bees.

快看这些蜜蜂呀

快看这些蜜蜂呀！

看它们都飞到蜂箱里去了。

它们从花朵上采蜜。

然后把采到的花蜜放到蜂箱里。

美妮喜欢观察这些蜜蜂。

她喜欢看蜜蜂采蜜。

蜜蜂们不会叮咬她。

她很喜欢帮助它们。

美妮摘了一朵香甜的花。

她把花放到一只蜜蜂的面前。

蜜蜂就飞到了她的花朵上。

它并没有叮咬她。

美妮在看这只蜜蜂采蜜。

她想知道蜜蜂是怎么采蜜的。

这些都是蜜蜂。





A bee comes from an egg

dust pollen wax yellow

粉末 花粉 蜡 黄色

A bee comes from an egg.

At first it is a little worm.

The bees feed it with pollen.

They gather pollen from the flowers.

It looks like yellow dust.

They feed the worm for five days.

Then it seems to go to sleep.

The bees cover it with wax.

By and by it wakes up.

It comes out of its wax bed.

It is a little baby bee.

蜜蜂是由虫卵变成的

蜜蜂是由虫卵变成的。

刚开始的时候，它是一条小虫子。

蜜蜂们喂给它花粉吃。

它们从花朵里采花粉。

花粉看起来就像是黄色的粉末。

它们给幼虫喂五天的花粉。

然后幼虫看起来就像是睡着了。

蜜蜂们用蜡把它裹住。

不久以后，它会醒来。

它从蜡里飞出来。

变成了一只小蜜蜂。





Marion was playing in the garden one day

humming loud bill tiny

嗡嗡 大声的 鸟嘴 细小的

Marion was playing in the garden one day.

She heard a loud humming.

It was too loud for a bee.

It was a little hummingbird.

Marion stood still to watch it.

How beautiful its feathers were!

How fast its little wings went!

It had a very long bill.

It could reach deep into the flowers.

The hummingbird eats honey.

It gets it from the flowers.

It is a very tiny bird.

It has a little nest of moss.

The nest holds two little eggs.

How tiny the baby birds must be.

Marion watched for the hummingbird every day.

One day she took one of her doll's cups.

She put some sugar and water into it.

Then she put it in the garden.

The hummingbird flew to the little cup.

It put its long bill into the cup.

How happy Marion was.

She had some sugar for it every day.

一天，玛丽恩正在花园里玩耍

一天，玛丽恩正在花园里玩耍。

忽然，她听到一阵很响的嗡嗡声。

那声音太大了，根本不是一只蜜蜂。

那是一只小蜂鸟。

玛丽恩一动不动地站在那儿观察它。

它的羽毛真漂亮！

它那双小翅膀扇动得真快！

它的嘴巴真长！

它的长嘴巴能够得到花朵里面很深的地方。

蜂鸟吃蜂蜜。

它从花里采蜜吃。

它是一种很小的鸟儿。

它的小鸟巢是用苔藓筑成的。

一个小鸟巢能装两枚小鸟蛋。

小鸟一定非常小。

玛丽恩每天都来看蜂鸟。

有一天，她把洋娃娃的一只杯子拿来了。

她在杯子里放了一些糖和水。

然后她把杯子放到了花园里。

蜂鸟飞到了小杯子旁边。

它把长长的嘴巴伸进杯子里。

玛丽恩太开心啦！

她每天都喂蜂鸟一些糖水喝。





I am a gray squirrel

gray about among

灰色 关于 在……之间

oak cheeks（cheek） hard

橡树 脸颊（复数） 困难的

I am a gray squirrel.

My name is Bunny.

I live in the oak tree.

I ran among the trees all Summer.

I work hard in the Fall.

My oak tree is near a barn.

There is a kind horse in that barn.

He has corn to eat every day.

He lets me have some of his corn.

I fill my cheeks with it.

Then I take it to my nest.

I gather nuts for the Winter.

I take out the meats and put them away.

I sleep in the oak tree in the Winter.

Sometimes there comes a warm day.

Then I wake up.

I eat some of my nuts.

I run out into the sunshine.

Then I go back to sleep again.

Some day you may find my nest.

Please do not take my nuts away.

I shall want those nuts in the Winter.

我是一只灰色的小松鼠

我是一只灰色的小松鼠。

我的名字叫宾尼。

我住在一棵橡树上。

整个夏天，我都在树上跳来跳去。

在秋天，我会辛勤劳动。

我的橡树挨着一个畜棚。

畜棚里有一匹非常好心的马儿。

他每天都吃玉米。

他会把他的玉米分给我一点儿吃。

我把玉米粒塞到我的两颊内。

然后带到我的窝里。

我会收集许多坚果来过冬。

我把肉挑出来，再把壳扔掉。

我在橡树里冬眠。

偶尔遇到一个暖和天。

我就会醒来。

吃一点坚果。

出去晒晒太阳。

然后我又回去继续冬眠。

可能有一天你会发现我的小窝。

但请不要拿我的坚果哦。

我需要那些坚果过冬。





Mabel loves little birds

Mabel fence melted(melt)

梅布尔 篱笆 融化的(过去分词)

other gone

其他 消失了

Mabel loves little birds.

The other day she went out to play in the snow.

“I will make some little birds of the snow,”said she.

So she made five little birds of the snow.

She put them on the fence.

By and by she went into the house.

When she came out again, the birds were gone.

The hot sun had melted them.

Mabel was sorry not to find her birds.

Fred came out to play with her.

“Fred, my little snow birds are gone.”she said.

“Look over in the field!”said Fred.

“There are five little snow birds.”

梅布尔很喜爱小鸟

梅布尔很喜爱小鸟。

有一天，她去雪地里玩。

“我要用雪捏一些小鸟。”她说。

于是，她用雪捏了五只小鸟。

她把它们放在了篱笆上。

过了一会儿，她进了屋子。

当她又出来时，小鸟们都不见了。

炎热的阳光把它们融化了。

小鸟不见了，梅布尔很难过。

弗雷德出来和她一起玩儿。

“弗雷德，我的小雪鸟儿都不见了。”她说。

“你快看那边的野地里！”弗雷德说。

“那儿有五只小雪鸟呢。”





Why, Grace, did mamma say you could come

berries(berry) way bushes(bush)

浆果(复数) 路 灌木（复数）

frighten full

惊吓/害怕 满的

Why, Grace, did mamma say you could come?

Yes, she did.I want to pick berries too.

How did you find us?

Rover showed me the way.

Where is he now?

He ran into the woods.

He saw a little rabbit there.

Oh dear! He will frighten it.

Why didn't you call him away?

I did call, but he wouldn't come.

You have a good many berries.

Yes, we found some big bushes.

Kate found a dear little nest in one.

There are five little eggs in it.

Come, and we will show it to you.

We didn't pick berries on that bush.

It would frighten the mother bird.

Pick your berries now, Grace.

We are going home pretty soon.

I must get my cup full for mamma.

She shall have all my berries.

哎呀，格蕾丝，妈妈说你可以来吗

哎呀，格蕾丝，妈妈说你可以来吗？

是呀，她说了。我也想采摘浆果。

你是怎么找到我们的呀？

是洛夫带我来的。

他在哪儿呢？

他跑到树林里去了。

他在那里看到了一只小兔子。

哦，天呢，他会吓坏小兔子的。

你为什么不叫住他呢？

我叫了，但是他不听。

你们采了好多浆果呀。

是啊，我们找到了好多大灌木。

凯特在其中一棵灌木上发现了一个小巢呢。

巢里有五枚小鸟蛋。

快来，我们找给你看看。

我们不采那棵灌木上的浆果。

那会吓到鸟妈妈的。

格蕾丝，快过来采浆果吧！

一会儿我们就要回家啦。

我必须把我的杯子里采满浆果，拿回去给妈妈。

她会把我采到的全部浆果都拿走的。





A little mouse lived in our walls

wall hide bureau

墙 藏起来 书桌

sugar sorry cage

糖 难过 笼子

A little mouse lived in our walls.

Every night he came out to play.

He would come out into Fannie's room.

He would run up on her bureau.

Fannie put sugar there for him.

She would hide the sugar.

The little mouse would find it.

One day mamma saw him.

She said the kitty must catch him.

Fannie was very sorry.

She didn't wish the kitty to have him.

She told papa about it.

He got a pretty little trap.

It was like a cage.

The little mouse could live in it.

Fannie put the trap on the bureau.

She put some sugar in it.

The little mouse ran into it.

Fannie had him for a pet.

在我家的墙里面，住着一只小老鼠

在我家的墙里面，住着一只小老鼠。

每天夜里它都出来玩儿。

它会到范妮的屋子里去。

跑到她的书桌上。

范妮在桌上放一些糖。

她会把糖先藏起来。

小老鼠会自己找到糖。

有一天，妈妈看到了小老鼠。

她说，猫咪一定会来捉它的。

范妮很难过。

她不希望猫咪捉到小老鼠。

她把这件事告诉了爸爸。

爸爸为她找了一个漂亮的小捕鼠器。

看起来就像一个笼子。

小老鼠可以住在里面。

范妮把捕鼠器放在书桌上。

在里面放了一些糖。

小老鼠就跑进去了。

它成了范妮的小宠物。





Such a happy Christmas as Elsie had

presents(present) doctor

礼物(复数) 医生

hospital clothes

医院 衣服

Such a happy Christmas as Elsie had!

She had such pretty presents.

Three big dolls were given to her.

“Well, Elsie,”said papa, “what shall you do with three dolls?”

“I shall play with them,”said Elsie.

“Three dolls are not too many.

Wouldn't you like three little girls, papa？”

Papa couldn't say “No”to that.

Elsie's papa was a doctor.

He went to the hospital every day.

One day Elsie went to the hospital with him.

She saw two little girls there.

They had to stay in bed all the time.

Elsie was so sorry for them.

When she got home, she took her dolls.

She put the prettiest clothes on two of them.

Then she took them to papa.

“May I give my dolls to the little girls?”she said.

“Yes, you may,”said papa.

Elsie took the dolls to the little girls.

See how happy they are.

Elsie was very happy, too.

艾尔西的圣诞节过得真开心

艾尔西的圣诞节过得真开心！

她收到了很多漂亮的礼物。

其中有三个洋娃娃。

“哦，艾尔西，”爸爸说，“你有三个洋娃娃呢，你要怎么玩呢？”

“我要和它们一起玩儿。”艾尔西说。

“三个洋娃娃一点儿都不多。

爸爸，难道你不想要三个小女孩吗？”

是啊，难道爸爸不是这样想的吗？

艾尔西的爸爸是名医生。

他每天都去医院上班。

有一天，艾尔西跟爸爸去了医院。

她在那里看到了两个小女孩。

她们不得不一直躺在床上。

艾尔西看到了很难过。

回到家后，她把她的洋娃娃拿了出来。

她给其中的两个洋娃娃穿上了最漂亮的衣服。

然后她把洋娃娃拿给爸爸。

“我可以把我的洋娃娃送给那两个小女孩吗？”她问道。

“可以呀。”爸爸说。

艾尔西把洋娃娃送给了小女孩。

她们非常开心。

艾尔西也开心极了。





Helen is a dear little girl

people package blossoms(blossom)

人们 包裹 花朵(复数)

morning-glories(morning-glory) peep

牵牛花(复数) 看

seeds(seed)

种子（复数）

Helen is a dear little girl.

She loves to make people happy.

A poor old lady lives near her.

Helen goes to see her.

She says, “Good morning, Mrs.Gray.

Are you pretty well this morning?”

Poor Mrs.Gray smiles at her.

“Not very well,”she says.

“But I love to see you.”

One day Mrs.Gray gave a package to Helen.

It was a little package of seeds.

“Plant them under your window,”she said.

“Before long the blossoms will come.

They will peep in at you.

I cannot come to say ‘Good morning ' to you.

The blossoms will say it for me.”

Helen was so happy over the seeds.

She planted them under the window.

They grew very fast.

Very soon the blossoms came.

They were morningglories.

Helen picked some for Mrs.Gray.

“I say ‘Good morning' only once,”she said.

“Your morningglories say it many times.”

海伦是一个可爱的小女孩

海伦是一个可爱的小女孩。

她很喜欢给人们带来欢乐。

她的邻居是一位可怜的老妇人。

海伦去看望她。

她说：“早上好呀，格雷太太。

您今天早上感觉还舒服吗？”

可怜的格雷太太对她微笑了一下。

“不太好呢，”她说。

“但是见到你我很开心。”

有一天，格雷太太送给海伦一个包裹。

那是一个包满种子的小包裹。

“把它们种在你的窗户下面，”她说。

“很快它们就能开花。

它们会默默地看着你。

我不能去跟你说‘早上好'。

但是花儿们可以替我向你说。”

拿到种子，海伦非常开心。

她把它们种在了窗户下面。

它们长得真快。

很快，它们开花了。

开的是牵牛花。

海伦摘了几朵牵牛花给格雷太太送了去。

“我只能说一次‘早上好'，”她说。

“但你的牵牛花却能说很多次。”





Helen wished the birds “Good morning”too

crumbs（crumb） light learned(learn)

面包屑(复数) 光 学习（过去式）

Helen wished the birds “Good morning”too.

They would sing it to her as soon as it was light.

She would get a basket of crumbs.

Then she would run to the window.

“Here, little birds!”she would say.

“See what I have for you!”

Then they would fly to the window.

Helen would throw the crumbs to them.

“Here is some breakfast for you, little birds.”

The birds learned to know Helen.

They would fly very near to her.

Some little birds do not go South.

Helen would feed them all Winter.

She learned the names of the birds.

“Good morning, robin! ”she would say.

“And here is a catbird.

You make your nests up high.

I wish to see your eggs, robin.

They are such pretty blue eggs.

The bobolink makes his nest in the field.

I can look into his nest.

I go into the fields to see him.

He never comes to see me.”

海伦也想对鸟儿们说“早上好”

海伦也想对鸟儿们说“早上好”。

只要天一亮，鸟儿们就开始唱歌给海伦听。

她会拿着一篮子面包屑。

跑到窗户旁边。

“快来呀，小鸟儿们！”她说。

“看看我给你们带了什么！”

然后它们就飞到了窗台上。

海伦把面包屑扔给它们吃。

“小鸟儿，这是你们的早餐。”

小鸟儿们渐渐地和海伦熟悉了。

它们飞到她的身旁。

有一些小鸟儿不飞到南方去。

海伦就喂它们一整个冬天。

她也慢慢地知道了这些鸟儿的名字。

“早上好呀，知更鸟！”她说。

“你是一只小猫鹊。

你的鸟窝在很高很高的地方。

知更鸟，能把你的鸟蛋给我看看吗？

它们是蓝色的呢，真漂亮。

食米鸟的巢在田野上。

我能看到它的巢里什么样。

我常常跑到田野里去看它的巢。

但是它从来都不来看看我。”





Harry's father lived in the far West

hanging(hang) board Wese

挂在（现在分词） 木板 西部

Indian pappoose squaw

印第安人 印第安婴儿 印第安妇女

Harry's father liced in zhe far West,

One day he took Harry to see some Indians.

One Indian woman had a baby.

An Indian woman is called a squaw.

An Indian baby is called a pappoose.

The pappoose was on a board.

It was hanging on a tree.

It looked at Harry with its bright eyes.

“How pretty it is！”said Harry.

The squaw let Harry hold it.

“My little pappoose,”she said.

“I wish Mamma coule see it,”said Harry.

“May Itake it home to her?”

“NO！NO！my little pappoose，”said the squaw.

Harry gave it back to her.

She put it back on zhe tree.

What a funny place for a baby.

The wind can rock it.

The birds can sing to it.

Do you think your baby sister would like it？

哈里的爸爸住在很远的西部

哈里的爸爸住在很远的西部。

有一天，他带着哈里去看一些印第安人。

其中一个印第安妇女有一个婴儿。

人们叫印第安妇女“squaw”。

叫婴儿“pappoose”。

那个婴儿正躺在一块木板上。

木板是吊在树上的。

婴儿明亮的大眼睛，一眨一眨地看着哈里。

“他长得真好看！”哈里说。

那个妇女让哈里抱了抱小婴儿。

“我的小乖乖。”她说。

“真希望妈妈也能看看他。”哈里说。

“我可不可以把他带回家给我妈妈看看呢？”

“不行！不行！这是我的小乖乖！”那个妇女说。

哈里就把婴儿还给她了。

于是她又把婴儿挂回了树上。

多有趣的地方啊。

风儿吹着他荡秋千。

鸟儿为他唱歌。

我相信，你的小乖妹妹肯定也会喜欢这个地方的！





Harry saw an Indian boy

wigwam shoot pony bow

棚屋 射箭 小马 弓

arrows(arrow) marbles(marble) skins(skin)

箭(复数) 弹珠(复数) 毛皮(复数)

Harry saw an Indian boy.

He was taking care of a pony.

Harry began to talk with him.

He couldn't talk very well.

The Indian showed him his wigwam.

A wigwam is an Indian's house.

It is made of skins.

The boy let him go into the wigwam.

He gave him a bow and arrows.

Indians can shoot very well.

He showed Harry how to shoot an arrow.

Harry gave him some pretty marbles.

He showed him how to play with them.

The Indian put a marble on the tree.

He could shoot it off with his arrow.

哈里看见了一个印第安男孩

哈里看见了一个印第安男孩。

男孩正在照看一匹小马。

哈里过去和他说话。

男孩话讲得不是很好。

他让哈里看他的小棚屋。

小棚屋是印第安人住的房子。

房子是用动物的皮做成的。

男孩请哈里到屋子里玩。

他给哈里拿了一副弓和箭。

印第安人很擅长射箭。

男孩教哈里怎样射箭。

哈里给了男孩一些很漂亮的弹珠。

然后教他怎么玩。

那个印第安男孩把一颗弹珠放在树上。

他用弓箭把它射了下来。





Jack and Kitty live near the lake

row lake leaves

划船 湖 树叶

jumped(jump) lovely reach

跳(过去式) 可爱的 到达

Jack and Kitty live near the lake.

Jack has a pretty new rowboat.

He can row very well.

He took mamma, Alice, and Kitty for a row.

They had such a pretty ride on the lake.

“Should you like some lilies?”said Jack.

“Oh, yes! We should,”they said.

Jack rowed them to where the lilies were.

“You lovely white lilies!”said Alice.

“I must take you home with me.”

She picked all she could reach.

Kitty had her lap full of them.

“How sweet they are!”she said.

“The leaves are pretty,too.”

“They are lily pads,”said Alice.

“Look on that lily pad.”

There sat a tiny green frog.

杰克和凯蒂住在湖边

杰克和凯蒂住在湖边。

杰克有一个又新又漂亮的小划艇。

他划船划得非常好。

他带妈妈、爱丽丝和凯蒂去划船。

看，他们在湖上划得多开心！

“你们想不想采睡莲花呀？”杰克说。

“好呀好呀！当然想摘。”他们说。

杰克把小船划到有睡莲花的地方。

“好可爱的睡莲花呀！”爱丽丝说。

“我要把你们带回家。”

她把所有能够得到的睡莲花都采走了。

凯蒂也摘了很多花，放得满腿都是。

“它们真香！”她说。

“叶子也很漂亮呢！”

“那些就是睡莲花的叶子。”

“快看那片叶子呀！”

只见上面坐着一只绿色的小青蛙。





Down in a little pool lived some starfish

feelers(feeler) mouth

触角(复数) 嘴巴

urchins(urchin) waves(wave)

海胆（复数） 波浪(复数)

rocks(rock) pool

岩石（复数） 池塘

seamosses(seamoss) fisherman

海藻(复数) 渔夫

waded(wade)

跋涉（过去式）

Down in a little pool lived some starfish.

The pool was in a large rock.

The long seamosses grew in it.

The pretty seaurchins lived there.

They looked like thistlebuds.

Two little children played on the rocks.

Their father was a fisherman.

Their home was an old brown house.

They ran from the little waves.

They waded in the sea.

They loved to look into this pretty pool.

One day they saw a pretty starfish.

The starfish had five arms.

These arms would move.

There were little feelers on them.

These feelers helped it to move about.

The mouth was in the middle of the starfish.

See the starfish in the picture.

The lower one shows the feelers and the mouth.

The upper one shows the back of the starfish.

在那个小池塘里住着几只海星

在那个小池塘里住着几只海星。

池塘在一个巨大的岩石里面。

里面长着长长的海藻。

美丽的海胆也在那里安家。

它们看起来很像是蓟草的花苞。

有两个小孩儿在岩石上玩耍。

他们的爸爸是一个渔夫。

他们的家是一座很古老的棕色房子。

他们踏着浪花跑啊跑。

在海里一步一步小心地走着。

他们喜欢看这个美丽的小池塘。

有一天，他们看到一只非常漂亮的海星。

海星有五只手爪。

这些手爪能够活动。

上面有细小的触角。

有了这些触角，它就可以到处爬了。

海星的嘴巴在它身体的中央。

看看图片里的两只海星。

下面那只，我们可以看到它的触角和嘴巴。

上面那只，我们看到的是它的背部。





I am making a nest in the pretty elm tree

yellow elm weave soft silk

黄色 榆树 织 柔软的 绸布

I am making a nest in the pretty elm tree.

Such a soft, cosey nest it is going to be.

I am looking for something to weave into it.

Of this bright, yellow silk I must have just a bit.

My nest is to hang, with the breezes to swing.

I shall sit on the elmtree and gayly I'll sing.

Mother bird and the little ones sweetly shall sleep.

While I, o'er my dear ones, a close watch will keep.

Just watch for my nest, as you pass the elmtree.

The soft, yellow silk you surely will see.

Then you'll know it is mine, though you may not see me.

我在美丽的榆树上做窝

我在美丽的榆树上做窝。

做一个温暖舒适的小窝。

用什么材料织我的窝呢？

这块黄色的绸布真不错！

微风轻轻吹拂我的小窝。

我坐在榆树上欢快歌唱。

鸟儿们进入了甜美梦乡。

我要细心照看我的小窝。

快来看看我美丽的小窝。

柔软的黄绸布多么漂亮。

那就是我可爱的小鸟窝。





Little Jessie had a new pink dress

Jessie pink gander caught(catch)

杰西 粉红的 公鹅 抓住(过去式)

stick yard through

木棍 院子 穿过

Little Jessie had a new pink dress.

She and Harry were out at play.

An old gander was walking by the yard.

He saw the pink dress through the fence.

The old gander wanted that pink dress.

He put his head through the fence.

He caught the dress in his big bill.

Poor little Jessie was afraid.

“Oh, Harry, come!”she said.

“There is a big bird here.

He wants my new dress.”

Harry got a big stick.

He said, “ Let go, you bad bird!

You cannot have Jessie's dress.”

The old gander let go of the dress.

He ran away from the yard.

“Goosey, Goosey, Gander!

Where do you wander?

Up stairs, down stairs.

In my lady's chamber.”

小杰西有一件粉红色的新衣服

小杰西有一件粉红色的新衣服。

有一天她正和哈里玩儿。

一只老公鹅朝院子走了过来。

它透过篱笆看见了那件粉红色的衣服。

于是它想要那件衣服。

它把头穿过篱笆伸了进来。

用尖嘴巴啄住了衣服。

可怜的小杰西很害怕。

“哎呀，哈里，快来！”她说。

“这里有一只大鸟。

它想要我的新衣服。”

哈里找来一根长长的木棍。

他说：“快松开，你这只坏鸟！

我们不会把杰西的新衣服给你的。”

老公鹅就把嘴松开了。

它跑开了。

“大笨鹅，傻大头，

东跑西窜瞎转悠。

楼上楼下转不够，

还去太太房里头。”





Alice and Fannie are at the beach

beach bathing(bath) sand pies(pie)

沙滩 洗澡(现在分词) 沙子 馅饼（复数）

another burn hot sail

另一个 晒坏 炎热的 航海

Alice and Fannie are at the beach.

They are having such a good time.

They have been bathing in the sea.

Now they are playing with the sand.

Fannie has just been for some water.

She got it in her pail.

Alice has made two sand pies.

She is making another one now.

Put on your hat, Alice.

The hot sun will burn your face.

It will not hurt me.

I play in the sun all the time.

We are going for a sail by and by.

We are going to the lighthouse.

Papa has a big sail boat.

We have some pretty sea mosses.

We have a box of sea shells.

Fannie has a sea urchin.

I have a little starfish.

We are going to take them to the hospital.

Some little children are there.

Don't you think they will like to see them?

爱丽丝和范妮在沙滩上玩

爱丽丝和范妮在沙滩上玩。

她们玩得开心极了。

她们已经在海里洗了澡。

现在她们在玩沙子。

范妮刚刚去取了一些水。

放在她的小桶里。

爱丽丝已经做了两块沙子馅饼。

现在，她正在做第三个呢。

爱丽丝，快戴上你的帽子。

阳光会把你的脸晒坏的。

不会晒坏的。

我经常在阳光下玩。

过几天我们就去航海。

我们要到灯塔那里去。

爸爸有一艘很大的帆船。

我们有一些很漂亮的海藻。

还有一盒子海贝壳。

范妮有一个海胆。

我还有一个小海星。

我们要把它们都带到医院去。

那里有很多小朋友。

看到这些礼物，他们肯定会非常开心的！





James put a duck's egg in the hen's nest

matter swimming(swim)

事情，问题 游泳（现在分词）

scratched(scratch) hatched（hatch）

扒，抓（过去式） 孵（过去式）

webfeet（webfoot） drowned(drown)

脚蹼(复数) 溺水（过去式）

James put a duck's egg in the hen's nest.

A little duck hatched out with the chickens.

How funny the little duck looked!

The chickens ran about and scratched for worms.

The little duck could not scratch so well.

He had webfeet.

They were made for swimming.

He wanted some water to swim in.

One day Hattie found him.

She took him up in her hands.

“What is the matter, little duck?”

“Peep! Peep!”said the little duck.

“Do you wish to swim?”said Hattie.

“Peep! Peep! Yes, I do!”

“You shall have some water.”

Hattie ran into the house.

She got some water in a pan.

She put the pan down in the grass.

The little duck ran to the pan.

He was so glad to get into the water.

The old hen said,“Cluck!Cluck!

You will be drowned, you bad duck.”

The little chickens ran to the pan, too.

They would drink the water;but they didn't swim.

The hen was afraid they would fall in.

“Cluck!Cluck!”she would say.

“Here is a nice fat worm.”

Then the chickens would run to her.

The little duck would stay and swim.

He wished the chickens would swim too.

All swimming birds have wetfeet.

Some birds wade in the water.

They have long legs.

詹姆斯在母鸡的窝里放了一个鸭蛋

詹姆斯在母鸡的窝里放了一个鸭蛋。

于是一只小鸭子和一群小鸡一起孵出来了。

小鸭子看起来真好玩！

小鸡们到处乱跑，抢着吃小虫子。

小鸭子却经常抢不到。

它的脚上有鸭蹼。

它们是用来帮小鸭子游泳的。

它很想找个有水的地方去游泳。

有一天，小鸭子碰到了哈蒂。

哈蒂把它拿起来，放在手里。

“小鸭子，你怎么了？”

“吱吱！吱吱！”小鸭子说。

“你想游泳吗？”哈蒂说。

“吱吱！吱吱！是呀！”

“但是我们得先弄点水来。”

哈蒂跑到屋子里。

她端了一锅水出来。

她把锅放到草地上。

小鸭子就跑到了锅里。

进了水里面，小鸭子很开心。

老母鸡说：“咯咯！咯咯！

你这个小笨鸭，你会被淹死的！”

小鸡们也都跑到了锅的旁边。

它们喝锅里的水，但是它们不会游泳。

老母鸡很怕小鸡们会掉进锅里面。

“咯咯！咯咯！”它说。

“这里有一条很好吃的小虫子哟！”

于是小鸡们就朝鸡妈妈跑去。

小鸭子自己在锅里游泳。

它真希望小鸡们也会游泳。

所有会游泳的鸟儿都有脚蹼。

有一些鸟类会涉水。

它们的腿很长。

SOMETHING TO GUESS

air guess fire

天 猜 火

through tease window

穿过 逗 窗户

See if you can guess who I am.

I come to see you in the Winter.

I make pictures for you on the window.

I can fly through the air.

I ride on the north wind.

I fly away from the sunshine.

Why do the flowers like it?

I tease little boys and girls.

I bite their cheeks, and make them look pretty.

I make their eyes bright.

They run away from me.

Sometimes I cannot catch them.

Ha! Ha! I love to see them dance.

Do you know my name now?

It is J__F__.

猜猜看

快来猜猜我是谁。

冬天里呀来做客。

拿支画笔画窗花。

漫天飞舞不喊累。

北风是我的翅膀。

太阳出来我就藏。

花儿见了笑眯眯。

逗小朋友乐开怀。

粉红脸颊多可爱。

一双眼睛明又亮。

看见我就撒腿跑。

追呀追呀追不上。

唱歌跳舞喜洋洋。

快来猜猜我是谁？

我是J__F__。





Here come the cars

called(call) cartrunks(trunk)

叫(过去式) 火车行李箱（复数）

enginesea shore

火车头 海滩

Here come the cars.

Charlie and mamma are going to ride in them.

They are going to the seashore.

Charlie is so glad.

He likes to ride in the cars.

Look at the big engine.

How fast it comes!

Charlie is afraid it will not stop.

“Oh, yes, it will!”said mamma.

“Will they put our trunk on?”said Charlie.

“Yes, there is a car for the trunks.”

The engine stops and lets them get on.

Then away they go.

“Oh, mamma!”said Charlie, “ this is such fun! ”

一列火车开过来啦

一列火车开过来啦。

查理和妈妈要坐火车。

他们要去海边玩。

查理很开心。

他很喜欢坐火车。

快看那个大大的火车头。

它开得真快！

查理很害怕它停不下来。

“哦，别怕，它会停下来的！”妈妈说。

“它们会把我们的行李箱也放上吗？”查理问。

“当然，有一节车厢是专门装我们的行李呢！”

火车停了，他们上了车。

火车开走了。

“哦，妈妈！”查理说，“真好玩！”

SOMETHING TO ANSWER

Where you ever in the cars?

Where did you go?

How long did you ride?

What did you see?

What is the car for the trunks called ?

What is the car for the people called ?

To be read silently, and answered.

问题

你坐过火车吗？

去哪儿了？

坐了多长时间呢？

看到了哪些风景？

装行李的车厢叫什么？

载乘客的车厢又叫什么？

默读这些问题，然后回答。





Here are Charlie and his mamma in the cars

parlor places(place) river just

客车 地方(复数) 河 刚刚

stop those hands(hand) first

停下 那些 手(复数) 第一

Here are Charlie and his mamma in the cars.

What a pretty car this is!

It is a parlor car.

Charlie likes to look out of the window.

“How many pretty places there are!”he says.

Now he sees a river.

“Mamma, see those little boys.

They have a boat.

Oh dear! We have gone by them.

I wish the cars would stop here.

I saw some lovely flowers.

There are some horses.

Just see how they run.

Are they afraid of the engine?

Look at those little children, mamma.

See them wave their hands to me.”

“Did you wave to them, Charlie?”

“Oh, yes! I waved my hand first.

Will there be any children at the seashore, mamma?”

“Yes, I think there will be some.

You shall play on the beach with them.”

查理和他的妈妈正在火车上

查理和他的妈妈正在火车上。

这列火车真漂亮！

这是一节客车厢。

查理喜欢看窗外的风景。

“看！外面有好多漂亮的风景！”他说。

他看到了一条河。

“妈妈，快看那些小男孩。

他们有一条船呢。

哦，天啊，我们看不见他们了。

真希望火车能在这儿停下来。

看哪，那儿有好多漂亮的花儿。

还有好多马儿。

看它们跑得多开心！

它们不害怕火车吗？

快看那些小孩呀妈妈。

他们在向我招手呢！”

“你向他们招手了吗，查理？”妈妈问。

“是呀妈妈，是我先向他们招手的。

妈妈，海边会有小孩吗？”

“当然有呀。

你可以和他们一起在沙滩上玩。”





How fast it was snowing

pop-corn kernels(kernel) filled(fill)

爆米花 谷粒(复数) 装满（过去式）

danced(dance) chains flakes

跳舞（过去式） 一串 雪花

blossomed(blossom)

开花(过去式)

How fast it was snowing.

The children watched the big flakes.

“They look like feathers!”said Jessie.

“They look like popcorn!”said Hal.

“Oh! Oh! Let's pop some corn!”said Elsie.

They ran to ask mamma.

“May we pop some corn, mamma? ”they said.

“Yes, you may,”said mamma.

The children danced for joy.

The yellow kernels danced too.

They popped out of their yellow coats.

They blossomed out like snow.

The children filled a big pan with the pretty kernels.

They made long chains of them.

“Open your mouth, Grace,”said Elsie.

“Play you are a little chicken.I will feed you.”

By and by mamma came in.

She made them some popcorn balls.

“These are the best of all!”said the children.

Mamma always knows what is best.

Snowflakes and popcorn dance about.

The corn in the house, and the snow without.

The wind peeps in at the children gay,

Blow, wind, but you can't blow our flakes away.

雪下得真大

雪下得真大！

孩子们观察了大大的雪花。

“它们像羽毛！”杰西说。

“它们像爆米花！”哈尔说。

“哇！我们来做些爆米花吧！”艾尔西说。

他们跑去问妈妈。

“妈妈，我们可不可以做一些爆米花？”他们问。

“好呀，做吧！”妈妈说。

孩子们高兴地跳了起来。

小谷粒们听了也开心极了。

它们脱掉了黄色外衣。

像雪花一样蹦啊跳啊。

孩子们把美丽的爆米花装到一只锅里。

他们把爆米花串成很长的一串。

“格蕾丝，快张开你的嘴。”艾尔西说。

“你扮成一只小鸡，我来喂你。”

不一会儿，妈妈进来了。

她给孩子们做了一些爆米花球。

“这才是最棒的呢！”孩子们欢呼着。

只有妈妈每次都能知道什么才是最棒的。

雪花和爆米花一起欢快地跳着舞。

爆米花在屋子里，雪花在屋外。

风儿也来凑热闹。

吹呀吹呀小北风，

吹不走我们的小雪花。





Hal was out in the country

country wind blow

乡下 风 吹

lanterns(lantern) fairy shine

灯笼(复数) 精灵 亮

Hal was out in the country.

One night he saw some lights in the grass.

They looked like tiny stars.

He ran into the field to see them.

“I must have one!”he said.

The stars did not stand still.

They did not shine all the time.

“Where do you go ?”said Hal.

“Does the wind blow you out ?

I think you are fairy lanterns.

The fairies will not let me catch you.

I must go in and ask mamma about you.”

Then he ran into the house.

He asked his mamma to come into the field.

“The field is full of tiny stars, mamma.

They do not shine all of the time.

Please come and tell me about them.”

“They are fireflies, Hal,”said mamma.

“I will try to catch one for you.”

She caught one and put it on Hal's hand.

“Where are its wings?”said Hal.

“This is the mother firefly,”said mamma.

“ Its wings are very small.

It cannot fly very fast.

Watch the light come and go.”

哈尔去了乡下

哈尔去了乡下。

有一天晚上，他看到草丛里有一闪一闪的光。

它们就像小星星一样。

他跑到草地上，想看看它们。

“要是我也有一个该多好！”他说。

小星星们还会动。

它们有时亮有时不亮。

“你要去哪里呀？”哈尔说。

“是风把你吹来的吗？

你一定是精灵的小灯笼。

精灵一定不愿意我捉你的。

我还是去问问妈妈怎么办吧。”

于是他跑进屋子里。

他让妈妈来草地上。

“妈妈，草地上有许多小星星呢。

它们有时亮有时不亮呢。

你快来看看，告诉我是怎么回事呀？”

“哈尔，它们是萤火虫。”妈妈说。

“我给你捉一只。”

妈妈捉了一只萤火虫，放在哈尔手里。

“它的翅膀在哪儿呢？”哈尔说。

“这是萤火虫妈妈。”妈妈说。

“它的翅膀非常小。

飞得很慢。

看，它有时会亮，有时又不亮了。”





The pretty brook is very still now

melt close roots(root)

融化 近 根(复数)

pocket still Spring

口袋 仍然 春天

The pretty brook is very still now.

It does not sing to me.

Winter has put it to sleep.

The flowers are fast asleep,too.

By and by the Spring will come.

Then the brook will awake.

It will sing its pretty song.

The flowers are under the snow.

The snow keeps the roots warm.

The Spring sun will melt the snow.

Then the flowers will wake, too.

The violets love the brook.

They live very close to it.

I love the pretty brook, too.

If I were a flower, I would live near it.

Why, you poor little birds!

What are you doing here?

You must be little snowbirds.

Do you wish the brook to wake?

Grandma put a cake in my pocket.

You shall have it, little birds.

一条小溪安静地躺在我面前

一条小溪安静地躺在我面前。

它没有为我唱歌。

因为冬天来了，它要睡觉了。

花儿也很快睡着了。

很快，春天来了。

小溪要苏醒了。

它又会欢快地唱歌。

雪为花儿盖上了被子。

花儿的根就暖和了。

春天的阳光就要把雪融化了。

花儿也要睡醒啦！

紫罗兰和小溪是好朋友。

它们和小溪是邻居。

我也很喜爱这条小溪。

我多么想变成一朵花，住在小溪边呀。

哦，可怜的小鸟！

你在这儿做什么？

你一定是小雪鸟！

你也希望小溪快睡醒，对吗？

奶奶在我兜里放了一块蛋糕。

我把它送给你吧，小鸟儿。





I am a sunshine fairy

dew sunbeams(sunbeam) nothing

露水 阳光(复数) 没什么

slide ripe touch fruit

滑 成熟 触摸 果实

I am a sunshine fairy.

My name is Ray.

My home is in the sun.

I slide down on the sunbeams.

The flowers awake when I touch them.

The tiny leaves spring out to meet me.

I wake the birds the first of all.

Their home is in the treetops.

They see me, and begin to sing.

I open the lilies on the lake.

I bring the lily buds up from the water.

The seeds send up their little plants at my touch.

I kiss the fruit, and make it ripe and sweet.

I drink the morning dew.

I carry water to the clouds.

Some days the rain fairies come.

Then you do not see me.

You need the rain fairies.

They water the pretty flowers.

Nothing could grow without them.

You must love them, too.

You can all be sunshine fairies.

Be happy and good.

Then you will make sunshine in your homes.

Rain fairies playing on my garden bed,

Each little floweret raises up its head.

Holds up its cup to catch the raindrops bright,

Drinks in the freshness, and reaches for the light.

Sun fairies smile and bring the blossoms gay;

Now, little rain fairies, you must fly away.

Fly to your cloud home, far up in the sky:

Welcome, little sun fairies; rain fairies, goodbye.

我是一只阳光小精灵

我是一只阳光小精灵。

我的名字叫雷。

我住在太阳里。

我是顺着阳光滑下来的。

我一抚摸花儿，它们就苏醒了。

小小的叶子探出头来看我。

我要先把小鸟儿们叫醒。

它们的家在树梢上。

它们一看见我，就开始歌唱。

我还要去叫醒住在湖里的睡莲。

把它们的花苞从水里叫醒。

我抚摸它们，让它们开花，结果。

我亲吻果实，让它们快快成熟，又香又甜。

我还喝露水。

把水带到白云上面。

有一天，雨精灵会到来。

那时我就藏起来，你们就找不到我啦！

雨精灵是我们的好帮手。

它帮我们浇花。

花儿才能快乐成长。

你们一定也很喜欢它吧！

你们都是阳光小精灵！

每天都欢快友爱。

阳光就会每天都住在你们家。

小小雨精灵，花园里玩耍。

朵朵小花儿，抬呀抬起头。

张开小花瓣，接住小雨滴。

雨水滋润它，阳光照耀它。

太阳精灵到，花儿笑哈哈。

小小雨精灵，快快飞回家。

雨精灵再见，白云是你家。

太阳小精灵，你又回来啦。





Sometimes the rain fairies meet the sun fairies

dark dull colors（color） across

忧郁 单调 颜色(复数) 越过

orange path drops(drop) indigo

橘色 桥 滴(复数) 靛蓝色

Sometimes the rain fairies meet the sun fairies.

What a happy time they have!

They are no longer dark and dull.

They shine and are bright with colors.

Some are red, some orange, and some yellow.

Others are green, blue, indigo, or violet.

They make a bright path across the sky.

This path is called a rainbow.

It is made by the sun on the raindrops.

Each raindrop helps to make it.

The clouds alone are dull and dark.

The sunlight makes them bright and beautiful.

有时候，雨精灵会和太阳精灵在一起玩耍

有时候，雨精灵会和太阳精灵在一起玩耍。

它们玩得多高兴啊！

它们不再孤独，不再忧郁。

闪闪发亮，有好多种颜色。

有红色，橘色，还有黄色。

也有绿色，蓝色，靛蓝色，还有紫色。

它们在天上形成一座明亮的桥。

这座桥就叫做彩虹。

这是阳光反射在雨滴上形成的。

所有雨滴形成了一道彩虹。

光有云彩是很单调的，也是很黑暗的。

有了太阳光，它们才变得明亮又美丽。





What do you think our baby did

button candy took(take)

纽扣 糖果 带到（过去式）

buy other street

买 另一个/别的 街道

What do you think our baby did?

There is an old man who sells candy.

One day we took baby there.

We let her buy some candy.

She gave her penny to the old man.

He gave her some candy.

The other day we found her in the street.

She had on her little cap and coat.

She had her baby doll in one hand.

“Why, baby! where are you going?”I said.

“Get candy!”said the baby.

“But why do you take the dolly?”

“Dolly want candy, too.”

“You can't get candy, dear;

You haven't any penny.”

“Yes! Yes! See my penny! ”

What do you think she had?

It was a big button.

She was going to buy candy with it.

Wasn't she a funny baby?

Could she buy candy with a button?

I think the old man would have given her some.

He is a very kind old man.

你猜我们的孩子做了件什么有趣的事

你猜我们的孩子做了件什么有趣的事？

从前有一个卖糖果的老人。

有一天，我们带孩子去他那里玩。

我们让她自己买一些糖果。

她就把她的一分钱给了老人。

老人给了她一些糖果。

过了几天，孩子自己跑到街上。

她戴着她的小帽子，穿着小外套。

手里拿着她的小洋娃娃。

“哦，我的孩子，你要去哪里？”我说。

“去买糖果！”孩子说。

“但是你为什么带着你的洋娃娃呢？”

“她也想吃糖果呢。”

“哦，亲爱的，你买不到糖果的，

你没有钱。”

“有啊，有啊，你看！”

你们猜她拿的是什么？

是个大纽扣！

她想用纽扣买糖果！

真是个有趣的孩子。

她能用纽扣买到糖果吗？

我觉得，那个老人会给她一些糖果的。

他是个热心肠的老人。





I wish Anna would learn to cook

learn cook teach candles(candle)

学习 做饭 教 蜡烛(复数)

forty used beside

四十 以前 旁边

I wish Anna would learn to cook,”said papa.

“Oh, please teach me, mamma,”said Anna.

“Some time you may learn,”said mamma.

“I haven't time to teach you now.”

Anna went to see grandma.

“Grandma, will you teach me to cook ?”she said.

“Yes, dear,”said grandma;

“You may cook a little today.”

“Oh, thank you!”said Anna.

“It will please papa to have me learn.”

“His birthday comes very soon,”said grandma.

“You shall make him a birthday cake.

I used to make them when he was a little boy.”

“Did you put candles on it, grandma?”

“I used to ; but it would take forty now.”

“Oh, dear,”said Anna,“ I couldn't get forty candles.”

Anna did her best to learn.

By and by the birthday came.

Anna made the birthday cake.

She took it home to papa.

She put it beside his plate.

“Well! What is this?”said papa.

“A birthday cake for you.”

“Who made me a birthday cake?”

“I did,”said Anna; “grandma told me how.”

“What! You made this pretty cake!

What a dear little girl you are!

I haven't had a birthday cake for a long time.”

“I wish I could put forty candles on it,”said Anna.

“It is all right, my little girl,”said papa.

“The cake is too small for so many.

I am very much pleased with it.”

我真希望安娜也能学学做饭

“我真希望安娜也能学学做饭。”爸爸说。

“哦，妈妈，请您教我做饭吧！”安娜说。

“你可以自己学呀。”妈妈说。

“我现在可没时间教你。”

安娜来到奶奶家。

“奶奶，您能教我做饭吗？”她说。

“好呀，小宝贝。”奶奶说。

“今天我就先教你一点点。”

“哦，太谢谢您了，奶奶。”安娜说。

“爸爸知道了一定会很高兴的！”

“他马上就要过生日了。”奶奶说。

“你可以给他做一块生日蛋糕。

当他还是个小男孩的时候，我就经常给他做蛋糕吃。”

“奶奶，你会在蛋糕上插蜡烛吗？”

“会放蜡烛，现在要放40根蜡烛了！”

“哦，天哪，”安娜说，“我去哪儿弄40根蜡烛呀。”

安娜努力地学习做蛋糕。

不久以后，爸爸的生日到来了。

安娜做了一块生日蛋糕。

安娜把它带回家送给爸爸。

她把蛋糕放在爸爸的盘子旁边。

“哇哦，这是什么？”爸爸说。

“这是给您的生日蛋糕。”

“是谁给我做的生日蛋糕？”

“我做的，”安娜说，“是奶奶教我做的。”

“哦！真不敢相信，这是你自己做的蛋糕！漂亮极了！

我可爱的小宝贝！

我已经很长时间没有收到生日蛋糕啦！”

“我还想在蛋糕上插40根蜡烛呢。”安娜说。

“没关系的，乖宝贝。”爸爸说。

“蛋糕太小啦，放不上这么多蜡烛。

爸爸非常开心！”

SOMETHING TO GUESS

gills（gill） breathe tadpole

鳃(复数) 呼吸 蝌蚪

I swim in the water.

I am not a fish.

I have two webfeet.

I am not a duck.

I sleep all Winter in a hole.

I am not a squirrel.

I hop about in the grass.

I am not a rabbit.

I have a little song of my own.

I am not a bird.

At first I am a tadpole.

I swim and breathe as a fish does.

I have gills to breathe with.

By and by I have four little legs.

I lose my gills and tail.

I come out of the water.

I hop about in the fields.

猜猜看

我喜欢在水里游泳，

但我不是鱼。

我有两只脚蹼，

但我不是鸭子。

整个冬天我都在一个洞里睡觉，

但我不是松鼠。

我喜欢在草丛里跳，

但我不是兔子。

我还喜欢唱歌给自己听，

但我不是小鸟。

刚开始的时候，我是一只小蝌蚪，

我和鱼一样游泳、呼吸。

我也有鳃。

不久以后，我就会长出四条细细的腿，

鳃和尾巴也会渐渐消失。

我从水里出来，

在田野上又蹦又跳。





Edith was very fond of Molly

fond clover Aunt calf

喜爱 三叶草 姑姑 小牛犊

butter Uncle cream

黄油 姑父 奶油

Edith was very fond of Molly.

Molly was Aunt Annie's cow.

She was a very kind cow.

She would let Edith pat her.

Edith would pick clover for her to eat.

She liked to see John milk her.

He would carry the pail into the house.

Then Edith would drink the fresh milk.

She put some cream on her berries.

She put the sweet butter on her bread.

“Molly gives me so much! ”she said.

Edith went to see Aunt Annie the next summer.

She was glad to be in the country.

“How good Molly's milk is!”she said.

“Molly has something to show you,”said Uncle.

He took her out to the fields.

There was a pretty little calf.

“Oh, you dear little calf! ”said Edith.

Edith gave the calf some clover.

It would eat from her hand.

The calf grew very fond of Edith.

伊迪丝非常喜爱莫利

伊迪丝非常喜爱莫利。

莫利是安妮姑姑养的一头奶牛。

一头非常温驯的牛。

它喜欢伊迪丝轻轻地拍拍它。

伊迪丝喜欢摘三叶草喂它吃。

她也喜欢看约翰挤牛奶。

约翰会将奶桶提到屋里。

这样伊迪丝就能喝到新鲜的牛奶了。

伊迪丝可以将奶油抹到莓子上，

将香甜的黄油抹到面包上。

“莫利给我带来了这么多好吃的。”伊迪丝说。

第二年夏天伊迪丝又去看望安妮姑姑了。

她很愿意住在乡下。

“莫利的牛奶太好喝了！”她说。

“莫利还有件东西要给你看呢！”姑父说。

他把伊迪丝带到了田野里。

这里有一头漂亮可爱的小牛犊。

“哇，你真是一头可爱的小牛！”伊迪丝说。

伊迪丝喂它吃了些三叶草。

小牛喜欢吃她手里的三叶草。

渐渐地，小牛也十分喜爱伊迪丝了。





Daisy was going to the store to buy candy

store cents(cent) perhaps front

商店 美分(复数) 也许 前面

cart Daisy almost

手推车 黛茜 几乎

Daisy was going to the store to buy candy.

Papa had given her ten cents.

“ I can buy candy for us all with ten cents,”she said.

“I wish Marion could have some.

She has been sick so long.

Perhaps I shall see something for her, too.”

There was a cart in front of the store.

There were plants in the cart.

“Buy a plant, little girl,”said the man.

“Here is a fine one for ten cents.”

“Marion would like a plant,”said Daisy.

“She could watch it grow.

I think I will buy one for her.

Please give me one with some buds on it.

I wish to give it to a little sick girl.”

She took the plant and ran to see Marion.

“See what I have brought to you,”she said.

“Oh, how pretty it is! Thank you, Daisy.

I shall love to watch it grow.

See the picture books Harry brought to me.”

“Yes, he told me he had them for you.

Are you better? We want you to be well.”

“Yes，I hope to be well soon.

I am going to ride tomorrow with the doctor.

Everybody has been so good to me,

I am almost glad to have been sick.”

Do you know any sick people?

Can you make them happy?

Could you carry them some flowers?

It will make you happy if you do.

黛茜要去商店里买糖果

黛茜要去商店里买糖果。

爸爸给了她10美分。

黛茜说：“我可以用10美分为每个人买一些糖果，

我也希望能给玛丽恩一些。

她已经病了好久了。

或许我也可以为她挑些别的东西。”

商店前有一辆手推车。

车里摆有几盆植物。

店员说：“小姑娘，买一盆植物吧，

这有一盆很漂亮的，只要10美分哦。”

“玛丽恩应该会喜欢植物的。”黛西说。

“她可以看它慢慢长大。

那我就为她买一盆吧。

请给我一盆带花蕾的植物，

我想把它送给一个生病的小姑娘。”

黛茜带着这盆植物跑去看玛丽恩。

黛茜说：“快看我为你带来了什么。”

“哇，好漂亮啊！谢谢你，黛茜。

我很喜欢看着它慢慢长大。

你看见哈利送我的图画书了吗？”

“看见啦，他告诉过我他要送给你。

现在感觉好些了吗？我们希望你快点儿好起来。”

“好些了，我也希望自己能赶快好起来。

明天我还要和医生去骑马呢。

大家都对我这么好，

我都有点庆幸自己生病了。”

你认识生病的人吗？

你能为他们带来欢乐吗？

你会给他们送去鲜花吗？

如果你这样做，你就会感到快乐的。





Mrs.Duck gave a party

quiet insects(insect) mud

安静 昆虫(复数) 淤泥

beaks(beak) food teeth

喙(复数) 食物 牙齿

Mrs.Duck gave a party.

It was the first one of the Summer.

All the ducks in the barnyard were there.

They had a swim up the river.

They found a quiet place.

“We will have our lunch here,”said Mrs.Duck.

“There are many insects here.

This is a good place to find food.”

Down into the mud she went, head first.

Down into the mud the other ducks went, too.

Then they would come up again.

Ducks have large flat beaks.

They fill these beaks with mud.

There are insects in the mud.

There are little teeth at the side of the duck's beak.

These keep the food in, but let the muddy water run out.

What a fine time the ducks had.

Some old frogs sat on the lily pads.

They watched the ducks swim about.

“What funny things ducks are,”they said.

“How do you do, Mrs.Duck?”said one.

“Do you live in the water all of the time?”

“No, indeed,”said Mrs.Duck.

“Our home is up at the farm.

We have a house like people.”

“Well! Well! Why do they make a house for you?

They never make a house for us.”

“We lay eggs for them,”said Mrs.Duck.

“So do we lay eggs,”said the frog.

“You lay your eggs in the water.

People do not care for them.

Our eggs are large and good to eat.”

鸭太太举办了一个聚会

鸭太太举办了一个聚会。

这还是入夏以来的第一个聚会呢。

谷仓里的所有鸭子都聚集到了一起，

在河里游泳嬉戏。

它们找到了一处安静的地方。

鸭太太说：“我们在这里享用我们的午餐吧。

这儿有很多昆虫，

真是个捕食的好地方。”

于是鸭太太率先钻进了淤泥中。

其他鸭子也都紧随其后。

马上它们又浮出了水面。

鸭子有着大而扁平的喙。

它们往喙里填满淤泥。

淤泥中有许多的昆虫。

鸭喙边缘长有一排小牙齿。

这样它们就能把食物留在嘴里而让淤泥流出去了。

鸭子们过得多么开心啊！

几只年老的青蛙坐在睡莲叶上,

看着鸭子们游来游去。

其中一只青蛙说：“鸭子们多有趣啊。

你好鸭太太，

请问你们一直都生活在水里吗？”

鸭太太说：“不是的，

我们的家在岸上的农场里。

和人类一样，我们也住在房子里呢。”

青蛙说：“哦，哦，那人们为什么给你们建造一所房子呢？

他们就从来没有为我们建造过房屋。”

鸭太太说：“因为我们能为人们产蛋啊。”

青蛙说：“我们也可以产蛋呢。”

鸭太太说：“但是你们的蛋都产在了水里，

人们无法照看，

而我们的蛋又大又好吃。”





James and Mary were poor children

might city farmer skim

可能 城市 农场 撇去

rake hay drive wonderful

耙 干草 驾驶 美好

James and Mary were poor children.

They had never seen the country.

They lived in a Home in the city.

They used to wish that they might go into the country.

Mr.Hill was a farmer who had a pleasant home.

He wished some little children could be there.

He sent to some people in the city.

He told them to send him two poor children.

They sent James and Mary.

How happy the children were!

They ran about in the fields.

They picked berries and flowers.

They could help Mr.and Mrs.Hill in many ways.

James learned to milk the cows.

Mary learned to skim the cream.

James could rake the hay.

Mary could rake the hay, too.

The children used to ride on the haycart.

Mr.Hill let them drive the horse.

They loved to go for a drive.

They would see so many wonderful things.

“What a beautiful world this is!”they said.

“We never knew it was so wonderful before.”

They are not going back to the Home.

“We cannot let them go,”said Mr.Hill.

“They shall stay and live with us.”

James and Mary are very happy.

“Great, wide, beautiful, wonderful world!

With the beautiful water round you curled

And the wonderful grass upon your breast.

World, you are beautifully dressed.”

——Open Sesame

詹姆斯和玛丽都是贫穷的孩子

詹姆斯和玛丽都是贫穷的孩子，

他们从未见过乡村是什么样子。

他们一起住在城里的一户人家里，

盼望着有一天能到乡村里看一看。

农夫希尔先生拥有一个快乐的家庭。

他希望能有几个孩子陪在他身边。

于是他给城里的人写了信，

让他们为他送两个贫穷的孩子过来。

他们于是就将詹姆斯和玛丽送到了希尔先生家。

这两个孩子在这里过得别提有多开心了！

他们成天在田野里奔跑，

采摘莓子和鲜花。

他们还能帮希尔先生和希尔太太做很多事情。

詹姆斯学会了挤牛奶，

玛丽学会了撇奶油。

他们还会耙干草，

并且经常坐在干草车上玩。

希尔先生还让他们赶马车。

他们很喜爱赶着马车到处逛。

在这里他们能见到这么多美好的东西。

孩子们说：“这里的世界多美啊！

之前我们从不知道这里是如此的美好！”

他们再也不想回到城里的家了。

希尔先生说：“我们不让他们走，让他们和我们生活在一起吧。”

詹姆斯和玛丽开心幸福地生活在了这里。

“这是一个多么辽阔宽广、美丽奇妙的世界啊！

潺潺的溪水蜿蜒环绕着你，

青青的草地躺在你的胸膛，

世界，你被装扮得如此美丽！”

——芝麻开门





Freddie's mamma had told him about the butterflies

thought(think) dead strange

以为（过去式） 死了 奇怪

homely spread flew(fly)

丑陋 伸展 飞(过去式)

Freddie's mamma had told him about the butterflies.

He wanted to watch one himself.

One day he found a caterpillar in the garden.

He took it on a leaf to mamma.

She gave him a little box to keep it in.

Freddie gave it fresh leaves every day.

By and by the caterpillar stopped eating.

Freddie thought it would die.

Mamma said, “No, Freddie, it is going to sleep.

When it wakes it will be a butterfly.”

The caterpillar rolled itself into a ball.

It had a thick white covering.

It hung from one side of the box.

“It is dead, mamma!”said Freddie.

“It does not move nor eat.”

“It is not dead,”said mamma.

One day Freddie went to the box.

He saw a strange looking insect.

Its wings were not pretty and bright.

He called mamma to see it.

“It is your butterfly,”said mamma.

“ How strange and homely it is,”said Freddie.

“I thought it would be a pretty butterfly.”

Soon it began to move and spread out its wings.

The colors grew bright.

“Oh, how beautiful!”said Freddie.

It spread its wings and flew to the window.

Freddie opened the window and let it fly away.

“You see it was not dead，”said mamma.

“The butterfly was there all the time.

It was like my lily.

I put the homely bulb into the ground.

A beautiful lily has come from it now.”

弗雷迪的妈妈给他讲了关于蝴蝶的故事

弗雷迪的妈妈给他讲了关于蝴蝶的故事。

但他想亲眼看一看蝴蝶的蜕变。

一天，他在花园里发现了一只小毛虫。

他用一片叶子拖着它去给妈妈看。

妈妈给了弗雷迪一个小盒子让他来喂养这只小毛虫。

于是弗雷迪每天都给它喂新鲜的树叶。

过了一段时间小毛虫不再吃东西了。

弗雷迪以为它死了。

妈妈说：“不，弗雷迪，它要开始睡觉了。

等它醒来的时候就变成蝴蝶啦。”

小毛虫将自己裹在了一个球形的蛹里。

现在它有了一个厚实而又雪白的外衣了。

它把自己吊在盒子的一边。

弗雷迪说：“妈妈，它死了！

它不动也不吃东西。”

妈妈说：“它没有死。”

一天当弗雷迪再次走到盒子前，

他发现一只很奇怪的昆虫。

它的翅膀既不漂亮也不鲜艳夺目。

于是他叫来了妈妈。

妈妈说：“这就是你的蝴蝶了。”

弗雷迪说：“可是看它长得多奇怪丑陋啊。

我以为它会变成一只漂亮的蝴蝶。”

不久它开始动了，并且伸展开了翅膀。

翅膀的颜色变得越来越鲜艳。

弗雷迪说：“哇，好漂亮啊！”

蝴蝶伸展开了双翅飞向了窗口。

弗雷迪打开了窗户让它飞了出去。

妈妈说：“现在你知道了吧，它之前并没有死。

蝴蝶一直都在那里。

就好像我种的百合。

我将丑陋的花球茎种到土里，

就长出了美丽的百合花。”

A CHILD TO A ROSE

Did it feel like dying,

When first your blossoms fell?

Did you know about the spring,

Did the daisies tell?

If you had no notion,

Only fear and doubt,

How I should have liked to see

When you found it out!

Such a beautiful surprise,

What must you have felt,

When your heart began to stir,

As the sun began to melt!

—Open Sesame

孩子与玫瑰

当第一片花瓣掉落，

你是否感到生命即将窒息？

你可听见春的脚步，

雏菊花可曾捎来春的消息？

若你依然犹豫彷徨，

羞涩的花蕾依旧懵懂未知，

就赋予你我的希冀。

等待你那怒放的粲然花期，

那将是多么地惊喜。

让你拥抱无与伦比的美丽，

当心灵静悄悄悸动，

阳光悄然融化，绚烂如斯。

——芝麻开门





Mamma, Elsie, and baby went to visit grandpa

write letter pens（pen）

书写 信 钢笔（复数）

dish quill spilled（spill）

盘 羽毛笔 溢出(过去分词)

Mamma, Elsie, and baby went to visit grandpa.

Poor papa could not go.

He had to stay at the store.

“What shall I do without you?”said he.

“ I will write you a letter,”said Elsie.

“I will tell you what we are doing.”

“Can you write a letter ?”said papa

“ Oh! yes, I can,”said Elsie.

“I am seven years old.

You shall see that I can write a letter.”

Elsie had such a good time!

One day she said, “grandma, may I take a pen?

I wish to write to papa.”

“Yes,”said grandma, “ there are some pens on the desk.”

Elsie ran to grandpa's desk.

“Oh, grandma! Here is such a funny pen.”

“That is a quill pen,”said grandma.

“Grandpa made it for me.

It is made of a goose feather.

Every one used to write with quill pens.”

“I think it is pretty,”said Elsie.

“I don't think I will write with it.”

She took a pen and went away by herself.

By and by she went back to the desk.

What did she see there?

Baby had taken the quill pen.

She had been writing to papa, too.

Such a letter as she had written!

She had spilled the ink upon the desk.

“Oh, baby!Baby!Why did you do so?”

Mamma sent her letter to papa, too.

He said he was glad to get both letters.

“ I am old—so old I can write a letter,

My birthday lessons are done.

The lambs play always—they know no better;

They are only one times one.”

妈妈、艾尔西和小妹妹要一起去看望爷爷了

妈妈、艾尔西和小妹妹要一起去看望爷爷了。

可惜爸爸不能一同前往。

他要留下来看店。

爸爸说：“你们不在我该怎么办啊！”

艾尔西说：“我会给您写信，

告诉您那里发生的一切的。”

爸爸说：“你会写信吗？”

艾尔西说：“当然会了，

我都已经七岁了，

您会收到我的信的！”

艾尔西在爷爷家过得非常愉快。

一天她问爷爷：“爷爷能给我一支笔吗？

我想给爸爸写封信。”

爷爷说：“好的，书桌上就有几支笔。”

艾尔西跑到爷爷的书桌前：

“奶奶，看！这支笔多有趣呀！”

奶奶说：“那是一支羽毛笔！

你的爷爷用鹅毛做成送给我的，过去人人都用羽毛笔写字。”

艾尔西说：“它太美了！

我想我还是不用它写了。”

于是她拿了一支钢笔跑开了。

不久她又再次回到了书桌前。

猜她看到了什么？

小妹妹正握着那支羽毛笔，

她也在给爸爸写信呢！

来瞧瞧她写的信。

她将墨水洒了一桌子。

艾尔西说：“哦！妹妹！亲爱的妹妹！你为什么要写信呢？”

妈妈把妹妹的信也一起寄给了爸爸，

爸爸说收到两封信他很开心。

我长大了——都可以写信了，

我的生日班上完了。

羊宝宝成天玩耍，

它们无忧无虑地成长着。

ELSIE'S LETTER TO PAPA

Hillside, July 8th, 1892

My dear papa,

We are having a very good time here.Grandpa has a big gray horse.Sometimes he puts me on its back.It is such fun! I play out in the fields.Grandpa lets me ride on the hay.I pick berries for grandma.We have cream on our berries.I wish you were here with us.Baby has written you a letter,she took grandma's quill pen,and she spilled the ink.Can you read her letter?She say it is ,“How do, Papa?I love you.”

Your loving little girls

Elsie

艾尔西给爸爸的信

亲爱的爸爸：

我们在这里过得很愉快。爷爷有一匹大灰马。有时他会让我骑在马背上，别提多有趣了！我经常在田野里玩，爷爷就让我坐在干草垛上。我为奶奶摘了很多莓子，我们在莓子上抹上奶油。多希望您能陪我们待在这儿啊。妹妹也给您写信了，她还用了奶奶的羽毛笔，但是却把墨水碰洒了。您能看到她的信吗？她说：“爸爸还好吗？我爱您！”

您疼爱的女儿

艾尔西

1892年7月8日

于希尔赛德





A poor little girl went to school with Elsie

near wore（wear） apron worn another

附近 穿上(过去式) 围裙 穿破了 另一个

A poor little girl went to school with Elsie.

Her dress was very old.

Her mamma could not buy her a pretty dress.

Elsie had a new white apron.

She wore it to school one day.

Poor little May looked at her.

She wished she had a pretty apron.

When Elsie came home, she went to mamma.

She said, “mamma, may I give May my apron?

Her dress is very old and poor, now.

She is a dear little girl.

Please to let me give her my apron.”

Her mamma said, “Yes, if you wish to;

I cannot make you another one.”

Elsie asked May to come home with her.

She gave her the white apron.

Elsie's mamma put it on her.

Little May was very happy.

“Thank you, Elsie,”she said.

“It will hide my old dress.

I never had so pretty an apron.”

May wore the apron to school.

Elsie loved to see her wear it.

“I could not see it as well when I wore it,”she said.

“Now I can look at it as much as I please.”

She was never sorry that she gave it to May.

“Little things

On little wings

Bear little souls to Heaven.”

艾尔西每天都和一个穷苦的小姑娘一起上学

艾尔西每天都和一个穷苦的小姑娘一起上学。

她总是穿着很旧的衣裙，

因为她的妈妈没钱给她买漂亮的裙子。

艾尔西有一条白色的新围裙。

一天她穿着新围裙来上学。

可怜的小梅注视着艾尔西。

她多希望自己也能拥有一条漂亮的围裙呀。

艾尔西放学回到家，对妈妈说：

“妈妈，我可以把我的围裙送给小梅吗？

她穿的裙子又旧又破。

可她是一个非常可爱的小女孩。

求您让我把围裙送给她吧。”

妈妈对艾尔西说：“当然可以啊，宝贝，只要你愿意。

但是我不能再给你做条新的了。”

于是艾尔西邀请小梅放学来家里做客，

将这条白色的围裙送给了她。

艾尔西的妈妈帮她穿上了围裙，

小梅很开心地对艾尔西说：“谢谢你，艾尔西，

这条围裙把我的旧裙子遮住了。

我还从没有过这样漂亮的围裙呢！”

小梅每天都穿着新围裙去上学。

艾尔西也喜欢看她穿着的样子。

“我自己穿的时候都不能好好地看它呢，

现在你穿上我就可以尽情地看了！”艾尔西对小梅说。

她从没后悔把围裙送给小梅。

“小小的事插上小小的翅膀，载着小小的灵魂飞向天堂。”





Daisy's birthday comes in June

June each wagon

6月 每个 四轮马车

under drove(drive) chain

在……下 驾驶（过去式） 环，链

Daisy's birthday comes in June.

The field daisies come then,too.

Daisy calls them her flowers.

“May I have a birthday party, mamma ?”said Daisy.

“You shall have a ‘daisy party,'”said mamma.

“The children shall play in the daisy field.

They shall each have a daisy chain.”

Ten children came to the party.

Daisy's papa put them into the big wagon.

He drove over to the daisy fields.

Daisy looked like one of the flowers.

Her dress was white and her hair was yellow.

All the children were very happy.

They picked as many daisies as they could carry.

Mamma gave them some icecream and cake.

They ate it under the trees.

The little birds looked down upon them.

“We shall have a party when they go,”they said.

“See all the crumbs they are making.

Let us sing to them now.”

A red squirrel was looking at the children.

He was up in an oak tree.

Daisy saw him watching them.

“See that dear little squirrel,”she said.

“He has come to my party.

Here is a little cake for him.”

每年的6月黛茜都会迎来自己的生日

每年的6月黛茜都会迎来自己的生日。

这也是雏菊花开遍田野的时候。

因此黛茜称它们为自己的生辰花。

黛茜请求说：“妈妈，我可以开个生日派对吗？”

“当然可以，那就办一个‘雏菊派对'吧。

小朋友们可以在雏菊地里玩。

每个人还能拥有一个雏菊花环。”妈妈答应了。

有十个小朋友来参加派对。

黛茜的爸爸用四轮大马车载着他们。

他把小朋友们送到了雏菊地。

这一天黛茜就像一朵雏菊花一样。

她穿着白色的裙子，衬托着金黄色的头发。

小朋友们玩得很开心。

大家都采了许多雏菊花。

妈妈还分给每人一个冰激凌和一块蛋糕。

大家在树下吃了起来。

树上的小鸟看着他们。

它们开心地说：“等他们走了我们也可以开一个派对了，

快看他们留下来的蛋糕屑。”

这时一只红色的小松鼠正在看着小朋友们。

它站在一棵橡树上。

黛茜发现了小松鼠正看着他们。

她对小伙伴说：“快看那只可爱的小松鼠。

它也来参加我的派对了！

给它一块小蛋糕吧！”





I think I should like to live in the water

lungs(lung) gills(gill) passes(pass)

肺(复数) 鳃（复数） 穿过（第三人称单数）

mouths(mouth) breathe

嘴(复数) 呼吸

“I think I should like to live in the water.

How cool and pretty it must be!

The fishes seem to be very happy.

How can you live there, little fishes?

I could not breathe in the water.”

“You have lungs, little girl.

You breathe with your lungs.

We breathe with our gills.

The gills are on each side of our heads.

There is some air in water.

We take the water into our mouths.

The water passes over our gills.

We breathe in this way.

We die when we are taken from the water.

We cannot take so much air.

I am sorry for you, little girl.

I wish you could live in the water.

There are many beautiful things to see.”

“ I am glad to be a little girl.

I know it is beautiful in the water.

I love to look down into the brooks.

I love to look up at the hills and the sky.

All the world is very wonderful.”

我觉得我会很喜欢生活在水里的

小女孩对小鱼儿说：“我觉得我会很喜欢生活在水里的。

这里肯定既凉快又漂亮吧！

鱼儿们看起来多开心啊！

鱼儿鱼儿，你们在水里怎么生存呀，

我在水里面都没法呼吸呢！”

鱼儿回答：“因为你有肺啊，小姑娘，

你是靠肺来呼吸的，

而我们靠鳃来呼吸。

我们头的两侧各长有一个鳃，

水里含有空气，

我们用嘴吸进水，

水就会通过我们的鳃，

我们就是这样来呼吸的。

一旦离开了水我们就会死去，

因为我们不能呼吸太多的空气。

很遗憾小姑娘，你不行。

但我也多么希望你能生活在水中，

水下可以看到这么多漂亮的东西。”

“作为一个小女孩我很开心，

现在我知道水下很美。

我喜欢低头看潺潺的溪水，

抬头看青翠的山丘和蔚蓝的天空，

世上的一切都太美了！”





A rain drop is very small

together form rill

汇聚 形成 小河

side flow heavy

半坡 流动 沉重的

A rain drop is very small.

What good can the tiny thing do?

The rain drops come together.

They form a cloud.

By and by the clouds grow very heavy.

The rain begins to fall.

It falls upon the hills.

It forms a little rill.

The little rills run together.

They form a pretty brook.

The brooks run down the hillside.

They water the fields and the woods.

They flow into the rivers.

The rivers flow into the sea.

You are a very little boy or girl.

Can you do any good?

You can be bright and happy.

You can mind mamma and papa.

You can be kind to brother and sister.

That will help make the world better.

“Little deeds of kindness,

Little words of love,

Make this earth an Eden,

Like the heaven above.”

一滴雨水小又小

一滴雨水小又小，

形单影只力量薄。

兄弟姐妹汇成云，

三片两片聚成群。

哗啦哗啦下起雨，

串串雨滴落山丘。

哗哗不停汇成沟，

小沟汇聚变小溪。

小溪流下半山坡，

灌溉农田和森林。

溪水流入大河里，

奔向茫茫大海中。

小男孩小女孩们，

如何做好事？

你可以聪明快乐，

你可以关心父母，

你可以关爱兄弟姐妹。

这些都会使世界变得更美好。

“一点善行，

一点爱语,

会使世界像天堂里的伊甸园一样美好。”





We are very cold

shiver cover roots（root）

发抖 遮蔽 根部(复数)

slept(sleep) through

睡觉（过去式） 度过

“We are very cold,”said the violets.

“The wind makes us shiver.”

“We will cover you over,”said the trees.

They threw down some red and yellow leaves.

“Let us go to sleep,”said the violets.

“All the little plants are going to sleep.”

By and by the white snow came.

It covered all the plants in the wood.

It kept their little roots warm.

The plants slept through the Winter.

By and by the Spring came.

“We must awake,”said the plants.

“You go first, little may flower.”

So the may flower peeped out first.

“The robins have come back.”she said.

“We will come too.”said the violets.

我们很冷

“我们很冷。”紫罗兰们说。

“我们被风吹得直打寒战。”

“我们会把你们盖严实。”树们说道。

一些红色和黄色的叶子从树上落下。

“我们睡觉吧。”紫罗兰们说。

“所有的小植物都要去睡了。”

白色的雪花渐渐飘下，

覆盖了树林里所有植物。

为植物们单薄的根部提供温暖。

植物们睡着度过了冬天。

渐渐地，春来了。

植物们说：“我们得醒醒了，

你先来，小五月花。”

于是五月花首先慢慢苏醒过来。

“知更鸟已经飞回来了。”她说。

“轮到我们了。”紫罗兰们说道。





Do you see that ugly spider

ugly spider spinning（spin）

丑陋 蜘蛛 纺织（现在分词）

web cord fastens（fasten）

网 细丝 系牢(第三人称单数)

wheel kill

轮子 杀死

“Do you see that ugly spider?”said Edith.

“Please come here and kill it, mamma.”

“No, Edith,”said mamma, “let us watch the spider.

I think she is making her web.

She is spinning a cord now.

See her fasten it upon the window.

She carries it, and fastens it below.

She goes back again to make it strong.

Now she spins other cords across.

The web begins to look like a wheel.

Watch her carry the thread around these cords.

Now her web is done.

She will sit in the middle of it.

Some insect will fly into the web.”

你看到这只丑陋的蜘蛛了吗

伊迪丝对妈妈叫道：“妈妈，你看到这只丑陋的蜘蛛了吗？

快过来杀死它吧！”

妈妈对小伊迪丝说：“不要伤害它，

让我们一起看看这只蜘蛛在做什么。

我想它正在为自己织网呢。

你看它正在编织一根细丝。

它要将细丝系到窗户上面。

它在身下拖着细丝慢慢地将它系牢。

它又爬了回来为了能够让编出的丝更加结实。

现在它又开始编织其他的细丝了。

看！这个网开始像一个车轮了！

注意看它是如何用吐出的线来缠绕这些细丝的。

它的网织好了。

它会坐在网的中央，

等待昆虫飞到网里。”





Farmer Hill came into the woods one day

maple sap pine syrup boiled（boil）

枫树 树汁 松树 糖浆 煮沸(过去分词)

Farmer Hill came into the woods one day.

He hung pails upon the maple trees.

He made little holes so that the sap might run out.

He hung no pails upon the pine trees.

“Why should you have pails?”they said to the maples.

“We are green all winter.

You have no leaves or blossoms.

Why should people give pails to you ?”

“We have sweet sap,”said the maples.

“It is beginning to creep up into our buds.

This sap can be made into sugar.

We can give some of it away.

The sap is taken to the sugar house.

It is boiled until it is syrup.

The syrup is boiled until it is sugar.

The children like to eat the maple sugar.

We love to give it to them.

We can make our leaves by and by.”

“They may have some of our sap,”said the pine trees.

“We wish to make the children happy.”

“They cannot make sugar of your sap.

You make the children glad at Christmas time.

They take you home and put candles upon you.

They cover you with beautiful things.”

有一天，希尔农夫走进了一片树林

有一天，希尔农夫走进了一片树林。

他将水桶挂在了枫树上，

并在树干上挖出了一些小孔好让树汁流出来。

但是他却没有把桶挂在松树上。

松树不禁向枫树抱怨道：“为什么你们会有小水桶呢？

我们整个冬天都是青翠的，

但你们却连树叶和花朵都没有，

人们为什么还要把小水桶都给你们呢？”

枫树答道：“因为我们有甘甜的树汁呀,

它会慢慢地汇聚到我们的枝芽中。

我们可以赠给人们一些，

人们把这些枫树汁送到蜜糖厂。

将它们煮沸制成糖浆。

再将糖浆熬制成香甜的蜜糖。

小朋友们可喜欢吃枫糖了。

我们很开心能赠给他们枫糖吃。

而我们的叶子也会不断地自动长出来。”

松树听后对枫树说：“人们也可以取我们的树汁呀，

我们也希望能让小朋友们开心。”

“但是你们的树汁不能制成蜜糖。

不过你们可以在圣诞节的时候给小朋友们带来欢乐。

他们会把你们带回家，

用蜡烛和漂亮的玩具装点你们。”





WORD LIST

单 词 表

以下单词表依照《美国小学语文（第二册）》课文先后顺序排列。

Saturday before bright

星期六 在……之前 明亮的

years（year） carriage dust-pan

年/年纪(复数) 拖板 簸箕

fall blow pipe

落下 吹 管子

bubbles（bubble） carried(carry) playmate

泡泡(复数) 搬运(过去式) 玩伴

violets(violet) grow plant

紫罗兰（复数） 生长 种植

more Bobolink build

更多 食米鸟 建造

golden rod grasses(grass) rice

秋麒麟草 草(复数) 大米

wife meadows(meadow) handsome

太太 草地(复数) 帅气的

donkey thistles(thistle) grew(grow)

驴 蓟草(复数) 生长（过去式）

cat-tails(cat-tail) stones(stone) across

香蒲草（复数） 石头(复数) 穿过

brook bees（bee） hives(hive)

小溪 蜜蜂(复数) 蜂箱（复数）

honey gather sting

蜜 采集 叮咬

watch dust pollen

观察 粉末 花粉

wax yellow humming

蜡 黄色 嗡嗡

loud bill tiny

大声的 鸟嘴 细小的

gray about among

灰色 关于 在……之间

oak cheeks（cheek） hard

橡树 脸颊（复数） 困难的

Mabel fence melted(melt)

梅布尔 篱笆 融化的(过去分词)

other gone berries(berry)

其他 消失了 浆果(复数)

way bushes(bush) frighten

路 灌木（复数） 惊吓/害怕

full wall hide

满的 墙 藏起来

bureau sugar sorry

书桌 糖 难过

cage presents(present) doctor

笼子 礼物(复数) 医生

hospital clothes people

医院 衣服 人们

package blossoms(blossom) morning-glories(morningglory)

包裹 花朵(复数) 牵牛花(复数)

peep seeds(seed) crumbs（crumb）

看 种子（复数） 面包屑(复数)

light learned(learn) hanging(hang)

光 学习（过去式） 挂在(现在分词)

board West Indian

木板 西部 印第安人

pappoose squaw wigwam

印第安婴儿 印第安妇女 棚屋

shoot pony bow

射箭 小马 弓

arrows(arrow) marbles(marble) skins(skin)

箭(复数) 弹珠(复数) 毛皮(复数)

row lake leaves

划船 湖 树叶

jumped(jump) lovely reach

跳(过去式) 可爱的 到达

feelers(feeler) mouth urchins(urchin)

触角(复数) 嘴巴 海胆（复数）

waves(wave) rocks(rock) pool

波浪(复数) 岩石（复数） 池塘

sea-mosses(sea-moss) fisherman waded(wade)

海藻(复数) 渔夫 跋涉（过去式）

yellow elm weave

黄色 榆树 织

soft silk Jessie

柔软的 绸布 杰西

pink gander caught(catch)

粉红的 公鹅 抓住(过去式)

stick yard through

木棍 院子 穿过

beach bathing(bath) sand

沙滩 洗澡(现在分词) 沙子

pies(pie) another burn

馅饼（复数） 另一个 晒坏

hot sail matter

炎热的 航海 事情，问题

swimming(swim) scratched(scratch) hatched（hatch）

游泳（现在分词） 扒，抓（过去式） 孵（过去式）

web-feet（web-foot） drowned(drown) air

脚蹼(复数) 溺水（过去式） 天

guess fire through

猜 火 穿过

tease window called(call)

逗 窗户 叫(过去式)

car trunks(trunk) engine

火车 行李箱（复数） 火车头

sea-shore parlor places(place)

海滩 客车 地方(复数)

river just stop

河 刚刚 停下

those hands(hand) first

那些 手(复数) 第一

pop-corn kernels(kernel) filled(fill)

爆米花 谷粒(复数) 装满（过去式）

danced(dance) chains flakes

跳舞（过去式） 一串 雪花

blossomed(blossom) country wind

开花(过去式) 乡下 风

blow lanterns(lantern) fairy

吹 灯笼(复数) 精灵

shine melt close

亮 融化 近

roots(root) pocket still

根(复数) 口袋 仍然

Spring dew sunbeams(sunbeam)

春天 露水 阳光(复数)

nothing slide ripe

没什么 滑 成熟

touch fruit dark

触摸 果实 忧郁

dull colors（color） across

单调 颜色(复数) 越过

orange path drops(drop)

橘色 桥 滴(复数)

indigo button candy

靛蓝色 纽扣 糖果

took(take) buy other

带到（过去式） 买 另一个/别的

street learn cook

街道 学习 做饭

teach candles(candle) forty

教 蜡烛(复数) 四十

used beside fond

以前 旁边 喜爱

gills(gill) breathe tadpole

鳃（复数） 呼吸 蝌蚪

clover Aunt calf

三叶草 姑姑 小牛犊

butter Uncle cream

黄油 姑父 奶油

store cents(cent) perhaps

商店 美分(复数) 也许

front cart Daisy

前面 手推车 黛茜

almost quiet insects(insect)

几乎 安静 昆虫(复数)

mud beaks(beak) food

淤泥 喙(复数) 食物

tee thmight city

牙齿 可能 城市

farmer skim rake

农场 撇去 耙

hay drive wonderful

干草 驾驶 美好

thought(think) dead strange

以为（过去式） 死了 奇怪

homely spread flew(fly)

丑陋 伸展 飞(过去式)

write letter pens（pen）

书写 信 钢笔（复数）

dish quill spilled（spill）

盘 羽毛笔 溢出(过去分词)

near wore（wear） apron

附近 穿上(过去式) 围裙

worn another June

穿破了 另一个 六月

each wagon under

每个 四轮马车 在……下

drove(drive) chain lungs(lung)

驾驶（过去式） 环，链 肺(复数)

gills(gill) passes(pass) mouths(mouth)

鳃（复数） 穿过（第三人称单数） 嘴(复数)

breathe together form

呼吸 汇聚 形成

rill side flow

小河 半坡 流动

heavy shiver cover

沉重的 发抖 遮蔽

roots（root） slept(sleep) through

根部(复数) 睡觉（过去式） 度过

ugly spider spinning（spin）

丑陋 蜘蛛 纺织（现在分词）

web cord fastens（fasten）

网细丝系牢(第三人称单数)

wheel kill maple

轮子 杀死 枫树

sap pine syrup

树汁 松树 糖浆

boiled（boil）

煮沸(过去分词)
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译者寄语

想起小时候学英语的情形，心中颇有感慨。除了统编教材以外几乎再无别的英语书籍，文章的内容比较乏味，选的故事大都是国人改写之作，一些脍炙人口的故事的英文版而已，其中给我印象最深的就是《龟兔赛跑》的故事，现在还记得“ran to the tree”的搭配。那时候完全不懂语法，老师说是“跑到树下”的意思，便字字对译，总是找不到这个“下”字，着实痛苦了一番。

等到高中时才听人说起过“新概念英语”。记得刚听到有这样一本教材时，我便冲到了新华书店，一下子就买了全套。那时的“新概念”还是小本的书籍，第二册绿色，第三册蓝色，第四册黄色。第二册和第三册大部分的文章都是新闻文体，读起来相当枯燥。所幸，书上的语法知识非常详细，仔仔细细地把第二册和第三册啃完后，终于也上了大学。

进了英语系以后，我突然发现英语其实并没有想象的那么枯燥，诗化的语篇有时所传递的是一种美丽而丰富的情感，然后回头想想自己把英语作为一种工具化手段的学习，便觉得自己受到的教育缺了些什么。

我们有时不免会功利地去学习，但是这样也失去了学习本身的乐趣。学习一门语言也是在探索一种文化，了解其中的情感，从而进行比较和认同。如果只是把语言当做一种传递信息的工具，总有一天会被无穷无尽的词汇和文法所埋没，失去对文字的兴趣。我们在肯定语言功能的同时似乎也是在否定语言的本身。

语言真正的美在于诗化的语言背后所洋溢的情感。这种或激情澎湃或温婉可人的情感似乎也是每天在学校和补习班间疲于奔命的小学生们所或缺的。竞争的社会必然会加快生活的节奏，但是对于孩子们而言，不妨让他们慢下来，读一读这样的文章，在学习的过程中学会品味与欣赏。或许这也就是翻译本书的目的所在。

本书选材多样。在诗歌的安排方面，不仅有如《孩子们》（Children）和《赤脚的男孩》（The Barefoot Boy）等整篇的诗歌引用，而且有些课文的最后也节选了如《失去的青春》（The Lost Youth）和《雪莲花》（The Snow Drop）等诗歌的片段，这些诗歌寓情于景，给学生以美的享受。本书的作者并没有一味地去培养学生的语文修养，而是将基本的科学知识、自然世界和儿童生活串联起来，如在卡尔的系列故事中，作者将冰霜和云彩的知识与卡尔美妙的想象结合起来，而在贝茜的故事中融入花朵的知识。寓教于乐，却不见任何说教的形式，可见作者别具匠心的设计。此外，关爱的主题贯穿了本书的始终。无论是小汉斯和卡特琳帮助找到鹅群，还是哈利送迷路的小男孩回家，或是瓦特圣诞之夜邀请其他孩子们一起度过，这些看似幼稚或灿烂天真的行为背后，隐藏的是一颗颗高贵的心灵。

爱默生在《论自然》中说道：“实际上，很少有成年人能够真正看到自然，多数人不会仔细地观察太阳，至多他们只是一掠而过。太阳只会照亮成年人的眼睛，但却会通过眼睛照进孩子的心灵。一个真正热爱自然的人，是那种内外感觉都协调一致的人，是那种直至成年依然童心未泯的人。”

希望小学生们通过这本书不仅能够学习到英语知识，也可以学习到思考问题和品味生活的能力，从而更好地了解周围的环境与世界。





前言

倘若“襁褓之时天堂便在我们左右”（华兹华斯语——译者注），那么诗歌的王国离儿时的我们也不会遥远。诗人有着高贵的品质和真实的内心，这一重要而美妙的事实使我们很高兴让孩子去学习他们。同时，诗人也表现出了对田园生活的天真烂漫和童年时光的热爱，因此孩子们虽然不能亲眼看见这些诗人，但却可以通过诗歌了解到这份美丽，感受诗人的生活，品味他们的诗歌。

本书作者在将诗人朗费罗和惠蒂尔引入到课文中时并没有长篇累牍地书写他们的生平，而是描述了他们的生活，将其一一展现在孩子们面前，从而使得诗人的形象更加真实，让诗歌能够更加打动孩子们。

在孩童时代，人们大抵会有一段时期觉得生活非常真实、极为无趣。假扮大人的游戏不再玩起，幻想被人讥讽，奇思也为人嘲笑。的确，生活应当展现出实际的一面，人们也必须直视责任和义务。不过，尽管如此，想象依然需要我们的小心呵护，因为它是上天给予我们的天赋，它在每一个人的生命之中都扮演了重要的角色。

鉴于此，我们更应该把真正的诗歌及其精致的语言展现在孩子们面前，为他们解释那些超出他们词汇范畴的语言，并培养他们的理解能力，使他们看到：

“石头上有训诫，流溪中藏书，一切皆孕育美好。”（莎士比亚语——译者注）

将朗费罗和惠蒂尔的诗歌加入书中是经修顿米夫林出版公司（Houghton, Mifflin & Co.）的授权和整理的。我们希望教师能够为儿童朗读这些诗歌，这样诗中所传递的想法就不会由于机械的学习或者因为缺少讲解而打了折扣，失去了魅力。

若班上的学生能够把握诗中的真髓，他们可以默默读之。可能有些诗歌学生会大声地朗读，但是千万不要让美妙的思想因为小家伙们的囫囵而有了减损。

书中的其他故事还与自然现象和儿童生活紧密相关，因为我们认为把本年级的阅读课本只限定在某一类思想之中是不智的。

暨出版之际，衷心希望许多幼小的心灵能够通过本书热爱并尊敬这两位诗人。

（美）塞娃阿





LONGFELLOW'S BIRTHPLACE

February　Portland　another

2月　波特兰　又

year　whispered(whisper)

年　私语（过去式）

thoughts（thought）　Maine　born

想法（复数）　缅因州　出生

There is an old house in the city of Portland, Maine.

A little baby was born in that house.

He was born in February, in 1807.

His name was Henry W.Longfellow.

He had bright blue eyes and soft hair.

The house was very near the sea.

The baby could look at it when they took him to the window.

He was a very happy boy.

He loved to play with other boys.

He was full of life and fun.

He was kind and true.

He loved the birds and flowers.

The birds sang sweet songs to him.

The wind whispered beautiful thoughts to him.

He says this of his Portland home:

“Often I think of the beautiful town

That is seated beside the sea;

Often in thought go up and down

The pleasant streets of that dear old town,

And my youth comes back to me.”

朗费罗的出生地

缅因州波特兰市有座古老的房子。

一个婴儿在那座房子里出生。

他生于1807年2月，

名叫亨利.W.朗费罗。

他有着明亮的蓝色眼睛和柔顺的头发。

房子离大海很近，

当人们把婴儿抱到窗前时，他一眼就望见了大海。

他是个非常快乐的男孩，

他喜欢和其他男孩一起嬉戏玩耍，

他活力无穷，快乐无边。

他真诚善良，

喜爱小鸟和花朵。

鸟儿总是为他唱着甜蜜的歌儿，

风儿总是与他私语，将美好想法传递给他。

他是这样提起在波特兰的家的：

“我常常想起那美丽的小城，

它就坐落在海边；

我常常幻想走进那座古老的小城，

在它快乐的街道上徜徉，

于是青春又回到我身边。”





THE STORY OF A SEED

moisture　world　carried（carry）

水分　世界　带走（过去式）

brown　earths　ecret

棕黄色　土地　秘密

pushed(push)　reached(reach)　drank（drink）

推（过去式）　到达（过去式）　汲取（过去式）

I was once a little brown seed.

My playmates and I were asleep.

One day a little girl took us.

She carried us into her garden.

She placed us in the soft earth.

She covered us over and went away.

It was dark down in the earth.

I could hear the birds singing.

I could feel the warm sun, but could not see it.

“I must go up into the sunlight,”I said.

“I cannot stay in this brown shell.”

I sent up a stem and two little leaves.

They reached up into the sunlight.

How bright and beautiful it was there!

I pushed a little root into the earth.

The little root began to drink in food.

My leaves drank in the light and air.

I said “Goodbye”to my brown shell.

“I am a plant and need you no more.”

My root is drinking in moisture.

This moisture is sap to help me grow.

It is going up into my leaves.

My leaves are drinking in air.

Let me tell you a secret.

I have some little buds.

I am keeping them very safe and warm.

They are growing larger every day.

Some beautiful morning they will be blossoms.

Wake up, my little seeds, and leave your tiny shell.

I am watching for you, for I love you well.

You have two pretty leaves, all ready to grow.

Just let them see the sun——they’ll creep out, I know.

种子的故事

我曾经是一粒棕黄色的小种子。

一天，我和我的玩伴还在熟睡的时候，

一个小女孩带走了我们。

她把我们带到了她的花园，

将我们放在了松软的泥土中，

用土把我们掩盖上，然后就走开了。

泥土里面又黑又暗。

我能够听见鸟儿在歌唱，

我能够感到阳光温暖，但怎么也看不见。

“我一定要走到阳光中，”我说道，

“我不要待在这棕黄色的壳里。”

我伸出一枝茎和两片小叶子，

它们爬了出去，到达了阳光下，

外面是多么明亮、多么美丽啊！

我又把根往泥土中扎了扎，

纤细的根开始汲取养分。

我的枝叶吸收着阳光和空气。

我向那棕黄色的壳道别：

“我已经是一棵植物，不再需要你了。”

我的根在吸取水分，

水分变成树液，助我生长。

树液沿着我的茎向上，进入了我的枝叶。

我的枝叶呼吸着空气。

让我告诉你一个秘密，

我有了一些小花蕾。

我正小心翼翼地保护着它们，温暖着它们，

它们每天都在长大。

某个明媚的早晨，它们一定会绚丽地绽放。

醒一醒，我的小种子，离开你的小壳吧。

我在看着你，等着你，因为我很爱很爱你。

你已经有两片可爱的小叶子，蓄势待发，准备成长。

就让他们看一下阳光吧——我知道，他们定会偷偷溜出去的。





MR.LONGFELLOW

ocean(shun)　countries(country)　College

海洋　国家（复数）　大学

Bowdoin　happier　better

鲍登（学院）　更快乐　更好

Harvard　Cambridge　heart

哈佛　坎布里奇　心

afterwards　gentleman　poet

后来　绅士　诗人

This is a picture of Mr.Longfellow.

He was the baby with the blue eyes.

He is an old gentleman in this picture.

His eyes were always bright and blue.

His heart was always kind.

He was a poet.

A poet has beautiful thoughts.

He writes them for others to read.

His thoughts make people better.

When he was a boy he went to school.

Then he went to Bowdoin College.

Bowdoin College is in Maine.

He then went across the ocean.

He spent four years in other countries.

When he came back he was a teacher in Bowdoin College.

He lived afterwards in Cambridge, Massachusetts.

He went there to teach in Harvard College.

朗费罗先生

这是朗费罗先生的照片。

他就是过去那个有着蓝色眼睛的婴儿，

他也是照片上这个年老的绅士。

他的眼睛永远那么明亮，那么湛蓝，

他的心地永远那么善良。

他是一位诗人，

一位有着美好思想的诗人。

他将这些思想写下，供人阅读。

这些思想会让人们变得更好。

孩童时代，他上过学，

后来他去了鲍登学院。

鲍登学院在缅因州。

再之后他又远渡重洋，

花了四年的时间，游历其他国家。

归国后他在鲍登学院当了一名教师。

后来，他居住在马萨诸塞州的坎布里奇，

在那儿的哈佛大学执教。





THE FROST PICTURES





lame　blanket　voices （voice）

跛的　毯子　声音（复数）

attic　closed　ferns(fern)

阁楼　闭上的，关闭的　蕨类植物（复数）

lonely　Alps　mountains(mountain)

孤独的　阿尔卑斯山山脉（复数）

Carl was a little lame boy.

He lived in an attic with his mother.

His father was dead, and his mother went out to do sewing.

Poor little Carl was left all alone a great many times.

He used to look out of the window and watch the boys at play.

It was not so lonely when they were there.

In the summer time he could hear their voices.

Sometimes they would call to him.

When it was cold he had to keep the window closed.

When the winter came, it was too cold to stay near the window.

Carl’s mother could not buy much coal and wood, for she was poor.

She used to put a blanket around her little boy and make as little fire as she could.

The windows were sometimes white with frost.

Carl called them his picturebooks.

Every night his mother washed off the frost.

Every morning Carl looked to see what Jack Frost had made for him.

When his mother came home, he used to tell her what he had seen.

Then she told him many stories about the pictures.

“I saw some beautiful ferns today, mamma,”he would say.

Then she would tell him of a wood where she played when she was a little girl.

“There were great beds of ferns in it,”she said.

“One day I found a little bird’s nest among them.”

“There were some mountains and a little bridge on the window today,”said Carl.

Then she told him of the beautiful Alps, and the people who lived among them.

Sometimes he would tell her stories.

His stories were about the snow fairies.

“They try to make my room warm by covering the windowpane,”he said.

“I saw one today with a crown of white stars upon her head.

A ray of sunshine kissed her and took her away.”

“O”sometimes plays that he is “u”.

He can make a sound like short u when he is alone.

He has to have another o with him to makes “u..”as in “rule”.

Isn’t he a funny letter?

Some children think that he is “u”.

Do not let him catch you.

If your eyes are bright, he will not.

When you see a little dot over his head, look out for him.

Call him short “u”, but write him “o”.

That is the way.

He doesn’t wear the dot always, so I will show you some of the words where he hides.

霜画

卡尔是一个脚有点儿跛的男孩。

他和他的妈妈住在一间阁楼里。

他爸爸去世了，妈妈要出门做些针线活。

不知道多少次，可怜的小卡尔只能一个人留在家中。

他常常眺望窗外，看着其他男孩玩耍。

他们在那儿玩耍的时候，他也就不那么孤独了。

夏天，他能听到他们说话。

有时他们也会叫他。

天气转凉的时候，他不得不把窗户关上。

冬天来临的时候，待在窗前非常冷。

卡尔的妈妈很穷，买不起许多煤炭和木材，

她常常把一条毯子裹在小男孩身上，然后尽她所能，生起一小堆火。

窗户上有时会结一层白霜，

卡尔称它们为他的画册。

每天晚上他的妈妈会洗掉那层霜，

每个早晨卡尔都会盯着窗户，看看杰克.弗罗斯特（Jack Frost，译者注：

frost在英语中既可以做人名，也有“严寒”的意思。）又会为他创造怎样的作品。

每当他的妈妈回家时，他都会告诉她自己看到了什么。

接着妈妈便给他讲很多关于这些图片的故事。

他会说：“妈妈，我今天看见了一些漂亮的蕨菜。”

然后妈妈就给他讲她曾经去过的一片树林。那时她还是个小女孩，在那片树林里嬉戏玩耍。

“那里有很多株大蕨菜，”她说道，

“有一天，我还在它们中间发现了一个小鸟窝。”

卡尔说：“今天窗户上出现了几座山脉和一座小桥。”

妈妈便会给他讲美丽的阿尔卑斯山以及住在那里的人们。

有时卡尔会给妈妈讲故事。

他的故事的主人公是雪精灵。

“他们盖上一块窗玻璃，努力让我的房间温暖起来，”他说，

“我今天看见了一顶白色星星的王冠戴在她的头上。

“一抹阳光亲吻了她并把她带走了。”

o有时听起来是u。

当o是单独的时候，他发出的声音有点像短u。

他必须和另外一个o在一起才能发出u..的音，就像在单词“rule”中。

他是不是一个有趣的字母呢？

有些孩子认为他就是ǔ。

不要让他缠上你。

若是你的眼睛很敏锐，他就不会缠着你。

如果你在他的头上看见了一个小点，要把他找出来。

叫他短u，但是要写字母o。

就是这样。

他不常带点，所以我会向你展现一些单词，u就藏在其中。

love　son　tond　one

爱　儿子　吨　完成

dove　come　none　front

鸽子　来　没有　前面

above　some　month　sponge

上面　一些　月　海绵

glove　does　shove　monk

手套　做　推　僧侣

In these words the o’s are like u：

下面这些单词中，o和u很相像：

soon　noon　roof　moon

很快　中午　屋顶　月亮

coon　spoon　tooth　cool

粗汉　调羹　牙齿　凉爽

loon　food　school　goose

年轻人　食物　学校　鹅





THE LONGFELLOW HOUSE

pleasant　Cambridge young

舒适的　坎布里奇　年轻

study　Massachusetts　poems（poem）　

学习　马萨诸塞州　诗（复数）

broad　lawn　beyond

辽阔的　草坪　远处

Isn’t this a pleasant house?

This was Mr.Longfellow’s house in Cambridge, Massachusetts.

He came here first when he began to teach in Harvard College.

He lived here for many years.

It is a very old house.

George Washington lived here.

Mr.Longfellow’s study was at the right of the door.

He wrote many of his poems there.

A large lawn is in front of the house.

The grass is very soft and green.

There are old elm trees growing upon the lawn.

I wish these trees could talk.

They could tell us many things.

In front of the house are broad fields.

Beyond these fields may be seen the Charles River.

Mr.Longfellow loved the river.

He loved to watch it from his window.

He loved to walk beside it.

It gave him beautiful thoughts.

Sometimes it made him sad.

At other times it would bring gladness to his heart.

He said that the river made him think of his friends.

Some of his friends lived beside it.

He had three dear friends who were named Charles.

Mr.Longfellow wrote a poem about the Charles River.

“I must give the river a song,”he said, “for it gives me many thoughts.”

朗费罗的家

这不是一座舒适的房子吗？

这间房子是朗费罗先生在马萨诸塞州坎布里奇市的家。

他第一次来到这里是他开始在哈佛大学任教的时候。

他在这里住了很多年，

这是一座非常古老的房子，

乔治.华盛顿也曾居住过。

朗费罗先生的书房就在门的右边，

他在这里写过许多诗歌。

这栋房子的前面有块大草坪。

草儿柔软而嫩绿。

这片草坪还种着许多老榆树，

我真希望这些大树能够开口说话，

它们可以告诉我们很多故事。

这栋房子前面是辽阔的田野，

在田野的远处可以看见查尔斯河。

朗费罗先生喜欢这条河流。

他喜欢透过窗户望着它，

他喜欢在河边散步。

这条河给他带来了美妙的想法。

有些时候它会让他悲伤，

其他时候也会让他快乐。

他说这条河让他想起了他的朋友们，

有些朋友就居住在河边。

他有三位好朋友都叫查尔斯。

朗费罗先生曾为查尔斯河写过一首诗。

“我必须为这条河写首歌，”他说，“因为它给了我许多灵感。”





BESSIE AND THE FLOWERS

gather　wild

采集　野生的

blossoms（blossom）　centers（center）

花朵（复数）　中心（复数）

Bessie is a little country girl.

She plays out in the fields and in the woods.

She loves everything that lives there.

The birds and squirrels seem to know it.

They do not fly or run away from her,

They watch her with their bright eyes.

She knows where to find the flowers.

There are some wild roses not far from her home.

One day Bessie went to the woods to gather some for her mamma.

She picked as many as her hands could hold.

Then she sat down under a big tree to rest.

She looked up at the pretty white clouds.

“You are like white boats upon a blue sea,”she thought.

“I wish I might sail along with you.”

Then she looked down at the pretty blossoms in her lap.

They were pink, and their centers were as yellow as gold.

“You are beautiful,”she said.

“Do you wish to stay here always, or are you glad to go with me? ”

Byandby Bessie fell fast asleep on the soft grass.

The wind blew a rosepetal upon her cheek.

贝茜和花朵

贝茜是个乡下小女孩

贝茜是个乡下小女孩。

她常在田野和树林里玩耍，

她喜欢生活在这里的一切。

鸟儿和松鼠似乎明白这一点，

它们不会从她身边飞走或逃跑，

它们会眨着明亮的眼睛望着她。

她知道在哪儿可以找到花朵，

离她家不远的地方就有一些野玫瑰。

一天贝茜去树林想采摘一些给她的妈妈。

她采摘了很多很多，双手捧得满满的。

然后她坐在一棵大树下休息。

她抬头望见美丽的白云。

“你就像是摇曳在蓝色海洋中的白色船只，”她想，

“我希望能和你一起远航。”

然后，她低下头，看着放在膝盖上的美丽花朵。

它们粉嘟嘟的，花的中心金光闪闪的。

“你们可真美，”她说道，

“你们愿意永远待在这里，还是愿意开开心心地和我一起走呢？”

渐渐地，贝茜趴在柔软的小草上睡着了。

一阵风吹过，把一片玫瑰花瓣吹到了她的脸颊上。





THE STORY OF ROSE-PETAL

unfolded（unfold）　carefully　reached(reach)

展开的（过去式）　细心地　到达（过去式）

petal　banners（banner）　wrapped(wrap)

花瓣　旗帜（复数）　包裹上（过去式）

dreamed(dream)　golden

梦想（过去式）金黄色

This is what Bessie dreamed that the petal said:

“Shall I tell you about myself, little girl?

My name is rosepetal.I live here in the woods.

I have four sisters like myself.

I remember when I was very small.

My four sisters and I were wrapped up very carefully.

Byandby we began to peep out.

The sun seemed to call us, and we reached up to him.

I think he wished to see our beautiful golden center.

One day we unfolded our petals.

We shook out our yellow banners.

He looked into our golden centers.

The garden roses have no golden centers.

They have very many petals.

We love our golden centers best.

Each of us rests upon a green chair.

We can spread our pink petals upon them.

Look at mine.You can see it easily now.Isn’t it a pretty chair?

It is called a sepal.

I can never go back to it; but I can fly for a little while.

The wind whispered to me, and said, ‘Do you wish to fly, Rosepetal?’

I said, ‘Yes,’ and it brought me to you.

I thought you would like to hear about me.”

玫瑰花瓣的故事

下面是梦境中，花瓣对贝茜说的话：

“小女孩，我可以向你说说我自己吗？

我的名字叫玫瑰花瓣，我住在这个树林里。

我有四个和我一样的姐妹。

我记得很小的时候，

我和四个姐妹被小心翼翼地包裹在一起。

渐渐地，我们开始探出了头。

太阳似乎在呼唤着我们，我们也接触到了阳光，

我想他希望看见我们美丽的金黄色花心。

一天，我们伸展出花瓣，

我们抖出金黄色的旗帜，

他看见了金黄色的花心。

花园里的玫瑰是没有金色花心的。

它们有很多很多花瓣。

我们最爱的是我们金黄色的花心。

我们每一个都在一张绿色椅子上休息。

我们可以在椅子上舒展粉色的花瓣。

看看我的，你现在能很容易地看到了，它是不是一张可爱的椅子？

它叫做花萼。

我不能回到花萼里了，但我可以飞上一小会儿。

风儿对我窃窃私语说：‘玫瑰花瓣，你想飞吗？’

我说：‘是的。’接着它就把我带到你身边了。

我想你很愿意听我的故事。”





THE PARTS OF A FLOWERTHE PARTS OF A FLOWER


together　corolla　calyx




一起　花冠　花萼

banners（banner）　dreamed(dream)　pistil

旗帜(复数)　梦（过去分词）　雌蕊

crown　stamens(stamen)

皇冠　雄蕊（复数）

Bessie's mamma came out to look for her little girl.

She found her waking from her nap.

She sat down beside her, and Bessie told her what she had dreamed.

“You have been thinking of our talk about flowers,”said mamma.

“Please tell me about the wild rose,”said Bessie.

“How beautiful these petals are ! ”

“The five petals form the corolla,”said mamma.

“Find another flower and show me its corolla.

Here is a buttercup with a yellow corolla.

The violet has a purple corolla.

Now look at the sepals upon which the rosepetals rest.

The five sepals taken together form the calyx.

The word calyx means a cup.

The word corolla means a little crown.

It was the calyx that covered the petals until they were ready to blossom.

What do you call the little yellow banners?

They are the stamens.

Here in the center are the pistils.

Some day we will talk about them.

We must take our flowers home and put them into water.”

花的组成

贝茜的妈妈走过来，找寻她的小女孩，

她发现小女孩刚从小睡中醒来。

她坐在贝茜的身边，听着她讲述刚才做的梦。

“你一直都在想关于花朵我们会说些什么吧？”妈妈说道。

“请告诉我关于野玫瑰的故事吧。”贝茜说道。

“这些花瓣是多么的漂亮啊！”

“这五个花瓣组成了一个花冠，”妈妈说道，

“再找一朵花来，给我看看它的花冠。

这是金凤花，它有着黄色的花冠。

紫罗兰有着紫色的花冠。

现在看一看花萼，玫瑰花瓣就在此休息。

这五个萼片放在一起就组成了一个花萼。

单词calyx（花萼）是杯子的意思。

单词corolla（花瓣）是小王冠的意思。

花萼一直包裹着花瓣，直到它们开花绽放。

怎么称呼这些黄色小旗子的呢？

它们是雄蕊。

花心这里是雌蕊。

我们以后会说到它们的。

现在我们必须把花儿们带回家，并把它们放到水里了。”





LONGFELLOW'S STUDY

stairs（stair）　dark　surprise

楼梯（复数）　黑暗　惊喜

rush　creep　letter

冲　轻手轻脚地走路　信

Mr.Longfellow's children were born in Cambridge.

He had three little girls and two boys.

They loved their father very dearly.

He loved them, and made them happy.

He used to write them little letters.

They loved to be with their father.

They would run into his study to see him and try to surprise him.

“It is growing dark,”they would say.

“Papa cannot be writing now.We will surprise him.”

They would creep softly down the stairs.

They could peep in at their father.

Then they would rush into the room, and climb up on his chair.

They would climb into his lap and kiss him.How happy they were!

Mr.Longfellow wrote a poem about them.

He called it “The Children's Hour.”

朗费罗的书房

朗费罗先生的孩子们都出生在坎布里奇。

他有三个小女孩和两个小男孩。

孩子们非常爱他们的父亲。

他也爱他们并经常逗他们开心。

他常常给他们写短短的信。

孩子们喜欢和父亲待在一起。

他们经常跑进他的书房来看他，给他惊喜。

“天变黑了，”孩子们会说，

“爸爸现在一定没有在写东西，我们要给他一点儿惊喜。”

他们轻手轻脚地走下楼梯，不出一丝声响。

他们探出头来，偷偷地看着父亲。

然后他们会冲进房间，爬到他的椅子上。

他们常常爬到他的膝上，亲吻他。他们非常快乐！

朗费罗先生写了一首诗歌，就是关于孩子们的。

这首诗取名为《孩子的时辰》。





LONGFELLOW AND THE CHILDREN

smile　sunshine　visit　show

微笑　阳光　看望　展示

stories（story）　willow　wrote(write)　clock

故事（复数）　柳树　写（过去式）　时钟

Mr.Longfellow loved all children.

They loved him, too.

He had a very kind face.

His eyes were as blue as the violets.

His hair was as white as the snow.

His smile was like the sunshine.

Many children came to visit him.

He would make them very happy.

They loved to talk with him.

They talked to him about their playthings and their homes.

Sometimes he let them come into his study.

They liked to see the old clock on the stairs.

He would tell them stories.

There was a big willow tree back of the garden.

He would take them out to see it.

He used to take them into his garden.

Sometimes he would pick some flowers for them.

He wrote a poem to the children.

He said that they were better than all the poems.

He said that the birds and sunshine were in their hearts.

I think he had them in his heart.

How can you have them in yours?

朗费罗与孩子们

朗费罗先生喜欢所有的孩子。

孩子们也爱他。

他有着一副非常和善的面孔，

他的眼睛如紫罗兰一样蓝，

头发如雪一样白，

微笑如阳光一样灿烂。

许多孩子来拜访他，

他会逗孩子们开心，

他们也喜欢与他交谈，

孩子们给他讲述他们的玩具和家。

有时候，他让孩子们走进他的书房。

他们喜欢看楼梯上的老挂钟。

他还会给孩子们讲故事。

花园后面有一棵大柳树，

他会带他们过去参观。

他常常带着孩子们去花园玩，

有时还会摘一些花送给他们。

他为孩子们写了一首诗。

他说他们胜过任何诗歌，

他说鸟儿和阳光就在孩子们的心里。

我想，他也把孩子们放在了他的心里。

你怎样把孩子们放在心里呢？





CHILDREN

Come to me, O ye children！

For I hear you at your play,

And the questions that perplexed me

Have vanished quite away.

Ye open the eastern windows

That look towards the sun.

Where thoughts are singing swallows,

And the brooks of morning run.

In your hearts are the birds and the sunshine,

In your thoughts the brooklet's flow;

But in mine is the wind of Autumn

And the first fall of the snow.

Ah, what would the world be to us

If the children were no more?

We should dread the desert behind us

Worse than the dark before.

What the leaves are to the forest,

With light and air for food,

Ere their sweet and tender juices

Have been hardened into wood,——

That to the world are children;

Through them it feels the glow

Of a brighter and sunnier climate,

Than reaches the trunks below.

Come to me, O ye children!

And whisper in my ear

What the birds and the winds are singing

In your sunny atmosphere.

For what are all our contrivings，

And the wisdom of our books,

When compared with your caresses,

And the gladness of your looks?

Ye are better than all the ballads

That ever were sung or said;

For ye are living poems.

And all the rest are dead.

——Henry W.Longfellow

孩子们

来我这里，啊，孩子们！

你们的嬉闹声，

让困惑我的烦闷

冰释涣然。

是你们敞开东窗，

面朝太阳，

那里活跃的思绪，如飞燕吟唱，

晨溪潺潺。

你们心中有飞鸟、灿阳，

你们遐思里有溪水涓涓，

而我的内心却是秋风扫卷，

初雪飘荡。

啊，没有你们，

世界将会怎样？

我们将为眼前的黑暗，更为身后的荒原

忧心如焚。

如森林之树叶片片，

啜灵气而咀华光，

直到它们甘甜柔滑的浆汁凝变

硬木坚桩，——

世界有了孩子们，

才感受到树干之上

天光日照格外熠熠闪亮，

明朗晴暖。

来我这里，啊，孩子们！

在我耳旁呢喃，

你们明媚的气息，让鸟儿欢唱，

风儿荡漾。

我们所有的谋划伎俩，

我们书本的智慧思想，

在你们爱抚笑颜的映衬下，

暗淡无光。

你们胜过一切歌谣颂唱，

因为那些已枯竭消亡；

而你们谱写的诗篇，

生机盎然。

——亨利.W.朗费罗（杨德豫译）

In your hearts are the birds and sunshine,In your thoughts the brooklet's flow.

你们心中有飞鸟、灿阳，你们遐思里有溪水涓涓。





THE RUNAWAY GEESE

alone　flock　Elsa　leaders（leader）

单独　群　埃尔莎　领头（复数）

road　pillow　sight　joined（join）

路　枕头　看见　参与（过去式）

Hans　Katrine　Carl　pluck

汉斯　卡特琳　卡尔　拔掉

Old Mrs.Green lived all alone.

She had a flock of geese.

She loved her geese and took good care of them.

They had soft, white feathers.

In the summer time, they did not need so many feathers.

Mrs.Green would pluck them and sell them.

People bought them to put into pillows.

The geese laid eggs, too, and Mrs.Green sold them.

They helped the old lady to make a living.

One day the geese got away.

There was a hole in the fence.

When Mrs.Green came out to feed them, they were gone.

Poor old lady! She didn't know what to do.

She went to the gate and looked down the road.

There was not a goose in sight.

Little Hans and Katrine were playing in the next yard.

Mrs.Green asked them if they had seen her geese.

“I saw them,”said Hans, “they were going to the pond.”

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!”said Mrs.Green，“how shall I get them back.”

“We will go for them,”said Katrine.

“Give us some corn and they will follow us.”

So Mrs.Green filled their pockets with corn and they started for the pond.

They saw the geese as soon as they came in sight of it.

They were swimming about and having such a happy time.

Carl and Elsa Brinker were sitting upon the shore, watching them.

Elsa had a doll made of straw.

“See Mrs.Green's geese,”She said, “they are having a swim.”

Hans and Katrine began to call them, and threw some corn into the water.

“Don't give them all of the corn, Katrine,”said Hans.

“Drop it along the road, and they will follow us.”

Two of the largest geese started for home.

“Those are the leaders,”said Hans, “the others will follow them.”

The children joined hands and walked behind them, singing —“Goosey, goosey, gander!

Whither do you wander?”Mrs.Green was at the gate, watching for them.

She was very glad to see the geese coming home.

They walked into their pen, and Mrs.Green shut the gate.

Carl's father put a new board into the fence, so that they couldn't get out again.

“Poor geese!”said Elsa, “they had such a good time in the pond.

It is too bad that they can't go every day.”

And the geese all said, “Th! Th! Th! We think so, too.”

逃跑的鹅群

年老的格林太太一个人独自生活。

她养了一群鹅。

她喜爱这群鹅，并悉心照料它们。

它们的羽毛雪白而柔顺。

夏季，它们不需要如此多的羽毛，

格林太太会将羽毛拔下卖掉。

人们买下羽毛，把它们装入枕头。

这些鹅还会下蛋，格林太太也会将鹅蛋卖掉。

老婆婆以此维持生计。

一天，鹅逃跑了。

因为篱笆上有个洞。

格林太太出来喂食的时候，发现它们不见了。

可怜的老婆婆！她完全不知所措了。

她走到大门口朝着马路方向张望，

一只鹅都看不到。

小汉斯和卡特琳正在隔壁的院子里玩耍。

格林太太问他们是否看见过她的鹅群。

汉斯说：“我见过它们，它们正在去池塘。”

格林太太说：“天哪！天哪！我要怎样才能找回它们呢？”

“我们会帮您找回它们的，”卡特琳说，

“给我们一些玉米，它们就会跟着我们的。”

于是格林太太在他们口袋里装满了玉米，他们开始向池塘出发了。

他们一到池塘就看到了鹅群，

它们正在游泳，很开心。

卡尔和埃尔莎.布林克坐在岸边，望着它们。

埃尔莎拿着一个稻草做的娃娃。

“看，这些都是格林太太的鹅，它们在游泳。”埃尔莎说道。

汉斯和卡特琳开始喊它们，并向水中撒玉米，

“卡特琳，不要把所有的玉米都给它们，”汉斯说道，

“我们要一路播撒，这样它们才会跟我们回来。”

最大的两只鹅开始回家了。

“它们是领头的鹅，”汉斯说道，“其他的鹅会跟着它们的。”

孩子们手拉着手，跟在鹅群后面，一边走一边唱——“鹅啊鹅，肥又肥！

你们是要去哪儿散步？”格林太太靠在门口，望着他们，

看到鹅群回家，她非常开心。

它们走进鹅圈后，格林太太关上了门。

卡尔的父亲给篱笆补上一块新木板，这样它们就不会再跑出去了。

“可怜的鹅！”埃尔莎说道，“它们在池塘里玩得可开心了。

如果它们不能每天都出去，那就太糟糕了。”

所有的鹅都在喊：“th! th! th! 我们也是这么想的。”

Let us play that we are geese, and say “th.”

让我们来做游戏，假装我们都是鹅，一起来说“th”。

think　thin　thistle

想　瘦　蓟

throw　thick　throne

扔　厚　宝座

thank　thief　thunder

谢谢　贼　雷声

threw　thumb　thought

扔　拇指　思想

path　cloth　truth

小道　布　事实

tooth　forth　youth

牙齿　外出　青年





THE BLACKSMITH

blacksmith　strikes（strike）　hammer

铁匠　击打(第三人称单数)　锤子

branches(branch)　strong　chestnut

树枝（复数）　强大　栗子

heavy　anvil　heats（heat）

沉重　铁砧　加热（第三人称单数）

iron　hoof　nails(nail)

铁　蹄　钉子（复数）

Did you ever see a blacksmith?

A blacksmith works with iron.

He heats the iron until it is very hot.

It is soft when it is red hot.

He puts the iron upon an anvil and strikes it with his heavy hammer.

He must be a very strong man.

He can make many things of iron.

He makes shoes for the horses and nails them on their hoofs.

There was a blacksmith who lived in Cambridge.

Mr.Longfellow used to see him at work.

He liked to see him strike the hot iron, and to watch him as he made it into many things.

A large tree grew very near the blacksmith's shop.

It was a chestnut tree.

It had beautiful leaves and branches.

Mr.Longfellow wrote a poem about the blacksmith.

He spoke of the chestnut tree in the poem.

铁匠

你见过铁匠吗？

铁匠与铁块为伍。

他给铁块加热，直到它变得滚热。

铁块又红又热时，就会变软。

他把铁块放置在铁砧上，用大锤子重重地击打。

铁匠一定是个强壮的人，

可以用铁做成很多东西。

他为马儿们做鞋子，把鞋子固定在马蹄上。

坎布里奇住着一位铁匠。

朗费罗先生常常去看他工作。

他喜欢看铁匠敲打滚热的铁块，看着他把铁块变成很多东西。

铁匠铺的附近有一棵很大很大的树，

那是一棵栗子树，

它有着美丽的树叶和枝干。

朗费罗先生为这个铁匠写过一首诗，

在诗里，他提到了这棵栗子树。





THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH

Under a spreading chestnut-tree

The village smithy stands;

The smith, a mighty man is he,

With large and sinewy hands;

And the muscles of his brawny arms

Are strong as iron bands.

His hair is crisp, and black, and long,

His face is like the tan;

His brow is wet with honest sweat，

He earns whate'er he can，

And looks the whole world in the face,

For he owes not any man.

Week in, week out, from morn till night,

You can hear his bellows blow;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,

With measured beat and slow，

Like a sexton ringing the village bell，

When the evening sun is low.

And children coming home from school

Look in at the open door;

They love to see the flaming forge，

And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparks that fly

Like chaff from a threshing floor.

He goes on Sunday to the church,

And sits among the boys;

He hears the parson pray and preach，

He hears his daughter's voice,

Singing in the village choir,

And it makes his heart rejoice.

It seems to him like her mother's voice,

Singing in Paradise!

He needs must think of her once more,

How in the grave she lies;

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes

A tear out of his eyes.

Toiling,——rejoicing,——sorrowing，

Onward through life he goes;

Each morning sees some task begun,

Each evening sees it close;

Something attempted, something done，

Has earned a night's repose.

Thanks, thanks, to thee, my worthy friend,

For the lesson thou hast taught！

Thus at the flaming forge of life

Our fortunes must be wrought;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped

Each burning deed and thought.

——Henry W.Longfellow

乡村铁匠

在一棵枝繁叶茂的栗子树下

有一家乡村铁匠铺。

铁匠是一个魁梧的壮汉，

一双手粗大有力，

在他雄健的胳膊上，

肌肉就像铁一样。

他头发卷曲，又黑又长，

还有张褐色的脸庞；

他的眉毛浸透诚实的汗水，

他挣他能挣的钱，

勇敢面对整个世界，

因为他对谁也不欠账。

一周又一周，从早到晚，

你都能听见他的风箱在响，

你都能听见他在挥动沉重的大锤，

缓慢而有节奏地敲打着，

就像在夕阳西下的时候，

乡村教堂的打钟人在敲钟一样。

孩子们放学回家，

从敞开的门往里张望，

他们爱看冒着火焰的熔炉，

他们爱听吼着的风箱，

他们爱捉燃烧的火花，

那火花就像打谷场上谷壳在飞扬。

星期天他到教堂去，

坐在他儿子们中间；

倾听牧师的祈祷和传道，

倾听他的女儿，

在乡村唱诗班里唱歌的声音，

这使他心情舒畅。

他觉得女儿的歌声，

就像是她母亲在天堂里歌唱。

他不得不又想起了她，

不知她在坟墓里休息得怎样？

于是他用粗硬的手，

抹去眼中的泪光。

劳累——欢乐——悲伤

一生中他都努力向上。

每天早晨他看着工作开始，

每天晚上又看着它结束；

有的工作才开始，有的工作完成了，

然后才能得到一夜的安详。

多谢，多谢你，我珍贵的朋友，

谢谢你给我上了一课！

在这样冒着火焰的人生熔炉里，

一定可以炼出我们的财富；

这样铿锵作响的铁砧上，

可以造就出火红的事业和思想！

——亨利.W.朗费罗





TRUE FRIENDS

angry　friends（friend）　mind

生气　朋友（复数）　心情

ashamed　threw(throw)　changed(change)

惭愧的　扔(过去式)　改变（过去式）

trouble　knife

麻烦　小刀

Arthur and Tom were playing in the schoolyard.

They were very good friends; but once in a while they would get angry.

One day Arthur threw a big stone at Tom and hurt him.

Tom picked up the stone to throw back at him, and then he changed his mind.

He walked into the schoolroom and told his teacher about it.

“It was a naughty thing for Arthur to do,”she said.

“You may tell his teacher if you wish.Do just as you think best.”

Tom stood with the stone in his hand.

“Go and tell of him,”said one of the boys.

“He tried to hurt you.I would tell of him.”

“Well!”said Tom, “he gets angry too easy.

If we don't do just as he says, he doesn't like it.”

Byandby he went out to the door.

He threw the stone into the yard.

“Aren't you going to tell his teacher?”said the other boys.

“No, I will not get him into trouble.”

Arthur was ashamed of what he had done.

“I'll try not to get angry with the boys again,”he said.

“Tom is a good friend to me, he shall take my new knife.”

When school was out, they went home together.

真正的朋友

亚瑟和汤姆正在学校的广场上玩耍。

他们是非常要好的朋友，不过偶尔也会生对方的气。

一天，亚瑟向汤姆扔了一块大石头，伤到了汤姆。

汤姆捡起那块石头刚要扔向亚瑟，不过他改变了主意。

他走进教室，告诉老师发生的一切。

“亚瑟只是很淘气，”老师说道，

“如果你愿意，可以和他的老师讲。只要你觉得是对的就大胆去做。”

汤姆手握石头站在那里。

“去告发他！”其中一个男孩说道。

“他是故意要伤害你的，我会告他的。”

“好吧，”汤姆回答道，“他很容易发脾气。

如果我们不按他说的做，他会不高兴的。”

他慢慢走到门口，

把那块石头扔到院子里。

“你会告诉他的老师吗？”其他男孩问道。

“不，我不会让他陷入麻烦中的。”

亚瑟为他之前的所作所为感到惭愧，

“我会努力不再向其他男孩发火了，”他保证道，

“汤姆是我的好朋友，我会送他一把我新买的刀。”

放学后，他们又一起回家了。

Eight fingers,Ten toes,

Two eyes and one nose.

Baby said, when she smelled of the rose:

“Oh what a pity, I've only one nose！”

Twelve little teeth

In two little rows，

Lots of dimples and one nose.

Baby said, when she smelled of the snuff:

“Cachoo, deary me! One nose is enough.”

——Selected

八个手指，十个脚趾，

两只眼睛和一个鼻子。

突然婴儿闻到一股花香，喃喃自语道：

“哦，真可惜，我只有一个鼻子！”

十二颗小牙齿，分别排成两行。

许多酒窝，却只有一个鼻子。

突然一股烟扑面而来，婴儿喃喃自语道：

“我的天哪！一个鼻子足够了。”

——节选





MABEL'S PLAYMATE

understand　around　crust　ahead

理解　周围　硬壳　前面

wagged（wag）　turned(turn)　rope　draw

摇尾巴（过去式）　转身（过去式）　绳子　提，拖

Mabel was making a visit in the country.

She had no children to play with.

She wished her brothers and sisters were there.

Rover liked to play with her; but he was only a dog.

“Oh, Rover! ”said Mabel one day, “I wish you could talk.”

Rover looked as if he wished so, too.

“Do you wish to go out to play with me.Rover?”

Rover jumped up and wagged his tail.

“You do, do you? Well, then, you may.”

Mabel took her sled, and she and Rover ran to the hill.

There was a crust of ice upon the snow.

The sled flew like a bird down the hill.

Rover would run down the hill after the sled.

Then he walked back to the top with Mabel.

Mabel sat down to rest on a big stone.

Rover lay down beside her.

“I wish my brother Fred were here,”said Mabel.

“He would draw my sled up the hill for me.

Can you draw my sled for me, Rover? ”

“Bowwow,”said Rover, and wagged his tail again.

Mabel put the rope into his mouth.

“Now, Rover, take the sled up the hill for me.”

Rover ran ahead with the sled.

“This is fun!”said Mabel, “I shall let him draw it every time.”

Rover reached the top of the hill first.

As soon as Mabel came there he turned around.

He ran down hill again, drawing the sled after him.

“Stop, Rover, stop!”cried Mabel, running after him.

Rover thought she was playing with him, and only ran the faster.

When he reached the foot of the hill he let the rope drop.

Then he ran up to Mabel, and wagged his tail.

He thought he had been a very good dog.

“O，Rover! You do not understand me,”said Mabel.

“You do not know what fun it is to slide down hill.

I must draw my own sled after this.”

梅布尔的玩伴

梅布尔正在拜访一个乡村，

但没有伙伴陪她一起玩。

她希望她的兄弟姐妹能在这个地方。

荣佛和她形影不离，不过它只是一条小狗。

一天，梅布尔说道：“嗨，荣佛！我真希望你能说话。”

荣佛望着她，好像它也这么希望。

“荣佛，想不想和我一起出去玩？”

荣佛跳起来，摇摇尾巴。

“你愿意，是吧？好，那我们一起去吧。”

梅布尔拿起她的雪橇，和荣佛一起跑到了小山。

雪山上结了一层冰。

雪橇像飞鸟一般冲下山。

荣佛跟着雪橇一路飞奔下来，

然后它又和梅布尔一起回到了山顶。

梅布尔坐下来，依靠着一块大石头休息，

荣佛躺在她身旁。

“我多么希望哥哥弗雷德也能在这儿啊，”梅布尔说道，

“他会帮我把雪橇拖上山的。

荣佛，你能为我拉雪橇吗？”

荣佛“汪汪”地叫了几声，又摇了摇尾巴。

梅布尔拿绳子套在它的嘴上。

“荣佛，现在，为我把雪橇带到山上吧。”

荣佛拖着雪橇跑在前面，

梅布尔说道：“太有趣了！以后我每次都要它拉雪橇。”

荣佛首先到达了山顶。

梅布尔刚登上山顶，荣佛便转过身来，

拉着雪橇朝山脚跑去。

梅布尔追在后面，一边追一边喊道：“快停下来！荣佛，停下来！”

荣佛以为她在和它玩，反而跑得更快了。

到山脚下，它便松开了绳子，

然后又跑向梅布尔，摇着它的尾巴。

它自认为自己是一条善解人意的狗狗。

“哦，荣佛，你一点儿也不了解我，”梅布尔说道，

“你不知道滑下山有多大的乐趣。

而且我必须自己拖着雪橇了。”

Sometimes little boys and girls play out in the snow and take cold.

Then they sneeze like this: “Ch! Ch!”

Here are some words that say “ch”：

有时小男孩小女孩在雪里玩耍会着凉的。

他们打喷嚏的时候会发出“Ch! Ch!”的音。

下面是一些会发出“ch”音的单词。

chick　child　church　chief

小鸡　孩子　教堂　主要的

chill　choose　chair　chain

寒冷　选择　椅子　链子

choke　chin　chop　cheek

呛　下巴　砍　脸颊





HIAWATHA

Indians（Indian）　forest　cedar

印第安人（复数）　森林　雪松

Hiawatha　rainbow　birch

海华沙　彩虹　桦树

swiftly　rein(ran)deer　canoe

飞快地　驯鹿　独木舟

Mr.Longfellow wrote a poem about the Indians.

He wrote about an Indian boy named Hiawatha.

This boy lived in the forest.

He knew everything in the forest.

He could tell you where the birds made their nests.

He learned where they stayed in the winter.

He called them “Hiawatha's chickens.”

He watched the firefly at night.

He said, “Light me with your little candle.”

He looked at the rainbow, and thought it was a garden of flowers in the sky.

He knew why the reindeer ran so swiftly.

The squirrels showed him where they hid their nuts.

The rabbits would run to him.

He called them “Hiawatha's brothers.”

Hiawatha made a canoe for himself.

The yellow birch tree gave him its bark.

The cedar gave him branches to make it strong and firm.

It looked like a yellow waterlily as it floated in the river.

海华沙

朗费罗先生曾写过一首关于印第安人的诗歌。

他写的是一个叫海华沙的印第安男孩。

这个男孩住在森林里，

他了解森林里的一切动向。

他能告诉你鸟儿在哪里筑巢，

他知道它们冬天住在哪里，

他把它们称为“海华沙的小鸡”。

夜里，他会看着萤火虫，

说道：“为我点亮你们的小蜡烛吧。”

他望着彩虹，把它当成是空中的花园。

他知道驯鹿为什么会跑得那么飞快。

松鼠们带他参观它们贮藏坚果的地方。

兔子会朝他跑去，

他称它们是“海华沙的兄弟们”。

海华沙为自己做了一个独木舟。

黄桦树给了他它的树皮，

雪松给了他枝干，让船坚固牢靠。

船在水上荡漾时，宛如一朵黄色的睡莲。





NELLY'S LITTLE FRIEND

underneath　harm　pocket

下面　伤害　口袋

ground　frightened　afraid

地面　恐惧的　害怕的

porch　saved（save）　cracked(crack)

门廊　挽救（过去式）　砸碎（过去式）

A pretty little squirrel once lived in a garden.

He made his home in a hollow tree.

The tree was not far from the porch of a farmhouse.

A little girl lived in the farmhouse.

She loved the little squirrel.

She would sit upon the porch and watch him at play among the branches.

Every day she put corn or nuts about his hole.

The little squirrel used to put his head out of the hole, and look at her.

“Come, dear little squirrel,”she often said, “no one shall harm you.”

He would come out to get the nuts or corn.

He filled his cheeks with them and carried them into his hole.

The squirrel uses his cheeks for a pocket.

Sometimes he cracked the nuts in the garden.

One day the little girl put some nuts upon the steps and about the porch.

Then she took her book, and sat down to read.

Byandby her little friend peeped from his hole.

He began to take the nuts.

He went up on the porch for some.

The little girl was pleased to see him.

She sat very still and looked at his bushy tail and bright eyes.

“Dear little squirrel,”she said, “come here to me,”and she held out a nut.

But the squirrel ran back to his hole in the tree.

“I am sorry you are afraid of me,”said the little girl; “I would not harm you.”

Soon the squirrel became quite tame, and often ran up on the porch, looking for nuts.

There was a large yellow cat who lived at the farmhouse.

He saw the squirrel, and one day caught him in his mouth.

Nelly ran after the cat and took the squirrel away from him.

It was frightened, but not hurt.

“Let me hold you now,”said Nelly; “I took you away from kitty.”

But the squirrel ran away from her.

He went to his hole and would not come out for a long time.

“I thought he would love me after I saved his life,”said Nelly.

“I think he does not know that I did so.”

She told her little friend, Ruth, about it.

One day when she and Ruth were in the field they saw him.

They walked slowly to the tree where he was.

He seemed glad to see the little girls.

They went to the house for some nuts.

They scattered the nuts all the way to the farmhouse.

The squirrel found his way back again.

希丽的小伙伴

公园里曾经住着一只可爱的小松鼠，

它把家安在一个空空的树洞中。

树离一座农舍的门廊不远，

一个小女孩就住在农舍里，

她喜欢这只小松鼠。

她常常坐在门廊口，看着它在树丛中嬉戏。

每天她都会把玉米或坚果放在它的洞口。

小松鼠常常从洞里探出小脑袋，望着她。

她经常对它说：“过来，亲爱的小松鼠。没人会伤害你的。”

这时它就会钻出来，拿走玉米或坚果。

它把这些东西满满地堆到脸颊上，然后抱着食物走回洞里。

松鼠常把自己的脸颊当成口袋，

有时它也会在花园里将坚果砸碎。

一天小女孩把一些坚果放在门廊附近的台阶上，

然后拿出书，坐在台阶上读书。

不一会儿，她的小伙伴就探出身来。

它开始去拿坚果，

它走上门廊，取走了一些。

小女孩看到它很高兴，

她一动不动地坐在那里，望着它那浓密的尾巴和明亮的眼睛。

“亲爱的小松鼠，”她拿出一个坚果，说道，“到我这里来。”

但松鼠却立刻跑回到它的树洞里。

小女孩说道：“很抱歉，你害怕我。我不会伤害你的。”

不久小松鼠变得非常驯服，常常跑上门廊，寻找坚果。

农舍里住着一只大黄猫。

它一直都在关注着松鼠的动向。有一天，它抓住了小松鼠，并把它叼在了嘴里。

希丽赶紧追打黄猫，把松鼠从猫嘴中救了出来。

它没有受伤，但是吓坏了。

希丽说道：“现在让我抱抱你，我把你从小猫那里夺回来了。”

但是松鼠却立刻逃走了。

它回它的洞里，很长一段时间都没出来。

“我以为救过它的命后，它会喜欢我呢，”希丽说，

“我想它并不明白我为它做的一切。”

她还告诉了小伙伴罗丝那日发生的事。

一天她和罗丝在田野里看见了它。

她们慢慢地走向它居住的那棵树，

它好像很高兴看见这两个小女孩。

她们走进屋里拿出了一些坚果，

在到农舍的路上撒上了坚果。

小松鼠又找到了回来的路。

The letter q always takes u with him in making a word:

单词中通常看到字母q和u在一起，如：

queen　quake　queer

皇后　震动　奇怪的

quell　quack　quite

平息　鸭叫声　相当

quick　quiet　quill

快　安静　鹅毛笔





A LITTLE FISHER MAIDEN

race　hooks（hook）　trout

竞赛　挂钩（复数）　鳟鱼

follow　reaches（reach）　speckled

跟随　到达（第三人称单数）　有斑点的

beauty　cruel　between

美丽　残忍的　在……之间

A beautiful little brook ran between some soft green hills.

There were shady woods on both sides of it.

The speckled trout liked to live in the little brook.

No men with cruel hooks tried to catch them.

The birds and the rabbits did not trouble them.

One day a little boy and girl came into the woods.

They looked down into the pretty brook.

“Let us take off our shoes and stockings and wade in it,”said they.

How clear and cool the water was.

“I saw a fish, Bertie,”said the little girl.

“Oh, I see him, too,”said Bertie.“I will catch him.

You run up the bank, and then step into the brook.

I will chase him up the brook, and you must catch him when he reaches you.”

Lily did as Bertie told her, and the race began.

Up the brook came the trout with Bertie behind him.

Lily was standing in the brook waitting for him.

“Catch him now, Lily,”said Bertie.

“Shall I catch him in my hands?”said Lily.

“Yes, any way; but don't let him go, for he is a beauty.”

Down sat Lily in the brook, and the trout swam into her apron.

“I have him! I have him! ”she cried.“He is here in my apron.”

“Well, that is one way to catch a fish,”said Bertie.“You are as wet as you can be.”

“Never mind,”said Lily, “it is so warm that I shall not take cold.

I should like to know how you were going to catch him.

It isn't easy to hold a fish.”

They carried the fish home to mamma.

She laughed when they told her about it.They kept the fish a little while, then took him back to the brook.

捕鱼的小女孩

一条美丽的小溪绵延穿梭于青山中，

小溪两岸是郁郁葱葱的森林。

一种有斑点的鳟鱼喜欢住在这条小溪里。

这里没有人拿着残忍的铁钩捕捉它们，

小鸟和兔子也不会与它们为敌。

一天一个小男孩和小女孩走进了森林，

他们低头看着这条美丽的河流，

“让我们脱掉鞋和袜子，一起蹚过去吧。”他们说道。

这里的水又清澈又凉爽。

“伯蒂，我看见了一条鱼。”小女孩喊道。

“是哦，我也看到了，”伯蒂回应道，“看我来捉住它。

你先跑到上游，然后站在岸边的溪水中。

我会沿着小溪追赶它，当它到你那儿的时候，一定要抓住它。”

莉莉便按照伯蒂说的去做了，比赛开始了。

鳟鱼沿着小溪往上，伯蒂紧随其后。

莉莉站在溪水中，等着他。

“莉莉！现在抓住它。”伯蒂喊道。

“我用手捉它吗？”莉莉问道。

“嗯，随便了，但是别让它溜走了，它可真漂亮。”

莉莉蹲了下来，鳟鱼游进了她的围裙里。

“我抓住它了！抓住它了！”她喊道，“它就在我围裙里。”

“好吧，这也是捉鱼的一种方法，”伯蒂说道，“你都湿透了。”

“不要紧的，”莉莉回答道，“这里很暖和，我不会着凉。

我想知道你会怎么捉它。

抓住一条鱼可不容易啊。”

他们把鱼带回家交给了妈妈。

当他们告诉妈妈发生的一切时，妈妈笑了。

他们养了鳟鱼一会儿，就把它又放回小溪里了。





LONGFELLOW'S BIRTHDAY

remember　repeat　died（die）

记住　重复　去世（过去式）

money　teachers（teacher）　saved(save)

金钱教师(复数)保留（过去式）

carried(carry)　friends(friend)　chair

携带（过去式）　朋友（复数）　椅子

The children in Cambridge loved Mr.Longfellow.

What do you think they did for his birthday?

They had carried some money to their teachers.

This money was given to some friends of Mr.Longfellow.

These friends were to buy him a birthday present.

The great chestnut tree had been cut down.

The wood had been saved, for people loved the tree.

It made them think of Mr.Longfellow's poem.

Mr.Longfellow's friends had a beautiful chair made from this wood.

It was put into his study upon his birthday.

After his breakfast, he came into the room.

There was this beautiful chair.

How happy it made Mr.Longfellow!

It made his heart glad because it came from the children, and he wrote a poem to thank them.

After that many children remembered his birthday.

They would talk about his beautiful life.

They learned to repeat his poems.

Sometimes they sent letters to him.

It always pleased him to have them remember him.

He died in March, 1882.

How sad the people were to have him go.

His life had made them better and happier.

朗费罗的生日

坎布里奇的孩子们很爱朗费罗先生。

你觉得他们会怎样庆祝他的生日呢？

他们拿了一些钱给他们的老师们。

这些钱又给了朗费罗先生的一些朋友。

这些朋友打算给他买一份生日礼物。

那棵大栗子树被砍倒了。

不过人们很喜欢这棵树，他们把木材保留了下来。

它让朗费罗的朋友们想起了朗费罗先生的诗歌，

于是他们让人把木材做成了一把非常漂亮的椅子。

生日那天，他们把这把椅子放进了他的书房。

吃完早餐后，朗费罗走进书房，

看到了这把漂亮的椅子，

他非常高兴。

他喜出望外，因为这是孩子们送给他的，于是他写了一首诗感谢他们。

从那以后，更多的孩子们记住了他的生日。

他们常常谈论他美好的生活。

他们学会了这些诗歌，并反复地朗诵。

有时他们也会写信给他。

他总是很高兴，因为孩子们还记得他。

1882年3月，朗费罗去世了。

人们为失去这样一位朋友而感到无比的伤心。

因为他的一生给人们带来了许多欢乐和美好。





THE MESSAGE OF THE CHERRY BLOSSOMS

clung　feathers（feather）

握紧　羽毛(复数)

branches(branch)　wreaths（wreath）

树枝(复数)　花环（复数）

tucked(tuck)　September

卷起（过去式）　9月

brought（bring）　delighted　floated(float)

带着(过去式)　欣喜的　漂浮（过去式）

Florence had never seen snow.

She had always lived in the sunny South.

At her home the flowers were always in blossom.

Her papa brought her to live in the North.

She came North in the month of September.

She was delighted with the fall flowers.

The asters made the fields so bright and pretty.

The leaves had begun to turn red and yellow.

Florence thought that they were beautiful.

“I love the North,”she said, “for the leaves are so bright.”

Byandby the winds began to blow.

The leaves floated down to the ground.

Florence looked up at the bare branches.

“You poor lonely things!”she said.“I wish you had your leaves again.”

One day there came a snowstorm.

The air was full of feathery flakes.

They clung to the bare branches.

They covered them with wreaths of white.

“The snow is very beautiful!”said Florence,“but I am afraid it is too cold for the trees.

How can the leaves ever come back again?”

“There are little buds on the branches now,”said her papa.

“You shall see for yourself that they are still alive.”

He took Florence out to the cherry tree and broke off some branches.

He put them into water and placed them in the sunlight.

The little brown buds began to grow large.

The tiny leaves and blossoms came out.

“You see that they are there,”said papa, “and the spring will bring them out again.

The winter is the time for the tree to rest.”

“In the frozen buds of every winter

Sleep the blossoms of a future flower.”

樱桃树花开的秘密

弗洛伦斯从未见过雪，

她一直居住在阳光明媚的南方。

在她家那边，花儿总是在绽放。

后来，她的爸爸带她到北方生活。

她是9月到的北方，

看到漫天纷飞的落花，她很高兴。

紫菀花把田野点缀得明亮而绚丽，

树叶已经开始由红转黄了。

弗洛伦斯觉得它们非常的美丽，

她说：“我爱北方，这里的叶子是那么明亮。”

渐渐地起风了，

树叶散落一地。

弗洛伦斯抬头望着光秃秃的枝干，

说道：“可怜的小东西，我希望你的枝叶能重新长出来。”

一天，暴风雪来临了，

整个天空飘来了羽毛般的雪花，

它们紧紧附在光秃秃的枝干上。

它们给树干戴上了白色的花环。

“好美的雪啊！”弗洛伦斯说道，“但是我担心这对树来说太冷了。

树叶怎样才会再回来呢？”

“现在树枝上还有几许小花蕾，”她的爸爸说道，

“你应该亲自看看它们是否还活着。”

他把弗罗伦斯带到樱桃树下，折下来一些树枝。

他把它们浸在水中，拿出来，放在阳光下，

棕色的小花蕾开始慢慢变大，

小小的叶子和花蕾长了出来。

“你看它们就在那儿，”爸爸说道，“春天会让它们再次长出来的。

冬天是树木休息的季节。”

“冬季冰结的花蕾，

孕育着明日之花。”





SNOWFLAKES

Whene'er a snowflake leaves the sky

It turns and turns, to say “Goodbye.”

“Goodbye, dear cloud, so cool and gray,”

Then turns and hastens on its way.

And when a snowflake finds a tree,

“Good day!”it says; “Good day to thee.

Thou art so bare and lonely, dear,

I’ll rest and call my playmates here.”

But when a snowflake, brave and meek,

Lights on a little maiden's cheek,

It starts — “How warm and mild the day!

Tis summer!”and it melts away.

——Selected

雪花

雪花离开天空之际，

它不断地转身，转身作别：

“再见了，亲爱的云彩，你们是那么凉爽，那么苍白。”

它再次转过身来，匆匆上路了。

每每雪花邂逅一棵树，

它都会说：“你好，你好！

亲爱的，你们如此光秃，又如此寂寞，

我要歇息了，我会让更多的伙伴来到这里。”

但是这片勇敢谦和的雪花，

点亮了少女温润的脸颊，

它叹道：“夏天是多么温暖而祥和啊！”

然后默默地融化了。

——节选





AN EVENING VISITOR

attract　clearly　flown（fly）　closed(close)

吸引　清晰　飞(过去分词)　关闭（过去式）

spread　hind　front　screen

伸展　后部的　前面　屏障

wire　hooked　claws（claw）

铁丝　钩状的　爪(复数)

One evening, as Mildred was sitting in her papa's lap, something flew into the room.

It looked like a large black bird.

Before Mildred could see it clearly, it had flown out of the window.

“What kind of a bird was that?”she asked.

“That was no bird,”said papa；“it was a bat.”

“A bat!”cried Mildred, “how I wish I might see one!

What was it doing in here, papa?”

“It was chasing some insect,”said her papa.

“If it comes in again, I will try to catch it for you.

We will put a bright light near the window.

The light will attract the insects, and the bat will follow them.”

Very soon it flew into the room, and Mildred's papa closed the window and caught it.

He put a wire screen over the bat so that Mildred might watch him.

“Why, papa！He looks like a mouse,”said she.

“How does he fly about? ”

“Look at the thin skin, like a wing, on each of his sides.

It is spread from the front to the hind legs.”

“Just look at his teeth, papa.I think he would like to bite me.Where does he live?”

“He may live in a barn or on some tree.I once found a bat hanging from a windowblind.

Do you see those hooked claws?

He hangs by those claws with his head down.”

“I wish I could find one in the daytime,”said Mildred.

“Keep your eyes open, and you may.

There are very many things for little girls who have bright eyes.”

Mildred watched the bat for a long time, and then her papa let him go.

夜之访者

一天夜晚，当米尔德里德正坐在爸爸腿上的时候，不知什么动物飞进了屋子里。

它看起来像一只大黑鸟。

还没等米尔德里德看清楚，它就飞到窗外了。

“这是一只什么鸟呢？”她问道。

“那不是鸟，”爸爸答道，“那是蝙蝠。”

“蝙蝠！”米尔德里德叫道，“我真想再看看。

爸爸，它来这儿做什么？”

“它在捕捉昆虫，”爸爸说道，

“如果它再飞进来，我就试着捉一只给你。

我们要在窗户边点上一盏明亮的灯。

灯能吸引昆虫，蝙蝠会跟在它们后面。”

不一会儿它飞进了屋子，米尔德里德的爸爸关上窗户，一下子捉住了它。

他用铁丝网罩住了蝙蝠，这样米尔德里德就能观察它了。

“爸爸，为什么它看起来像只老鼠呢？”她问道，

“它是怎么飞起来的？”

“看它那薄薄的皮肤，像翅膀一样，包围在了身体周围。

这层皮从前部伸展到后腿。”

“爸爸，看它的牙齿。我觉得它想咬我。它住在哪里？”

“他可能住在谷仓里或某棵树上。我曾经看到过一只蝙蝠悬挂在百叶窗

上。

你看见那些钩状的爪子了吗？

他就是用这些爪子钩住，倒挂在窗户上的。”

“我希望白天也能看到一只。”米尔德里德说道。

“睁大你的眼睛，你就会看到的。

这世上有很多事情等着那些有敏锐洞察力的小女孩们去观察。”

米尔德里德望了那只蝙蝠很长一段时间，然后爸爸就把它放走了。

W tried to blow out the candle, and said, “oo, oo,”but he could not do it.

H said, “I will blow it”; but the light would not go out.

“Let us try to blow it together,”they said, and out went the candle.

W试图发出“oo, oo”声吹灭蜡烛，但是它失败了。

H说：“我要吹灭它。”但是蜡烛还是没有熄灭。

“让我们齐心协力一起吹灭它。”它们说，然后蜡烛就熄灭了。

why　when　white　whip

为什么　什么时候　白色　抽打

what　whoa　which　where

什么　哇（惊叹声）　哪一个　哪里





HELPING HANDS

hurrying(hurry)　carrying(carry)

匆忙（现在分词）　携带（现在分词）

express　Harold

快递　哈罗德

minutes(minute)　touched(touch)

分钟(复数)触摸（过去式）

coasting（coast）　clothes　neither

沿岸航行（现在分词）　衣服　都不

Harold was hurrying home from school one day.

His playmates were going to coast on Pine Hill.

He soon had his sled, and was on his way to the hill, when he saw an old woman.

She was carrying a big basket of clothes.

There was so much snow and ice that she could hardly walk.

Harold ran past her with his sled.

In a few minutes he turned back again.

He went to the old woman, who was resting upon a door step.

He lifted his cap and said, “Good afternoon.”

“I suppose it is a good afternoon for boys who like to slide,”she said，“but I know I shall slip on the ice.”

“If you will put your basket upon my sled,”said Harold,“I will take it home for you.”

“What! ”said the old woman, “are you making fun of me?”

“No,”said Harold, “I never make fun of old people.I can take it home for you as well as not.”

Then the old woman put the basket on the sled.

Harold had to go very slowly, for the old woman couldn't walk fast.

One of the boys saw him, and said, “Hulloa, Harold! I thought you were coming to coast?”

Harold laughed, and said, “So I am, but I am running an express now.”

“Oh, that is it,”said the boy.

“Well, I am going to the hill.”

“I shall be there soon,”said Harold.

When he came to the place where the old woman lived, he carried the basket into the house for her.

“Thank you,”said she.“I think you are a kind boy.”

“You are welcome,”said Harold, and he touched his cap and ran off to the hill.

I think he had the best time of any boy there.

Do you know why I think so?

援手

一天，哈罗德急匆匆地从学校赶回家。

他的玩伴正沿着松山海岸线航行。

他快速拿了雪橇，便往小山的方向赶，路上，他看见一位老婆婆。

她提着一大篮子衣服。

满地都是冰雪，她步履维艰。

哈罗德乘着雪橇与她擦肩而过。

但是过了一会儿，他又回来了。

他走向坐在门阶上休息的老婆婆，

摘下帽子，问候道：“下午好。”

“我想，对于喜欢滑雪的男孩子来说，下午确实好，”她说，“不过我知道，在冰上走一定会滑倒的。”

“如果您愿意把篮子放在我的雪橇上，”哈罗德说，“我会把它送到您家的。”

“什么！”老婆婆说道，“你在拿我取乐吗？”

“不是的，”哈罗德说，“我从来不敢取笑老人家的。您不愿意的话，那就算了。”

老婆婆把篮子放到了雪橇上。

哈罗德不得不滑得很慢，因为老婆婆不能走太快。

一个男孩看见他，喊道：“嗨，哈罗德，我以为你要去海边呢。”

哈罗德笑着说道，“确实啊，不过现在我在运送一个快递。”

“哦，是这样呀，”男孩说，

“那我要去山上啦。”

“我很快也会过去的。”哈罗德说道。

到达老婆婆的住所后，他把老婆婆的篮子运到屋子里。

“谢谢你，”她说，“我想你是一个善良的孩子。”

“不用谢，”哈罗德说。他碰了碰帽子，向小山那边跑去。

我觉得，比起山那边的男孩，他度过了一段更加美好的时光。

你知道我为什么会这样想吗？

OW AND OU

ow和ou

There are three letters who say “ow.”They go together in pairs, “ow”and “ou.”

I think o is to blame.W and u never sound so by themselves.

有三个字母发出“ow”的音。“ow”“ou”成双成对地出现。

我认为应该批评o。w和u永远不能单独发出那样的音。

brown　town　mouse　sour　found

棕色　城镇　老鼠　变酸　发现

frown　growl　souse　hour　hound

皱眉　咆哮　腌渍　小时　追逐

drown　howl　rouse　round　wound

淹没　怒吼　唤醒　圆的　受伤

crown　scowl　douse　sound　pound

王冠　皱眉　弄湿　声音　英镑

down　house　our　bound　proud

向下　房屋　我们　边界　骄傲





CARL AND THE CLOUDS

cumulus　float　piled（pile）

积云　漂浮　堆积(过去式)

entered(enter)　castle　appear

进入（过去式）　城堡　出现

Leslie　lilac　tired

莱斯利　丁香花　疲惫的

mission(shun)

使命

When the summer came there were no more pictures on the windowpane for little Carl.

He would watch the children at play until he was tired, and then he would lie down and look at the clouds.

One day he heard some one rap at the door.

“Come in,”he said, and a lady entered with a basket of flowers in her hand.

“I am Miss Leslie, and I have some flowers for you,”she said.

“Oh, thank you!”said Carl.“How beautiful they look! but don't you wish to give them to your friends?”

“The flower mission sent them to you,”said the lady,“and you shall have more next week.”

“How kind you are!”said Carl，“what is a flower mission?”

“The flower mission sends flowers to those who have none.

Sometimes little children go into the fields and bring us wild flowers.

A little boy in the yard below told me that you were lame, and had no flowers.”

“Was it the boy who has curly hair?”said Carl.“He looks up at me every morning.”

“I think so,”said Miss Leslie.“Now tell me what you were doing when I came in.”

“I was watching that cloud.

See how it is piled up, and how beautifully the light shines on it.

I hope it will not go away before the sun sets.I like to see the clouds turn pink and violet.”

“Do you often watch the clouds, Carl?”

“Yes, I do.I lie here and see them float by, when I am too tired to do anything else.

This one doesn't come very often.I think if it stays until sunset it will look like these flowers.”

Miss Leslie smiled.“It does make me think of the lilacs.Would you like to know your clouds by name, Carl?”

“Yes, indeed.I didn't know clouds had names.”

“This one is ‘cumulus.’ Sometimes it looks like a great castle, and again like mountains covered with snow.”

“So it does,”said Carl.“I have never seen a castle or mountains, but I think I know how they look.I shall try to remember ‘cumulus’ and watch for it.”

“I may be able to give you the names of some other clouds next time,”said Miss Leslie, “but I must go now.I shall try to come and see you next week.”

“I hope you will,”said Carl.“I shall be glad to see you.”

卡尔和云

夏季来临的时候，窗户玻璃上就不再有图画给小卡尔看了。

此时，小卡尔就会看着其他孩子玩耍，一直看到他疲倦为止。然后他便躺下，遥望着天空的云。

一天，他听到有人在敲门。

“请进，”他说道。一位女士手提一篮鲜花走了进来。

“我是莱斯利小姐，有一些花要送给你。”她说道。

“哦，真是太感谢了！”卡尔说道，“它们看起来真美！难道你不想把它们送给你的朋友吗？”

“这是花使者送给你的，”女士回答道，“而且下周你还会得到更多。”

“您真是太善良了！”卡尔说道，“花使者是干什么的？”

“花使者是专门送花给那些没有花的人。

有时候小孩子们跑到田野里，带给我们一些野花。

下面院子里的一个小孩子告诉我你腿不好，而且也没有鲜花。”

“那个男孩是不是有着卷发？”卡尔问道，“他每天早晨都会抬头看我。”

“我想是的吧，”莱斯利小姐回答道，“现在跟我说说，我进来的时候你在做些什么？”

“我在看那片云。

看它如何堆积在一起，看它在阳光的照射下有多么的美丽。

我希望日落前它不会飘得太远。我想看云变成粉紫色。”

“卡尔，你经常观察天上的云吗？”

“是的，当我累得不想做事情的时候，就躺在这儿望天上云卷云舒。

也不是经常这样的。我想，如果云彩在日落时还在的话，那么它就会像这些花朵一样。”

莱斯利小姐笑了笑，说道：“它确实使我想起了丁香花。卡尔，你想不想知道你提到的云朵的名字？”

“当然想了，但是我不知道这些云朵还有名字。”

“这个叫‘积云’。有时它看起来像一座宏伟的城堡，有时又像白雪覆盖的群山。”

“确实如此，”卡尔说道，“我从来没见过城堡和大山，但是我想我知道它们长什么样。我会试着记住‘积云’，并观察它的。”

“下次我会告诉你其他一些云朵的名字，”莱斯利小姐说道，“但是我现在要走了。下周我会尽量赶过来看你。”

“我希望你过来，”卡尔说，“我会很高兴看见你的。”





THE POET AND THE CHILDREN

H.W.L.

With a glory of winter sunshine

Over his locks of gray,

In the old historic mansion,

He sat on his last birthday,

With his books and his pleasant pictures,

And his household and his kin,

While a sound as of myriads singing

From far and near stole in.

It came from his own fair city,

From the prairie's boundless plain,

From the Golden Gate of sunset，

And the cedarn woods of Maine;

And his heart grew warm within him,

And his moistening eyes grew dim,

For he knew that his country's children

Were singing the songs of him.

The lays of his life's glad morning,

The psalms of his evening time,

Whose echoes shall float forever

On the winds of every clime.

All their beautiful consolations,

Sent forth like birds of cheer,

Came flocking back to his windows,

And sang in the poet's ear.

Grateful, but solemn and tender,

The music rose and fell

With a joy akin to sadness

And a greeting like farewell.

With a sense of awe he listened

To the voices sweet and young;

The last of earth and the first of heaven

Seemed in the songs they sung.

And waiting a little longer

For the wonderful change to come，

He heard the Summoning Angel

Who calls God's children home!

And to him, in a holier welcome,

Was the mystical meaning given

Of the words of the blessed Master,

“Of such is the kingdom of Heaven！”

— John Greenleaf Whittier

诗人与孩童

——亨利.W.朗费罗

冬日里一束荣光

照耀在他灰色的锁上，

他坐在那座历史悠久的老宅中，

迎接自己最后的生日，

陪着他的是书籍与美丽的图片

还有他的家庭和亲戚。

远方悄悄飘来了

各种吟唱。

那歌声来自他的美丽城市，

来自一望无际的大草原，

来自金门大桥的夕阳，

还有缅因州的杉树林；

他的心变得温暖，

那湿润的双眼愈加模糊，

他知道

家乡里孩子正在唱着

他写下的歌。

生命中

那美妙的早晨叙事诗，

还有夜晚赞美诗，

袅袅余音

随着风中的铃声

永恒飘荡。

它们暖暖的抚慰，

发出了鸟儿般的欢呼，

飞进了他的窗前，

在诗人的耳边低吟。

音乐跌宕起伏，

宜人，庄严，又温柔。

这欢乐恰似忧伤，

这问候又像告别。

在那甜美年轻的歌声中

带着一丝敬畏，

他聆听着甜蜜而年轻的声音，

最后的凡间和最初的天堂

好似都在他们的歌声中。

再等一段时间

美妙的变化即将来临，

他听见了天使的召唤，

召唤上帝的子民归来！

于他，那神圣的邀请

蕴涵着神妙。

神圣的造物主在高呼，

“这就是天国”！

——约翰.格林立夫.惠蒂尔

Who was the poet in the historic mansion?

Where was the mansion?

Whose voices were singing his poems?

Why did the children remember his birthday?

住在那座历史悠久的宅子里的诗人是哪位？

那座宅子坐落在哪里？

谁在浅唱低吟他的诗歌？

为什么孩子们会记得他的生日？





WHITTIER'S BIRTHPLACE

Haverhill　Whittier　distance　historic

黑弗里尔　惠蒂尔　距离 历史性的

I will tell you who wrote this poem.

It was John Greenleaf Whittier.

Mr.Whittier was a poet.

This is a picture of his birthplace.

He was born in the same year as Mr.Longfellow.

Mr.Whittier was born on the 17th of December, 1807.

His first home was a farmhouse in Haverhill, Massachusetts.

There were woods all about it when Mr.Whittier was a boy.

At one side of the house was an old well.

A brook ran at the foot of the hill.

There were hills to be seen in the distance.

Mr.Whittier always loved these hills.

He was a very happy boy.

Would you not have liked to play there with him?

惠蒂尔的出生地

我将告诉你谁写了这首诗，

就是约翰.格林利夫.惠蒂尔。

惠蒂尔先生是一位诗人。

这是一张他出生地的照片。

惠蒂尔先生出生于1807年12月17日，

他和朗费罗先生出生在同一年。

他的第一个家在马萨诸塞州黑弗里尔镇的一间农舍里。

当惠蒂尔还是孩子时，那里有很多森林。

房子的一侧有一口古井。

一条小溪从山脚流过。

远方的群山也历历在目。

惠蒂尔先生一直都很喜欢这些小山。

那时候，他是一个非常快乐的男孩。

你要在那个年代，你不喜欢和这样的男孩在一起玩耍吗？
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Twelve edges for you,

(你有十二条边)
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Two edges for you,

（你有两条边）
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No edges at all for me.

（我一条边也没有）
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Twelveedgesfor you,Twoedges for you,No edges atallforme.IfIshould have edges,as both of youdo,I'dnotbesohappyandfree.

你有十二条边，你有两条边，我一条边也没有。如果我有和你们一样多的边，就不会那么无忧无虑自由自在了。





THE BAREFOOT BOY

barefoot　young　woodchuck

赤脚　年轻　土拨鼠

strawberries(strawberry)　oriole

草莓(复数)　黄鹂

This is a picture of Mr.Whittier.

He is a man in the picture, but he always remembered when he was a boy.

He liked to think of his life on the farm.

Mr.Whittier wrote a poem about a barefoot boy.

Why do you think he wrote about him?

He used to run about with bare feet when he was a boy.

He told of the happy times he used to have.

He knew how the woodchuck dug his hole.

He watched the robin feed her young.

The oriole let him see her nest.

She hangs it from a high branch of a tree.

There were red strawberries on the hill for him.

He knew where to find the whitest lilies.

The squirrels would play about him.

They knew that he had a kind heart.

Do you not think he was a happy boy?

He thought that the whole world was full of beauty for him.

He liked to sit on the doorstep to eat his supper of bread and milk.

The beautiful clouds floated above his head.

One after another the fireflies would shine out in the fields.

What beautiful thoughts these things would bring to him!

赤脚的男孩

这是一张惠蒂尔先生的照片。

照片里的他已成人，但他仍牢牢地记得自己也曾是个孩子。

他喜欢在农田思考人生。

惠蒂尔先生写过一首关于赤脚男孩的诗。

也许你会问他为什么写赤脚男孩的故事呢？

因为当他小的时候，他就喜欢赤脚奔跑。

他讲述的是他过去拥有的美好时光。

他知道土拨鼠怎么挖洞。

他观看过知更鸟给雏鸟喂食。

黄鹂允许他参观她的鸟巢，

她把窝悬挂在高高的枝头。

小山上有红红的草莓供他采摘。

他知道在哪里可以找到雪白的百合。

松鼠会和他一起玩耍。

它们知道他有一颗善良的心。

难道你不认为他是个快乐的男孩吗？

他觉得整个世界都充满了美。

他喜欢坐在门前的阶梯上吃晚餐，咀嚼面包，喝牛奶。

美丽的云彩从他头上缓缓飘过。

一只只的萤火虫为他照亮田野。

这些事物带给他无比美妙的想法。





THE BAREFOOT BOY

Blessings on thee, little man,

Barefoot boy, with cheek of tan!

With thy turnedup pantaloons,

And thy many whistled tunes;

With thy red lip, redder still

Kissed by strawberries on the hill;

With the sunshine on thy face,

Through thy torn brim's jaunty grace:

From my heart I give thee joy,

I was once a barefoot boy!

O, for boyhood's painless play,

Sleep that wakes in laughing day,

Health that mocks the doctor's rules,

Knowledge never learned of schools，

Of the wild bee's morning chase,

Of the wildflower's time and place,

How the tortoise bears his shell,

How the woodchuck digs his cell,

And the groundmole sinks his well:

How the robin feeds her young,

How the oriole's nest is hung:

Where the whitest lilies blow,

Where the freshest berries grow.

For eschewing books and talks,

Nature answers all he asks.

Hand in hand with her he walks,

Face to face with her he talks,

Part and parcel of her joy,

Blessings on the barefoot boy!

——John Greenleaf Whittier

赤脚的男孩

小小男子汉，祝福你，

赤脚的男孩，脸儿晒得褐黄黄。

马裤高高卷儿，

口哨里尽是些欢快；

嘴唇红润润，鲜丽又安详，

被山坡草莓亲吻过；

阳光洒满你的脸庞，

破帽檐上显自信，优雅帽里藏。

真心愿意你欢乐飞扬，

我也曾经赤脚儿。

啊，无忧的童年，不尽的打闹，

一觉醒来是成天的笑声，

你的健康把医道嘲笑，

你的知识把学校看扁。

你知道：

清晨野蜂怎样追寻花蜜，

野花何时何处开放，

乌龟怎样背负甲壳，

土拨鼠如何挖穴，

又如何跌落水底；

知更鸟如何喂养幼鸟，

黄鹂如何把巢挂得高高；

哪里的百合开得最美，

哪里的果实长得最鲜嫩。

不要翻书本，不必讨论，

大自然为他解答所有的问题。

他们手牵手走过，

他们面对面交谈，

无尽悠游乐无边。

赤脚男孩，祝福你。

——约翰.格林立夫.惠蒂尔





BESSIE AND THE MUG

silver　thought　suppose　daughter

银的　思想　猜想　女儿

brought(bring)　opened(open)　hardly

携带(过去式)　打开(过去式)　几乎不

Bessie's papa had a silver mug.

His father gave it to him when he was a little boy.

Beissie thought that the mug was beautiful.

Her papa often let her drink from it.

She used to rub the silver and keep it bright.

She wished her papa to give it to her for her own.

“I must give it to Gharlie,”said her papa.

“It says ‘To my son’ upon it.Charlie is my son.You are my little daughter.”

Bessie went by herself to think about it.

She wanted the mug very much.

“Charlie does not care for it as I do,”she thought.

“He will not keep the silver bright.

I wish it did not have ‘To my son’　upon it.”

Byandby she ran to her father.

“Oh, papa,”she said, “I have thought what you can do.

You can take it to the store and have them put ‘shine’ upon it.

Then it will read ‘To my Sunshine,’ and Sunshine is one of your names for me.”

Her papa laughed and said, “I will see what I can do.”

A few days later he brought a box to Bessie.

She opened the box and there was a beautiful silver mug.

What do you suppose she read upon the mug?

“To My Sunshine.”

She was so happy that she hardly knew what to say.

“Do you see why I could not put ‘shine’ upon the other mug?”said papa.

“Yes, papa; son does not mean the same as sun.I shall never forget that again.”

I love to see the…shine.

Charlie was his father's…

贝茜和杯子

贝茜的爸爸有一个银杯子，

这个杯子是他小时候他的父亲给他的。

贝茜觉得这个杯子很好看。

她爸爸经常让她用这个杯子喝水。

她经常擦拭这个银杯，让它继续晶莹剔透。

她希望爸爸能把杯子给她。

“我必须给查理，”爸爸说道，

“上面写着‘致我的儿子’，查理是我的儿子，你只是我的小女儿。”

贝茜总是想着这件事，

因为她非常想要这个杯子。

“查理怎么可能有我那么在乎它呢，”她想，

“他不会让杯子那么明亮的。

我希望上面没有写着‘致我的儿子’（to my son）。”

不久，她跑到父亲那里。

“哦，爸爸，”她说道，“我已经想过你可以怎么做了。

你把它带到商店里，让人们在上面加上‘光’（shine）字。

然后它就是‘致我的阳光’（to my sunshine），阳光是你给我的一个名字。”

爸爸笑道：“我倒是觉得可以这么做。”

几天后，他给贝茜带了一个盒子。

她打开盒子，看到了一个漂亮的银杯。

你猜，她从杯子上看到什么？

“致我的阳光。”

她高兴坏了，激动得一句话也说不出来。

“你知道我为什么不在其他的杯子上写‘阳光’吗？”爸爸问道。

“是的，爸爸。儿子（son）并不意味着太阳（sun）。我永远都不会忘记的。”

我喜欢看到……阳光。

查理只是父亲的……





MR.WHITTIER'S SCHOOL DAYS

become　pieces（piece）　lead

成为　片段(复数)　铅块

newspaper　surprised　afterwards

报纸　惊奇　后来

school　master　learned(learn)

校长　学习，知道(过去式)

Mr.Whittler went to school when he was a little boy.

His first school was in a farmhouse.

I wonder how you would have liked his school.

There were no writingbooks in those days.

He had to write upon pieces of paper.

The children had no lead pencils.

The boys used to write with big pieces of lead.

Mr.Whittier tells us a little about his school life.

He wrote a poem called “To My Schoolmaster.”

Afterwards he went to school in a little brown schoolhouse.

He began to write poems when he was a boy.

One day his sister Mary sent one of his poems to a newspaper.

Mr.Whittier was then nineteen years old.

He wished to become a poet.

He had kept his poems hidden away.

He was very much surprised to see his poem in a newspaper.

Mr.Whittier wished to learn more.

He began to work and save his money.

He went to school for some time.

After that he wrote many poems.

People soon learned to know him and to love his poetry.

惠蒂尔的学校时光

惠蒂尔先生很小的时候就去上学了，

他上的第一所学校坐落在一间农舍里。

我很怀疑，不知道你会不会喜欢他的这所学校。

那些日子是没有课本的，

他只能在一张一张的纸上写字。

这里的孩子没有铅笔，

男孩子们常常用大铅块写字。

惠蒂尔先生和我们说过一点儿他的学校生活。

他写了一首诗，叫“致我的校长”。

后来他去了一间棕色的小校舍上学。

他还是孩子的时候就开始写诗了。

有一天，他的姐姐玛丽把他的一首诗投到了一家报纸。

惠蒂尔先生那时19岁，

他希望成为一名诗人。

但他一直把自己的诗藏起来，不发表。

当看到报纸上印着自己的诗的时候，他惊喜万分。

惠蒂尔先生想要学到更多的知识。

他开始辛勤工作节省开销。

他上过一段时间的学。

从那以后他写了很多的诗歌。

人们很快知道了他，并喜欢上了他的诗。





MAY-DAY

spending（spend）　evergreen　hepaticapole

度过(现在分词)　常青树　雪割草

pole　wreath　winding(wind)

柱子/杆子　花冠　缠绕(现在分词)

cluster

丛

Some boys and girls were spending a day in the woods.

It was Mayday and there was no school.

One little girl was the May Queen.

She was to wear a wreath of flowers upon her head.

The children were winding evergreen about a pole.

“This is our Maypole, and we shall dance about it,”they said.

They soon began to hunt for flowers.

The sweet may flowers peeped out from under their leaves, and the bright-eyed children soon found them.

One little girl went away by herself.

She followed a tiny brook.

Here and there she found a few blossoms.

She found a cluster of beautiful flowers.

Some were pink, some violet, and others were white.

The calyx was soft and covered with fine hairs.

“You have your furs on still, my flowers,”said the little girl.

“I am glad that you are careful, for you come so early that Jack Frost may catch you.

I think I know your name; you are the hepatica.

You are one of the first flowers to awake.”

She stayed by the little brook, and watched it run over the stones.

It sang a happy song as it went on its way.

“You are glad to be free once more,”she said.

Byandby she followed the brook back where the other children were.

As soon as she came into sight she heard them calling, “She is found! She is found!”

“Who is found?”she asked.

“Why, you are found.We have all been looking for you.”

“I have not been lost,”she said.

“I have been with the little brook.

I followed it into the woods and then I followed it back again.”

五朔节

一群男孩女孩们在森林里度过了一整天。

那天是五朔节，不用去学校。

一个小女孩是五朔节女王，

她要在头上戴一顶花环。

孩子们正在把常青树围在柱子旁。

“这是我们的五朔节花柱，我们应该围绕着它跳舞。”他们说道。

接着，他们开始去寻找花朵。

芳香的五月花从它们的叶子中偷偷地探出了小脑袋，眼睛雪亮的孩子们很快发现了它们。

只有一个小女孩一个人独自走开了。

她沿着一条小溪走，

一路上零星地开着一些小花。

她发现了一丛美丽的花朵，

有些粉嘟嘟的，有些像紫罗兰，还有一些是白色的。

轻柔的花萼上掩着纤细的绒毛。

“我的花儿，你还穿着皮毛，”小女孩说道，

“你能那么小心，我很高兴。花开得那么早，杰克.弗罗斯特（严寒）会抓住你的。

我想我知道你的名字，你是雪割草。

你是最早醒来开放的花儿。”

她坐在小溪的旁边，看着花丛越过石头向远方延展而去。

一路上它们唱着欢快的歌儿。

“重获自由了，你一定很开心。”她说。

她沿着小溪渐渐地返回到了其他孩子所在的地方。

他们一看见她就喊道：“找到了！找到了！”

“找到谁了？”她问道。

“哎呀！找到你了。我们一直在找你呢。”

“我没有迷路，”她说道，

“我一直和一条小溪在一起。

我跟着它进了森林，然后又跟着它一起回来了。”





THE SNOWDROP

murmured（murmur）　shiver　gladness

喁喁细语(过去式)　颤抖　快乐

breeze　whisper

微风　私语

“Dear littel snowdrop,”murmured the breeze,

“How you do shiver,cold days like these.

Earth is so dreary,falls but the sigh.

Will these dark days ever go by?”

“That's why I’m here,love;gladness I bring.

‘Take heart,’I whisper,‘See it is the Spring！’”

——Selected

雪莲花

“亲爱的小雪莲花，”微风喁喁细语，

“你总是颤抖，这样怎么才能度过寒冷天？

大地如此沉闷，一边沉沦，一边叹息。

这黑暗的日子会消失吗？”

“亲爱的，这就是我为什么在这儿；我带来了快乐。

‘振作起来，’我会低声告诉他们，‘看，春天来了！’”

——节选





“IN SCHOOL DAYS”

remember　spelling(spell)　class

记住　拼写（现在分词）　课堂

ladder　misspell　failed（fail）

梯子　拼错　失败（过去式）

curls(curl)　waited(wait)

卷发（复数）　等待（过去式）

Mr.Whittier always remembered one little girl in his school.

She was a very kind little girl.

She was in the spelling class with him.

The children stood in a line to spell.

Sometimes the children misspelled a word.

The one who spelled it right went above those who failed.

It was like climbing up a ladder.

One day Mr.Whittier spelled a word wrong.

This little girl, with the golden curls, went above him.

She was sorry to have him spell it wrong.

She knew it made him feel badly.

After school she waited for him.

When he came out of school she went to him.

She looked into his face with her brown eyes, and said:

“I'm sorry that I spelt the word; I hate to go above you.

Because,”— the brown eyes lower fell,—“Because, you see, I love you!”

学生时代

惠蒂尔先生一直记着学校里的那个小女孩，

她是个非常善良的女孩。

她和他一起上拼写课。

孩子们排成队练拼写。

有时候孩子们会拼错单词，

单词拼写对的同学站到拼错的同学前面，

这就像是爬梯子。

有一天惠蒂尔拼错了一个单词，

这时一个有着金黄色卷发的小女孩走到了他的前面，

她说很抱歉让他拼错了单词。

她知道他心情坏透了。

放学后，她在等他，

当他走出学校的时候，她走向了他。

那双棕色的眼睛盯着他的脸，说道：

“我很抱歉拼了那个单词； 我不想走到你前面的。

因为——”那棕黄色的眼睛又低了下来——“因为，你知道的，我喜欢你！”





SPECKLE AND HER CHICKENS

Speckle　hatch　cackle　fluffy

史百克　孵化　咯咯声　蓬松的

currant　tallest　shady　bush

醋栗　最高的　成荫的　灌木

Poor old Speckle was in trouble.

She couldn't keep her eggs.

She hid them in the hay, but Harry found them.

She made a nest under a currant bush, but Mary took them away.

“I shall never hatch any chickens,”said Speckle.

“Why do people take away my eggs?

I wish I could have a nest like a bird.

I would make it in the top of the tallest tree.

A robin left one in the apple tree last year.I might lay my eggs in it.

No, that wouldn't do, for chickens run about at once.

Their feet are not made for trees.

They would fall from the branches.

If they stayed in their nest, like birds, I would try it.

I will make a nest in the cornfield.”

She found a shady, green spot and laid some eggs.

She would run back into the barnyard before she dared to cackle.

At last nine little chickens peeped out of their shells.

Speckle was very proud of them.

She took them at once to the farmyard.

Harry was there feeding the hens.

“See my chickens!”she clucked; “you did not get my eggs this time.”

Harry called Mary out to see them.

“Well, old Speckle,”said Mary,“you did hatch your eggs.

You shall have some meal for your pretty, fluflfy chickens.”

Mary picked up one of the chickens and carried it home in her apron.

“Old Speckle can spare you,”she said, “and I want you for a pet.”

史百克和她的小鸡

可怜的老史百克有麻烦了，

她没有保管好自己的鸡蛋。

她把它们藏在了干草堆里，但是哈利发现了它们。

她在醋栗树丛下做了一个窝，但是玛丽把它们拿走了。

“我以后再也孵不出小鸡了，”史百克说道，

“为什么人们会拿走我的蛋呢？

我希望像鸟儿那样有个窝，

我会把巢筑在最高的树上，

知更鸟就在苹果树上下了一个蛋，我或许也可以在那上面下蛋。

不，行不通的，小鸡会立刻跑掉。

它们的脚又不是天生就能够爬树的，

它们会从树枝上掉下来的。

如果它们能像鸟儿那样待在窝里面，我会试着去做的。

我要在玉米地里安一个窝。”

她找了一块阴凉的绿地，在那儿下了一些蛋。

她要是想咯咯叫，就会跑到农庄里。

最后九只小鸡从蛋壳里露了出来。

史百克为它们感到十分自豪。

她马上把它们带到了农场，

哈利正在那儿给母鸡喂食。

“看我的小鸡！”她咯咯地叫着，“这次你没有拿走我的蛋。”

哈利喊玛丽出来看它们。

“啊，老史百克，”玛丽说道，“你确实孵出了小鸡。

你应该给这些可爱的毛茸茸的宝宝们准备点食物。”

玛丽拿起一只小鸡，放在围裙里，带回家了。

“老史百克会把你分给我的，”她说道，“我想让你做我的宠物。”

My chicken's name is Cuddle;

Just see him wink his eyes！

He's only three days old now,

And yet he's very wise.

I think he's very clever,

The funny little peep;

The way he says he loves me

Is “Cheep ! Cheep ! Cheep!”

——Selected

我的小鸡叫卡德，

看看，他在眨眼睛！

他现在只有三天大，

但是他很聪明。

我想他很有灵性，

——有趣的吱吱声；

他说爱我的方式

就是“吱吱吱……”

——节选





WHITTIER'S HOME IN AMESBURY

Amesbury　whoa　church

埃姆斯伯里（地名）　哇　教堂

calling（call）　parrot　learned（learn）

召集（现在分词）　鹦鹉　学习（过去式）

heard（hear）　Robin Adair

听见（过去式）　罗宾.亚岱尔

The old farm at Haverhill was sold in 1840.

Mr.Whittier then went to live in Amesbury.

This is a picture of his home there.

He loved little children, and would talk and play with them.

The children in Amesbury soon learned to know and love him.

He had a parrot.The parrot's name was Charlie.

The children called Mr.Whittier “The man with the parrot.”

Charlie would talk to them.

When he heard the schoolbell ring he would call, “Run in, boys! Run in!”

He would say “Whoa”to the horses that passed.

The horses would often stop, for they did not know it was a bird talking.

One Sunday the parrot flew into a tree in the front yard.

He began calling to the people as they went to church.

Mr.Whittier tried to make him fly back to his cage.

He wished the parrot to be quiet on Sunday.

At last the parrot flew back to the house.

Mr.Whittier had many pets.

One of them was a yellow cat.

He would bring it in to show to the children when they came to see him.

Another pet was a large dog.

His name was Robin Adair.

There is a song about Robin Adair.

One day a lady sang it to Mr.Whittier.

The dog heard the song and came close to her while she sang.

“He thinks you are singing to him,”said Mr.Whittier.

惠蒂尔在埃姆斯伯里的家

1840年惠蒂尔先生卖掉了在黑弗里尔的老农场，

然后搬到了埃姆斯伯里，并在那里定居。

这张图片画的就是他在那里的家。

他喜欢小孩子，常常和他们说话，一起玩耍。

埃姆斯伯里的孩子们很快知道了他，并且很喜欢他。

他有一只鹦鹉，名叫查理。

孩子们称惠蒂尔为“带着鹦鹉的男人”。

查理常常对他们说话。

他听见学校的铃声响了，就会大声喊：“快跑！孩子们，快跑！”

他会对经过的马匹说“哇”，

马也会经常停下来，因为它们不知道这是一只鸟在说话。

一个星期天，鹦鹉飞到了前院的树上，

每当人们走进教堂，他就开始对他们大喊大叫。

惠蒂尔先生试着让他飞回笼子里。

他希望这只鹦鹉星期天能够安静下来，

最后鹦鹉飞回了房间。

惠蒂尔先生养了许多宠物，

其中有一只黄猫。

当孩子们来探望他时，他会把这只猫拿给他们看。

另外一个宠物是只大狗，

他叫罗宾.亚岱尔。

有一首歌，唱的就是罗宾.亚岱尔。

一天有位女士为惠蒂尔先生演唱了这首歌。

这只狗听到她在唱歌时，便凑了过来。

“他认为你在对他歌唱呢。”惠蒂尔先生说道。

Sometimes children run in from school and wake the baby.Mamma says, “Sh! Sh! Make no noise.”

有些时候孩子们从学校跑回家，吵醒了婴儿。妈妈说：“sh！sh！声音小一些。”

shall　shove　shop

将　挤　商店

shut　shine　ship

关闭　照耀　船只

show　shone　short

展示　发光　短

shape　shoot　shore

形状　射击　海岸





THE FIR TREES

fir　straight　whisper

冷杉　笔直的　低声细语

mountain　slender　tipped（tip）

山　苗条的　翻倒（过去式）

needles(needle)　branches(branch)　lonely

指针（复数）　树干（复数）　孤独地

wonder　cone

疑惑　球果

Two young fir trees grew upon the side of a mountain.

The trees about them were oaks or maples.They had beautiful large leaves.

The birds made nests upon their branches.

They did not build in the fir trees.

The fir trees were covered with slender needles.

When the wind blew they would whisper to each other.

“Why are we not like the other trees?

Their leaves are large and beautiful.

Their branches reach out to welcome the birds and squirrels.

The children rest beneath their shade.

The squirrels play among them.

No one seems to care for us.”

“Never mind the other trees,”said a sunbeam; “I will come to visit you.Grow strong and straight and your happy time will come.”

Byandby Jack Frost flew into the woods.

The days began to grow cold.

The leaves put on their bright colors.

Some were red and others were yellow.

The fir trees looked down into the valley at the bright colors.

“How beautiful the trees are!”they said to one another.

By and by the leaves on the oaks and maples began to fall.

Soon all the branches were bare.

The fir trees were still bright and green.

“We are sorry for the poor trees,”they said.

“They are so lonely and bare.”

A few little snowbirds were in the woods.

They flew to the fir trees and pecked at their cones.

“The birds want our seeds,”said the fir trees.“Let us open our cones and feed them.”

So they let the seeds fall from their cones.

冷杉树

两棵小冷杉树生长在山的一侧，

他们的周围有橡树和枫树，这些树都有着美丽的大叶子。

鸟儿在这些树的枝干上筑巢，

却不在冷杉树上筑巢。

冷杉树上覆盖着纤细的针叶。

每当风拂过，他们总是窃窃私语。

“为什么我们和其他的树不一样呢？

他们的树叶宽阔美丽。

他们伸出枝干，欢迎鸟儿和松鼠。

孩子们在他们的树荫下乘凉。

松鼠在他们中间嬉戏。

好像都没有人关心我们。”

“不要在意其他的树，”一缕阳光说道，“我会来看你们的。等到你们长得更加强壮笔直些，美好时光就会来临了。”

渐渐地，杰克.弗罗斯特（严寒）飞进了森林，

日子开始变冷了。

树叶披上了鲜亮的颜色，

有的是红色的，有的是黄色的。

两棵冷杉树俯视山谷，望着明亮的颜色。

“这些树可真美！”他们彼此说道。

“我想知道我们会是什么颜色呢。”

“我想拥有黄色的树叶。”其中一个说道。

“我希望我的针叶尖是红色的。”另一个说道。

每天早晨他们都会看看自己的针叶有没有变化。

但每个早晨针叶都是嫰绿如初。

树儿们伤心地摇摇头。

“我们的叶子不会变了，”他们说道，“我想知道为什么我们不能像枫树和橡树那样呢。”

渐渐地，橡树和枫树上的叶子开始落下。

不久，所有的枝干都变得光秃秃的了，

而冷杉树依旧鲜绿。

“我们为那些可怜的树儿们感到遗憾。”他们说道。

“他们那么凄凉衰败。”

一些小雪鸟来到了森林里，

他们飞到冷杉树上，并啄食他们的球果。

“鸟儿们需要我们的种子，”冷杉树说道，“让我们打开球果喂他们。”

于是他们让种子从球果上落下来。





THE FIR TREES’ REWARD

clear　filled（fill）　might（may）

干净　充满(过去分词)　也许（过去式）

colored　covered（cover）　Christmas

彩色的　覆盖（过去分词）　圣诞

One day the air was filled with snowflakes.

They danced about to find a resting place.

Some of them flew to the fir trees, and rested upon them.

They called to their playmates, and soon the branches were covered with snow.

The fir trees were very happy.

“We love the soft, white snowflakes,”they said.

“We wish we might keep them with us always.”

In a few days the sun found the snowflakes, and carried them back to their cloud home.

Then the fir trees were sad again.

One clear, cold day, some children came with their father into the wood.

They ran at once to the fir trees.

“Here are the trees we want!”they cried.

“See how pretty and green they are!

They are straight and strong, and will be fine Christmas trees.”

So their father cut down the fir trees and carried them home.

In a few days the fir trees were covered with beautiful things.

There were tiny candles to make them bright.

“How happy we are!”they said.

“We are so glad to be fir trees!

This is better than having the bright colored leaves.

It is beautiful to give ourselves to make others happy.”

Whispering pines of the forest,

What do your voices say?

I hear the sound of your murmuring

Throughout the livelong day.

In winter we talk of the flowers

Which make the forest bright.

We do not wish to forget them

While they are out of sight.

In summer we think of the snowwreaths

Which weigh our branches down:

We shall stand white in the starlight,

Like a bride in her snowy gown.

冷杉树的回报

一天，雪花飘满了整个天空。

它们一边跳着舞，一边寻找着休息地。

一些雪花飞到了冷杉树上休息。

它们呼唤玩伴，不久整个树干上都覆盖上了雪花。

冷杉树非常开心。

“我们喜爱这柔软洁白的雪花。”他们说道。

“我们希望它们可以一直和我们在一起。”

几天后，太阳发现了雪花，便把它们带回了在云朵深处的家。

冷杉树又伤心起来。

一天，天气晴朗而寒冷。一群孩子和他们的爸爸来到森林里。

他们立刻跑到了冷杉树边。

“这就是我们要找的树！”他们大叫道。

“看看他们是多么的美丽青翠啊！

他们笔直强壮，是最好的圣诞树。”

于是他们的爸爸砍倒了冷杉树并带回了家。

接下来的几天，他们在冷杉树上装饰了很多美丽的东西，

还用小蜡烛照亮了他们。

“我们好开心啊！”他们齐声说道，

“我们很高兴能成为一棵冷杉树！

这比拥有明亮的色彩斑斓的树叶要好得多。

能为他人奉献，给他人带来幸福快乐真是太好了。”

森林中，松树在窃窃私语，

你们在说些什么？

我，在这悠长的日子里，

听到了你们窃窃私语。

冬季，我们说起花儿，

他们光彩四射，让森林生辉。

我们不愿把花儿遗忘，

尽管此时他们已不见踪影。

夏季，我们想起雪冠，

他们曾沉甸甸地压在枝头：

星光舞动，洁白无瑕，

恰似身穿雪白长裙的新娘。





NIMBUS,THE RAIN CLOUD

shapes（shape）　fragrant　dull

形状（复数）　芳香的　阴暗的

curtains（curtain）　bonnets（bonnet）　talking(talk)

窗帘（复数）　软帽（复数）　交谈（现在分词）

drops（drop）　Nimbus　voice

雨点（复数）　雨云　声音

Carl liked to watch the clouds more than ever，now.

He would look for the clouds whose names he knew, and saw many shapes in the sky.

“I wonder what that large cloud is,”he said one day，“It covers the whole sky.

It looks like a heavy gray curtain.

If Miss Leslie comes today I will ask her.”

Very soon the rain began to fall.

“Oh, dear! ”said Carl, “I am afraid Miss Leslie will not come today.”

He was watching the raindrops on the window, when there came a rap at the door.

“Come in,”he said, and Miss Leslie walked into the room.

“I am very glad to see you,”said Carl，“I was afraid the rain would keep you away.”

“Oh, no,”said Miss Leslie; “I do not stay at home for the rain.

I have some sweet peas for you today.”

“How lovely they are! ”said Carl, taking them in his hand.“Why do you wear sun bonnets, little flowers? I can't see that you have faces.How sweet you smell!”

“Yes,”said Miss Leslie, “they are very fragrant.”

“I know mamma will like to see them, for when she was a little girl she had some in her garden.

Can you tell me the name of this large, gray cloud that covers the sky? ”

“This cloud's name is Nimbus,”said Miss Leslie，“It is the rain cloud.”

“I don't think Nimbus is a very pretty cloud,”said Carl，“It is so dull and gray.”

“It is the cloud which the rainbow rests upon, and you know that is very beautiful.”

“Yes, Miss Leslie，and it is the cloud that has a voice.

Sometimes the raindrops patter against the windowpane as if they were talking to me.I think I like the Nimbus cloud, after all.”

“The flowers could not grow if there was no rain cloud,”said Miss Leslie; “so you should like the Nimbus cloud very much.

I wish you might see how they lift their heads when the rain begins to fall.You shall see them, too, for you are going to the country with me soon.”

“How happy I shall be,”said Carl, and his face was very bright as he said “Goodbye.”

雨云，会下雨的云

现在卡尔比以前更加喜欢看云朵了，

他经常在天空中找寻他知道名字的云朵，观察形态各异的云彩。

一天，他说道：“我想知道那片大云朵是什么，它覆盖了整个天空。

它看起来像极了一块厚重的灰色窗帘。

如果今天莱斯利小姐来的话，我会问问她。”

但是很快下起雨来了。

“哦，老天！”卡尔说道，“恐怕莱斯利小姐今天不会来了。”

他望着窗户上的雨滴，这时传来了一声轻轻的敲门声。

“请进。”他说道。莱斯利小姐走进了房间。

“很高兴见到你，”卡尔说道，“我还以为下雨了你就不来了呢。”

“哦，不会的，”莱斯利小姐说道，“我不会因为下雨就待在家里的。

我今天给你带来了一些可爱的豌豆。”

“它们真可爱！”卡尔说着，把它们捧到了手里，“小花儿，你们为什么要带遮阳帽呢？我都看不见你们的脸了。你们闻起来好香啊！”

“是的，”莱斯利小姐说道，“它们真的很香。”

“我知道妈妈会很高兴看见它们的，当她还是个小女孩的时候，就在花园里种过一些豌豆。

你能告诉我这片覆盖了天空的、大大的灰色云朵叫什么名字吗？”

“这片云朵叫雨云，”莱斯利小姐回答道，“它是会下雨的云。”

“我觉得雨云不是一朵很好看的云，”卡尔说道，“它又阴暗又苍白。”

“但是彩虹藏在雨云上，你知道彩虹是很美的。”

“是的，莱斯利小姐，雨云也是会说话的云朵。

有些时候雨滴拍打着窗玻璃，好像对我诉说着什么。我想其实我还是喜欢雨云的。”

“如果没有雨云，花儿就不会生长，”莱斯利小姐说道，“所以你应当非常喜欢雨云。

我希望你能够看见下雨时花儿是怎样抬起头的。你会看见它们的，因为你马上要和我一起去乡下了。”

“我很高兴去那儿。”卡尔说道。说再见的时候，他的脸上露出了欣喜。





WHAT THE CUBE SAID TO THE SPHERE

Tis true,little sphere,you can roll,

And if you try hard,you can stand,too;

But I can sit still on the side of a hill,

And that is one thing that you can't do.

立方体对球说

没有边，可以滚动，这没错，

如果你努力一下，你也会站起来；

但是我可以屹立于山的一侧，

而这一点你做不来。

Tistrue,little sphere,youcan roll,……And if you try hard you can stand,too;But I can sit still on the side of a hill,And that is one thing that you can't do.

没有边，可以滚动，这没错，如果你努力一下，你也会站起来；但我可以屹立于山的一侧，而这一点你做不来。
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MR.WHITTIER AT OAK KNOLL

Oak Knollorchards（orchard）

奥克诺尔　果园（复数）

shoulder　Danvers　Friday

肩膀　丹佛斯　星期五

gnaw　buttons(button)

啃咬　按钮(复数)

Mr.Whittier lived a part of the time at Oak Knoll.

Oak Knoll is the name of a farm at Danvers.

Danvers is an hour's ride from Amesbury.

Mr.Whittier loved to be at Oak Knoll.

There are large trees about the house.

There are orchards of fruit trees near it.

Behind the house is a beautiful garden.

There is a fountain in the center of the garden.

One day the gardener brought a squirrel to Mr.Whittier.

Mr.Whittier named the squirrel Friday, and had a cage made for him, which was hung in his study.

Friday became very tame and used to run about the house.

Mr.Whittier carried nuts in his pocket for Friday.

The squirrel would hunt for the nuts.

When he had found one he would carry it up on Mr.Whittier's shoulder.

He liked to crack and eat it there.

What do you suppose he would sometimes do?

He would find Mr.Whittier asleep.

Then he would gnaw the buttons from his coat.Wasn't he a funny squirrel to do this,for he knew he could not eat them?

Sometimes Friday would run off into the woods.

Perhaps he made visits to the other squirrels.

He loved best to be with Mr.Whittier, and always came back again.

惠蒂尔先生在奥克诺尔

惠蒂尔先生在奥克诺尔住过一段时间。

奥克诺尔是丹佛斯的一个农庄。

从埃姆斯伯里到丹佛斯有一个小时的车程。

惠蒂尔先生很喜欢住在奥克诺尔。

房子周围有很多大树，

附近还有一些果树园，

房子后面是一座美丽的花园，

花园中央有一个喷泉。

一天园丁送给惠蒂尔先生一只松鼠，

惠蒂尔先生给松鼠起名为“星期五”，并给它做了一个笼子，笼子就挂在他的书房里。

“星期五”非常听话，但常常在房子附近跑来跑去。

惠蒂尔先生为“星期五”准备了一些坚果，他把坚果放在了口袋里。

这只小松鼠常常在找坚果，

每次发现一个，它就会把坚果放在惠蒂尔先生的肩膀上。

它喜欢在那里嗑开坚果，享受美味。

你觉得他有时还会做些什么呢？

它常常趁着惠蒂尔先生睡着的时候，

咬他外套上的纽扣。它知道纽扣不能吃，但总是这样做。它是不是很有趣呢？

有时“星期五”会跑回森林，

或许它去拜访其他松鼠了。

但它还是最喜欢和惠蒂尔先生在一起，所以每次出门拜访其他松鼠后，它还会回来的。

Sometimes o takes a with him, and calls his own name.

He doesn't let a make a sound.

Some children might think e was hiding at the end of the word.

They would not know a was there if they had not seen him.

有时o会和a在一起，但喊出自己的名字。

他使得a不发音。

一些孩子也许认为e会藏在单词的末尾。

要是他们没有看见a，就不会知道a也会在那儿。

oar　goat　whoa　roar

桨　山羊　哇　咆哮

coat　load　float　soar

外衣　下载　漂浮　高涨

boat　toad　roam　cloak

船　蟾蜍　漫游　斗篷





MARY'S GARDEN

ground　piece　silver　beets（beet）

地面　片　银　甜菜(复数)

rattle　beans(bean)　labels(label)

摇铃　大豆(复数)　标签(复数)

maids(maid)　(bis)busily

少女(复数)　忙碌地

The lovely spring time had come, and Mary's father was making his garden.

“You and Harry shall each have a garden for your own,”he said.

So he gave them each a piece of ground for a garden.

“I shall plant beets, corn and beans in mine,”said Harry.

“And I shall fill mine with beautiful flowers,”said Mary.

Harry planted his garden first.

Mary went out to look at it, and to plant her seeds.

“How bare your garden looks,”she said，“and what are those pieces of paper?”

“They have the names of the seeds written upon them,”said Harry.

“Well, I don't think they look very pretty.I wish my flowerbed to look pretty, and it shall, too.”

Harry laughed and said, “How can it look pretty before the flowers grow? ”

“You shall see, Harry Gray.I know what I shall do.”

A few days later, when Harry came home from school, he saw Mary in the garden.

She was working busily, and called him to come and look at her flowerbed.

There were paper dolls in gay dresses standing about.

“Well, I must say you have a funny looking garden.Why are those dolls there? ”

“Those are my labels,”said Mary.

“The one above the pansy seeds has a purple dress.

The pink one is over the sweet peas, and the blue one shows where the forgetmenots are planted.

Isn't my garden pretty?”

“I never saw such a girl,”said Harry.

The next morning Harry asked Mary to have a race to the garden.

When Mary came to her flowerbed she saw a border of shells around it.

An old rattle which belonged to the baby was standing up in the middle of the bed.

“Why, Harry Gray, what have you been doing with baby's bells?”

“I planted some bluebells for you and that is the label,”said Harry, then he began to laugh.

“What are you laughing at, Harry Gray?”

Harry began to sing,——

“Mary, Mary, quite contrary,

How does your garden grow?”

Mary laughed then, herself, and answered,——

“With silver bells and cockle shells,

And pretty maids all in a row.”

玛丽的花园

美丽的春天来了，玛丽的爸爸正在修建花园。

“你和哈利将会有一个属于自己的花园。”他说道。

于是他给他们每个人一块地留做花园。

“我要在我的花园种上甜菜、玉米，还有大豆。”哈利说道。

“我要让我的花园遍地都是美丽的鲜花。”玛丽说道。

哈利首先在花园里耕作了。

玛丽也去看了一下她的花园，并开始播撒种子。

“你的花园看起来真荒芜，”她说道，“那些纸又是做什么用的？”

“纸上写着种子的名字。”哈利说道。

“好吧，但是我觉得它们不怎么好看。我希望我的花园看起来很漂亮，而且我一定会让它漂亮起来的。”

哈利笑着说道：“在花长出来之前，花园怎么可能看起来漂亮呢？”

“等着看吧，哈利.格雷。我知道自己该怎么做。”

几天以后，哈利从学校回家时，看到玛丽在花园中。

她正在忙碌地工作，并且还叫他过去看看她的花园。

花园里有些身穿灰色裙子的纸娃娃站在那儿。

“好吧，我得说你的花园看起来真滑稽。为什么要放些娃娃呢？”

“那是我用来区分的标志，”玛丽说道，

“三色堇种子上面的那个娃娃穿着紫色的裙子，

可口的豌豆上面是粉红色的，蓝色的上面种着勿忘我。

我的花园是不是很漂亮？”

“我从来没见过像你这样特别的女孩。”哈利说道。

第二天早上哈利要与玛丽比比看谁的花园更漂亮。

玛丽来到她的花园时，看到花园周围围上了一圈贝壳。

一个本属于婴儿的摇铃插在了花园中央。

“哎呀，哈利.格雷，你用婴儿的铃铛做什么？”

“我为你种了一些风铃草，这就是标志。”哈利回答道，接着开始笑了起来。

“你在笑什么，哈利.格雷？”

哈利开始唱道，——

“玛丽玛丽，正相反，

你的花园怎么样？”

玛丽笑着回答道，——

“银铃响，贝壳围，

漂亮少女排成排。”





MR.WHITTIER'S MOCKING-BIRD

mocking　whistle　David　Phebe

嘲笑　口哨　大卫　菲比

Mr.Whittier had a beautiful mockingbird.

His name was David.

He was full of music and fun.

He would whistle to the horses.

He knew Mr.Whittier and would call his name.

He would sing, “Whittier! Whittier!”

Mr.Whittier let him fly about the house.

Sometimes he would fly up in the air.

Then he would light upon Mr.Whittier's head.

I will tell you the pet Mr.Whittier loved the best.It was a little girl.

She lived at Oak Knoll, and her name was Phebe.

Mr.Whittier used to play with her.

They would play school together.

Phebe was always the teacher.

He helped her to build a playhouse in the grove.

Mr.Whittier wrote a poem about Phebe.

He called her “Little Red Riding Hood.”

How many beautiful thoughts he must have given to the little girl.

He has left many thoughts for you, too.

You must learn to read his poems for yourself.

惠蒂尔先生的嘲鸟

惠蒂尔先生有一只漂亮的嘲鸟，

他的名字叫大卫。

他很有乐感，也很有意思。

他喜欢对着马吹哨。

他知道惠蒂尔先生，并且常常喊他的名字，

他会唱：“惠蒂尔！惠蒂尔！”

惠蒂尔先生让他在屋子里飞来飞去。

有时他会飞到半空中，

然后轻轻地落到惠蒂尔先生的头上。

不过，我要告诉你惠蒂尔先生最最宠爱的是一个小女孩。

她住在奥克诺尔，名叫菲比。

惠蒂尔先生常常和她一起玩耍。

他们常常玩学校的游戏，

菲比经常扮老师。

惠蒂尔先生帮她在小树林里修建了一间游戏屋。

惠蒂尔先生还写了一首关于菲比的诗，

他称她为“小红帽”。

他一定有很多美妙的想法要告诉这个小女孩，

他也为大家留下了很多美妙的想法。

你一定要学会这首诗，还要好好朗读它。





WHY HENRY WAS LATE

crying（cry）　happen　trouble

哭泣(现在分词)　发生　麻烦

perhaps　minutes（minute）　reason

也许　分钟（复数）　理由

Henry was on his way to school one morning, when he met a little boy.

The boy was crying, and Henry asked what the trouble was.

“I don't know the home,”said the boy.

“What is your name, and where do you live?”asked Henry.

“My name is Bertie Long, and I live on Gray street.”

“Why, that is a long way from here,”said Henry.“How did you happen to be so far from home?”

“I went to ride with the milkman and I rode too far.”

“I should think you did.I wish I had time to take you home, but I must go to school.”

The boy began to cry again.

“Oh, please take me home,”he said.

“Oh, dear!”said Henry to himself, “I haven't been late this year.

He ought to have gone home long ago.”

Henry stood still for a few minutes, and then went to Bertie.

“I'll take yon home,”he said, “if you will stop crying.

I don't wish to walk with a boy who cries.

Don't you know that boys should never cry?”

Bertie stopped crying and began to smile.

“You would have gone to school if I had not cried,”he said, “and then I shouldn't have found my way home.”

“That is so,”said Henry.“Perhaps little boys like you may cry sometimes.You must hurry now, for I hate to be late.”

It was a long walk to Bertie's home, but they reached it at last.

Henry could hardly wait for Bertie's mother to thank him, but ran as fast as he could to school.

He was ten minutes late, but when he told his teacher the reason, she said that he did right.

“But I did wish I could go to school all this year without being late,”said Henry.

“Kind hearts are the gardens;

Kind thoughts are the roots;

Kind words are the flowers;

Kind deeds are the fruits.”

亨利为什么会迟到

一天在去学校的路上，亨利碰见了一个小男孩。

男孩在哭泣，亨利问他遇到了什么麻烦。

“我不记得回家的路了。”男孩说道。

“你叫什么名字，你家在哪里？”亨利问道。

“我叫伯蒂.龙，住在格雷街。”

“哎呀，离这儿很远呢，”亨利说道，“你怎么会离家那么远呢？”

“我跟在送奶工人车后面，走得太远了。”

“我想也是。我真希望能有时间送你回家，不过我必须去上学了。”

男孩又开始哭了起来。

“哦，请你带我回家吧。”他央求道。

“哦，天哪！”亨利自言自语，“可这一年我都没有迟到过。

他本该很早就回家了。”

亨利在那儿站了几分钟，然后走向了伯蒂。

“我会带你回家的，”他说道，“但你得不哭才可以。

我不希望和一个哭哭啼啼的男孩走在一起。

难道你不知道男儿有泪不轻弹吗？”

伯蒂不哭了，开始笑了起来。

“要是我刚才不哭，你就会去学校了，”他说道，“我还是找不到回家的路。”

“确实吧，”亨利说道，“也许像你这样的小男孩偶尔会哭一下。你必须得快点儿了，我讨厌迟到。”

到伯蒂的家要走很长一段路，不过他们最后还是到了。

还没有等伯蒂的妈妈向他道谢，亨利就拼命地往学校跑。

他迟到了十分钟，不过当他告诉老师事情的来龙去脉后，老师说他做得对。

“但是我真的希望这一整年上学都不迟到的。”亨利说道。

善良的心灵是花园，

圣洁的思想是根茎，

美好的语言是花朵，

高尚的行为是果实。





LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD

frost　breathed（breathe）　jay　hawk

霜　呼吸(过去式)　松鸦　鹰

drift　blown（blow）　among

堆　风吹（过去分词）　之间

One day there was a heavy snowstorm at Oak Knoll.

The windows were covered with frost.

Little Phebe breathed upon one of the panes so that she could see through it.

Everything was covered with snow.

Phebe saw a crow fly by.A gray hawk and a bluejay flew among the trees.

On one drift sat a squirrel with his broad tail towards the north wind.

“They are hungry,”thought little Phebe.“The snow has covered up the seeds which they eat.”

“Oh, see!”she said, “the poor bluejays.

What is it that the black crow says?

The squirrel lifts his little legs.

Because he has no hands, and begs.

He's asking for my nuts, I know.

May I not feed them on the snow?”

Phebe's mother let her put on her big boots and pretty red hood.

She took a little basket of nuts and corn.

The wind blew hard, and the drifts were deep, but Phebe did not care.

She went where she had seen the birds and the squirrel.

She threw the nuts and corn to them, and said:

“Come, squirrel, from your hollow oak,——

Come, black old crow,——come, poor bluejay.

Before your supper's blown away.

Don't be afraid, we are all good,

And I'm mamma's Red Riding Hood!”

小红帽

一天奥克诺尔下了一场大暴雪，

窗户上全蒙上了霜。

小菲比靠着玻璃窗呼吸，这样她就可以看见外面的情形了。

大雪覆盖了一切。

菲比看见一只乌鸦飞过，一只灰鹰和蓝色松鸦在树丛间飞来飞去。

一只有着大尾巴的松鼠顶着北风坐在雪堆上。

“它们一定是饿了，”小菲比觉得，“雪盖住了它们要吃的种子。”

“啊！看哪！”她说道，“可怜的蓝松鸦。

那只黑乌鸦在说什么呢？

没有手的松鼠举起它的小腿，

苦苦乞求，

我知道它向我讨要坚果，

难道我不能在雪地上喂它们吗？

菲比的妈妈给她套上她的大靴子，戴上漂亮的小红帽。

她带了一小篮子坚果和玉米。

风越来越大，雪堆越来越深，但是菲比并不在意。

她去了刚才看到那些鸟儿和松鼠的地方。

她把坚果和玉米扔给它们，说道：

“来吧，松鼠，从你的空橡树里走出来，——

过来，老黑鸦，—— 过来，可怜的蓝松鸦，

你们的晚餐要被吹走了。

不要害怕，我们都会好好的，

而且我是妈妈的小红帽。”





RED RIDING HOOD

On the wide lawn the snow lay deep,

Ridged o'er with many a drifted heap;

The wind that through the pine trees sung，

The naked elm boughs tossed and swung;

While, through the window, frostystarred,

Against the sunset purplebarred,

We saw the somber crow flap by,

The hawk's gray fleck along the sky,

The crested bluejay flitting swift.

The squirrel poising on the drift,

Erect, alert, his broad gray tail

Set to the north wind like a sail.

It came to pass, our little lass,

With flattened face against the glass,

And eyes in which the tender dew

Of pity shone, stood gazing through

The narrow space her rosy lips

Had melted from the frost's eclipse:

“Oh, see,”she cried, “the poor bluejays!

What is it that the black crow says?

The squirrel lifts his little legs,

Because he has no hands, and begs;

He's asking for my nuts, I know;

May I not feed them on the snow? ”

Half lost within her boots, her head

Warmsheltered in her hood of red,

Her plaid skirt close about her drawn,

She floundered down the wintry lawn;

Now struggling through the misty veil

Blown round her by the shrieking gale;

Now sinking in a drift so low

Her scarlet hood could scarcely show

Its dash of color on the snow.

She dropped for bird and beast forlorn

Her little store of nuts and corn,

And thus her timid guests bespoke:

“Come, squirrel, from your hollow oak,——

Come, black old crow, ——come, poor bluejay,

Before your supper's blown away.

Don't be afraid, we all are good;

And I'm mamma's Red Riding Hood!”

——John Greenleaf Whittier

小红帽

宽阔的草坪上皑皑白雪，

堆积成山，连绵起伏。

风拂过杉树林低鸣不断，

光秃的榆树摇曳不定。

透过窗子，霜意茫茫，

夕阳映衬，闪烁着紫色的条纹。

我们看见阴郁的乌鸦拍打翅膀，

鹰犹如灰色的斑点划过天际，

头戴羽冠的蓝松鸦飞快掠过。

松鼠在雪堆中试图保持平衡，

直立而警觉，它那大灰尾巴

朝向北风好似风帆。

它跑过来了，

我们的小姑娘将脸蛋贴在玻璃上，

温柔的泪珠在眼眶打转，

泪光中闪烁着些许遗憾。

她那玫瑰般的嘴唇

融化了霜的光泽：

“啊，看哪，”她大喊，“可怜的蓝松鸦！

黑乌鸦究竟在说些什么？

没有手的松鼠举起它的小腿，

苦苦乞求；

我知道它向我讨要坚果，

难道我不能在雪地上喂它们吗？”

头上戴着暖暖的小红帽，

靴子半陷在雪中，

贴身的格裙沾满了雪印，

她在寒冷的草坪上挣扎，

勉强透过犹如面纱的雾气摸索前行。

怒吼的强风袭卷过来，

她现在深陷在雪堆中，

深红色的帽子几乎不能显现

雪地上那一抹色彩。

她将存下的一点儿坚果和玉米

扔向孤独的鸟兽，

她向着那害羞的客人喊道：

“快从你的空橡树里出来，松鼠，——

过来，老黑鸦，——过来，可怜的蓝松鸦，

晚餐就要吹走了，

不要害怕，我们都会好好的。

我是妈妈的小红帽！”

——约翰.格林立夫.惠蒂尔





TIM AND THE PEAR

juicy　honest　reaching（reach）

多汁的　诚实　到达(现在分词)

belonged(belong)　sidewalk　bootblack

属于(过去式)　人行道　擦鞋匠

A ripe, juicy pear had rolled off a fruit stand, and was lying upon the sidewalk.

One little hand was reaching for it.

Two bright eyes were looking at the pear.

They belonged to Tim, the bootblack.

“That is a fine pear,”he said.

“I'll get it when the man isn't looking.”

Just then a gentleman walked up to the fruit stand.

“Now is my time,”said Tim, and he picked it up.

“You are a beauty,”he said, “and I'll take you home to Kitty.

How her eyes will shine when she sees you.

She will say, ‘O, Tim, how good you are! Where did you get that pear?’

And then what shall I say?

She will be sorry if I tell her where I got it.I must give it back to the man, for Kitty will say it is his.”

So Tim walked slowly to the fruit stand.

“Here is one of your pears,”he said.

“It fell off the stand.”

“You may keep it,”said the man.

Tim said, “Thank you,”and was running away, when the gentleman called to him.

“Come here, my boy,”he said.“I saw you pick up that pear.Why did you wait so long before you gave it back?”

“I wanted it for Kitty, sir; but I gave it back.You saw me.”

“I am glad to say that I did,”said the gentleman，“I hope you will not be so slow about doing right the next time.

Now tell me about Kitty.”

“She is my little sister, sir, and she is lame.

She wants me to be honest, and that is why I remembered that the pear wasn't mine.”

“Take these grapes to Kitty for me,”said the gentleman.

I am glad you have such a sister, and hope you will always be honest.”

“Thank you, I will try to be,”said Tim, and he ran home and told his little sister all about it.

Kitty was pleased with the pear and the grapes.

“But, Tim, dear，”she said, “I am most pleased because my brother was honest.”

蒂姆和梨

一个熟透的多汁的梨滚下了水果摊，跑到了人行道上。

一只小手正要将它拾起。

两只明亮的眼睛正望着梨子。

那是小擦鞋匠蒂姆的眼睛和小手。

“这一定是个很好吃的梨子。”他说道，

“等老板不注意的时候，我就去拾起来。”

这时一位绅士走到水果摊前。

“现在正是时候。”蒂姆说，然后捡起了梨子。

“你真好看，”他说，“我要把你带回家给基蒂。

她看到你时，两眼一定会亮起来。

她会说：‘天哪，蒂姆，你真好！你在哪里得到这个梨子的？’

那么，我该说什么呢？

如果我告诉她我是怎么得到梨子的，她会难过的。我必须把梨子交还给水果摊老板，因为基蒂会说它是老板的。”

所以蒂姆缓缓地走向了水果摊。

“这是你的梨子，”他说，

“它从水果摊上掉下来了。”

“你可以拿着它。”老板说。

蒂姆回答说：“谢谢你。”当他准备要走的时候，那个绅士叫住了他。

“孩子，过来，”他说，“我刚才看到你捡起了那个梨。为什么你过了那么久才把梨子还回来呢？”

“我原本想把它给基蒂，先生，但我还是把它还了回来。你看见了的。”

“我很高兴我看到了这一幕，”绅士说，“我希望你下次做正确的事的时候不要那么犹豫。

接下来和我谈谈基蒂吧。”

“她是我的小妹妹，先生，她的脚跛了。

她要我做个诚实的人，这就是为什么我记着梨不是我的。”

“帮我把这些葡萄带给基蒂。”绅士说，

“我很高兴你有这样一个妹妹，希望你一直都诚实。”

“谢谢您，我会努力这样做，”蒂姆说，然后他跑回家并告诉了基蒂发生的一切。

基蒂看到梨和葡萄很高兴。

“但是，亲爱的蒂姆，”她说，“让我最高兴的是我的哥哥是诚实的。”

The birds can sing,

The birds are singing;

The bells will ring,

The bells are ringing;

The winds must blow,

The winds are blowing;

The flowers grow，

The flowers are growing.

鸟儿们会唱歌，

鸟儿们在唱歌；

铃儿会响，

铃儿在响；

要刮风，

正在刮风；

花儿生长，

花儿在生长。





MR.WHITTIERS BIRTHDAY

brought（bring）　smallest　freedom

带来(过去式)　最小的　自由

remembered(remember)

记住(过去式)

The children remembered Mr.Whittier's birthday.

They kept the day for the first time in 1887.

Can you tell how old he was on that birthday?

Many people showed him how much they loved him.

Why do you think they loved him?

I think it was because he loved everything that God has made.

His poems were full of love and freedom.

Mr.Whittier died in September, 1892.

The people felt that a friend had gone from them.

The children in Danvers came together to show their love for him.

“We know he loved us,”they said.

“His smile was full of love for us.

It looked out of his beautiful eyes.”

The children in Amesbury brought flowers to show their love for their dear friend.

A beautiful life helps everybody.

惠蒂尔先生的生日

孩子们记得惠蒂尔先生的生日。

他们第一次给他庆祝是在1887年。

那么，你知道那天生日时惠蒂尔先生多大了吗？

很多人向他表达了他们有多么爱他。

那么，为什么你觉得人们都爱他呢？

我认为是他热爱上帝创造的万物，

他的诗充满了爱与自由。

惠蒂尔先生于1892年9月去世了。

人们觉得一位朋友离开了他们。

丹佛斯的孩子们聚集在一起，向他表达了他们的爱。

“我们知道他爱着我们，”他们说，

“他的笑容充满了对我们的爱，

从他美丽的眼睛中就可以看出。”

埃姆斯伯里的孩子们带来了鲜花以表达他们对亲爱的朋友的挚爱。

惠蒂尔先生的一生因为帮助别人而格外美好。





FLOWER DOLLS

poppies（poppy）　acorns(acorn)

罂粟花(复数)　橡子(复数)

currants(currant)　sash　handful

红醋栗(复数)　带子　一把

trunk　tying　blade

行李箱　结子　叶片

nasturtium(shum)

旱金莲

“Oh, dear!”said Helen, “I don't know what to play.I wish I had brought my dolls and my teaset.I wish to have a party.

Mamma said they would take too much room in the trunk, and I have only one doll with me.I am tired of playing with her.”

“How many dolls should you like?”said Aunt Jessie.

“Oh! Ever so many! So that I could play party.”

“Very well,”said Aunt Jessie, “come into the garden with me.”

Helen put on her big hat, and they went into the garden.

Aunt Jessie went first to a bed of poppies, and gathered a handful of the bright blossoms.

Then she and Helen found a seat upon a stone under an oak tree.

Aunt Jessie took one of the poppies and turning back the petals, tied a blade of grass about them for a sash.

She then broke off a piece of the stem, and put it through the petals to make arms.

“Oh, what a funny little doll!”said Helen.

“See, Auntie, it can stand alone.I can make one now.”

Soon she had a large family, with bright colored dresses.

“This flat stone will be a good place for the party,”said Aunt Jessie.

“Go pick some nasturtium leaves, Helen.They are flat and will do for plates.

Take some large currants off the stem, and the dolls may have them for apples.”

When Helen came back, Aunt Jessie had made a little teapot for her.

It was a cherry with the stem turned over, and put into it at one side for a handle, and another piece of stem formed the nose.

Helen was so much pleased with it that she made one for each of the dolls.

Aunt Jessie made some cups and saucers from acorns, and Helen played with her dolls all the afternoon.

花娃娃

“天哪！”海伦说，“我不知道该玩什么。我真希望把我的娃娃们和茶具带来。我想开一个派对。

妈妈说他们会在行李箱中占据太多的空间，我只能带一个娃娃。可我都厌倦和她一起玩耍了。”

“你想要有多少娃娃啊？”杰西阿姨问道。

“嗯！和以前一样多！那样的话，我就可以开派对了。”

“很好，”杰西阿姨说，“和我一起来花园里吧。”

海伦戴上了她的大帽子，她们俩一起走进了花园。

杰西阿姨首先走到了罂粟花花圃里，摘下了一些漂亮的花朵。

然后她和海伦来到橡树下，坐在石头上。

杰西阿姨拿起了其中一朵罂粟花，将花瓣收拢在一起，用一片草做带子，把花瓣系在一起。

然后她折断了一根花茎，穿过那些花瓣，做成了胳膊。

“天啊，这是一个多么有趣的小娃娃！”海伦说。

“阿姨，你看，它自己就能站起来。我现在也能自己做娃娃了。”

很快她就有了一个大家庭，娃娃们穿着漂亮多彩的衣服。

“这块平坦的大石头会是举行派对的好地方，”杰西阿姨说，

“去摘一些旱金莲的叶子过来，海伦。它们很平坦，可以用来做碟子。

快去从灌木丛中摘些红醋栗来，娃娃们可以把它们当苹果吃。”

海伦回来的时候，杰西阿姨已经为她做了一个小茶壶。

小茶壶是用一根樱桃枝翻转过来做成的，其中一边插在茶壶里做把手，又用了另一条树枝做茶壶的壶口。

海伦看到茶壶很开心，她给每个娃娃都做了一个。

杰西阿姨还用橡子做了一些茶杯和茶托。海伦和她的这些娃娃们玩了整个下午。

Pretty little flower folks,

In the garden beds;

Gentle dews to bathe them —

See them nod their heads —

Busy bees to visit them;

Birdlings full of glee:

Do you love your garden home,

Or will you come with me?

小小又可爱的花娃娃，

站在花圃中；

温和的露珠为他们洗礼——

看，他们在点头——

忙碌的蜜蜂拜访了他们；

小鸟们非常快乐：

你爱待在花园里的家？

还是愿意跟我走呢？





FLOWER FAIRIES

thought（think）　strange　moon

思考(过去式)　奇怪的　月亮

reached(reach)　fastened(fasten)　beetle

到达(过去式)　固定(过去式)　甲虫

fresh　spread

清新的展开

The beetle took her back to the poppy dolls, and Helen found them all there the next morning.

The dew had kept them fresh.

Who can tell what the flowers do,

In the misty, soft moonlight?

When the breezes whisper, they gently sway,

As if they wished they might fly away,

Out into the quiet night.

That night, after Helen had gone to bed, she thought of her poppy dolls.

“Dear me!”said she, “the poor things are still out there on the stone.

I wish I had stood them up in a dish of water.

It is good for them to have their feet wet.I wish it were good for me, for then I should not take cold so easily.

I am very sorry that I forgot them.”

She soon fell asleep and this is what she saw in her dreams.

When the moon and stars came out it was quite light in the garden.

The poppy dolls began to move about.

“We never could do this before,”they said,“It is better than being fastened to a stem.”

The fireflies came to talk with them.

“How strange you look!”they said.“I wish we could fly about as you do.I should like to go back to our home in the flowerbed,”said a pink poppy.

“I will find a beetle,”said the firefly, “and he will let you ride upon his back.”

He flew away, but soon came back with a large beetle.

“Do not fall off when I spread my under wings,”he said.

The pink poppy held on firmly, and soon reached her old home.

She stood upon a large leaf and told the other poppies what a good time she had been having.

They did not know her, at first, but thought she was some bright moth.

“Do you like to have your petals turned back?”they asked.

“Yes, if I could go to sleep; but I cannot close them now.”

“Well, we must close ours,”said the others, and soon the pink poppy was left alone.

花精灵

那晚，海伦上床后，她想到了她的罂粟花娃娃。

“我的天哪！”她说道，“那些可怜的小东西还在外面的石头上呢。

我真希望把他们立在了一潭水上，

润润脚是有好处的。我也希望这对我也有好处，因为这样我就不会那么容易着凉了。

我把他们给忘了，真是抱歉。”

但是，她很快进入了梦乡，在梦里她看到了这样的情景：

月亮和星星出现在天边的时候，花园里亮极了。

罂粟花娃娃们开始走来走去。

“我们以前从来不能这样的，”他们说道，“这样比固定在树干上好多了。”

萤火虫开始与他们交谈。

“你们看起来真奇怪！”萤火虫们说。 “我希望像你们一样飞来飞去。我很想飞回我们花床那里的家。”一个粉色的罂粟花娃娃说道。

“我来给你找只甲虫，”萤火虫说，“你可以骑在他的背上。”

萤火虫飞走了，但很快又飞了回来，并带来了一只大甲虫。

“在我展开尾翼的时候，千万不要跌倒。”甲虫说道。

这个粉红的罂粟花娃娃便紧紧地贴在甲虫背上，很快就回到了她以前的家。

她站在一个大叶子上，并和其他的罂粟花聊起了她曾经度过的一段美好时光。

起初，他们并不知道她是谁，只把她当成了某个闪闪发光的飞蛾。

“你喜欢把花瓣合拢在一起吗？”他们问道。

“如果我要睡觉的话，我很乐意那么做，但是我现在不会合上的。”

“好吧，我们必须合上了，”其他的罂粟花说道。不一会儿，就只剩下这个粉红的罂粟花一个人了。

大甲虫把她又带回了罂粟花的娃娃们那边了，第二天清晨，海伦发现他们都在那里。

露珠已让他们再次清新如初了。

谁能告诉我，

在朦胧而柔美的月光下，

这些花儿在做什么？

清风细语，

他们轻轻摇摆，

仿佛想飞走离开，

飞入那静静的夜晚。





CARL IN THE COUNTRY

hammock　fleecy　cirrus

吊床　柔软的　卷云

stratus　formed(form)

层云　形成(过去式)

One day in July, Carl was taken to Miss Leslie's home in the country.

He was never so happy in his life.

He would lie on the soft grass for hours,and watch the butterflies and bees among the flowers.

He had never seen them before.

Miss Leslie's father hung a hammock in the garden, so that Carl might be among the flowers.

Some tall lilies grew close beside the hammock, where Carl could reach them.

Miss Leslie found him looking up into the sky, one afternoon.

“What clouds do you see today, Carl?”she asked.

“There are some small, fleecy clouds in the sky now,”said Carl.

“They look like soft feathers.”

Miss Leslie looked up into the sky.

“Those are called Cirrus clouds,”she said.

“The Cirrus clouds float very high.”

“Sometimes they look like long, snowy wreaths,”said Carl.

“I watched them one day until they faded away, and another time they came together and formed a big cloud.

I saw another cloud last night at sunset.It was very low, and looked like a soft, white belt.”

“That was a Stratus cloud,”said Miss Leslie.

“The setting sun made it beautiful, ”said Carl.“At first it was pink, and then it turned to purple.

I think I shall remember the clouds now.

The one that looks like a castle is the cumulus.

The big rain cloud is Nimbus.

A Stratus cloud is the long, soft one I see at sunset, and these pretty, snowy wreaths are the Cirrus clouds.”

卡尔在乡下

7月的一天，卡尔被带到了乡下莱斯利小姐的家中。

他有生以来从未如此开心过。

他喜欢在柔软的草地上躺上好几个小时，看着蜜蜂和蝴蝶在花丛中飞来飞去。

之前，他从未见过这一切。

莱斯利小姐的父亲在花园里挂起了一个吊床，这样卡尔就可以躺在花丛中了。

一些高高的百合花离吊床很近，卡尔一抬手就能碰到。

一天下午，莱斯利小姐发现卡尔仰望着天空。

“卡尔，你今天在看哪一朵云啊？”她问道。

“现在天空中有些一小片一小片柔柔的白云。”卡尔说。

“它们看起来好像柔软的羽毛。”

莱斯利小姐抬起头，向天空望去。

“这些被称为卷云，”她说，

“卷云总是飘浮在很高很高的地方。”

“它们有时候看起来像长长的雪白花环，”卡尔说，

“我有一天一直看着它们，直到最后它们消散了。还有一次看到它们聚集在一起，形成了一片大大的白云。

昨晚日落的时候，我看到了另一朵云，它飞得很低很低，看起来像一条白色的柔软腰带。”

“那是层云。”莱斯利小姐说。

“落日使它看起来很美，”卡尔说，“起初它是粉色的，随后它变成了紫色。

我想我现在应该能记住这些云的名字了。

那个看起来像城堡的云是积云。

那一大片乌云是雨云。

层云是我在日落的时候看到的那片长长的柔柔的云，而那些可爱的白色花环形状的云是卷云。”





WALTER'S CHRISTMAS TREE

Christmas　Santa Claus　chimney

圣诞节 圣诞老人 烟囱

invite　sleigh(slay)　trimmed(trim)

邀请　雪橇　装饰(过去式)

born　dressed(dress)　shouted(shout)

出生的　穿着(过去式)　呼喊(过去式)

Walter was going to have a Christmas party this year.

His birthday came on Christmas day, and he was a Christmas present to his papa and mamma.

“I think people forget it is my birthday,”he said.

“They think only of its being Christmas.May I have a real Christmas party?”

“Yes, you shall,”said mamma, “and Santa Claus shall be there.”

Walter thought that would be fun.

“Whom shall you invite?”asked mamma.

Walter thought for a little while, and then he said, “I want it to be a real Christmas party, and I think I shall ask some poor boys who have no Christmas.”

“I am very glad that you think so,”said mamma.“I should like to have you do that.

You may invite seven children, for you will be seven years old, and we will have a Christmas tree for them.”

Walter and his mother were very busy, the week before Christmas.

Walter invited Tim and Kitty to come to the party.

He invited a bootblack and two little boys who sold newspapers.

His mother knew a poor woman who had two children, and he invited them to come.

He told them all to be ready at three o'clock and he would come for them.

At three o'clock Santa Claus drove down the street.

He was dressed in fur and his sleigh was trimmed with evergreen.

Walter was with him to show him where the children lived.

How the boys shouted when they saw Santa Claus!

They were soon in the sleigh, and as happy as they could be.

“Have you given away all your presents, Santa Claus?”said Tim.

“He left something at my house for you,”said Walter, “He said your mother's fire was so hot that he couldn't go down the chimney.”

The boys shouted again.

They had a fine sleigh ride, and when they came into the house they found a good dinner ready for them.

After dinner Walter took them into the parlor, and there was a beautiful Christmas tree.

It was covered with lighted candles and presents.

How happy the children were, and how their eyes shone!

Each one had a present, and a box of candy and nuts, to take home.

They laughed and danced with joy.

After the presents were given out, Walter's mother told them about the Christ child, who was bom so many years ago.

“It is his birthday, you know,”she said, “and we wish it to be a happy day for every one.

You can each help make some one happy, if you will try.”

“So we will,”said one of the boys.“Let's give our candy and nuts away.”

All the boys and girls said they could do that.

“Santa Claus shall take you to ride, and you may leave them on your way home,”said Walter's mamma.

“I shall give mine to Mary Brown,”said Kitty.

Each of the children soon thought of some one who had nothing for Christmas.

So they gave their candy away and helped some other children to have a happy Christmas.

“A merry, merry Christmas! ”

The little people say.

“We wish you all a happy time

Upon this Christmas day.

Just try to help each other;

Do all you can for mother;

Then Christmas will be merry,

And your hearts be light and gay.”

瓦特的圣诞树

瓦特今年将举办一个圣诞派对。

他出生在圣诞节的那一天，他就是上天赐予他爸爸妈妈的圣诞礼物。

“我想人们都忘了这天是我的生日，”他说道，

“他们只把这一天当成了圣诞节，我能有个真正的圣诞节派对吗？”

“当然了，你一定会有的，”妈妈说，“圣诞老人也会来的。”

瓦特觉得这将会很有趣。

“那你打算邀请哪些人呢？”妈妈问道。

瓦特想了一会儿说道：“我希望这将是一个真正的圣诞派对，所以我想邀请一些过不了圣诞的贫穷的孩子们一起来参加。”

“我很高兴你能这样想，”妈妈说，“我也很乐意让你这样做。

你可以邀请七个小朋友，因为你将要七岁了，我们会为他们布置一棵圣诞树。”

圣诞前的一个星期，瓦特和妈妈都很忙。

瓦特邀请了蒂姆和基蒂来参加派对。

他还邀请了一位小擦鞋匠和两个卖报纸的小男孩。

瓦特妈妈认识一位带着两个小孩的可怜妇女，瓦特便一并邀请了他们俩参加。

瓦特告诉他们要做好准备，三点钟他会过去接他们。

三点钟，圣诞老人驾着车，沿着马路驶去。

他穿着皮衣，雪橇上装饰着常青藤。

瓦特和圣诞老人在一起，这样可以告诉他那些孩子们住在哪里。

小男孩们看到圣诞老人都大声地欢呼起来。

他们很快爬上了雪橇，十分开心。

“请问圣诞老人，您送完了所有的礼物了吗？”蒂姆问道。

“他在我的房子里放了些东西，是专门为你留着的。”瓦特说，“他说，你家烟囱的火太大，他下不去。”

那些男孩又是一阵欢呼。

他们的雪橇之旅非常愉快。当他们来到瓦特家时，丰盛的晚餐已经准备好了。

吃完晚餐，瓦特带着他们进了客厅，那里有一棵非常漂亮的圣诞树。

圣诞树上布满了点亮的蜡烛和礼物。

孩子们很开心，他们双眼闪着惊喜的光芒。

每个人都拿到了一份礼物、一盒糖果和坚果带回家。

他们又是欢笑，又是跳舞，非常开心。

圣诞礼物拿到以后，瓦特的妈妈开始给他们讲耶稣小时候的故事，那是个发生在很多年前的故事。

“大家知道，今天是他的生日，”她说，“我们希望每个人都开心地度过这一天。

只要愿意，大家都可以相互帮助，让其他人快乐。”

“我们很乐意，”其中一个男孩说道，“我们出去分发这些糖果和坚果吧。”

所有的男孩和女孩都说他们愿意这样做。

“圣诞老人将载着你们前往，你们可以把糖果撒在回家的路上。”瓦特的妈妈说。

“我要把我的糖果给玛丽布朗。”基蒂说。

每个孩子都很快想到了一些没有礼物过圣诞的孩子。

然后他们送出了他们的糖果，让其他一些孩子度过了一个快乐的圣诞。

“圣诞快乐！”

孩子们说。

“我们希望你

这个圣诞节快快乐乐的！

试着去帮助别人，

为妈妈做你力所能及的事。

那么圣诞将是快乐的，

你的心灵也将是欢快的。”





A MORNING CALL

cottage　wooden　Emily

村舍　木制的　艾米莉

Graham　gathered(gather)　bunch

格雷姆　聚集(过去式)　串

Ethel was visiting her aunt Emily.

Near her aunt's house was a little brown cottage.

There were vines upon it, and Ethel thought it was very pretty.

“I wish I might have that little house to play in,”she said.“It is so little that my dolls would feel at home, I know.

These rooms are too large for them.Who lives there, Auntie?”

“The cottage belongs to an old lady whose name is Mrs.Graham,”said her aunt.

“She lives there all alone.Some day you shall go to see her.”

One morning Ethel was taken to visit Mrs.Graham.

“Ethel likes your little house very much,”said her aunt.“She thinks it is just right for her and her dolls.”

The old lady laughed.“Bring your dolls here whenever you like,”said she.“I had a little girl once who used to play here with her dolls.”

“Where is she now?”asked Ethel.

“She is a lady now, and has a little girl of her own.”

“What is her little girl's name?”said Ethel.

“Annie.She comes here sometimes; but she doesn't care to play in the house very often.She has a little playhouse down by the brook.You can see it from this window.”

Ethel ran to the window and saw a little wooden shed.

“May I go into it?”she asked.

“Yes, indeed; and here is Annie's little basket.

You may take it with you, and see if you can find anything to put into it.”

Ethel was pleased with the play house, and found some playthings there.A little wooden cradle, with a rag baby in it, stood at one side.

After playing there for some time, Ethel went down to the side of the brook.

There she found some blue violets growing beside the water.

“I will put you into my basket,”she said.“I know the old lady's little girl used to pick violets when she played here.”

She carried them into the house, when her basket was full, and gave them to Mrs.Graham.

“What pretty violets!”she said.“My little girl loved them, and used to pick them for me.You must take them home.”

“No,”said Ethel，“they are for you to keep.”

“Thank you,”said Mrs.Graham.“I will keep them if you will pick some more for yourself.”

So Ethel ran down to the brook again, and gathered a bunch to carry home.

She often went to see the old lady after this, and played with her dolls in the playhouse.

清晨的拜访

埃塞尔去拜访她的艾米莉阿姨。

在她阿姨的房子附近有一个棕色的小农舍，

小屋上挂满了葡萄藤，埃塞尔觉得它非常可爱。

“我希望我也可以在这样一个小屋里玩耍，”她说，“我想，在这么小的房子里，我的玩偶也会觉得到了自己的家里一样。

对于他们来说，这里的房间都太大了。阿姨，请问谁住在小屋里？”

“这个小屋属于一位叫做格雷姆夫人的老奶奶，”阿姨说道，

“她一个人住在那里。哪天你可以去看看她。”

一天早上，艾米莉阿姨带着她去了格雷姆夫人那里。

“埃塞尔很喜欢您的小屋，”她的阿姨说，“她觉得这小屋很适合她和她的布娃娃玩耍。”

老妇人笑着说：“你随时都可以带你的布娃娃过来。我曾经也有过一个小女孩，她常常带着她的布娃娃来这里玩。”

“那她现在在哪里呢？”埃塞尔问道。

“她现在是大人了，并且已经有了自己的女儿。”

“她的女儿叫什么啊？”埃塞尔问道。

“她叫安妮，她现在偶尔过来一下，但是她现在不大乐意经常在这里玩。她自己有一个玩具屋。就在一条小溪旁。你从这扇窗户就能够看到它。”

埃塞尔跑到窗户前看到了一个小木屋。

“我可以进去看看吗？”她问道。

“当然可以，这是安妮的小篮子。

你可以带上它，看看你能不能找到点东西放在里面。”

埃塞尔在玩具屋玩得很开心，她在那里发现了一些小玩具。屋子的一角还有一个木制的小摇篮，里面有个破旧的娃娃。

玩了一会儿，埃塞尔便离开了玩具屋，走到了小溪边。

她在那里发现了一些长在水边的蓝色紫罗兰花。

“我要将你们装到我的篮子里，”她说，“我知道老奶奶的小女孩在这里玩的时候常常会摘一些紫罗兰。”

当篮子里装满花时，她便带着花来到了格雷姆夫人家，并把花送给了她。

“多么美丽的紫罗兰啊！”她说，“我的小女孩很爱它们，经常为我摘一些回来。你一定带它们回家哦。”

“不，”埃塞尔说，“它们是给您留的。”

“谢谢你，”格雷姆夫人说，“如果你也为自己多摘一些的话，那我将收下它们。”

于是，埃塞尔又跑到了小溪旁，采摘了一束紫罗兰，带回了家。

在这之后，她经常去看望这位老妇人，并且在那个玩具屋里和她的玩偶一起玩耍。The following poems may be read to the children in connection with the reading lessons:

LONGFELLW:

Daybreak.

Snowflakes.

Christmas Bells.

The Windmill.

Flowers.

Maiden and Weathercock.

The Emperor's Birdnest.

The Old Clock on the Stair.

The Brook and the Wave.

Paul Revere's Ride.

以下是和本阅读课程相关的诗歌，可以读给孩子们听。

朗费罗：

破晓

雪花

圣诞钟声

风车

花朵

少女与风信鸡

皇帝的鸟巢

楼梯上的老挂钟

小溪与海浪

保罗.利威尔的旅途WHITTIER:

The Frost Spirit.

Barbara Frietchie.

A Dream of Summer.

The Pumpkin.

The Mayflowers.

The Hilltop.

Kathleen.

To My Old Schoolmaster.

惠蒂尔：

霜的精神

芭芭拉.弗利齐

夏日之梦

南瓜

五月花

小山之巅

凯瑟琳

致我的老校长





WORD LIST

单 词 表

以下单词表依照《美国小学语文（第三册）》课文先后顺序排列。

February　Portlandan　other

2月　波特兰　又

year　whispered(whisper)　thoughts（thought）

年　私语（过去式）　想法（复数）

Maine　born　moisture

缅因州　出生　水分

world　carried（carry）　brown

世界　带走（过去式）　棕黄色

earth　secret　pushed(push)

土地　秘密　推（过去式）

reached(reach)　drank（drink）　ocean(shun)

到达（过去式）　汲取（过去式）　海洋

countries(country)　College Bowdoin

国家（复数）　大学鲍登（学院）

happier　better　Harvard

更快乐　更好　哈佛

Cambridge　heart　afterwards

坎布里奇　心　后来

gentleman　poet　lame

绅士　诗人　跛的

blanket　voices（voice）　attic

毯子　声音（复数）　阁楼

closed　ferns(fern)　lonely

闭上的，关闭的　蕨类植物（复数）　孤独的

Alps　mountains(mountain)　pleasant

阿尔卑斯山　山脉（复数）　舒适的

bunch　young　study

串　年轻　学习

Massachusetts　poems（poem）　broad

马萨诸塞州　诗（复数）　辽阔的

lawn　beyond　gather

草坪　远处　采集

wild　blossoms（blossom）　centers（center）

野生的　花朵（复数）　中心（复数）

unfolded（unfold）　carefully　reached(reach)

展开的（过去式）　细心地　到达（过去式）

petal　banners（banner）　wrapped(wrap)

花瓣　旗帜（复数）　包裹上（过去式）

dreamed(dream)　golden　together

梦想（过去式）　金黄色　一起

corolla　calyx　banners（banner）

花冠　花萼　旗帜(复数)

dreamed(dream)　pistil　crown

梦（过去分词）　雌蕊　皇冠

stamens(stamen)　stairs（stair）　dark

雄蕊（复数）　楼梯（复数）　黑暗

surprise　rush　creep

惊喜　冲　轻手轻脚地走路

letter　smile　sunshine

信　微笑　阳光

visit　show　stories（story）

看望　展示　故事（复数）

willow　wrote(write)　clock

柳树　写（过去式）　时钟

alone　flock　Elsa

单独　群　埃尔莎

leaders（leader）　road　pillow

领头（复数）　路　枕头

sight　joined（join）　Hans

看见　参与（过去式）　汉斯

KatrineCarlpluck

卡特琳卡尔拔掉

blacksmiths　trikes（strike）　hammer

铁匠　击打(第三人称单数)　锤子

branches(branch)　strong　chestnut

树枝（复数）强大　栗子

heavy　anvil　heats（heat）

沉重　铁砧　加热（第三人称单数）

iron(iurn)　hoof　nails(nail)

铁　蹄　钉子（复数）

angry　friends（friend）　mind

生气　朋友（复数）　心情

ashamed　threw(throw)　changed(change)

惭愧的　扔(过去式)　改变（过去式）

trouble　knife　understand

麻烦　小刀　理解

around　crust　ahead

周围　面包屑　前面

wagged（wag）　turned(turn)　rope

摇尾巴（过去式）　转身（过去式）　绳子

draw　Indians（Indian）　forest

画　印第安人（复数）　森林

cedar　Hiawatha　rainbow

雪松　海华沙　彩虹

birch　swiftly　rein(ran)deer

桦树　飞快地　驯鹿

canoe　underneath　harm

独木舟　下面　伤害

pocket　ground　frightened

口袋　地面　恐惧的

afraid　porch　saved（save）

害怕的　门廊　挽救（过去式）

cracked(crack)　race　hooks（hook）

砸碎（过去式）　竞赛　挂钩（复数）

trout　follow　reaches（reach）

鳟鱼　跟随　到达（第三人称单数）

speckled　beauty　cruel

有斑点的　美丽　残忍的

between　remember　repeat

在……之间　记住　重复

died（die）　money　teachers（teacher）

去世（过去式）　金钱　教师(复数)

saved(save)　carried(carry)　friends(friend)

保留（过去式）　携带（过去式）　朋友（复数）

chair　clung　feathers（feather）

椅子　握紧　羽毛(复数)

branches(branch)　wreaths（wreath）　tucked(tuck)

树枝(复数)　花环（复数）　卷起（过去式）

September　brought（bring）　delighted

9月　带着(过去式)　欣喜的

floated(float)　attract　clearly

漂浮（过去式）　吸引　清晰

flown（fly）　closed(close)　spread

飞(过去分词)　关闭（过去式）　伸展

hind　front　screen

后部的　前面　屏障

wire　hooked　claws（claw）

铁丝　钩状的　爪(复数)

hurrying(hurry)　carrying(carry)　express

匆忙（现在分词）　携带（现在分词）　快递

Harold　minutes(minute)　touched(touch)

哈罗德　分钟(复数)　触摸（过去式）

coasting（coast）　clothes　neither

沿岸航行（现在分词）　衣服　都不

cumulus　float　piled（pile）

积云　漂浮　堆积(过去式)

entered(enter)　castle　appear

进入（过去式）　城堡　出现

Leslie　lilac　tired

莱斯利　丁香花　疲惫的

mission(shun)　Haverhill　Whittier

使命　黑弗里尔　惠蒂尔

distance　historic　barefoot

距离 历史性的　赤脚

young　woodchuck　strawberries(strawberry)

年轻　土拨鼠　草莓(复数)

oriole　silver　thought

黄鹂　银的　思想

suppose　daughter　brought(bring)

猜想　女儿　携带(过去式)

opened(open)　hardly　become

打开(过去式)　几乎不　成为

pieces（piece）　lead　newspaper

片段(复数)　铅块　报纸

surprised　afterwards　schoolmaster

惊奇　后来　校长

learned(learn)　spending（spend）　evergreen

学习，知道(过去式)　度过(现在分词)　常青树

hepatica　pole　wreath

雪割草　柱子/杆子　花冠

winding(wind)　cluster　murmured（murmur）

缠绕(现在分词)　丛　喁喁细语(过去式)

shivergladnessbreeze

颤抖快乐微风

whisper　remember　spelling(spell)

私语　记住　拼写（现在分词）

class　ladder　misspell

课堂　梯子　拼错

failed（fail）　curls(curl)　waited(wait)

失败（过去式）　卷发（复数）　等待（过去式）

Speckle　hatch　cackle

史百克　孵化　咯咯声

fluffy　currant　tallest

蓬松的　醋栗　最高的

shady　bush　Amesbury

成荫的　灌木　埃姆斯伯里（地名）

whoa　church　calling（call）

哇　教堂　召集（现在分词）

parrot　learned（learn）　heard（hear）

鹦鹉　学习（过去式）　听见（过去式）

Robin Adair　fir　straight

罗宾.亚岱尔　冷杉　笔直的

whisper　mountain　slender

低声细语　山　苗条的

tipped（tip）　needles(needle)　branches(branch)

翻倒（过去式）　指针（复数）　树干（复数）

lonely　wonder　cone

孤独地疑惑球果

clear　filled（fill）　might（may）

干净　充满(过去分词)　也许（过去式）

colored　covered（cover）　Christmas

彩色的　覆盖（过去分词）　圣诞

shapes（shape）　fragrant　dull

形状（复数）　芳香的　阴暗的

curtains（curtain）　bonnets（bonnet）　talking(talk)

窗帘（复数）　软帽（复数）　交谈（现在分词）

drops（drop）　Nimbus　voice

雨点（复数）　雨云　声音

Oak Knoll　orchards（orchard）　shoulder

奥克诺尔　果园（复数）　肩膀

Danvers　Friday　gnaw

丹佛斯　星期五　啃咬

buttons(button)　ground　piece

按钮(复数)　地面　片

silver　beets（beet）　rattle

银　甜菜(复数)　摇铃

beans(bean)　labels(label)　maids(maid)

大豆(复数)　标签(复数)　少女(复数)

(bis)busily　mocking　whistle

忙碌地　嘲笑　口哨

David　Phebe　crying（cry）

大卫　菲比　哭泣(现在分词)

happen　trouble　perhaps

发生　麻烦　也许

minutes（minute）　reason　frost

分钟（复数）　理由　霜

breathed（breathe）　jay　hawk

呼吸(过去式)　松鸦　鹰

drift　blown（blow）　among

堆　风吹（过去分词）　之间

juicy　honest　reaching（reach）

多汁的　诚实　到达(现在分词)

belonged(belong)　sidewalk　bootblack

属于(过去式)　人行道　擦鞋匠

brought（bring）　smallest　freedom

带来(过去式)　最小的　自由

remembered(remember)　poppies（poppy）　acorns(acorn)

记住(过去式)　罂粟花(复数)　橡子(复数)

currants(currant)　sash　handful

红醋栗(复数)　带子　一把

trunk　tying　blade

行李箱　结子　叶片

nasturtium(shum)　thought（think）　strange

旱金莲　思考(过去式)　奇怪的

moon　reached(reach)　fastened(fasten)

月亮　到达(过去式)　固定(过去式)

beetle　fresh　spread

甲虫　清新的　展开

hammock　fleecy　cirrus

吊床　柔软的　卷云

stratus　formed(form)　float

层云　形成(过去式)　漂浮

Christmas　Santa Claus　chimney

圣诞节　圣诞老人　烟囱

invite　sleigh(slay)　trimmed(trim)

邀请　雪橇　装饰(过去式)

born　dressed(dress)　shouted(shout)

出生的　穿着(过去式)　呼喊(过去式)

cottage　wooden　Emily

村舍 木制的 艾米莉

Graham　gathered(gather)　bunch

格雷姆　聚集（过去式）　串
























美国小学语文第四册


译者寄语

正如编者在本册书的前言中写到的那样，本书编写的目的不仅仅是教给孩子们阅读技巧，更是为了引发他们的阅读兴趣，培育和引导孩子们的阅读品位。因此，编者在作品的选材上非常讲究，选取作品的文学性和趣味性都很强，语言简练，既适合儿童阅读，也适合老师和家长给儿童讲授。

译者在翻译的过程中很能体会原书编者在作品选择上的良苦用心。选取的作品从题材上看有童话、诗歌、寓言、民间故事等，这些都是儿童非常容易接受的作品形式。本册选取的作家除了有美国著名的诗人洛威尔、霍姆斯和布莱恩特外，还有很多女性作家，如艾米丽·狄更斯、斯托夫人、露易莎·梅·奥尔科特等。这些女性作家的作品，笔触细腻，情感丰富，想象力强，很能引起小读者们的共鸣。

书中还附上了很多精美的插图，在很多作品前都有作者的简介以及肖像，作品中也都有和故事相关的插图，图文并茂，相得益彰，使作者和作品都更加生动起来，很能引起小读者的注意，激发他们的阅读兴趣。

由于译者的能力所限，翻译过程中不免出现不当之处，欢迎读者们批评指正。


前言

在《美国小学语文》（第四册）面世之际，编者想提醒现代的教育者注意本书的一些特点。这本书旨在让儿童通过阅读优秀的文学作品从而达到教育的目的。比起教给孩子们阅读技巧，唤起他们的阅读兴趣、培育和引导他们的品位更加重要。

如今，我们已经进入了一个儿童开始选择他们自己想看的书的时代。因此，如何使小读者们结识到富于启发性的、有益的作者至关重要。

在我们的公立学校里，很大一部分学生不具备从公立图书馆选择适合自己阅读的图书的能力。而这本书正是为他们介绍了一些专为儿童写作的作家。

本册书中继续保留诗歌赏析部分，介绍了三位知名的美国诗人洛威尔、霍姆斯、布莱恩特的传记故事和他们的代表作。本册扩大了文学作品的篇幅，精选了青少年感兴趣的优秀作家的作品。

在选择作品时，编者用心良苦，只选取规范的文学作品。为了使孩子们对本书中作家的生平和作品有更深的印象，书中附上了每位作家的肖像和简介。

笔者对霍顿·米夫林出版公司授权使用他们的出版物深表谢意。我同样感谢奥尔科特的后人、道尔夫人和罗伯茨兄弟慷慨地允许我使用他们的作品，以及波洛克和瑟斯顿提供的原始照片。

塞娃阿



THE ELMWOOD

Elmwood榆树屋（音译:埃尔姆伍德） minister牧师 reaching（preach） 布道（现在分词） younges最小的 porch门廊roves（grove） 树丛（复数）

1.This house is called Elmwood.How do you suppose it came to have that name? Two beautiful elm trees grew in front of the porch.

2.All about the house are many trees where the birds love to sing.One Washington's birthday, a baby boy was born in this house.It was the 22d of February, 1819.

3.This boy was the youngest of five children.There were two brothers and two sisters to welcome him as their playfellow.

4.He was named James Russell Lowell.His father's name was Charles Lowell, and he was a minister.His home was in Cambridge, near the Charles River, but he preached in Boston.

5.There were large, beautiful groves about Elmwood, when James was a little boy.He loved to play among the trees with his brothers and sisters.

6.These children had many pets: among them were a colt, a dog, and kittens.The children built a little hut in the woods.What happy times they had!



埃尔姆伍德

1.这所房子叫埃尔姆伍德。（Elmwood意思为榆树屋）你知道它的名字是怎么来的吗？这是因为通向房子的门廊两边各长了一棵漂亮的榆树。

2.房子的四周树木环绕，鸟儿喜欢在这里唱歌。在总统日（纪念华盛顿的日子）这一天，一个男婴在这所房子出生了。那是1819年2月22日。

3.这个男孩是五个孩子中最小的。两个哥哥和两个姐姐欢迎他成为他们的玩伴。

4.父母给这个孩子起名叫詹姆斯.罗素.洛威尔。他父亲名叫查尔斯.洛威尔，是一名牧师。 他们家住在查尔斯河畔的剑桥，但父亲查尔斯在波士顿布道。

5.当詹姆斯小的时候，他家的四周有大片的、漂亮的树丛。他喜欢和自己的哥哥姐姐们在树林里玩耍。

6.这些孩子有很多宠物，这其中有一匹小马、一只狗和几只小猫。孩子们在树林里建造了一座小屋。他们玩得可开心了！





LOWELL'S EARLY CHILDHOOD

generous慷慨的gleamed（gleam）闪闪发亮（过去式）silver银子breezy微风stray迷失imagine想象

1.James Russell Lowell was the youngest of the family.His mother loved him very much and used to tell him beautiful stories.The whole world seemed to him like one great story book.

2.As he played in the woods he thought of the songs his mother sang for him.The birds sang to him, too, and their songs were full of happy thoughts.When he looked up at the sky, the white clouds seemed like stray lambs.

3.Some days he would imagine that the birds' song was news from heaven, sung by the angels.He loved the flowers, too, and was glad to see the yellow dandelions.When they first came, they seemed like a promise that May would soon be here.He thought their gold was beautiful.

4.He said the bee in the white lily's breezy tent could not feel happier than he, when the dandelions burst into bloom.They seemed like a generous gift from the spring.

5.They made him love people better, for they helped him to see that every one had a little of heaven in his heart.

6.The Charles River was near his home, and he loved that, too.He said it was beautiful in the spring when the banks were soft and green; but it was still more beautiful in winter.It was then covered with ice which gleamed like silver in the sun.

洛威尔的童年

1.詹姆斯.罗素.洛威尔是家里最小的孩子。他的母亲非常爱他，经常给他讲美好的故事。整个世界对他来说，就像一本大大的故事书。

2.当他在树林里玩耍的时候，会想起妈妈唱给他的歌。鸟儿也给他唱歌，欢快的歌声使人雀跃。当他仰望天空时，朵朵白云像一只只离群的羊羔。

3.有时，他幻想鸟儿的歌声是天堂里的天使们在向人间传递消息。他也喜欢各种各样的花儿，尤其是黄色的蒲公英。它们的第一次出现，似乎预示着春天马上就会到来。他觉得它们的金色非常漂亮。

4.当蒲公英盛开时，他说自己比在白色的百合花里采蜜的蜜蜂还要快乐。蒲公英就像春天给予大地一份慷慨的礼物。

5.蒲公英使洛威尔对他人更有爱心了，因为蒲公英帮助他懂得了每个人心里都有自己的一片小小的天堂。

6.洛威尔也喜欢自己家附近的查尔斯河。他说春天的时候，河岸绿草如茵，非常美丽； 但是冬天的时候，河边更加美丽。那时，查尔斯河被冰覆盖，在阳光照射下，冰层像银子般闪闪发亮。





LITTLE'STRAWBERRY-BLOSSOM（PARTⅠ）

strawberry 草莓 believed(believe)相信（过去式） acquainted(acquaint)熟悉（过去式） modest 谦逊 warning(warn) 警告（过去式） glisten 闪亮 traveler 旅行者 advice 建议 noticed(notice)通知（过去式）cousin 表亲 foxglove 毛地黄 crimson 深红色的

1.In a damp, green spot in the midst of a wood, hidden away from the light by a number of ferns, there grew a little white strawberry-blossom.

2.Its many broad leaves only made it look smaller and paler.The tall foxgloves and ferns growing around it hardly ever noticed the pale little thing.“It seems scarcely worth while,” they would say, “to have so many leaves for so small a flower.”

3.When she heard remarks of this kind, the little blossom felt sad.“I wonder why I grow at all,” she thought, “It is very dark and lonely, and nobody loves me.”

4.One day a child came and gathered an armful of fresh, green ferns, and then, at last, a bright sunbeam found its way in.It lighted on the head of the tiny white flower, making it glisten like a dewdrop.

5.“I love you, little Strawberry-blossom, I love you,” whispered the sunbeam; but the little flower had lived so long without being noticed, that she scarcely believed this.

6.“Not me, kind sunbeam,” she said，“surely not me; it must be the foxglove, the queen of the woods, with its crimson bells, or the lovely wild rose climbing by.”

7.“No, little Strawberry-blossom,” said the sunbeam; “it is you that I love.You are so gentle and modest that I had hard work to find you; but now I shall come often, and stay with you part of every day.”

8.When the other plants saw the sunbeam talking to little Strawberry-blossom, they laughed at her.But she was too happy to care for that.

9.So all through the long, hot summer day, the sunbeam stayed with her, and when he said “Good night,” he promised to come again the next morning.

10.That night a glow-worm passing by stopped to speak to her.“Oh, glow-worm，”said she, “I am so happy! A sunbeam has come, and he says he loves me, though I am such a tiny flower; and he is coming again tomorrow!”

11.“Hum！” said the glow-worm, who had seen a good deal of life; “don't be too sure of that.The sunbeam is a great traveler, and is not always to be depended upon.”

12.“But he told me he would come soon,” said Strawberry-blossom; “and he is so good, I am sure he will keep his word.”

13.“Well,” said the glow-worm, “I do not know much about him; I am better acquainted with his cousins, the moonbeams.I only give you a word of friendly warning.My advice is to go to sleep and forget all about him.Good-night.”

小草莓花（第一部分）

1.小小的洁白的草莓花生长在树林中潮湿的苔藓地里，它们被一些蕨类植物遮盖住了阳光。

2.草莓繁茂的宽大的叶子使它的花儿显得更加瘦小和黯淡。生长在草莓旁边的高大的毛地黄和其他蕨类植物从来就没有在意过这苍白的小东西。它们常说：“草莓有那么繁茂的叶子却只开那么瘦小的花儿，真是一点也不值得啊！”

3.每当小草莓花听到这些话时，就感到很难过。她想：为什么我要出生啊？这里又阴暗又偏僻，并且没有人喜欢我。

4.一天，一个孩子来到树林采了一大捧新鲜、碧绿的蕨菜。这样一来，一束明亮的阳光透了进来，正好照到了小花儿的头上。在阳光的照射下，它像一滴露珠一样晶莹剔透。

5.阳光小声地说道：“我爱你，小草莓花，我爱你。”然而这小小的花儿由于太久没有人理睬，她不敢相信眼前的情景是真的。

6.她说道：“好心的阳光，你说的不是我，一定不是我吧；一定是开着铃形花朵的毛地黄，它有着红宝石般的色彩，它可是树林里的女王；或者是攀岩在树上的可爱的野蔷薇。”

7.阳光反驳道：“不！小草莓花，我爱的就是你。你是如此的轻柔而羞怯，害得我费了好大的工夫才找到你。因此，从现在开始我要经常来，每天都陪伴你。”

8.当其他的植物看到阳光在和小草莓花谈话时，都对此嗤之以鼻。然而，小草莓花才不管这些呢，她太高兴了。

9.这样，在这个漫长而炎热的夏天，阳光都陪伴在小草莓花的身边。当阳光说“晚安”时，他许诺第二天早晨还会再来。

10.这天夜里，一只从小草莓花身边经过的萤火虫停下来跟她说话。小草莓花说：“我是多么幸福啊！阳光刚来过，他说爱我，虽然我只是一朵小小的花。他明天还会来呢！”

11.“哼！”饱经世间沧桑的萤火虫叹道，“不要太相信那些诺言。阳光可是个喜欢到处流浪的旅行家，别把他的话太当真。”

12.“但是，他亲口对我说不久就会回来，”小草莓花辩驳道，“他心肠那么好，我相信他一定会信守诺言的。”

13.“好吧，”萤火虫说道，“我不太了解他。不过我和他的表弟们——月光很熟。我以朋友的身份劝告你，早点休息，彻底把他忘掉吧。晚安！”





LITTLE'STRAWBERRY--BLOSSOM（PART Ⅱ）

pattered（patter）（雨滴）嗒嗒的下（过去式） colored 彩色的 ruby 红宝石 splendor 华丽，壮丽 dripping（drip） 滴下（现在分词） struggling（struggle） 努力（现在分词）surrounded（surround） 包围，围绕（过去式） visitor 访问者 doubted（doubt） 怀疑（过去式）wondered（wonder） 惊奇（过去式） forgotten（forget）　忘记（过去分词） admire 欣赏

1.So little Strawberry-blossom went to sleep, and dreamed a bright, happy dream.But, behold! Next morning, when she awoke, it was even duller and darker than ever; no sunbeam was there.

2.It was raining hard, and the big drops pattered through the ferns all around her.She had never seen rain before, and wondered what it was.“Kind leaves,” said she, “are you weeping for me?” But at this the leaves all laughed.

3.“No, no, little Strawberry-blossom!” they said，“we do not waste our tears on such a poor little silly thing as you.Did you really think that your fine visitor would come back?”

4.Little Strawberry-blossom was broken-hearted.She could not see beyond her green leaves, and did not know that even then the sun was struggling to break through the clouds.

5.At last he burst forth in all his splendor.The drops of rain caught the sun's rays as they passed to the earth, and there rose over the wood a beautiful rainbow.

6.Little Strawberry-blossom could not see the many-colored bow, but soon she saw her own sunbeam creeping in through the dripping ferns.

7.“Ah, little one!” he said, “did you think I had forgotten you?” and, as she hung her head with shame at having doubted him, he said kindly, “You should have had more faith, little Strawberry-blossom; I was only waiting my time.”

8.The sunbeam came again and again; and, surrounded by warmth and love, little Strawberry-blossom grew until she was no longer a pale, sickly flower, but a beautiful crimson berry, shining like a ruby among the dark green leaves.

9.Even the plants around could not help but admire her, and said among themselves, “What can have happened to little Strawberry-blossom? She is quite changed.”

10.“I will tell you who sent me to you,” whispered the sunbeam.“It was the glorious sun himself.He is always there, high up in the sky, watching over all; and he sends his children, the sunbeams, to brighten and make glad the earth.”

See that little sunbeam，

Darting through the room,

Lighting up the darkness,

Scattering the gloom.

Let me be a sunbeam，

Everywhere I go,

Making glad and happy，

Every one I know.

(Selected)

小草莓花（第二部分）

1.接着，小草莓花睡着了，还做了个甜蜜的美梦。然而，别高兴得太早！第二天早晨，她醒来后，天色比平时变得更晦涩阴暗，一点儿阳光的影子也找不到。

2.天空开始下大雨了，巨大的雨点透过她周围的蕨类植物噼里啪啦地拍打着她。她从来没有见过下雨，对此满是好奇。她问道：“好心肠的叶子，你们是在为我哭泣吗？”叶子听到后都哈哈大笑。

3.叶子回答：“不，不，小草莓花！我们才不会为了你这样一个可怜的蠢家伙浪费自己的眼泪呢。你真以为自己的心上人会回来吗？”

4.小草莓花的心都碎了。她没有任何理由去反驳绿叶的话。她丝毫没有想到这时太阳正在拼命拨开云层。

5.终于，雨过天晴，阳光普照大地。飘落的雨滴在阳光的照射下，在树林上空呈现出一弯漂亮的彩虹。

6.小草莓花看不到那多彩的彩虹，不过，没多久她就看到她的阳光穿过滴水的蕨类植物爬进来了。

7.“啊，我的小可爱！”他说道，“你以为我把你忘了吗？”这时，她因为自己对阳光的怀疑而羞愧得低下了头。而阳光温柔地说：“小草莓花，你应该相信我。我只是在等待时机。”

8.阳光一次又一次地到来，每次都带来了温暖和爱意。小草莓花不断地生长着。她再也不是一朵苍白病弱的小花了，而是变成了一个漂亮的深红色的浆果。在暗绿色叶子的簇拥下，她像一颗闪闪发亮的红宝石。

9.甚至连周围的植物都禁不住羡慕起她来了，他们议论纷纷：“小草莓花怎么了？她彻底变了啊！”

10.阳光轻声地说道：“我来告诉你谁派我来到你身边，正是光芒万丈的太阳。他无时无刻不是高高悬在天空中，俯视着万物，他派遣自己的孩子们——阳光，给大地带来光明和快乐。”

看那小小的阳光，

投射进房间，

照亮了黑暗，

驱散了阴霾。

让我变成一束阳光，

无论我走到哪里，

把快乐和幸福带给

每一个我认识的人。

（节选）





THE DOG, THE CAT,AND THE PARROT

honorable 荣誉的 punished（punish） 惩罚（过去式） promptly　迅速地 opportunity 机会　Bose 博兹 Tabitha 塔比瑟 favorite 偏爱 discussion 讨论 puzzled（puzzle） 困惑（过去式） persisting（persist） 坚持（现在分词） deceived（deceive） 欺骗（过去式） fawn 小兽崽

1.Bose, the dog, Tabitha, the cat, and Poll, the parrot were alone together.Poll lived in a strong cage, and was expected to stay there, except when she was invited to come out.She was out now, certainly, and the cage door stood open.She was a handsome bird, and a great talker.

2.Bose was a very good fellow, and a useful member of the family.Tabby was a good cat, as cats go.She was fond of milk, and sometimes caught a mouse.She would fawn around you if you had a cooky in your hand, or fly at you with her sharp claws if you chanced to tread on her tail.But she was well enough.Bose and Tabby lived peacefully together.Not a “cat and dog's life” at all, but a friendly sort of life.

3.Polly had tricks that were not agreeable.She would call “Kitty, Kitty, Kitty, Kitty!” and when Tabby ran to see why she was wanted, Polly would salute her with a fierce “Scat!” followed by a laugh.And she whistled for Bose so that he was puzzled, and could not tell which was his mistress and which was Polly.

4.Bose and Tabby had been having a little discussion.There stood on the table a sugar-bowl, and some empty cups and saucers.Tabby had wished to climb up on the table, and had put her forepaws on the edge of it, but Bose had said, “No, Tabby, not while I am here!”

5.Tabby knew there was no use in persisting, so she dropped the subject.There was nothing on the table but sugar, and she never ate that.She had thought, however, that there might be some small drops of milk in the cups.Now Bose was fond of sugar, but he was much too honest to touch it without leave.

6.While Bose and Tabby were having their little talk, Polly had flown to the table and had helped herself to a lump of sugar, and was now sitting on the droplight, talking to herself.“Polly, Polly! Pretty Polly! Good Polly!”　

7.“Oh!” said Tabby, “I have a mind to pull out her tail-feathers.” Bose said nothing.Perhaps he ought to have objected; but his feelings were so strong against Polly, that he felt almost willing to see her punished a little.

8.When Polly had eaten the sugar, she began to call “Kitty, Kitty, Kitty, Kitty!” and although Tabby had been deceived before, she allowed herself to think that Polly might possibly have some-thing for her this time; so she promptly obeyed, and was rewarded with the usual “Scat!”

9.“Meow!” said Tabby, as she jumped upon a chair and clawed at Polly's feathers.Polly took no notice of her, but flew to the table for another lump of sugar.Tabby saw her opportunity, sprang after Polly, and seized her by the neck.

10.Bose rushed forward to separate them, and in some way pulled the table-cloth, cups, sugar, parrot, and cat to the floor.

11.Polly feebly muttered, “Polly wants a — ” and then closed her eyes and hung her head.“O Tabby, what have you done!” said Bose, plainly as a dog could say it.

12.“I only meant to pull out her tail-feathers,” said Tabby, “but now she is dead, I might as well eat her.” “No!” said Bose, “I forbid it.Bow-wow!”

13.Tabby carried poor Polly under the table, seated herself on the sofa-cushion, washed her paws, and curled down for a nap.Bose sat on the hearth-rug, mournfully gazing at the scene, and saying to himself, “O Tabby, what have we done! What will mistress say!”

14.“If you let me eat Polly, she'll think she's lost,” said Tabby.“I will not,” replied Bose, “so don't think of such a thing.Poor Polly! I wish she were alive and on her perch again.”

15.“You do, do you?” said Tabby, “I thought you didn't like her.” “I know it,” said Bose, “but she was a lively bird.”

16.“Yes,” said Tabby.“She had bright feathers, too.” “How fond mistress was of her!” said Bose.“I suppose she liked to hear her talk,” added Tabby.

17.“And well she might.She was a good talker.Worth a dozen of you or me.” said Bose.“She couldn't purr，” said Tabby.“Perhaps she could,” said Bose.“Well, there's one thing we can do,” said Tabby.“We can take Polly, and put a　.”

18.“Cracker! Cracker! Polly wants a cracker!” said a husky voice; and Polly herself crawled from under the table, and flew up on the drop-light “Polly! Polly! Pretty Polly! Good Polly! Mother！

Mother！ Never mind！ Never mind！ Kitty, Kitty, Kitty, Kitty! Scat! Ha, ha, ha, ha!” screamed Polly, ending with a laugh.

19.While Bose and Tabby stood rapt in astonishment, the door opened, and in came the mistress.She gazed at the table a moment.“Bose!” said she, “did you do this mischief?”

20.Bose hung his head and withdrew into a corner, but Tabby came boldly forward with a loud “Purr-meow!” and rubbed against her mistress's dress.“Why, Polly!” said the mistress, as she spied the parrot on her perch, “how did you get out?” and she put her into the cage and fastened the door.“Never mind！ Never mind！ Ha, ha, ha！” said Polly.

21.Then the mistress rang the bell, and as the servant came in to put things to rights.Bose slipped out.Tabby laid herself on the sofa-cushion, and Polly was presented by her mistress with a large lump of sugar.If Polly the talker could have related to her mistress the whole story, wouldn't she have been surprised！

狗、猫和鹦鹉

1.狗叫博兹，猫叫塔比瑟，鹦鹉叫波莉。他们三个被主人分养着。波莉被养在一个坚固的笼子里。除非主人放她出来，否则她会一直待在笼子里。当然，此时此刻，她在笼子外面，笼子的门敞开着。她是一只英俊的鹦鹉，很会说话。

2.博兹是一个好伙伴，是家里有用的一员。塔比像其他的猫一样温顺可爱。她喜欢喝牛奶，偶尔也会抓老鼠。如果你手里拿着一块饼干，她会一直缠着你要。要是有谁不小心踩到她的尾巴，她则会用自己尖利的爪子飞快地扑去。但总的来说，她还是可爱的。博兹和塔比在一起和平相处，从没有猫狗不容的争斗，而是像朋友一样的友好。

3.波莉总有捉弄人的鬼把戏。她经常叫“猫咪，猫咪，猫咪，猫咪”，当塔比跑过来看是谁在叫她时，迎接她的却是波莉凶恶的“嘘”声，接着波莉会哈哈大笑。波莉还会对着博兹吹口哨，弄得博兹困惑不已，分不清到底是波莉还是自己的女主人在叫他。

4.博兹和塔比正在一起议论该怎么办。桌子上放着一个糖盅，一些空杯子和碟子。塔比想要爬到桌子上，她的两个前爪已经抓住桌子边了。这时，博兹叫道：“不行，塔比。有我在，不准你爬上桌子！”

5.塔比知道再坚持也没有用，所以她放弃了这个念头。桌子上除了糖什么都没有，她从不吃糖。她只是认为，没准杯子里会有些喝剩下的牛奶。虽然博兹喜欢吃糖，但是忠诚的他既不想离开也不想去碰糖盅。

6.正当博兹和塔比在窃窃私语时，波莉已经飞到桌子上，尽情地享用了一大块糖了。此刻，她正坐在吊灯上，自言自语道：“波莉，波莉！波莉漂亮！波莉真棒！”

7.“哎呀！”塔比叫道，“我真想拽掉她尾巴上的羽毛。”博兹什么也没说。或许他应该阻止塔比，但是他极其厌恶波莉，也想看到塔比教训一下她。

8.波莉吃完糖后，开始叫“猫咪，猫咪，猫咪，猫咪”。虽然塔比之前被骗过，但她侥幸地认为波莉这次真会给她些吃的。因此，她马上顺从地答应了，结果她得到了和之前一样的嘘声。

9.“喵！”塔比叫道。她跳上椅子，朝波莉的羽毛挥舞着爪子。波莉丝毫不理睬塔比，而是又飞到桌子上去吃另一块糖。塔比看到机会来了，扑向波莉，抓住了她的脖子。

10.博兹冲过来分开他们，结果碰到了桌布，把桌上的杯子、糖、鹦鹉和猫都拉到了地板上。

11.波莉虚弱地呻吟道：“波莉想要——”然后就闭上了眼睛，低下了头。“看看，塔比，看你干的好事！”博兹像其他狗狗一样憨憨地说道。

12.“我只是想拽掉她尾巴上的羽毛。”塔比辩解道，“既然她现在死了，我吃了她得了。”“不行！”博兹阻止道，“绝对不行。汪汪！”

13.塔比把可怜的波莉放在桌子下面，自己坐在沙发的垫子上，舔着她的爪子，蜷曲着准备睡一觉。博兹坐在壁炉毯上，悲伤地看着这个场景，自言自语道：“哎，塔比，看看我们干的好事！怎么向女主人交代啊！”

14.“如果你让我吃掉波莉，她会认为波莉跑掉了。”塔比提议道。“不可以，”博兹答道，“放弃这个念头吧！可怜的波莉！多希望她能活着重新栖息在笼子里啊！”

15.“你是真的，还是装出来的？”塔比讽刺道，“我认为你不喜欢她啊。”“我知道，”博兹哭道，“但是她是多么活泼的一只鹦鹉啊！”

16.“的确，”塔比说道，“她的羽毛也很漂亮。”“女主人是多么喜欢她啊！”博兹接着说道。“我想主人最爱听她说话了。”塔比补充道。

17.“要是她还活着，她可是个健谈者，比你我不知强几十倍。”博兹说。“她不会发我们猫的咕噜声。”塔比反驳道。“没准她会呢。”博兹说。“好吧，我们还可以做一件事情，”塔比提议，“我们可以抬起波莉喂她一块——”

18.“饼干！饼干！波莉想要一块饼干！”一个嘶哑的声音响起。只见波莉自己从桌子下面爬起来，然后飞到吊灯上去了。“波莉！波莉！波莉漂亮！波莉真棒！妈妈！妈妈！不要紧！不要紧！猫咪，猫咪，猫咪，猫咪！嘘！哈，哈，哈，哈！”波莉尖叫着，接着又大笑起来。

19.正当博兹和塔比吃惊地站着发愣时，房门开了，女主人回来了。她盯着桌子看了一会儿。“啊！博兹！”她叫道，“是你干的好事吧！？”

20.博兹耷拉着脑袋，躲到了墙角。而塔比一边大叫“呜呜喵喵”，一边大胆地走向主人，开始蹭主人的衣服。“波莉，怎么回事？”主人问道。当她看到鹦鹉飞到了吊灯上，说：“你怎么跑出来了？”她把波莉重新放回了笼子里，锁上了笼门。“不要紧！不要紧！哈，哈，哈！”波莉笑道。

21.接着，女主人摇了下铃铛，仆人进来收拾残局，博兹乘机溜掉了。塔比趴在沙发的垫子上。女主人喂了波莉一大块糖。要是会说话的波莉能把整个故事告诉自己的女主人，主人难道不会感到惊奇吗！





SCHOOL DAYS

minnows(minnow) 小鱼（复数） dunce 笨学生 pockets(pocket) 口袋（复数） steed 马 　recited(recite) 复述（过去式） willow 柳树 admire 羡慕 　whistle 口哨

1.James Eussell Lowell went to school in a little house not far from his home.In those days the children began their reading by learning the alphabet.Then they put letters together, saying, a-b ab, e-b eb, and so on.

2.In this school they recited their lessons in chorus.The teacher seemed to know who had learned them and who had not.If any child didn't learn his lessons，he had to wear a tall dunce cap.There was a high stool, too, for the dunce to sit upon.

3.The good children had pretty cards to carry home.If a child was very good, his teacher let him wear home a silver half dollar hung on a ribbon; but he was to bring it back the next day.Some of the children in this school came from a distance.They stayed all day and brought their dinners in tin pails.

4.What good times these children had at their play! They would bend pins to make fish hooks, and catch little minnows.They played horse, and rode upon sticks cut from the willow bushes.

5.In the springtime their pockets were filled with marbles, and often with balls and tops too.In the fall they gathered horse-chestnuts, and sometimes they dug in wet places for sweet fiag-root.

6.Near by was the Charles River with boats sailing over its quiet waters.Sometimes a farmer who often drove along as James was going home, would let him ride with him.He used to tell him about horses, and James admired his steed, which made the old farmer smile.He told James never to buy a horse that wore four white stockings.　

7.The old farmer was a polite man, and always bowed to every one so kindly that James never forgot it.When they reached the lane leading to the house, James would leave the farmer and begin to whistle, and in the fall he would wade through the fallen leaves as he ran up to the house.

8.His mother loved to hear his whistle, for it told her that her dear boy was coming home.His little dog would run to meet him.He would bark and wag his tail for joy when he saw James coming, for he missed his little playfellow.

9.When James became older，he went to school to Mr.William Wells.Mr.Wells was a fine teacher, and he studied with him for many years.

学校的时光

1.詹姆斯.罗素.洛威尔该上学了。学校不大，就在他家附近。那时，孩子首先要学的是字母表。然后，他们学拼写，例如a-b拼一起ab，e-b拼一起eb，等等。

2.在洛威尔的学校，学生们齐声诵读他们的课文。老师似乎一眼就能看出谁学会了课文，谁还没有学会。如果哪个学生学习不用功，他就不得不戴上一顶标志差生的帽子。差生还得坐到一个高高的凳子上。

3.好学生会奖励漂亮的卡片让其带回家。要是哪个学生特别出色，老师会让他戴串着丝带的面值50美分的银币回家。但是，第二天他还要归还给老师。这所学校里，有些学生的家离得很远，他们就整天待在学校，并用锡桶带饭。

4.这些孩子们在学校里玩得多开心啊！他们常常把大头针压弯做成鱼钩去钓小鲦鱼。他们还把柳条当做马来骑着玩儿。

5.春天的时候，孩子们的衣兜里装满了石子、弹珠和陀螺。秋天的时候，孩子们会摘板栗，有时他们也会在湿地里挖甜甜的菖蒲根。

6.查尔斯河就在学校附近，静静的河面上不时有船只驶过。有时驾船的农夫会拉上詹姆斯一起回家。农夫常会对他讲起自己的马匹。詹姆斯听了，对农夫的骏马羡慕不已，而农夫就会哈哈大笑。他告诫詹姆斯千万别买小腿是白色的马。

7.老农夫是个彬彬有礼的人，不管见了谁都会鞠躬，以礼相待。詹姆斯对此印象很深。当船驶到通向詹姆斯家的小巷口时，他会告别农夫，吹着口哨，踏着秋天的落叶跑回家。

8.詹姆斯的妈妈喜欢听他的口哨，因为这表示她可爱的儿子回来了。詹姆斯的小狗也会跑上去迎接小主人。小狗一见到主人就开始一边汪汪地叫，一边快乐地摇着尾巴。因为小狗想念他的小玩伴。

9.詹姆斯年龄大些时，就上了威廉姆.威尔斯先生任教的学校。威尔斯先生是个好老师，他教了詹姆斯好多年。





NORTH WIND AND THE SHIP

frolic　嬉闹hinder 阻碍 rippled（ripple）　泛起涟漪（过去式）speed速度foam 泡沫escape 逃脱　masts（mast）　桅杆（复数）spread　传播　needles（needle）　针（复数）

1.“Now for a frolic!” said North Wind, one day.“I want to take a long run, with nothing to hinder me.I'll go out on the ocean.There are no hills or trees there, and I shall have a fine time.” So he went out on the sea and began to rush along at great speed.

2.The water rippled and grew white with foam under his footsteps, and the great waves began to rise and toss.“This is fun,” said North Wind, and he rushed on for many miles.He was going faster and faster when a ship appeared just ahead of him.It spread its sails like arms, and caught him.

3.“Let me go,” he cried, and tried to tear the sails from the mast.“No, indeed,” said the mast.“We have been waiting for you.You must take us home to the shore.”

4.North Wind was very angry; but he could not escape, so he drove the ship along before him.As he worked, he talked to the mast.“Where did you come from?” he asked.

5.“I came from a pine forest,” said the mast.“When I lived there，I was covered with brown bark.I had long branches and beautiful needles, which were my leaves, and they were green both in winter and in summer.”

6.“I lived there for many years, and then some men cut me down, and made me into a mast for a ship.I had to say ‘Good-bye’ to my long branches and my pretty needles; but I am glad to be of some use in the world.Some of the trees are cut into pieces and burned, but I stand as straight as ever.”

7.“So you do,” muttered North Wind, “and you put a stop to my fun.I do not care for masts.They make me too much work.If I find any trees like you, I shall blow them down or break them, so they will not be fit for masts.”

北风和船

1.一天，北风说：“现在该找个乐了啊！我想长跑，什么都别阻挡我。我要去海上，那里没有山也没有树，我会玩得很高兴的。”因此，他来到海上，开始迅速地飞奔起来。

2.在北风经过后，水面泛起了波纹，接着又激起了白色的泡沫，继而巨浪开始激荡。“太有趣了！”北风乐道。他一口气飞奔了好几英里。他越跑越快。突然，一只船出现在他前面。船扬起了胳膊一样的帆，抓住了北风。

3.“放开我，”北风叫道，并且试图把帆从桅杆上撕掉。“千万别，”桅杆阻止道, “我们一直在等你。你必须带我们回到岸边的家。”

4.北风勃然大怒，但是他无路可逃。因此，他不得不在帆后推着船前进。北风一边用力推，一边问桅杆：“你从哪里来啊？”

5.“我来自松树林。”桅杆答道，“我在树林里时，身上覆盖棕色的树皮，长着长长的枝干。我的叶子是漂亮的松针，四季常青。”

6.“我在那里生长了好多年，直到有人把我砍倒做成了船上的桅杆。我不得不向自己长长的枝干和好看的松针说‘再见’。然而，我很庆幸自己能成为这个世界上有用的东西。有些树被砍成木柴烧掉，但我仍和往常一样直立。”

7.“你确实有用啊！”北风嘟囔着，“你扫了我的兴啊。我才不管什么桅杆不桅杆呢。你们费了我好大的劲儿啊。要是让我遇到像你一样的树，我一定要把它们刮倒，摧毁它们，这样你们就成不了桅杆了。”





NORTH WIND AND THE PINE TREES

harbor 港口 gallop 飞快 broken(break) 折断（过去分词）breathed(breathe) 呼吸（过去式） caught(catch) 抓住（过去式） weight 重量 whirled(whirl) 使旋转（过去式） dashed(dash) 猛冲（过去式） fleecy 毛茸茸的

1.North Wind worked hard, and before many days the ship was safe in the harbor.“Now I am going to find that pine forest，” said North Wind, and he went off on a mad gallop.

2.After hunting about for some little time, he came upon a forest of pine trees.They were standing tall and straight, and were green and handsome.

3.“I'll blow them all down,” muttered North Wind, and he rushed upon them with great force.But they let him slip between their branches, and only bowed their tall trunks and whispered to one another.

4.North Wind tried again and again, but after all his efforts the trees were standing straight and strong as before.North Wind stopped to think.“I know what I will do，” he said.“You will be sorry that you kept those needles.I will pile them high with snow-flakes, and then your branches will break.”

5.“I once saw a forest when the snow had come early, and the leaves were still on the trees.Those leaves caught so many snow-flakes that the branches and some of the trees were broken.”

6.Then North Wind began blowing some clouds together, until he had a beautiful, white, fleecy mass.He then breathed upon them with his icy breath, and soon the snow-flakes began to fall.

7.How the wind danced！ He blew the snow-flakes upon the pine trees until they were white and their branches bent with the weight.“Ha! ha!” laughed he.“A few more, and crack will go your branches.No one will want you for masts.”

8.He took a great armful of the snow-flakes, whirled them about and dashed them upon the bending branches.Then he gave a roar and rushed upon them.

9.The branches trembled for a moment, and then bending, let the burden of snow slide off to the ground below.The branches spread once more, and the needles stood up as straight as ever.

10.The trees swayed toward one another, and the needles whis-pered about North Wind, and what fun it was to see him work.As for North Wind, he went home and let the pine trees alone for a long time.

Little white Lily sat by a stone,

Drooping and waiting till the sun shone.

Little white Lily sunshine has fed;

Little white Lily is lifting her head.

Little white Lily droopeth with pain,

Waiting and waiting for the wet rain.

Little white Lily holdeth her cup;

Rain is fast falling and filling it up.

Little white Lily smells very sweet,

On her head sunshine, rain at her feet.

Thanks to the sunshine, thanks to the rain!

Little white Lily is happy again.

北风和松林

1.北风很努力地工作，过了好几天，船终于安全靠岸了。“现在我要去找那片松树林了。”北风说完，就兴冲冲地飞奔而去。

2.四处搜寻了一会儿，他就来到了一片松树林。松树个个高挺直立，郁郁葱葱。

3.“我要把它们都刮倒。”北风边低声说，边用力冲向松树林。但是，松树让北风从枝干间刮过，自己只是弯着它们高大的树干互相窃窃私语。

4.北风试了又试，终究无功而返。松树依旧屹立不倒。北风停下来思忖道：“我知道该怎么办了。你们会为拥有这些松针而后悔。我会在它们上面堆满厚厚的积雪，这样一来，你们的枝干就会折断。”

5.“我曾经见过一片树林，由于雪来得比往年早，树叶还没有落。由于树叶积了太多的雪，把枝干甚至整棵树都压倒了。”

6.顷刻，北风开始聚集云层，直到云层变成一大片洁白美丽的羊毛块。接着，北风又向云层吹冷气。不一会儿，就开始下大雪了。

7.北风飞舞得好开心啊！他把雪花不断地刮向松树。松树变得雪白，枝干也被压得弯弯的。“哈！哈！”北风乐道，“再来一点，你们的枝干就会咔嚓断掉。没有人再会用你们做桅杆了。”

8.他抱起一大团雪花，让它们漫天飞舞，不断冲向压得弯弯的枝干。接着，他大吼一声，冲向松树。

9.松树枝颤抖了一下，又弯了下来，把身上的积雪抖落到了地上。树枝又伸展开来，松针也像原来一样直直地耸立着。

10.松树互相摇摆，松针低声议论着北风。看北风费劲是多么有趣啊！而北风呢，他再也顾不上松树林，灰溜溜地回家了。

小小百合坐石旁，

低头等待太阳光。

小小百合阳光照，

小小百合抬头闹。

小小百合心儿伤，

不断等待雨来到。

小小百合把花翘，

雨点急落花杯满。

小小百合气味香，

上有阳光下有雨。

感谢阳光感谢雨，

小小百合复欢颜。





HOWLULUGOTLOST

squeezed(squeeze) 挤压（过去式）village 村庄 departed(depart) 离开（过去式）presently 现在 vanished(vanish) 消失（过去式） undressed(undress) 脱掉（过去式） frightened(frighten) 惊吓（过去式） wailing(wail) 哭叫（现在分词） coaxed(coax) 哄骗（过去式）rubbing 拓本 streak 条纹 whippoorwills(whippoorwill) 北美夜鹰（复数）

1.Lulu was a little black-eyed girl, with a slight, dancing figure, a delicate face, and a blue and white sun-bonnet.Whoever saw Lulufrom six o'clock in the morning until six in the evening was sure to see that same little sun-bonnet.

2.Lulu must have been about three years old when she “got lost.” If you wait a minute, I will tell you how I know.One day as I sat by my work-table, sewing busily, she came quietly into the room, — Minnie, blue sun-bonnet, and all, — and seated herself in a little chair by my side.

3.I patted the tiny, wistful face, and then turned to my work again.Those button-holes must be finished before dark! After a while the brown head rested against my arm, and at length a low, tearful voice beside me said, “If I had a little girl, just about three years old, I should pet her a great deal！”

4.Down went the work.Button-holes were of small account after that！ “Pet her a great deal!” Children, Lulu is a tall girl now, taller than any of you; but I do not think she has ever lacked petting from that day to this.So I know Lulu must have been “just about three years old” when she got lost.

5.A few days after that, as we were all at the tea-table, — Minnie, head downward, squeezed into the high-chair with Lulu, and the sun-bonnet tossed upon the sofa, — the little girl's papa said, “ I must drive to the village after tea; couldn't I take Lulu with me?”“O no!” I answered.“It is too late.She must go to bed in half an hour.”

6.Lulu opened her eyes wide, but said nothing.Presently she finished her bread and butter, slipped down from her chair, took Minnie (wrong end up, of course) and the sun-bonnet, and vanished.

In half an hour I said to her nurse, “Louise, you had better go and find Lulu.It is time she was undressed.”

7.Louise departed; and I heard her out in the yard calling “Lulu! Lulu!” But no sweet, childish voice replied.I traced Louise, by the sound, from swing to garden, from garden to corn-house, from corn-house to barn.Then, growing uneasy, I went out.

8.“What is it, Louise? Can't you find Lulu?”

“No, ma'am，” she answered，“I can't find her anywhere.”

I rushed to the kitchen.“Mary, have you seen anything of Lulu?”

9.By that time Louise and I had become frightened.Our nearest neighbor was nearly half a mile off, and the child was not in the habit of going to the creek alone.

“Louise,” I said, “do you go up the road to Mr.Van Arm's.I'll take Hugh and go down to the creek.”

10.We started in different directions as soon as possible.As I passed the barn-yard, I shouted to Hugh, “Hugh, leave your milking, and come with me.”

How I hurried down the lane, looking behind every pile of boards, peering beneath every bush, and calling “Lulu！ Lulu!” at every step.

11.She was not to be found.There were no traces of her at the creek; no little footprints in the sand, no sign of doll or sun-bonnet.I glanced once, and only once, down into the clear water.I could not look there for my darling, — not yet.

12.It was after sundown, and I hastened back to the house.The whippoorwills were wailing in the woods.The shrill scream of the katydids sounded from the nearer trees.I shivered in the damp night air.But where was Lulu? O, if her father were only here！

13.As if in answer to my wish he drove into the yard at that very moment.I flew to his side and told him all there was to tell.

“Don't be frightened, dear,”he said.“The darling can't be far off.”

14.But half an hour afterward, when there was just a faint streak of daylight in the west, he took my hand in his and led me into the house.

“You can be of no use here,” he said.“Go in and stay with little Willie.He needs you.”

15.I obeyed him, casting but one glance at his face, which was pale and anxious.Taking the baby from his cradle, I undressed him, my heart growing more and more heavy.Night was darkening the earth, and where was my child, — the one little daughter that God had given me?

16.Louise came in with warm milk for Willie.Her cheeks were wet.

“They've gone down to the creek again,” she said.

That was why I had been coaxed into the house, then.My head sank into my hands, and for the first time that night I wept.

17.But just at that moment the door flew open, and there stood Miss Lulu, — her hair in a tumbled state, a look of sleepy wonder in her great, dark eyes, Minnie tucked under one arm, and the sun-bonnet under the other.I laughed and cried in the same breath.

18.“O Lulu！ My child！ We thought you were lost, were drowned.Where were you? Where was mamma's darling?”

“I don't know.Asleep, I guess,” she said, rubbing her eyes in an absent sort of way.

19.“But your hair is full of straws, and your dress is in such a tumble！ Where has Lulu been? Tell mamma!” I added, clasping my treasure closely to my heart, while I covered the little face with kisses.“Where have you been ever since tea?”

“In papa's big wagon, under the seat!”

20.The child had climbed into a great wagon that stood in one corner of the yard, as soon as she left the tea-table; and, feeling tired, had crept under the seat, with Minnie in her arms, and fallen fast asleep.We had passed the wagon at least a dozen times, but she was hidden, and no one thought of looking there.

21.“What did you get into the wagon for?” I asked.“You'll hurt yourself some time, climbing into all sorts of places.”

“Lulu and Minnie going to ride,” she said, patting my cheek softly.“Mamma said, ‘too late to go to the village with papa.’ So we take just a little ride in the big wagon.”

露露迷路

1.小女孩露露长着一双黑眼睛，眉清目秀。她身材苗条，戴着一顶蓝白相间的太阳帽。从早上6点到晚上6点，不管谁见到露露，都会看见她戴着同样的小帽子。

2.露露“迷路”时，她大概已经有3岁了。不要着急，听我给你慢慢道来。一天，我正坐在桌前忙着缝衣服，她悄悄地进了房间——手里拿着米妮，头上戴着蓝色的太阳帽——在我旁边的小椅子上坐了下来。

3.我拍了拍她充满渴望的小脸，接着又重新干我的活儿。天黑之前，我必须缝完这些扣眼啊！没过一会儿，一头棕发的露露就把自己的脑袋靠到了我的胳膊上。最后，她在我身边用低低的几乎哭出来的声音说：“要是我有个只有3岁的小女儿的话，我会加倍宠爱她的！”

4.我放下手上的活儿，和女儿的话比，钉扣子一点儿都不重要！“加倍宠爱她！”孩子们，现在露露是个高个女孩，比你们都高，但是，我认为她一直都不缺少父母的宠爱。所以，露露迷路时，我认为她“才仅仅3周岁大”。

5.几天以后，我们一家在喝下午茶时，米妮头朝下，被露露压在自己的高脚凳上，露露的太阳帽则被她乱扔到沙发上。小女孩的爸爸说：“喝完茶，我得去村里一趟。要不把露露也带上吧？”“啊，别！”我答道，“天太晚了。半小时后，她得上床睡觉了。”

6.露露睁大了眼睛，一句话也不说。她立刻吃完自己的面包和黄油，滑下凳子，拿上米妮（当然是头朝下）和太阳帽，跑掉了。

半小时后，我对她的保姆说：“路易斯，你最好去把露露找来，她该脱衣服睡觉了。”

7.路易斯出去了。我听到她在院子里喊“露露！露露！”，但是听不到露露甜美的、稚嫩的回应。顺着路易斯的喊声，我从荡秋千处找到花园里，又从花园找到谷仓，从谷仓又找到牲口棚。那时，我开始不安起来，我来到了房子外面。

8.“怎么样，路易斯？找到露露没？”

“没有啊，夫人，”她答道，“我哪也找不到她。”

我跑到厨房。“玛丽，你看到露露没？”

9.到那时，我和路易斯都害怕起来。我们最近的邻居离这里有半英里远，露露也没有独自去溪边的习惯。

“路易斯，”我说道，“你上范.阿姆先生那儿去找找，我和休去溪边看看。”

10.我们立刻朝不同的方向出发了。当我经过谷场时，我冲着休喊道：“休，别挤奶了，跟我来。”

我飞快地赶路，找遍了每一堆木头和灌木丛，每走一步都不停地喊着：“露露！露露！”

11.露露还是没有找到。溪边没有她的任何痕迹，沙滩上没有她的脚印，也找不到她的玩偶和太阳帽。我只看了一眼溪水，只看了一眼那清澈的溪水。我不能从那里找我的宝贝，还没找到。

12.我匆忙赶回家时，天已经黑了。夜鹰在树林里哀号着，山蝈蝈在附近的树上发出刺耳的尖叫。湿冷的夜气袭来，我不禁颤抖起来。露露到底在哪儿啊？要是她爸爸在就好了！

13.就在这时，像圆我的愿似的，她爸爸的车开到了院子里。我飞奔到他身旁，告诉了他事情的原委。

“亲爱的，不用害怕！”他安慰道，“宝贝不会走远的。”

14.但是，又过了半小时，这时再也看不到太阳的一丝影子了。他牵着我的手，把我带到房子里。

“你在这儿也无济于事，”他说道，“回去照看一下威利吧，他需要你。”

15.我听从了他，看了一眼他苍白而焦急的脸。我把婴儿从摇篮里抱出来，给他脱了衣服，心情变得越来越沉重。夜色降临大地，我的孩子在哪里啊？上帝赐予我的小女儿在哪里啊？

16.路易斯给威利拿来了热牛奶，她的眼睛红红的。

“他们又去溪边找去了。”她哽咽道。

这时，我才明白自己是被骗到屋子里的。我把头埋在自己的双臂里，这天夜里第一次掉泪。

17.然而，就在此刻，房门突然打开了，露露小姐就站在门口。她的头发乱乱的，大大的黑眼珠显出一丝略带睡意的好奇。她一只胳膊掖着米妮，另一只掖着太阳帽。我一时悲喜交加。

18.“啊，露露！我的宝贝！我们都以为你丢了，掉到河里了。你去哪儿了？妈妈的心肝去哪儿了？”

“我不知道。我想自己是困了。”她边说，边毫不在乎地揉着自己的眼睛。

19.“看你的头发上都是稻草，衣服也这么乱！露露去哪里了？告诉妈妈！”我追问道，同时把自己的宝贝紧紧地抱住，使劲地亲她的小脸。“喝完茶，你到底去哪里了？”

“在爸爸大马车的座位下！”

20.这个孩子一喝完茶就爬到了停在院子角上的大马车里。她感到困了，就爬到座位下面，手里拿着米妮，很快就睡着了。我们好几次都从马车面前经过，但是她藏在下面，没人会想起去那里找她。

21.“你进马车里干什么啊？”我问道，“你爬高爬低的，会摔到自己的。”

“露露和米妮要去坐马车，”她边说边轻轻地拍我的脸颊，“妈妈说，‘太晚了不让跟爸爸去村里’。所以我们就坐大马车去了。”





THE TOWN MUSICIANS （PART Ⅰ）

discovered(discover) 发现（过去式） determined(determine) 决定（过去式） musical 音调优美的 Bremen 不来梅 gasping(gasp) 喘息（现在分词） dismal 阴沉的 experience 经验 accustomed(accustom) 使习惯（过去式） fugitives(fugitive)亡命者（复数） summit顶点，最高层 rooster 公鸡 proposal 提议

1.A donkey who had carried sacks to the mill for his master during many long years, felt his strength fail at last, so that he could no longer work for his living.

2.His master thought of getting rid of his old servant, that he might save the expense of his food.But the donkey discovered his intentions, and determined to run away.

3.So he took the road to Bremen, where he had often heard the street band playing, and he thought he could be as musical as they were.

4.He had not traveled far when he saw a hound lying on the road, and gasping for breath, as if he were tired of running.

“Why are you panting so, friend?” asked the donkey.

5.“Ah” he replied, “now that I am old, and get each day weaker and weaker, I can no more go to the hunt, and my master has ordered me to be killed, so I have run away, but how I am to earn my living I don't know.”

6.“Will you go with me?” said the donkey.“Do you know I am going to try my fortune as a street musician in Bremen; I think you and I could easily earn a living by music; I can play the lute, and you can beat the kettle-drum.”

7.The dog was quite contented, and so they both walked on together.

Not long after, they saw a cat sitting in the road with a face as dismal as three days of rainy weather.

“Now what has come across you, old cat?” asked the donkey.

8.“How can one be merry when one has a collar on?” said the cat.“Now I am getting old, and my teeth have become stumps, I cannot catch mice, and I like to lie behind the stove and purr, but when I found they were going to drown me and my wife, I ran away as fast as I could.My experience has cost me dear, and now what am I to do?”

9.“Go with us to Bremen，” said the donkey, “you are accustomed to perform night music, I know, so you can easily become a street musician in the town.”

“With all my heart,” said the cat, so he walked on with them.

10.After traveling some little distance the three friends came to a farm-yard, and on the gate stood a rooster crowing with all his might.

“Why are you standing there and screaming so?” said the donkey.

11.“I will tell you,” replied the rooster.“I foretold fine weather at Lady-Day, and there was fine weather, but the housekeeper has no pity, for I heard the cook say that there is company coming on Sunday, and she shall want me put into the soup.”

“So this evening I expect to lose my head; therefore I shall crow at the top of my voice as long as I can.”

12.“Listen, Red Comb,” said the donkey, “would you like to run away with us? We are going to Bremen, and you will find something better there than to be made into soup; you have a fine voice, and we are all musical by nature.”

13.The rooster readily fell in with this proposal, and they all four went away together!

They could not, however, reach Bremen in one day, and evening came on just as they entered a wood, so they decided to stay all night.

14.The donkey and the dog laid themselves down under a large tree, but the cat made himself comfortable on the branches.The rooster flew to the top of the tree, where he felt himself quite safe.

小镇音乐家 (第一部分)

1.一头毛驴在为主人拉了多年磨后，最后觉得自己力不从心，再也无法靠拉磨为生了。

2.他的主人也想除掉自己的老奴仆，以便省下喂他的饲料钱。然而，毛驴发现了主人的企图，决定逃跑。

3.因此，他取道去不来梅。他常听街头乐队演奏。他也想像他们一样搞音乐。

4.没走多远，他就看到一只猎犬躺在路上，大口大口地喘气，似乎跑得太快累的。

“朋友，你为什么这么气喘吁吁啊？”毛驴问道。

5.“啊，”猎狗答道，“还不是因为我老了，一天不如一天有力气了，我不能打猎了，我的主人就想杀掉我。所以，我就逃跑了，可是不知道自己该如何生活啊。”

6.“你愿意跟我走吗？”毛驴问道，“你知道我想去不来梅试试自己的运气，做个街头乐手。我们一起可以很容易以卖艺为生，我可以吹笛子，而你可以打鼓。”

7.猎狗深以为然，这样他们就结伴而行。

没走多远，他们看到一只猫坐在路上，愁眉不展。

“老伙计，你这是怎么了？”毛驴问道。

8.“一个人有难言之痛，他能乐得起来吗？”猫说道，“我现在老了，牙齿都快掉完了。我再也不能抓老鼠了，我只想躺在灶台后面打盹，而当我发现主人想淹死我和我的妻子时，我尽快逃了出来。我抓了一辈子老鼠，现在让我干什么呢？”

9.“和我们一起去不来梅吧，”毛驴说道，“我知道你擅长演奏夜曲，你可以很容易就变成镇里的街头乐手。”

“再好不过了。”猫说完就一起上路了。

10.他们三个刚走了一小段路，就来到了一个农场的院子外。一只公鸡站在院子门口用尽全力鸣叫。

“你为什么站在这里哀号啊？”毛驴问到。

11.“让我告诉你，”公鸡答道，“在报喜日，我预告好天气，结果，就是好天气。但是，主人没有一点儿怜悯心，我听厨师说主人的朋友礼拜天要来，她想把我做成鸡汤款待朋友。”

“所以，今天晚上，我就要被砍头了。现在趁自己还能叫，我就想尽情地鸣叫。”

12.“听着，红鸡冠，”毛驴说，“你想和我们一起逃生吗？我们要去不来梅，在那里你会找到新营生，总比做成鸡汤强。你嗓子好，我们都是天生的音乐家。”

13.公鸡迫不及待地答应了，他们四个一起离开了。

无论如何，他们一天时间也赶不到不来梅。天黑了，他们走进了一片树林，于是决定在这里过夜。

14.毛驴和猎狗在一棵大树下睡下了，猫则舒服地睡在树枝上。公鸡飞到树冠上，在那里他感到非常安全。





THE TOWN MUSICIANS （PART Ⅱ）

position 位置 harborofrefuge 避难港 consulted(consult) 商量（过去式） approached(approach) 走进（过去式）accomplished(accomplish) 实现（过去式） tremendous 极大的

1.Before they slept, the rooster, who from his high position could see to all points of the compass, discovered in the distance a tiny light burn-ing, and calling to his comrades, told them he was sure that they were not far from a house in which a light was shining.

2.“Then,” said the donkey, “we must go on to this light, for there is plainly a refuge for us.” And the hound said he should be glad of a little piece of meat, or some bones, if he could get nothing else.

3.So they were very soon on their way to the place where the light shone, and it grew larger and brighter as they approached, till they saw that it came from the window of a robber's cave.The donkey, who was the tallest, went near and looked in.

4.“What is to be seen, old donkey?” said the rooster.

“What do I see?” answered the donkey, “why a table laid out with plenty to eat and drink, and robbers sitting at it and enjoying themselves.”

5.“That ought to be our supper.” said the rooster.

“Yes, yes,” the donkey replied, “if we were only inside.” Then the animals consulted together as to what they had better do to drive the robbers away; at last they fixed upon a plan.

6.The donkey was to stand on his hind legs and place his fore feet on the window-sill, and the dog to stand on his back.The cat was then to climb on the dog; and, above them all, the rooster promised to fly and perch on the cat's back.

7.As soon as this was done, at a signal given, they all began to perform their music together.The donkey brayed, the hound barked, the cat mewed, and the rooster crowed.

The robbers, hearing such a horrible outcry above them, fled in great terror to the wood behind the house.

8.Then our four comrades rushed in, placed themselves near or upon the table, and took whatever was before them, which the robbers had left, and ate as if they had been hungry for a month.

When the four musicians had finished, they put out the light, and each found a sleeping-place most easy and suitable to his nature and habits.

9.The donkey laid himself down at full length in the yard, the dog crouched behind the door, the cat rolled himself up on the hearthamong the warm ashes, while the rooster perched on the beam in the roof; and they were all so tired with their long journey that they were soon fast asleep.

10.About midnight, one of the robbers from a distance, seeing that the light was out and all quiet, told their chief, who said —

“I do not think there has been any cause for fear after all.”

Then he called one of their number and sent him to the house to see if it was all right.

11.The messenger, finding everything still, went into the kitchen to strike a light, and seeing the glaring fiery eyes of the cat looking like a live coal, held a match towards them that he might set fire to it.But puss flew up, spit on him, and scratched his face.

12.This frightened him so terribly that he rushed to the door; but the dog, who lay there, sprang out upon him and bit him in the leg as he went by.

13.In the court he ran against the donkey, who gave him a kick with his hind foot, while the rooster on the beam, aroused by the noise, became alive and brisk in a moment, and cried out as loudly as he could, “Cock-a-doodle-doo.”

14.Then the robber ran back as fast as he could to his chief.

“Ah, me,” he said, “in that house is a horrible witch who flew at me, and scratched me down the face with her long fingers.Then by the door stood a man with a knife who stabbed me in the leg.”　

“Out in the court lay a black monster who struck me a violent blow with his wooden leg; and up in the roof sat the judge who cried, ‘Bring me the scoundrels here.’ On that I made off as fast as possible.”

15.From the moment that they heard this, the robbers never again entered the house, but escaped as quickly from the place as they could.The four musicians found themselves in such good quarters that they would not leave, and the last heard of them was, that they intended to remain there.

小镇音乐家 （第二部分）

1.正当他们入睡时，站在高处、眼观六路、耳听八方的公鸡发现远处有一点亮光。公鸡立即叫醒自己的同伴，告诉他们不远处有一个亮灯的人家。

2.“既然这样，我们就去找那个亮光，通常会有我们栖居之所的。”毛驴说道。猎狗说，要是能得到一小块肉或者几块骨头那就再好不过了。

3.因此，他们立即朝着亮光的地方赶去。他们越靠近，亮光就变得越大，越亮。最后，他们来到一个强盗窟的窗户前。个子最高的毛驴走上前去查看。

4.“伙计，看到什么了？”公鸡问道。

“看到什么？”毛驴答道，“啊，强盗们正围坐在桌边，尽情地享用桌上的美味佳肴呢。”

5.“这些应该是我们的晚餐。”公鸡说道。

“是啊，是啊，”毛驴应道，“只要我们能进去。”动物们一起商议如何把强盗引出来。最后，他们想出一计。

6.毛驴抬起两个前腿搭在窗棂上，猎狗站在毛驴的背上，猫则站在猎狗的背上，公鸡飞到猫的背上。

7.他们各自站好后，大家发了一个信号，然后开始一起演奏各自的音乐。毛驴啊呃，猎狗汪汪，猫喵喵，公鸡喔喔。

强盗们听到身边这么可怕的叫声，纷纷逃向屋后的树林。

8.于是四个伙伴坐到桌子旁边，心满意足地大吃大喝剩下的东西，好像饿了一个月的样子。

这四个“音乐家”吃完之后，吹熄灯火，按照各自的天性去找舒服的地方睡觉。

9.驴子躺在粪堆上，狗躺在门后面，猫躺在灶里热灰中间，公鸡蹲在屋梁上面。它们走了

很远的路，很疲倦，不久就睡着了。

10.半夜过去了，强盗们从远处看到屋里没有灯，一切似乎都安静。

头目说：“我们不要害怕。”

于是，他派一个人到屋子里去侦察。

11.派去的人看到一切都很安静，就到厨房里去点灯。他把火红的猫眼睛当做燃烧的煤炭，拿着硫黄火柴想去点火。但是猫跳到他脸上，又啐又抓。

12.他吓了一跳，赶快跳起来，想从后门出去。狗躺在那里，跳起来就咬他的腿。

13.他跑过院子，来到粪堆旁边，驴子又用后蹄重重地踢了他一脚。公鸡已被叫嚣的声音惊醒了，从梁上朝下叫：“喔喔喔喔！”

14.强盗尽力跑到头目那里，说：“啊，那屋里坐着一个很凶的巫婆，她向我吹气，用长指甲抓我的脸；门口站着一个人，手里拿着一把刀，戳我的腿；院子里躺着一个黑怪物，用木棍向我乱打；屋顶上坐着法官，叫道：‘把那个坏蛋给我带过来。’我只得赶快跑了。”

15.从此，强盗们再不敢到那座房子里面去了，赶快逃到了一个安全的地方。四个“音乐家”住了下来，非常高兴，他们不用再往别处去了。





THE OWL

When cats run home and light is come,

And dew is cold upon the ground,

And the far-off stream, is dumb,

And the whirring sail goes round;

And the whirring sail goes round;

Alone and warming his five wits,

The white owl in the belfry sits.

AlfredTennyson

猫头鹰

当猫儿回家夜灯初亮，

清凉凉露水降地上，

远处的溪水静流淌，

船儿的风帆呼呼响，

船儿的风帆呼呼响；

独自清醒它的头脑，

白猫头鹰坐钟楼上。

阿尔弗雷德.􀅰丁尼生





LOWELL'S YOUTH

witty 机智的 course　课程 Blanche 布兰奇 twinkled(twinkle) 闪亮（过去式） lawyer 律师 piazza 广场 hinders(hinder) 阻碍（第三人称单数）　stretch 伸展practice 练习

1.When James Russell Lowell was fifteen years old, he entered Harvard College.

He learned his lessons very easily, but loved to read poetry better than to study.

2.Elmwood was full of books and James had always loved to read them.His mother was a help to him in choosing his books and talking of them to him.He admired noble men and women, and grand thoughts.

He was very quick and bright, and made witty answers; but was always kind-hearted.He was a good son and a firm friend.

3.He wrote very fine letters, and often put his thoughts into verse.

After his course at Harvard, he went to the Law School and intended to be a lawyer; but he loved poetry better than the law books, and soon gave up his practice.

4.His first book of poems was written in 1840, when he was twenty-one years of age.It was called “A Year's Life.”

About this time, Mr.Lowell, as we must call him now, met a young lady named Maria White.She was beautiful and good, and he loved her dearly.

5.She had a sweet voice and used to sing and recite verses.When the young people were together they often said, “Maria, will you sing for us?”

Then she would sing some sweet songs as they sat out under the trees or on the piazza.Sometimes she answered, “I would rather say than sing，” and then recited some poem.She wrote poems also.

6.She and Mr.Lowell were married in 1845.Mrs.Lowell was a lovely lady, and Elmwood was a very happy home with her sweet life in it.She was gentle and fair as a lily, and seemed to make everything she touched more beautiful.

7.A dear little baby was born at Elmwood.Her name was Blanche.She was a happy baby and soon learned to know her father, who loved to take care of her.

8.“Our little Blanche is everything to us,” he wrote to a friend.“She almost hinders me from doing anything but tend and look at her.She is said by everybody to be a fine child.” He said it was worth going a long distance to see her in the morning.She would stretch out her hands for her father and smile from her lips to her eyelids.Her hair was so golden that Mr.Lowell said the light of Heaven was in it.

9.Little Blanche lived for about a year.Then God took her.Mr.Lowell missed his dear little baby very much.He hung her shoes over her picture in his study, and thought very often of his dear little one.

10.One morning when Mr.Lowell looked from his window, he saw a beautiful sight.The snow had been falling all night and was heaped upon the trees and fences.A flock of snow-birds flew by like a whirl of brown leaves.

11.His daughter Mabel looked up into her father's face saying, “Father, who makes it snow?” He took her in his arms and told her how God sends the snow to cover the roots, sleeping through the winter.

12.Then he thought how God helped him to bear his sorrow hour by hour, as the snow-flakes fall, and whispered, —...“The merciful Father.

Alone can make it fall.”Then he kissed his little girl, and she kissed him; but his eyes were looking beyond to the churchyard, and the kiss was for Baby Blanche.

青年洛威尔

1.詹姆斯.罗素.洛威尔15岁那年，进入哈佛大学读书。

学校的课程对他来说非常容易。与做研究比，他更喜欢读诗。

2.埃尔姆伍德有很多藏书。詹姆斯一向喜欢阅读。他的母亲帮助他选择书籍，并和他交流读书心得。他佩服书里描述的高尚的男人和女人，以及伟大的思想。

他才思敏捷，头脑清醒，经常作出机智的回答，并且他的心地也很善良。他既是一个好儿子，也是一个坚定的朋友。

3.他写的信文笔非常优美，充满了诗情画意。

在完成了哈佛大学的课程后，他去了一所法律学校并打算成为一名律师。然而，与法律书籍比起来，他还是更爱诗歌，因此不久他就放弃了做律师的打算。

4.1840年，洛威尔21岁时，发表了自己的第一本诗集。诗集被命名为《一年的生活》。

正是在这个时候，洛威尔先生，我们现在必须这样叫他，遇到一位名叫玛丽亚.怀特的年轻女士。她美丽善良，洛威尔深深地爱上了她。

5.她嗓音甜美，经常吟诵诗句。年轻人聚在一起的时候，他们常常说：“玛丽亚，给我们唱首歌吧。”

然后，她会唱一些甜美的歌曲，听众们则会坐在树下或在广场上。有时，她会回答说：“这次，我来读些诗吧。”接着，就背诵了几首诗。她还自己写诗。

6.她和洛威尔先生于1845年结婚。洛威尔夫人是个可爱的女士，有她在埃尔姆伍德快乐甜蜜地生活着，那里就成了一个非常温馨幸福的家。她像百合一样美丽温柔，似乎能使自己触摸了的一切事物变得更加美好。

7.亲爱的小宝宝在埃尔姆伍德出生了。她叫布兰奇。她是一个快乐的宝宝，很快就能认识对自己照顾有加的父亲了。

8.“对我们来说，小布兰奇是我们的一切。”他在给一位朋友的信中这样写道。“她几乎妨碍我做任何事情，而只能盯着照顾她。所有的人都认为，她会成为一个好孩子。”他常说，虽然清晨要走很长的一段路才能见到她，但那也值得。她经常伸出自己的双臂要爸爸抱，同时嘴里和眼角都充满了笑容。她的头发是如此的金黄，以至于洛威尔先生说那一定是来自天上的光。

9.小布兰奇活到了1岁左右，上帝带走了她。洛威尔先生非常思念自己亲爱的小宝宝。在书房里，他把女儿的鞋悬挂在她画的画上，并经常想起这个可爱的小家伙。

10.一天早晨，当洛威尔先生从自家的窗口向外望时，他看到了一幅美丽的景象。雪下了一整夜，树木和栅栏上都堆满了雪。一群雪鸟像旋转下落的棕叶一样飞过。

11.他的女儿梅布尔抬头看着自己父亲的脸说：“爸爸，是谁创造了雪呢？”他把女儿抱在自己的怀里，告诉她上帝是如何使雪覆盖树根，以便它们能安然过冬。

12.雪花纷飞，洛威尔明白上帝如何帮助自己承受了那连绵的忧伤。他喃喃低语：……唯有慈爱的天父。

让雪花飘落。　接着，他亲吻了自己的小女儿，而她也回吻了父亲。这时，他放眼看到了墓地。这个吻是献给宝宝布兰奇的。





THE FIRST SNOW-FALL

gloaming 黄昏earl 伯爵 ridged 起皱的 ermine貂 flurries土堆Chanticleer 沉闷的 highway 公路 mound（量词）堆leaden 深灰色的

The snow had begun in the gloaming,

And busily all the night

Had been heaping field and highway

With a silence deep and white.

Every pine and fir and hemlock

Wore ermine too dear for an earl,

And the poorest twig on the elm tree

Was ridged inch-deep with pearl.

From sheds new-roofed with Carrara

Came Chanticleer's muffled crow,

The stiff rails softened to swan's-down

And still fluttered down the snow.

I stood and watched by the window

The noiseless work of the sky,

And the sudden flurries of snow-birds,

Like brown leaves whirling by.

I thought of a mound in sweet Auburn

Where a little headstone stood;

How the flakes were folding it gently.

As did robins the babes in the wood.

Up spake our own little Mabel,

Saying, “Father, who makes it snow?”

And I told of the good All-father

Who cares for us all below.

Again I looked at the snow-fall,

And thought of the leaden sky

That arched o'er our first great sorrow

When that mound was heaped so high.

I remembered the gradual patience

That fell from that cloud like snow,

Flake by flake, healing and hiding

The scar that renewed our woe.

And again to the child I whispered,

“The snow that husheth all,

Darling, the merciful Father

Alone can make it fall！”

Then with eyes that saw not, I kissed her;

And she, kissing back, could not know

That my kiss was given to her sister,

Folded close under deepening snow.

James Eussell Lowell

第一场降雪

黄昏时雪开始下，

一整夜都下个不停，

田野和道路上都堆满了

静默而洁白的雪。

每一棵松树、冷杉和铁杉

都披上了伯爵穿的昂贵的貂皮，

就连最普通的榆树枝

也戴上了沉沉的珍珠项链。

从棚屋新镶嵌的大理石屋顶

传来了雄鸡低沉的鸣叫，

僵硬的围栏被软化成天鹅绒，

雪，依然飘扬。

我在窗前伫立、凝望，

天空无声地运作着。

雪鸟突然飞过，

像棕色叶子旋转着飘去。

我想起奥本那座甜蜜温馨中的土丘，

那里矗立着一个小墓碑；

雪花如此轻柔地将它覆盖，

就像树林里可爱的知更鸟那样。

我们的小梅布尔开口说话，

她说：“爸爸，是谁创造了雪？”

我告诉她是仁慈的天父，

他关注我们世间所有的人。

我又看了看落雪，

想起那个铅一样沉重的天空

笼罩着我们第一次巨大的悲伤，

那时，土丘堆得好高。

心渐渐地平复，

像雪花从云中飘落，

一片又一片，治愈着，隐藏着

那唤起我们忧伤的创痕。

我再次对孩子低语，

“雪沉静了一切。

亲爱的，唯有慈爱的天父

让雪花飘落！”

于是眼睛模糊了，我吻了她，

她回吻了我，一无所知。

我的吻是献给她姐姐的，

在厚重的雪下面覆盖着。

詹姆斯.罗素.洛威尔





THE BOY WHO TRIED

gentleman 绅士 newspapers(newspaper) 报纸（复数）earnest 诚恳的 happened(happen)发生（过去式） breakfast 早饭yesterday 昨天 practised(practise)练习（过去式）situation位置 advertisement 广告

1.Some time ago there was a gentleman in Boston who was in business and had a large store.He wanted a boy, and he put an advertisement in the newspapers.The next morning, about nine o'clock, a dozen boys had come to the gentleman's office, to apply for the situation.

2.The gentleman went in, and looked at them.They were all nice-looking boys, tidy and earnest.They looked as if they really wanted to get something to do.He hardly knew how to make up his mind which one to take.

3.So at last he said, “Boys, you all want this place; but I can take only one of you; and I am going to take rather a queer way of finding out which boy I will have.”

4.There was a post by his desk, and there was a nail driven straight in.He took a walking-stick and said, “The first boy that can strike that nail on the head with this stick twice out of three times shall have the place.”

5.One boy jumped up; he thought it was very easy; —“I will do it.” He got the stick, and walked steadily up.Whack！ On that side.He walked up again.Whack！ On this side.He walked up again.Whack！ And he went under it, and gave it up.They all tried, and none of them could do it.So the gentleman said, “Boys, you won't do; I cannot take any of you,” and they went off.

6.He kept the advertisement in the papers, and the next morning another lots of boys came, and among them he saw one who had been there the day before; and he said, “My lad, weren't you here yesterday?”

“Yes, sir,” replied the boy.

“You did not hit the nail then,” said the gentleman; “can you hit it now?”

“I think I can.”; and with that the boy took the stick and walked straight up.Whack! He struck it plump on the head！

7.“Ah,” said the gentleman, “you just happened to do it that time; you can't do it again.”

Whack！ Plump on the head of it, went the stick the second time.

“Now, do it again.” said the man.

Whack! Plump on the head he struck it the third time！

“Well,” said the gentleman, “will you tell me how you did that?”

8.“Yes,” said the boy, “when I left here yesterday, I knew the thing could be done, or you would not have asked us to do it; and I thought that if I kept on trying a while, I could do it.So I went home, and got mother to give me a hammer, a nail, and a broomstick.I went into the yard, drove a nail into the fence, and practised all day with the broomstick, till I could do it; and I got up an hour before breakfast this morning, and tried again,”

9.The gentleman said, “you are the boy for me,” and gave him the situation.Whatever the boy had to do he tried to do his best; and it was not very long before he became the chief clerk in the store.

勇于尝试的男孩

1.从前，有一位绅士在波士顿做生意，开了一个规模很大的商店。他想要雇用一个男孩。因此，在报纸上登了一则招聘广告。第二天早上大约9点钟，十几个男孩来到绅士的办公室，应聘这个职位。

2.绅士来到办公室，看着这些应聘者。他们都外表俊朗，衣着整洁，一脸诚恳的样子，看上去都一本正经。他简直不知道该录用哪一个。

3.绅士最终说：“孩子们，你们都想要这个职位。但是，我只能录用你们当中的一个。我要采取特殊的方式找到自己想要的男孩。”

4.在他的书桌边有一根柱子，一颗钉子直直地钉在上面。他拿起一根手杖，说：“你们每个人都用这根手杖击打钉头三次，谁能首先两次击中就能得到这个职位。”

5.一个男孩跳了起来，他认为这也太容易了。“让我来试试看。”他拿起手杖，径直走上前来。啪！偏左了。他又走上前。啪！偏右了。他再试一次。啪！偏下了。他不得不放弃了。他们都尝试了，可是谁也没做到。绅士说：“孩子们，你们都失败了，我谁也录用不了啊！”男孩们只好都离开了。

6.他继续在报纸上登广告。第二天早上，又来了许多男孩。在他们当中，绅士看见一个昨天来过的男孩。他问道：“小伙子，你昨天不是来过吗？”

“是的，先生！”男孩答道。

“你没有打到钉子吧。”绅士说，“现在你能击中它吗？”

“我想我能做到。”男孩边说，边拿起手杖径直走上前去。啪！他正中钉头!

7.“啊！”绅士叫道，“你这次只是碰巧做到的吧。你能再来一次吗？”

啪！手杖第二次正中钉头。

“再来一次。”绅士说道。

啪！第三次正中钉头！

“好吧，”绅士问到，“能告诉我你是怎样做的吗？”

8.“没问题，”男孩答道，“我昨天离开这里后，就觉得一定能做到，要不您也不会要求我们那样做。我想只要自己坚持练习一段时间，一定能成功。因此，我回到家，让妈妈给我找来一把锤子、一颗钉子和一个扫把。我来到院子里，把一颗钉子钉进篱笆里，然后就用扫把练习了一整天，直到自己能够做到。今天早晨，在吃早餐前一小时，我又练习了起来。”

9.绅士说：“你正是我想录用的啊！”绅士把职位给了这个男孩。这个男孩对自己的工作总是全力以赴，做到最好。不久，他就成了这家商店的首席职员。





LOWELL'S MANHOOD

Spain 西班牙Waverley 韦弗利London伦敦constant连续的 professor 教授monthly 每月的 noticed(notice) 注意（过去式）president 总统strength 力量magazine 杂志 cascade 倾泻linger　徘徊

1.Mr.Lowell's life at Elmwood was very happy.He spent many hours writing books of prose and poetry.His wife was a constant help to him, because of her loving interest in his work.

2.He took many long walks, sometimes following the Charles River or wandering in the woods by Fresh Pond.

He loved to climb the hills, visit the old oaks at Waverley or to linger beside the cascade at Beaver Brook.

3.While taking these walks, he noticed the birds, trees, and flowers.He knew the birds by their notes, the color of their feathers, and the way in which they flew through the air.

4.In 1851he and his wife went abroad for a year.Mrs.Lowell was not well, and he hoped the trip would give her strength, but she died in 1853.

On the night when she died a little baby was born in Mr.Longfellow's home, and this kind-hearted poet wrote a touching poem on the event and called it “The Two Angels.” The angel of life came to Mr.Longfellow's home while the angel of death came to that of his friend and neighbor.

5.In 1853he took Mr.Longfellow's place as professor at Harvard College, first going abroad to study.

Several years later he became editor of a magazine called the “Atlantic Monthly.”

When Mr.Hayes was president, Mr.Lowell was sent to Spain and later to London as Minister from America.

6.He loved his country and served it well for six years.He then came to America and spent his summers with his daughter, going back to England for the winter.

7.When his grandsons were ready for college, Mr.Lowell went with his daughter to the old home at Elmwood; but it seemed a lonely place to him, for he missed many dear faces.　

8.He died at his home in Cambridge in August, 1891, and his old friends will never forget him.He has left many friends who never saw his face, but who learned to know and love him through his writings.

成年洛威尔

1.洛威尔先生在埃尔姆伍德的生活非常快乐。他花了大量时间写散文和诗歌。他的妻子不断帮助他，因为她对自己丈夫的工作很感兴趣。

2.他经常长途步行，有时沿着查尔斯河或者在淡水池水库边上的森林中徘徊。

他喜欢爬山，查看韦弗利附近的老橡树，或流连在比弗布鲁克的小瀑布的后面。

3.他在散步的同时，也注意观察鸟类、树木和鲜花。他通过鸟类的叫声、羽毛的颜色以及它们在空中飞行的方式来辨别它们。

4.1851年，他和自己的妻子出国一年。洛威尔夫人的身体不太好，他希望这次旅行会使她的身体强壮起来。然而，她却于 1853年去世了。

她死的那天晚上，一个小婴儿在朗费罗先生的家出生了。这个心地善良的诗人为此写了一首动人的诗，诗的名字就叫《两个天使》。生命天使降临到朗费罗先生的家里，而死亡天使则来到了他的朋友和邻居的家里。

5.1853年，洛威尔接替朗费罗先生在哈佛大学任教授一职，第一次出国留学。

几年后，他成为一本被称为《大西洋月刊》杂志的主编。

在海斯总统任职期间，洛威尔先生先后被派到西班牙和伦敦就任美国驻外大使。

6.他爱自己的国家，并为她效忠六年之久。那段时期，他会回到美国与自己的女儿共度夏季，然后再到英国去过冬。

7.当自己的外孙准备上大学时，洛威尔先生与女儿一起回到了埃尔姆伍德的旧居。 物是人非，旧居对他来说似乎是一个孤独的地方，睹物思人，他不禁想起了自己亲爱的人的面孔。

8.1891年8月，洛威尔在剑桥的家中辞世。他的老朋友们将永远不会忘记他。他告别了很多从未谋面的朋友，这些人正是通过他的作品认识并且喜欢上了他。





JULIA C.R.DORR
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This is a picture of Mrs.Dorr.Her home is in Rutland, Vermont, on a hillside near Otter Creek.All about the house grow maple trees, and she calls her home “The Maples”.The view of the Green Mountains from her house is very beautiful.

The story called, “How Lulu got lost” on page twenty-five, was written by Mrs.Dorr.Lulu, who now has children of her own, is her only daughter.

The next story, about “Our Fanny,” was also written by this charming writer.Mrs.Dorr has written many beautiful poems and stories.

朱丽娅.C.R.多尔

　这是多尔夫人的一张照片。她的家位于佛蒙特州拉特兰郡奥特克里克附近的山边。房子的四周长满了枫树，因此她称自己的家为“枫林”。从她家房子看到的绿山非常漂亮。

在本书第25页（编者注：为原版书第25页）上的故事《露露迷路》就是多尔夫人写的。露露现在已经有了自己的孩子，她是多尔夫人的独生女。

下一个故事是关于《我们的范妮》，也是这个迷人的作家写的。多尔夫人创作了许多优美的诗歌和故事。





OUR FANNY （PART Ⅰ）

distracting(distract) 分散（现在分词）fortnight 两星期 ascended(ascend)　攀登（过去式） extended(extend) 延伸（过去式）clustered　丛生的bounded 有界限的 reflected(reflect) 反射（过去式）preparation 准备portfolio 公文包

1.Once for a whole fortnight it was very still at The Maples.Everything was in a state of order.Not a chair was out of place.The rug lay undisturbed upon the hearth, and the tables did not need dusting from one day's end to another.The truth was, that Lulu and Willie and Harry, with their papa and their big brother, had gone to visit uncles and aunts and cousins a great way off.

2.Mamma was not well enough to go on a journey with such a party of little people.So she helped pack the trunks and the lunch-basket, but toned up coats and cloaks about the eager, dancing figures that could scarcely keep still the while, kissed all the little faces, — said good-bye to everybody, and then seated herself at the little table in the library to write a story.

3.But she found the stillness more distracting than the patter of tiny feet and the murmur of childish voices.The brain children, both little and big, with whom she had to deal, would do and say just the things they should not have done and said.So at last she closed her portfolio in despair, and, hunting up her knitting work, determined to wait until her own real flesh-and-blood children, with their bright eyes and rosy cheeks, should come home again.

4.The fortnight came to an end at last, and one chilly evening in March, Mick drove to the depot to meet the returning travelers.The train was on time, and ere long carriage wheels slowly ascended the hill.Presently there was a rush, a murmur, a bursting open of the door; and a small whirlwind of coats, cloaks, extended arms, and laughing faces came in with the night air.

After all, it was a great deal better than the going away.　

“Isn't it funny?” said Willie.“We were so glad to go, and now we are ever so much more glad to come back！ ”

5.“O mamma! We've got her! We've got her!” shouted little Harry, trying to free himself from his muffler.

“Yes, and she is just the dearest little thing!”said Lulu, tossing her muff on the sofa.

“That's so!” cried Willie.“Mamma, you never saw such a pretty little creature in all your life.”

“Just about as tall as I,” added Harry, in his turn.

6.“A brown coat.” continued Willie.

“The tiniest little feet.” persisted Harry.

“You'll want to put your arms right round her neck and pet her,” cried Lulu.“Cousin Jule did.”

“Her name is Fanny,” said they all in one breath.

“And all her things are coming！ She's got —”

Here Master Will paused, for papa began to laugh at mamma's look.

7.“Whatever are you all talking about?” the latter asked at length.“Name Fanny; brown coat; tiny feet; as tall as Harry, and all her clothes coming! What —”

“O mamma! I didn't say clothes, I said things.” cried Willie, with a scream of laughter.

“But she's coming tomorrow, truly,” said Lulu gravely.

“Who? What are you talking about? Has Lulu found the little sister she has been hunting for, so many years?”

“Why mamma! don't you know, really?” shouted one and all.“We thought papa had written you all about it.”

8.Mamma shook her head.A hush fell upon the laughing group.

Then Lulu said, “Don't let us tell her, boys, and she will be so surprised tomorrow.”

“Agreed, ” said Willie.“But then there's Harry.He's so little, he'll be sure to tell.He can't keep a secret.”

“Ho! See if I can't,” said Harry, straightening himself up.“I can keep a secret just as well as if I was bigger.”

“I'll trust Harry,” said Lulu, laying her hand lovingly upon his head.“The real trouble is, that papa always tells mamma everything.”

9.Papa laughed.“Too true, little daughter.But I won't betray you this time.”

“Won't you tell, truly now?” and the light figures clustered about him like bees about a flower.

“Not a word; mamma shall be surprised tomorrow.”

“But, mamma,” whispered Lulu, as she came for her goodnight kiss, “it isn't the little sister.I only wish it was.”

我们的范妮（第一部分）

1.在枫林，一连两周都风平浪静。一切都按部就班，连一把椅子都没有乱放。壁炉边上的地毯铺得平平整整，桌面几天也不需要除尘。事实是，露露、威利和哈利，在他们的爸爸和哥哥的带领下，去看望远方的叔叔、阿姨和表兄弟了。

2.带领这么一帮小人儿去旅行，妈妈的身体可吃不消。因此，她帮着打包，备好餐盒，帮早已欢呼雀跃得难以自持的孩子们扣上大衣和斗篷的扣子。她亲吻了所有孩子的小脸，向每个人都说再见。然后，她坐在自己书房的小桌子边准备写一篇故事。

3.然而，她发现与孩子们小脚轻快的脚步声和幼稚的嗡嗡声相比，寂静更会让人分心。脑子里都是禁止孩子们说和做的事。所以，最后她无奈地合上了自己的文件夹，开始赶她的针线活儿。她决定要一直等到自己真实的有血有肉的孩子们回家来。他们有着明亮的眼睛和玫瑰色的脸颊。

4.两个星期的时间终于快到了。3月的一个寒冷的晚上，米克驾车到车站去接返回的旅行者。火车正点。不一会儿，长长的车轮慢慢地登上山顶。突然，传来一阵急冲、 一片窃窃私语和车门猛然打开的声音。大衣、 斗篷、挥舞的臂膀和乐开花的脸庞，带着夜晚的空气像一阵小旋风一样冲进房子里。

不管怎么说，这总比他们离开要好很多。

“真有趣，”威利说，“我们离开的时候很高兴，现在回到家更高兴！”

5.“啊，妈妈！我们见到她了！我们见到她了！” 小哈利一边喊，一边脱掉自己的围巾。

“是的，她真是个可爱的小家伙！” 露露一边说，一边把围巾扔到沙发上。

“真是这样！”威利叫道，“妈妈，你永远不会再看见比她更漂亮的小动物了。”

“和我一般高。”哈利在轮到他时说道。

6.“棕色的皮毛。”威利继续说道。

“有着世界上最小的脚。”哈里坚持道。

“你一定想把手放在她的脖子上抚摸她，”露露叫道，“表妹朱尔就这样做的。”

“她的名字叫范妮。”孩子异口同声道。

“关于她的一切你们都说了！她还有——”

这时威尔主人停了下来，因为爸爸看到妈妈一脸惊奇的表情，开始笑妈妈了。

7.“你们到底在说什么啊？”妈妈最后问道。“名字叫范妮，棕色皮毛，小小的脚，和哈利一样高，这就是她穿的衣服吗？到底是什么呢？”

“啊，妈妈！我可没说是衣服啊，我说的是身上的东西。”威利边说边尖声地笑道。

“但她明天真的要来。”露露严肃地说。

“谁？你们在谈论什么？是不是露露找到了自己这么多年来一直寻找的小妹妹呢？”

“啊，妈妈！你真不知道吗？”大家一起喊道，“我们以为爸爸写信告诉你了呢。”

8.妈妈摇摇头。欢笑的人群变得安静了起来。

接着，露露说：“男孩们，我们先别告诉妈妈，明天给她个惊喜。”

“同意，”威利说道，“但是还有哈利啊。他那么小，一定会告诉妈妈的。他还不会保守秘密。”

“哼！别小看人。”哈利边说边挺胸抬头，“我可以向大孩子一样保守秘密。”

“我相信哈利，”露露一边说，一边用手摸了摸弟弟的头，“问题是，爸爸总是告诉妈妈一切事情。”

9.爸爸笑了。“太对了，小女儿。但我这一次不会背叛你们的。”

“这次你真不说吗？”这些小孩子们像蜜蜂见到花儿一样一起围到了爸爸身边。

“我不会泄露一个字的。妈妈明天一定会得到惊喜的。”

当妈妈亲吻露露说晚安时，露露低声说：“可是，妈妈，她不是小妹妹。我倒希望她是呢。”　





OUR FANNY（PART Ⅱ）

delight 快乐 examine 测试 indifference 冷淡 familiar 熟悉 abashed 尴尬的 creature生物 introduce 介绍nibbling(nibble) 啃（现在分词）somersault　翻筋斗

1.The next morning, at least three children in this world were up early.

“Is the clock right, mamma?” asked Willie, as he rose from the breakfast table.“Seems to me it is too slow.Only eight o'clock.”

“Perfectly right, my son.Why, do you think it too slow?”

“I think he is in a hurry to surprise you, mamma,” said little Harry.“Papa says he is to go to the depot at eleven o'clock.”

“To meet your new friend?”

“Yes, ma'am,” was the reply; and Harry ran off to Lulu.But he need not have been uneasy.Mamma was quite willing to be surprised.

2.Half past eight.Nine.Half past nine.Ten.How slowly the hours passed! But at length it was half past ten.

“There, mamma! Now it is really time for Willie to go to the depot，” cried Lulu.“Here, Will, here are your cap and mittens.”

3.With a spring Willie bounded down the hill, and was soon out of sight.

“There's the train! I hear the whistle,” said Lulu.“O, I do hope Willie has got there！ Fanny will be so frightened if —” then with a quick glance at mamma, she finished in a whisper.

4.In about half an hour there was a great clapping of hands.

“There they come! There they come! But, mamma, don't come to the window yet, — not quite yet, please!”

“Never you fear,” was the laughing reply, “you can call me when you want me.”

5.So Lulu and Harry went out to meet Willie.There were little shouts of laughter and hurried whispers; but mamma never so much as glanced toward the window.She was to be surprised for once in her life, if such a thing were possible.Presently Lulu entered.

6.“Now, mamma, we want you to come and be introduced to Fanny.She is here waiting.”

“Why didn't you bring her in and take off her bonnet first? ” asked mamma.“She must be cold.”

Harry clapped his hands over his mouth, but in spite of that a laugh found its way out between his fingers.

7.The children led mamma out on the piazza, and there stood Willie holding Fannie, not by the hand, but by the — bridle！

“Now didn't we tell you so, mamma?” the children began all at once.“Isn't she just the dearest little thing? And hasn't she a brown coat? And tiny little feet? And see her head is just as high as Harry's, and she is as good-natured as a kitten.Not a bit afraid of the cars, —O you dear little Fanny!”

8.Mamma did not wonder that they were delighted.There the new-comer stood, — a dear little Shetland pony about as large as a sheep, brown as a berry, with a long mane and tail, lifting her small feet daintily, but so gentle, that even wee Harry might caress her without fear of a kick or a bite.The dear mother was astonished, and she admired the pretty creature until the children were satisfied.

9.“But where are her ‘things’?” she asked at length.“Did not the young lady bring them with her?”

“They are all at the depot,” Willie exclaimed, “but you see I could not bring them.Mamma! there's a real buggy, painted red, white,and blue, with such funny little wheels！ And a harness, and a saddle, and a whip, and everything！ O dear, I am really afraid I shall go crazy!” and, dropping the bridle, the boy turned a somersault in his delight.

10.A world of new delight was opened to the children at The Maples.The next summer was one never to be forgotten.Long before the June roses faded, the little people had become quite familiar with the art of horsemanship.Very early in the morning, mamma would hear light foot steps in the chamber overhead; and, more than half asleep herself, she would turn over, and say, “Lulu is preparing for a ride this morning.”

11.“Lulu is going to saddle the pony herself, this morning,” would be the next thought; and sure enough, in a very short time Fanny would appear, “All saddled, all bridled, all fit for the ride,” every strap in the right place, and every buckle fastened by her young mistress's own small fingers.

12.Lulu would mount and away! Cantering fearlessly over the quiet country roads, — now following the windings of our beautiful Otter Creek, now looking up with wonder at majestic Killington, rosy purple and crowned with golden glory.Then she would come home to breakfast, as bright and happy as the summer day.

13.Then there was the buggy, with two seats, just large enough to hold four children.It was almost better than riding, because Fanny could not carry double, and each little rider must go alone; and sometimes they all wanted to ride at once.

14.One day mamma sat at the window in the back parlor.Suddenly she heard a queer little tread upon the piazza floor, and, lifting her head, she found a brown nose close to her own; with Master Harry upon her back, Miss Fanny was taking a survey of matters and things in doors.

“O mamma! Mayn't I ride right into the house? The pony is so little, — do let me, please！”

Mamma reflected, and said, “Yes, come in.”

15.So in they came at the kitchen door, — the little hoofs making a strange “tramp, tramp,” upon the floor, — through the dining-room and into the parlor.Do you think Miss Fanny was abashed by her position and surroundings? Not a bit of it.She was as much at ease as her young master himself.Very quietly she marched about, caring for carpets as little as for straw.

16.A piano was rather a new thing, to be sure; but what of that? It was no better, and not half as useful, as her stall.She snuffed at the books on the table, viewed the pretty things with an air of wiseindifference, walked into the hall and examined the hat-stand for a minute or so, then came back through dining-room and kitchen, marched down the steps and betook herself to nibbling grass — wise little Fanny.

17.If our Fanny ever dies, the children at The Maples will sit in sackcloth and ashes.But love is never lost, even that which is lav-ished upon a poor dumb beast.And, when the parting hour arrives, they may feel, as others have felt before them, that it is “Better to have loved and lost

Than never to have loved at all.”

Julia C.R.Dorr

我们的范妮（第二部分）

1.第二天早晨，至少有三个孩子很早就起床了。

“妈妈，表走得对吗？” 威利吃完早餐，从餐椅上站起来问道，“我觉得表走得太慢了。才8点钟啊！”

“表走得很准啊，儿子。为什么你认为它走得太慢了？”

“我想他是着急给你一个惊喜，妈妈。”小哈利说道，“爸爸说上午11点要到车站去。”

“迎接新朋友吗？”

“是的，妈妈。”哈利说完，就朝露露那边跑去。他不必感到不安，妈妈很愿意等待惊喜的到来。

2.8：30，9点，9：30，10点。时间过得真慢啊！终于到了10：30。

“瞧，妈妈！现在威利真该去车站了。”露露叫道，“给你，威尔。戴上你的帽子和手套。”

3.只见威利一溜烟地跑下山坡，一会儿就看不到影子了。

“火车来了！我听见汽笛声了，”露露说，“啊，真希望威利能赶到那里！范妮会害怕的，如果—— ” 她迅速地瞥了妈妈一眼，欲言又止。

4.大约半个小时后，传来了热烈的鼓掌声。

“他们来了！他们来了！但是，妈妈，不要走到窗口。现在请先别过来！”

“别担心！”妈妈笑道，“什么时候准备好了再叫我。”

5.就这样，露露和哈利出去迎接威利。接着传来了一阵欢笑声和窃窃私语声。但是，妈妈根本没有从窗口向外张望。如果真是一个惊喜的话，她希望来得更突然些。这时，露露走了进来。

6.“现在，妈妈快过来，让我们介绍范妮给你认识。她在等你呢。”

“为什么不把她带进屋里，让她脱掉帽子呢？” 妈妈问道，“她一定冻坏了吧。”

哈里用手捂住了自己的嘴，但尽管如此，还是忍不住笑了出来。

7.孩子们把妈妈带到走廊，威利站在那里领着范妮，不是拉着她的手，而是牵着缰绳！

“现在，你知道了吧，妈妈？”孩子们齐声说道，“她是不是最可爱的小东西啊？是不是穿着棕色的外套？长着小脚？个头和哈利一般高，像猫一样温顺啊。一点儿也不害怕火车的车厢，哦，可爱的小范妮！”

8.妈妈这才知道为什么孩子们这么高兴。新来的客人是一只可爱的谢德兰矮种马。她大小和一只羊差不多，长着长长的鬃毛和尾巴，毛发黑里透红。她抬起小脚时，姿势优美又温柔可爱。就连我们的小哈利都敢爱抚她，而不用担心被踢到或咬到。亲爱的妈妈感到非常惊讶，她从头到尾地欣赏这匹漂亮的小马，直到孩子们满意。

9.“她的‘东西’在哪里啊？” 妈妈最后问道，“这位小淑女没有随身携带吗？”

“它们都在车站呢！”威利喊道，“你知道我拿不动它们。妈妈！真有一辆小马车， 车上涂有红色、白色和蓝色。小马车的小轮子也很有趣！还有辔头、马鞍和马鞭一应俱全！啊，亲爱的，一提起这些我就兴奋不已！”说着，就放下缰绳， 兴奋地翻着跟头儿。

10.枫林的孩子们有了新的乐趣。第二年的夏天永远值得铭记。6月的玫瑰还在盛开的时候，孩子们都已经能熟练掌握马术了。清晨，天刚亮，妈妈就会听到楼上卧室传来的脚步声。妈妈自己还没有睡醒，就会转过身说道：“今天早晨露露准备去骑马了。”

11.“今天早上，露露会自己给小马配上马鞍。”她接下来想到。果然，没过一会儿，范妮就出现了。“马鞍配好了，缰绳也系好了，就等着主人来骑马了。”小主人用自己的小手系好了每条束带，扣上了每一个皮带扣。

12.露露跨上马离开了！马在宁静的乡间小路上毫无顾忌地踱着脚步，一会儿沿着我们美丽的奥特克里克前行，一会儿又惊奇地抬起头看着庄严神圣的凯灵顿教堂，它的墙是玫瑰般的紫色，屋顶金黄闪耀如皇冠一般。然后，她会回家吃早饭，整个人像夏日般充满生机和欢乐。

13.还有小马车，设有两个座位，刚好能容纳四个孩子坐。坐马车骑马差不多，因为范妮驮不了两个孩子，每个小骑手必须单独骑，可有时，他们想一起骑在马上。

14.一天，妈妈坐在客厅的窗口边。突然她听到走廊的地板上传来奇怪的脚步声，她抬起头，发现一个棕色的鼻子凑向自己。主人哈利正骑在范妮的背上，而范妮小姐正在好奇地探寻着屋内的东西。

“啊，妈妈！我能骑马进屋吗？范妮这么小，就让我进去吧！”

妈妈想了想说道：“好吧，进来吧。”

15．于是，哈利骑着马来到了厨房门口，小小的马蹄踩在地板上发出奇怪的“啪！啪！”声，他们穿过餐厅来到客厅里。你以为范妮会因为到了陌生的环境而惶惶不安吗？恰恰相反。它和自己的小主人一样放松。它静静地在屋里走着，像踩稻草一样小心翼翼地踏上地毯。

16.毫无疑问，钢琴对它来说是一个新鲜的玩意儿，有什么用途呢？和她的畜栏相比，钢琴一点儿用途都没有。她嗅了嗅桌子上的书，丝毫无视这些可爱的书籍。接着，她走进客厅，嗅了一会儿衣帽架。然后，它重新穿过餐厅和厨房，走下台阶，走出房子，到外面啃草去了。小范妮多聪明啊！

17.如果我们的范妮去世了，住在枫林的孩子们会披麻戴孝坐在它身边。爱是永远不会消失的，即使是对这样一个可怜的不会说话的动物的爱。当离别时刻到来时，他们会和前人一样有共同的感触，那就是：　“即使受伤，曾经爱过总比从来都没有爱过好。”

朱莉娅.C.R.道尔





MR.LOWELL AND THE BIRDS

operaＧglass（观赏歌剧用的）小型望远镜 blueＧjays(blueＧjay) 蓝鸟（复数） although 虽然 crippled(cripple) 使跛足（过去式）cherries(cherry) 樱桃（复数）climbed(climb) 攀登（过去式） woven(weave) 纺织（过去分词）struggles(struggle)斗争（复数） ravelings(raveling)　缠绕的线（复数） freed(free) 释放（过去式） material 材料oriole 白头翁科的小鸟

1.Mr.Lowell loved birds, and there were many which lived in the trees about his home.He enjoyed seeing them build their nests, and some of them learned to know him and were quite tame.He used to look at them through an opera glass, and one year he watched a pair of tiny humming birds rear their little ones.

2.Mr.Lowell was much interested in the robins.They used to eat his cherries, but he would rather have robins about his home than keep the cherries.

He once had a fine grape vine, which he was watching, as he wished to surprise his wife with the grapes when they were ripe.One morning he took his basket and went to gather them; but the robins had been there and had left only one bunch.

3.Mr.Lowell laughed, and the robins chattered gaily over the joke.They liked those grapes best, too.The robins drove away the blue-jays, which used to build in the pine trees, and Mr.Lowell was sorry to have them go.Their feathers were so bright, and they chattered to each other in such a funny way.

4.A family of blue-jays was once living in a pine tree near by, and Mr.Lowell noticed that there was a fluttering of what seemed to be full-grown wings in the nest.

He climbed the tree, although the old birds tried to drive him away.When he reached the nest, he found that the birds had woven a piece of coarse thread into it.Three of the little birds were caught by the thread and could not fly.Two of them were crippled by their struggles to leave the nest.

5.Mr.Lowell cut the thread and freed them.He saw the bird that was unhurt fly to a tree near by, and about a week later he met one of the crippled birds hopping on the pine walk.

There were many orioles about the garden.They hung their swinging nests from the tips of the elm branches.

6.One year, when the canker-worms ate all the leaves from the elms, the orioles built new nests on the ash and button-wood trees.They were very bold about getting material for their nests, and would strip off the bark from a honey-suckle which grew over the front door.One nest was lined with the brightest colored ravelings of a woolen carpet.

Mr.Lowell said the birds seemed to feel that they owned Elmwood, and were kind enough to let him live there.

7.This kind-hearted author wrote a charming piece entitled “My Garden Acquaintance”.It is a delightful essay which tells us about the everyday life of the more common birds about Elmwood.

I am sure you will wish to read all of this piece when you are older, but now you should ask some one to read to you what is said in it about the robins and the blue-jays.

洛威尔先生和鸟

1.洛威尔先生爱鸟，在他家附近的树林里就生活着很多鸟。他喜欢看它们筑巢，有一些鸟都认识他了，对他相当温顺。他常常用小双筒望远镜观察它们。有一年，他看到了一对小雀鸟哺育它们的孩子。

2.洛威尔先生对知更鸟很感兴趣。它们常常飞来吃他的樱桃，但是，与种樱桃相比，他更愿意让知更鸟在自己的家附近飞。

他曾经种了一棵长势很好的葡萄树，一直看护有加，因为他想等葡萄成熟的时候，给妻子一个惊喜。一天早晨，他拿起自己的篮子去采摘葡萄。但是，知更鸟刚刚来过，只给他剩了一串葡萄。

3.洛威尔先生笑了，知更鸟也似乎跟他开玩笑似的快活地叫个不停。它们最爱吃葡萄了。知更鸟赶走了经常在松树上筑巢的蓝鸦。洛威尔先生看到它们走了，感到很遗憾。它们的羽毛是那么的明亮，它们互相打招呼时的叫声非常有趣。

4.蓝鸦的一家曾经生活在附近的一棵松树上。洛威尔先生注意到在鸟巢里好像有一只小鸟羽翼刚刚丰满，正扑闪着翅膀。

他爬上树，虽然大鸟们想要赶他走。当他到达鸟巢时，他发现鸟儿在巢里编了一条粗线。三只小鸟被线拴住，飞不起来。其中两只拼命挣脱，把脚都弄伤了。

5.洛威尔先生剪断那根线，放走了它们。他看到没有受伤的那只鸟飞到附近的一棵树上。大约一周后，他看到受伤的小鸟中的一只在松树上跳来跳去。

花园里有很多金莺。它们把巢搭在榆树枝杈上。

6.一年，尺蠖吃光了榆树上所有的叶子。金莺在白蜡和悬铃木树上建造新巢。它们大胆地找到筑巢的材料，剥掉长在门前附近的金银花的树皮做材料。有一个鸟巢还是使用彩色艳丽的羊毛地毯的线建造的。

洛威尔先生说鸟似乎觉得它们才是埃尔姆伍德的主人，正是鸟儿的仁慈才允许他住在那里。

7.这位善良的作家写了一首题为《我的花园的常客》的感人文章。这是一篇令人愉快的散文。文中作者给我们描述了生活在埃尔姆伍德的再平常不过的鸟儿。

我相信，当你们长大些，一定想要完整读完这篇文章。但是，现在你应该找人来给你讲一下文章中关于知更鸟和蓝鸦的片段。





THE ROMAN SLAVE

entered(enter) 进入（过去式）forehead 额头savage 凶猛circus 环形广场 shouted(shout)呼喊（过去式）sprang(spring) 跃起（过去式）

1.In old Rome there were many slaves.Some of them had been taken in war.Their state was a very sad one, for any time their master might kill them.Often they had a brand put on their foreheads.

2.One day a slave ran away.He had a long way to go to get to his home.After many days he came to a wild place.Here he found a cave, in which he thought he might hide for a time.

3.Just as he entered the cave, he heard a lion roar.This put him in great fear.But when the lion saw him, it came to him, and put up its paw on the man's knee.The lion was in much pain.

4.The slave took hold of the paw, and on the under side he found that a large thorn had run into the lion's foot.He drew out the thorn.The lion stood still till it was done.Then its paw was easy, and the lion licked the man's hands.

5.The slave was very weak, and hid in the cave some days.But he was in need of food, and he went out to look for some.He was met in the wood by those who knew he was a slave by the brand on his forehead.

By them he was sent back to Rome.His master gave orders that he should be taken to the circus and given to the wild beasts.

6.He was put into the open space.In a den on one side was a lion which had been caught a few days before.It had been kept without food to make it more savage.

When the door of the den was opened, the lion sprang out with a loud roar; but when it saw the man, it crept up to him and licked his hands.

7.It was the lion from whose foot he had taken out the thorn.

The people clapped their hands, and shouted to have the slave set free.This was done, and the lion was given to the man.It went about with him as a faithful dog would have done.

“One gentle word that we may speak,

Or one kind, loving deed,

May, though a trifle, poor and weak.

Prove like a tiny seed;

And who can tell what good may spring

From such a very little thing?”

(Selected)

罗马奴隶

1.古罗马时期有很多的奴隶。有些奴隶是战争中捕获的俘虏。他们的处境艰难，因为不知道什么时候主人就可能杀死他们。通常，他们的额头上都印有一个标记。

2.一天，一个奴隶逃跑了。他得走很长一段路才能回到自己的家。过了很多天，他来到了野外，找到一个洞穴，以为自己可以在这里隐藏一段时间。

3.他刚走进山洞，就听到狮子的吼声。这使他十分害怕。但是，当狮子见到他时，它朝他走来，并把自己的爪子放在他的膝盖上。这只狮子很是痛苦。

4.奴隶抓住狮子的爪子，发现它的爪子下面扎进了一根大刺。他拔出了刺。狮子一直静静地站着直到刺被拔出来。这时，它的爪子好点了，它不停地舔着奴隶的手。

5.奴隶在山洞里躲了几天，变得非常虚弱。他需要食物，就出来寻找。在树林里，他因为自己额头上的标记被人认出是个奴隶。

这些人把他送回罗马。奴隶的主人下令把他带到圆形广场，去和野兽进行搏斗。

6.他被放到斗兽场。斗兽场的一个侧室里关着一只狮子，几天前刚被逮到。它一直没有进食，这使它变得更加凶残。

当侧室的门打开时，狮子怒吼着冲了出来。然而，当它看见奴隶时，它爬到奴隶面前舔了舔他的手。

7.这只狮子正是奴隶帮它取出刺的那只。

人们都鼓起掌来，并大喊释放奴隶。事随人愿，狮子也给了奴隶。它像一条忠实的狗一样到处跟着奴隶。

“我们可能会说一句温柔的话语，

或者做一件善事，

尽管可能微不足道，

却会像一粒小小的种子，

谁知道会结出什么样的果实

从如此的一件小事中？”

（节选）





BOYS AND GIRLS IN JAPAN（PART Ⅰ）

natives(native) 本国人（复数）attention 注意accept 接受 quarrel 争论 Japanese 日本人 amusements(amusement) 娱乐（复数）examined(examine) 检查（过去式） alphabet 字母表 obedient 服从

1.Not long ago, I spent several months in Japan.I was making a visit to an English family, who had lived there a long time, and at their house I met many of the natives.

2.When I came to visit their homes, I liked the children so much, that I used to talk to them and play with them whenever I could get the chance.

3.These children are very gentle, and while young are taught to be perfectly obedient.Teachers say that they have no trouble in keeping their scholars quiet; and, as they pay close attention to all that is said to them, teaching in Japan is easy work.

4.Children in Japan learn when very young to amuse themselves.They are taught the rules of each game which they play; and when there is a doubt on any point, instead of having a quarrel about it, the eldest child present decides the matter.

5.If I brought candy for them, they would first ask their father or mother if they might accept it.When consent was given, they smiled and bowed very politely, and then offered a piece of the candy to all present before eating any themselves.

6.They are never rude in their play.They never run, or jump, or roll, or shout; and for this reason, it always seemed to me that they did not enjoy themselves so much as children do in our country.

7.How would you like to have lessons during holidays? These children have tasks at that time, and in the evening I have heard the hum of their voices along the street as they studied their lessons.Their classes are examined at the beginning of the school-term, instead of at the close.

8.I took much interest in their games, and I will tell you about some of them.Kite-flying is one of the chief amusements.The boys also make water-wheels, which they place in the streams of swift water, that run in the streets.These give motion to many different kinds of toys.

9.In one house where I stayed there were twelve children, and every evening they played a game with alphabet-cards.At the end of the game, the one who had the last card was the loser.

10.If the loser was a girl, she had a small bunch of straw put into her hair; if a boy, he had some ink put on his face.They played quickly, but were always perfectly polite and gentle.

11.The grown people sat watching the children at their game; for the Japanese are very fond of their little ones, and show their love more, perhaps, than any other people.

日本的男孩和女孩 (第一部分)

1.不久前，我在日本待了几个月。我访问了一个英国家庭，他们在那里居住了很长时间。在他们的房子里，我遇见了许多当地人。

2.到他们家里访问的时候，我非常喜欢这些孩子。一有机会，我就和他们交谈、玩耍。

3.这些孩子都很和善，虽然年龄不大，但已经学会绝对服从。老师常说他们能轻而易举地使学生保持安静。而且，因为孩子们都非常听话，所以在日本教学是件容易的工作。

4.在日本，孩子们很小就学会了自娱自乐。他们懂得自己玩的每一个游戏的规则。对游戏规则有任何一点疑问，在场的年龄最大的孩子会做决断，而不会发生争吵。

5.如果我给他们糖果吃，他们会先问自己的父亲或母亲他们是否可以接受。在得到同意后，他们会笑着并且很有礼貌地鞠躬，然后在自己吃糖之前会给所有在场的人分一块。

6.玩耍时，他们从来不会粗鲁。他们从来不会飞跑、蹦跳、打滚或叫喊。因此，在我看来，他们似乎不像我们国家孩子玩得那么开心。

7.你会喜欢在假期上课吗？这些孩子每时每刻都有任务，即使在晚上，我也曾听到他们温习功课时发出的沿街的读书声。他们的功课会在学期开始而不是在结束时进行测试。

8.我对他们的游戏很感兴趣，我会给你讲几个。放风筝是主要的娱乐活动之一。男孩子们也会制作水车，然后将其放置在沿街流淌的小溪中水流湍急的地方。这些（自然环境）给不同的玩具提供了动力。

9.我寄宿的那户人家有12个孩子。每天晚上，他们都会用字母卡片来做游戏。游戏结束时，谁拿着最后一张卡片谁就输了。

10.如果输了的是一个女孩，她得把一小串稻草插到自己的头发里。要是男孩输了，他得往自己的脸上涂墨水。虽然他们玩得很快，但他们总是非常礼貌而温和。

11.大人们坐在旁边观看孩子们游戏。在日本，人们非常喜欢孩子，也比其他国家的人们更多展示他们对孩子的爱意。





BOYS AND GIRLS IN JAPAN（PART Ⅱ）

festival 节日 guest 客人 cocoa 可可粉scarlet 猩红色 girdle 腰带 traits(trait) 特点（复数） company伙伴swallowed(swallow)吞咽（过去式） title 称号

1.The Japanese often take their children to picnics or festivals; they often buy or make them new toys, and, indeed, are never happier than when in their company.I have seen more than a dozen fathers, each with his baby, which he was proudly showing off to the others.

2.With all their love, they do not spoil their children, though most of their punishments are very light.

Once I went to a party given by a little girl named Haru.Haru means “spring”.Some of the little girls who were present had names that meant “blossom”, “snow”, “silver”, and so on.

3.The party began at three o'clock in the afternoon.The guests, on entering the house, were met at the door by Haru and taken to the parlor.When all were there, she and her mother offered them tea and sweetmeats.

4.The tea proved to be very weak and almost colorless.It is the custom in Japan to offer it to every visitor, and the kettle is always kept boiling.It is made like cocoa, the leaves being ground to powder, and swallowed with the tea.

The little girls were very careful to call one another by the title that means “Miss”.

5.They played till dark; and before they went home, tea and sweetmeats were again served on little trays.It is not thought polite to refuse or leave any article of food, and some of the little ladies slipped into their wide sleeves what they could not eat.

6.I will tell you how Haru was dressed.Her black hair was drawn back from the forehead, raised in front, and gathered into a loop at the back with some scarlet crape.

7.Her face and throat were white with powder, and her lips had been touched with red paint.She wore a loose dress of blue flowered silk, made all in one piece, with sleeves that touched the floor, a blue girdle, white socks, and clogs.

8.With all the good traits of these children — which other boys and girls might well copy — they seemed to me to be old in their ways for young people.I much prefer our own children, even if they do sometimes make a great noise.

(Selected)

日本的男孩和女孩 (第二部分)

1.日本的家长经常带着自己的孩子去野餐或参加节日活动。他们经常给孩子们购买或者制作新玩具。而且，只要有孩子在身边他们会比在公司更快乐。我见过很多日本父亲自豪地向别人夸奖自己的孩子。

2.他们无微不至地爱着自己的孩子，虽然对孩子的处罚很轻，但却不会溺爱他们。

一次我去参加一个名叫Haru的小女孩举行的聚会。Haru是“春天”的意思。 参加聚会的一些小女孩名字有“花儿”“雪儿”和“银儿”，等等。

3.聚会下午三点开始。客人一进房门，就会由Haru迎接带到客厅里。所有人都到齐后，她和自己的母亲就给客人提上茶和糖果。

4.茶看起来非常淡，几乎没有什么颜色。在日本，给客人敬茶是习俗，茶壶会一直保着温。像制作可可粉一样，把茶叶碾成粉末冲水喝。

小女孩们会很认真地用敬语“小姐”来相互称呼。

5.她们一直玩到天黑。在她们回家前，主人会再次用小托盘上茶和糖果。拒绝或剩下任何食品都是不礼貌的。一些小淑女们会把自己吃不了的食物藏进她们宽松的袖子里。

6.我来告诉你Haru的穿着。她的黑发从前额向后梳起来，在后背上用一条深红色的纱带系了一条辫子。

7.她的面部和颈部都涂上了白色的粉末，嘴唇涂得红红的。她穿着一条宽松的印着蓝色花朵的丝绸连衣裙，长长的袖子一直垂到地上，腰间系着一条蓝色的腰带，脚穿白色的袜子和一双木屐。

8.尽管他们有着别的国家孩子值得学习的优良品质，但我认为他们比自己的实际年龄要老成很多。我更喜欢自己国家的孩子，即使他们有时很吵。

（节选）





THE GOLD DOLLAR（PART Ⅰ）

parcel 包袱coin 钱币secret秘密 grocer杂货商 thief　贼roadside 路边 steal 偷窃dollar 美元spend花费

1.“When I was only eight years old，” said an old gentleman, “my father and mother sent me to live with a farmer who was to keep me till I grew to be a man.The farmer made me work very hard, and gave me but very little money to spend.”

2.“I sometimes had a few cents, but I wanted very much to have a gold coin of my own.Now I will tell you how I got a gold dollar once and what I did with it.”

3.“One night my master sent me to the grocer's in the village to buy some things for him, and as I was returning home I saw a little parcel lying on the roadside.”

4.“I picked it up and looked inside the parcel but I could find nothing; and I was just on the point of throwing it away, when something dropped out of it and fell with a ringing sound upon a stone.”

5.“I looked at it, picked it up, and felt it.It was yellow and round, and I put it into my pocket and went home.”

“As I walked along, I pulled it out every two or three minutes to look at it again; but when I met any one, I at once put it out of sight.”

6.“When I reached home I did not tell the farmer's family that I had found a gold coin.I would not have had them know of it for the world.But what was I to do with it? It seemed to me that my face told of my secret.I kept awake half the night, and I felt unhappy the next morning.”

7.“The farmer said at the breakfast table, ‘Robert, I want you to go to Mr.Day's this morning, and ask him if he can come and work for me today and tomorrow.’”

“On my way to Mr.Day's house I kept thinking about the money, and said to myself that if I were found out I should be called a thief.”

8.“But then I said again to myself, ‘If I do not know who the loser is, how can I give him his money?”

“‘It is only because I am afraid Farmer Gray will take it from me that I hide it, that's all.I would not steal; and if the loser should ask me for it, I would give it to him at once.’”

珍贵的美元（第一部分）

1.“当我年仅8岁的时候，” 一位老绅士说，“我的父亲和母亲我把送到一位农夫那里，他一直把我抚养成人。农民让我干很重的活儿，却很少给我钱花。”

2.“有时，我有几美分，但我很想要属于自己的一枚金币。现在，我讲讲自己是如何得到那枚珍贵的美元以及我用它都做了什么。”

3.“一天晚上，我的主人派我去村里的杂货商那里给他买东西。当我返回时，看见路边有一个小包裹。”

4.“我把它捡起来打开看，什么也没有找到。我正要把它扔掉，这时有个东西从里面掉了出来，落在石头上发出叮叮的响声。”

5.“我看了一下，把它捡起来，放在手上掂量了一下。它是个黄色的圆东西，我把它放进自己的口袋里就回家了。”

“我一边走，一边每隔两三分钟把它拿出来看一看。一旦遇到路人，我就立刻把它藏起来。”

6.“我到家后也没有告诉农夫自己发现了一枚金币。我不会让任何人知道。但是，我要它有什么用呢？似乎是我的脸色泄露了自己的秘密。半夜里，我还一直睡不着。第二天早上，我感到很不高兴。”

7.“吃早餐时，农夫对我说：‘罗伯特，今天早上去戴先生家，问问他今天和明天能来我这里帮忙一下吗？’”

　“在去戴先生家的路上，我一直在想捡到的钱，并对自己说，如果我被发现了，会被当成小偷的。”

8.“但是，接着我又对自己说：‘我不知道失主是谁，该怎样把钱还给他呢？’”

“‘我把它藏起来就是怕农夫格雷会从我手里把它没收掉。我不偷，如果失主来索要，我就立即还给他。’”





THE GOLD DOLLAR（PART Ⅱ）

scolded(scold)责骂（过去式） errand 差事 robbers(robber) 盗贼（复数） nickel五分镍币 riches(rich) 财富（复数）noticed(notice) 注意（过去式） laimed(claim) 索取dishonesty 狡猾 deserve 应得

1.“The gold was like a heavy stone, and I was not so happy with my riches as I had been with a nickel which Farmer Gray had given me some weeks before.Nobody had claimed the nickel, and I had been as happy as a king.”

2.“Mr.Day was not at home, so I went back again.I saw Mr.Easton's horse standing at the gate, and I was frightened; for Mr.Easton was a policeman, and I thought he had come to take me to jail.So I hid in the garden until he went away.”

3.“When I went in, Farmer Gray looked very angry, and I thought he knew all about the money.But he only scolded me for having been so long upon my errand.”

“Then I went to work in the fields, with the gold in my pocket, and several times I took it out to look at it.I was very unhappy.”

4.“At night I was sent again to see Mr.Day.This time he was at home, and he said that he would come next day to work for Farmer Gray.It was dark as I went home, and I was afraid of robbers.I never felt so cowardly in my life, and all because I had something that did not belong to me.”

5.“Mr.Day came early next morning.I will tell you something about him.He was an honest but poor man, and had to work very hard to get food enough for his large family.”

“Farmer Gray was a kind man, and asked him to come in and have some breakfast with Mrs.Gray and himself.”

6.“While they were eating their breakfast, Mr.Day told Farmer Gray that he had lost a gold dollar.”

“He said it was the only one he had in the world, and that he had lost it as he was going home from work.It was tied up in a piece of paper.”

7.“Oh, how I jumped, to be sure, when Mr.Day told of his loss！ The blood started to my cheeks; but as all eyes were turned on Mr.Day, I was not noticed.However, I took the money out of mypocket, and, holding it up, I said, ‘Is this yours, Mr.Day?’”

8.“No one can tell how pleased I felt then.Farmer Gray patted me on the head and called me a good boy; and although I felt I did not deserve all the kind things he said to me, I nearly cried for joy at having been saved from dishonesty.”

珍贵的美元（第二部分）

1.“那枚金币就像一块沉重的石头，我并没有因为拥有这笔财富而感到多么快乐。这也不比几个星期前农夫格雷给我的五分镍币好多少。镍币就是我的，我像国王一样幸福。”

2.“戴先生不在家，所以我就回来了。我看见伊斯顿先生的马站在门口，开始感到害怕了。因为伊斯顿先生是一名警察，我以为他是来抓我去坐牢的。所以，我就一直躲在花园里，直到他离开。”

3.“我进来时，农夫格雷看起来很生气。我以为他知道了那笔钱的事，但他只是责备我去了这么长时间才回来。”

“然后，我就下地干活了，金币还在自己的口袋里。有几次，我将它取出来看一看，感到很不开心。”

4.“晚上，我又被派去找戴先生。这次，他在家，并说第二天会来帮农夫格雷的忙。我回家时，天已经黑了。我也害怕遇到强盗。我从来没有那么害怕过，就是因为我身上带着不属于自己的东西。”

5.“第二天一早，戴先生就来了。我来说说他。他诚实，但很贫穷，不得不努力工作来养活一大家人。”

“农夫格雷是个好心人，就请戴先生进来，与格雷夫人还有他自己一起吃早餐。”

6.“他们吃早餐的时候，戴先生告诉农夫格雷他丢了一枚金币。”

“他说那是自己拥有的唯一一枚金币。他干完活回家的路上，把它丢了。它和一张纸绑在一起。”

7.“哦，当我听到戴先生说到他的损失时，我那时惊得跳了起来！我的双颊变得通红，但是所有人的目光都转向戴先生，没有人注意到我。然而，我还是从自己的口袋里拿出了金币，把它举起来说道：‘戴先生，这是您的吗？’”

8.“没有人知道那时我感到多么高兴。农夫格雷拍了拍我的头，说我是个好孩子。虽然我觉得自己称不上他的夸奖，但我为自己没有被称为骗子喜悦得差点哭出来。”





THE HORSE

prey 猎物 favorite 喜爱的 fierce 剧烈battle战争 hurrah 欢呼 stroked(stroke)敲击（过去式） London 伦敦suddenly忽然地 moments(moment)时刻（复数）

1.The horse is a noble, useful animal.He is gentle, and willing to work.He is not made to hunt his prey like the wolf or the lion, but to be of use to man.

The horse loves his master, and soon learns to know him.A story is told of a soldier who had a favorite horse that never seemed so happy as when his master was on his back.

2.At last, in a fierce battle, the soldier was killed, and fell from his horse.When his body was found some days afterwards, the faithful animal was still standing beside it.

During that long time, the horse had not left the body of his master.Without food or water, he had stood over it, driving away the birds of prey.Was he not a noble animal?

3.Let me tell you another story about a horse.Once a poor soldier was passing along a street in London.Suddenly he stopped, and looked for some time at a horse on the other side of the street.

“I know him! I know him!” cried he, as he ran across the street.“He is the horse I rode in the war.Dear old fellow!”

4.The horse seemed to know the voice.He laid back his ears, and rubbed his nose against the hand that stroked him so kindly.

After a few moments, the poor soldier put his hand in his pocket; and as he did so he said, “Yes, he shall have it, though it were my last penny! I have enough to buy him a meal of oats.”

5.Away he went to bring it; and in a few minutes he came back with the oats, and stood kindly feeding the horse with his own hand.

He then went his way, saying to the driver as he left, “Be good to him, poor fellow! And use him well.”

6.It was a beautiful sight; and it was no wonder that some little boys who stood near cried out, “Hurrah!” when they saw the poor soldier's kindness to his old friend.

马

1.马是一种高尚的、有用的动物，它们性格温顺，任劳任怨。它们不像狼或狮子一样抓捕猎物，但对人类是有用的。

马忠于自己的主人，能很快学会认自己的主人。有一个故事讲的就是一个士兵和他的爱马。当主人坐在马背上时，马无比快乐。

2.最后，士兵在一场激烈的战斗中从马背上坠落下来牺牲了。几天之后，当人们发现他的尸体时，这匹忠实的马仍然站在主人旁边。

在这段漫长的日子里，马从未离开自己主人的尸体。没有食物和水，它就站在那里，驱赶走秃鹫。难道它不是一种高尚的动物吗？

3.让我给你讲另一个关于马的故事。一次，一个可怜的士兵在伦敦的街上走过。他突然停了下来，看了一会儿街道另一边的一匹马。

“我认识它！我认识它!”他一边喊一边跑到马路对面，“它是我在战争中骑的马。亲爱的老朋友！”

4.马似乎认出他的声音。它垂下了自己的耳朵，用鼻子蹭士兵轻抚它的手。

过了一会儿，可怜的士兵一边把手放在自己的口袋里，一边说道：“没错，虽然我只有最后的一分钱了，我应该给它买点吃的！够给他买一顿燕麦吃。”

5.士兵离开了。过了几分钟，他买回了燕麦，亲手喂马。

随后，他就离开了马，临走时对驾马车的人说：“对它好一点儿，可怜的家伙！好好用它。”

6.多么美妙的画面。当他们看到可怜的士兵向老朋友表示自己的好意时，也难怪站在附近的小男孩会叫了出来，“好”!





STORIES OF DOGS（PART Ⅰ）

servant 佣人burial 葬礼faithful 忠实的 fountain 喷泉 seventh 第七 saddled(saddle) 给马加上鞍座（过去式） slippers(slipper) 拖鞋(复数) slunk(slink) 偷偷溜走（过去式） leaped(leap) 跳（过去式） butcher 屠夫 Scottish 苏格兰的 station　车站

1.The dog is, more than any other animal, the servant, the companion, and the friend of man.

Even after his master's death his love continues.Dogs have been known to refuse to leave their masters' graves.

2.Some years ago, a poor man died in a large city.His dog followed the body to the burial-place.Next morning he was found lying on the new-made grave.Though driven away several times, he always returned.

Taking pity on the faithful animal, the keeper of the ground gave him food.Afterwards a store-keeper, who lived near, fed him every day.

3.This lasted for four years, during which, every night, even in the coldest weather, the dog lay on his master's grave.

When the dog died，he was buried near his master; and the figure of a dog has been placed over a drinking fountain in a street near the grave, to tell the story of his faithful love.

4.The dog is always ready to do his master's bidding.A word, a sign, sometimes even a look, will make him understand what is wanted.He understands the meaning of a good deal of what is said to him, and he may be taught a great many things.

5.A Scottish shepherd, while talking with a friend, said, in the same tone of voice, “I'm thinking the cow is among the potatoes.” In a moment the dog sprang up, leaped through the open window, and run to the potato field.

A dog in the habit of taking letters to the post office would not take any letter that did not bear a stamp.

6.A dog was taken by rail every morning.His master always left the train at the seventh station.The dog knew this, for he lay quietly under the seat till the sixth station was passed, then he came out and took his master's bag in his mouth to be ready to leave the car.

7.The dog and the horse often become great friends, and are veryfond of each other.A gentleman had a Newfoundland dog that always went to the stable to get his horse.While the groom saddled the horse, the dog lay with his nose between his paws.

8.When the horse was ready, the dog took the reins in his mouth, and led the horse to his master.He then followed him in his ride.

On returning, the rein was given to the dog, and he led his friend back to the stable.If the groom happened to be out of the stable, the dog barked loudly till he came.

9.There was once a dog who used to go to market with his master every morning.He was always given a cent to buy meat for himself.

If the butcher took the money before he gave him the meat, the dog would growl and show his teeth.

10.One day the master was called away on business, and was gone for several days.On his return he told Romp to bring him his slippers.Romp did not obey, but slunk into a corner, and the slippers could not be found.

11.Some hours later the gentleman went to the post office, and Romp went with him.As he passed the market, the butcher asked him to step into the store, and gave him his slippers.Romp had carried them down one at a time to pay for his meat.

狗的故事（第一部分）

1.与其他动物相比，狗是人类的仆人、同伴和朋友。

甚至，即使在狗主人死后，它依然会保留对主人的忠爱。狗会久久不离开主人的坟墓。

2.几年前，一个穷人在一座大城市死去了。他的狗跟着来到主人的葬身之地。第二天早上，人们发现狗依旧趴在新建的主人的墓地旁。虽然人们驱赶了它好几次，狗总是返回来。

守墓人可怜这只忠实的狗，就喂食物给它。后来，住在附近的一个店主每天都来喂它。

3.就这样一直持续了四年时间。期间，每天晚上，即使在最寒冷的天气里，狗也依然躺在主人的坟墓边。

狗死后，被安葬在主人墓的旁边。在靠近墓地的一条街上，一座狗的塑像被置于自动饮水器上。

4.狗总是时刻准备着执行主人的命令。主人的一句话、一个手势，有时甚至一个表情，都会使它明白主人想要什么。狗非常明白主人对它说的话，它也可以学会很多事情。

5.一个苏格兰牧羊人，在与一位朋友交谈时，用同样的语气说道：“我想奶牛一定去马铃薯地里了。”狗立刻出现，从打开的窗口跳出去，跑到了马铃薯田。

习惯往邮局送信的狗，不会把没有贴邮票的信送到邮局。

6.有一只狗，主人每天早晨都会带着它坐火车。主人总是在第七站下车。狗知道了这一点，就静静地躺在座位下面直到火车过了第六站。这时，它就从座位下面爬出来，用嘴叼着主人的包准备下车。

7.狗和马往往成为很好的朋友，并且互相欣赏。一位绅士养了一条纽芬兰犬。狗总是到马厩里去找主人的马。当马夫给马装马鞍时，狗会躺在地上，鼻子放在两只爪子之间。

8.当马准备出发时，狗会用嘴叼着缰绳把马牵到主人身边。接着，狗会跟着主人骑马前进。

主人骑马回来后，会把缰绳给狗，然后狗会把自己的朋友牵到马厩里。如果马夫碰巧不在马厩里，狗就会狂吠不止直到马夫回来。

9.从前，有一只狗，主人每天早晨都带它去市场。每次主人都会给狗1美分，让它自己去买肉吃。

要是屠夫拿了钱而不给狗肉吃，狗就会吼叫，并且露出自己的牙齿。

10.一天，主人去外地做生意，一连离开好些天。主人回来后，他命令罗姆皮把自己的拖鞋给叼来。罗姆皮不听话，而是偷偷躲在一个角落里，不去找拖鞋。

11.几小时后，这位绅士去邮局，罗姆皮也跟着去了。

他经过市场，屠夫把他叫进了商店，并且把绅士的拖鞋还给了他。罗姆皮把主人的拖鞋当成钱支付它吃肉的钱。





STORIES OF DOGS（PART Ⅱ）

clever 聪明 kennel狗窝 whining(whine) 哀号（现在分词） stretched(stretch) 伸展（过去式）wrecked(wreck) 毁坏（过去式）floated(float) 漂浮（过去式） distant 远的 spar 击打 bitterly 痛苦地 mercy 宽容 restore 归还 lantern 灯塔

1.A certain gentleman had a clever dog named Fido.One day Fido had been very naughty.He had made an attack on a favorite cat that belonged to the people who lived next door.

It seems that the dog had found puss feeding on some scraps that had been thrown to her; so he drove her out of the yard, and ate the food she had received.

2.He had just finished his stolen meal when he saw his master coming towards him, and he slunk off to his kennel.

About half an hour afterwards, the gentleman was sitting in his easy-chair reading the evening paper, when he heard a gentle knock at the room door.

3.Opening it, he found Fido standing with his master's slippers in his mouth, and looking very anxious, as if in doubt about the success of his plan.

The gentleman was much pleased: the peace-offering was taken, and Fido was allowed again to take his place on the rug at his master's feet.

4.One dark night, the watchmen at a small village on one of our coasts heard the whining of a dog.They went out, and found the dog; and, having tied a lantern to his neck, they followed him to the beach.There they found a woman and child, a little girl two years old, stretched on the sand, and, as it seemed to them, nearly dead.

5.They carried them to a house about half a mile off, and used means to restore them.The child was lively the next morning, but it was a long time before the mother was well again.

6.After a few days, however, she was able to speak.The first thing she said was, “Where is Henry — where is my husband?” And she wept very bitterly at the thought that she should never see him again.

7.She had sailed with him some weeks before, in his ship the “Sea Gull”.They had met with one storm after another; and at last the ship, with all her masts gone, had been driven on the rocks and wrecked.

8.The mother had been dragged ashore by some one, while she held her child firmly clasped in her arms.It was their faithful dog that had saved them from drowning, and that had brought to their help the good watchmen who had treated them so kindly.

9.What was her joy when she heard, a few days later, that her husband also was safe！ He had floated on a spar all night, and had been picked up early in the morning by a passing ship and taken to another port.

10.Great was the joy of the meeting of father, mother, and child; and deeply thankful they were to God for his mercy.Nor did they ever forget how much their noble dog had done for them.

狗的故事（第二部分）

1.一位绅士养了一条聪明的狗，它的名字叫菲多。一天，菲多一直非常淘气。它攻击了绅士邻居家的一只可爱的母猫。

原来是狗看到猫正在吃有人喂它的食物后， 就把猫赶出院子，自己吃起猫的食物来了。

2.狗刚刚吃完偷来的饭，就看见自己的主人向它走来，它立刻溜到窝里去了。

大约半个小时之后，当绅士正坐在自己的安乐椅上读晚报时，听到有人轻轻敲房门。

3.绅士打开房门后，发现菲多嘴里叼着自己的拖鞋站在门口。它看上去很焦虑，担心讨好主人的计划能否成功。

绅士非常高兴，他原谅了菲多。菲多被允许再次趴在主人脚边的地毯上。

4.一个漆黑的夜晚，一群看守员在我们沿海地区的一个小村庄里听到狗的呜呜声。他们从房子里走了出去，找到了那条狗。狗的脖子上系着一个提灯，他们跟着狗来到了海滩上。在那里，他们发现了一名女子和一个只有两岁大的小女孩躺在沙滩上。她们一动不动，看起来跟死了似的。

5.看守员把她们带到了距离海滩约半英里的一栋房子里。他们采用各种办法试图使她们苏醒过来。第二天早上，女孩活泼起来。又过了很长时间，母亲才好转过来。

6.没过几天，她能够说话了。她说的第一句话是“亨利在哪里？我的丈夫在哪里？” 在想到自己可能永远不会再见到丈夫时，她开始痛哭起来。

7.几个星期前，她跟随丈夫搭乘他们的“海鸥”号帆船出海。他们遭遇了一场又一场的暴风雨。最后，帆船在桅杆被吹断后，撞上了礁石，失事了。

8.母亲被拖到了岸上，手里紧紧地抱着自己的孩子。正是由于她们忠诚的狗的救助，才使母女幸免于难。也是在狗的帮助下，叫来了看守员。看守员对母女俩照顾得非常好。

9.几天后，当得知自己的丈夫也安然无恙时，她喜出望外。他抓着一根桅杆漂浮了一整夜。第二天清晨，他被一艘经过的船只救了上来，送到了另一个港口。

10.父亲、母亲和女儿能团聚真是喜出望外。他们深深地感谢上帝的怜悯。当然，他们永远忘不了那只高尚的狗对自己的救命之恩。





HOLMES'S BIRTH PLACE

musket 火枪 diamond 钻石 British 英国 wonder 想知道garret 阁楼 caressing(caress) 爱抚（现在分词） church 教堂 danger 危险lilacs(lilac)丁香花（复数） hollyhock 蜀葵 marigold 万寿菊presence 出席

1.A blue-eyed boy, full of fun and play, was born in this house.

His father was a minister in a church near by.If you could look from the west windows of this house, you might see the church with the old church-yard at one side.

2.The boy's name was Oliver Wendell Holmes, and he was born on the 29th of August, 1809.

This house was old even then, and full of nooks and hiding-places.The garret was very large, and strange noises were sometimes heard there.They were made by the wind, which whistled around the corners; but they frightened the little boy.

3.Some of the rooms were locked, and little Oliver would peep through the keyholes, and wonder at the heaps of old chairs and tables which were piled there.

He thought they looked as if they had been frightened, and had run in there and climbed upon each other's backs to get out of danger.The windows had tiny panes, where one might read names, written upon the glass with a diamond.

4.The house had been used by soldiers during the war, and Oliver heard so many stories about them that it made him imagine a great many things.On the floor of his father's study, he could see the dents left by the muskets of the soldiers, who had talked of their plans in this room.In one room there was a painting of a lady, whowas Oliver's great-grandmother, and here and there were places in it where the British soldiers had cut it with their swords.

5.There were many trees about the house.On one side was a row of poplars, and on another grew some beautiful great elms.

Cambridge was then a country town, and Oliver had a little garden plat; but the soil was very sandy, and many of his flowers would not blossom.He used to feel sad when the buds died instead of opening into flowers.

6.There were some flowers which grew in spite of the sandy soil.Roses, lilacs, holly-hocks, marigolds and others made the garden bright with their blossoms and filled the air with their fragrance.

霍姆斯的出生地

1.一个蓝眼睛的男孩，充满童趣，热爱玩耍，在这座房子里出生了。

他的父亲是附近一座教堂里的牧师。如果你从这所房子西边的窗口往外看，就会看到这座教堂。教堂的一侧有一片古老的墓地。

2.男孩的名字是奥利弗.温德尔.霍姆斯，出生于1809年8月29日。

即使在那个时候，这幢房子仍旧非常古老，充满了犄角和隐蔽的角落。阁楼很大，有时在那里可以听到奇怪的声音。声音是风发出来的，在角落里呼啸着，使得这个小男孩感到非常害怕。

3.有的房间是锁着的。小奥利弗会从锁匙眼里好奇地看着里面堆放的旧桌椅。

他认为桌椅们看起来像是受了惊吓，为了躲避危险而躲进房间里互相抱在一起。窗户有小小的窗格，从上面人们可以辨认出用硬东西写在玻璃上的名字来。

4.战争期间，士兵们曾经在这所房子里居住过。奥利弗听说了很多关于他们的故事。这使他联想起很多事情。在他父亲书房的地板上，他可以看到士兵的步枪留下的凹痕。士兵们曾在这个房间里研讨作战计划。一个房间里挂着一位女士的画像，她是奥利弗的曾祖母。画上到处都可以找到英国士兵留下的剑痕。

5.房子周围种了很多树。一侧是一排杨树，另一侧种着漂亮的大榆树。

剑桥当时是一座乡间小镇。奥利弗开垦了一小块地作为花园。然而，土壤里的沙子很多，他种的大多数花儿都不会开花。他常常因为花儿没有开放就凋谢而感到难过。

6.一些花则能适应沙质的土壤。玫瑰、 紫丁香、 蜀葵和金盏花等的绽放使花园充满了鸟语花香。





EVA'S VISIT TO FAIRYLAND（PART Ⅰ）

elves(elf)小精灵（复数） innocent 无辜的chiming(chime) 敲出节奏（现在分词） blast 爆炸 dreadful 可怕的 anchored(anchor) 抛锚 passion 热情 lullabies(lullaby) 催眠曲（复数） torment 折磨 pinafore 围裙 visible 看得见的 whisked(whisk) 搅动（过去式） mortal 致命的 magic 魔法 mushroom 蘑菇

1.A little girl lay on the grass down by the brook, wondering what the noisy water said as it went babbling over the stones.As she listened she heard another kind of music that seemed to come nearer and nearer, till round the corner floated a beautiful boat filled with elves, who danced on the broad green leaves of the lily of the valley, while the white bells of the tall stem that was the mast rung loud and sweet.

2.A flat rock, covered with moss, stood in the middle of the brook, and here the boat was anchored for the elves to rest a little.Eva watched them at their pretty play, as they flew about or lay fanning themselves and drinking from the red-brimmed cups on the rocks.Wild strawberries grew in the grass close by, and Eva threw some of the ripest to the fairy folk; for honey and dew seemed a poor sort of lunch to the child.

3.Then the elves saw her, and nodded and smiled and called, but their soft voices could not reach her.So, after whispering among themselves, two of them flew to the brookside, and, perching on a buttercup, said close to Eva's ear, —

“We have come to thank you for your berries, and to ask if we can do anything for you, because this is our holiday, and we can become visible to you.”

“Oh, let me go to Fairyland！ I have longed so to see and know all about your dear little people; and never would believe it is true that there are no fairies left,” cried Eva, so glad to find that she was right.

4.“We should not dare to take some children, they would do so much harm; but you believe in us, you love all the sweet things in the world, and never hurt innocent creatures, or tread on flowers, or let ugly feelings come into your happy little heart.You shall go with us and see how we live.”

5.But as the elves spoke, Eva looked very sad, and said, —

“How can I go? I am so big I should sink that pretty ship with one finger, and I have no wings.”

The elves laughed and touched her with their soft hands, saying, —

“You cannot hurt us now.Look in the water and see what we have done.”

6.Eva looked and saw a tiny child standing under a tall blue violet.It was herself, but so small she seemed an elf in a white pinafore and a little pink sun-bonnet.She clapped her hands and skipped for joy, and laughed at the sweet picture; but suddenly she grew sober again, as she looked from the shore to the rock.

“But now I am so wee I cannot step over, and you cannot lift me, I am sure.”

“Give us each a hand and do not be afraid,” said the elves, and whisked her across like dandelion down.

7.The elves were very glad to see her, and touched and peeped and asked questions as if they had never had a mortal child to play with before.Eva was so small she could dance with them now, and eat what they ate, and sing their pretty songs.She found that flower-honey and dewdrops were very nice, and that it was fine fun to tilt on a blade of grass, to slide down a smooth bulrush-stem, or rock in the cup of a flower.

She learned new and merry games, found out what the brook said, saw a cowslip blossom, and had a lovely time till the captain of the ship blew a long sweet blast on a honeysuckle horn, and all the elves went aboard and set sail for home.

8.“Now I shall find the way to Fairyland, and can go again whenever I like,” thought Eva, as she floated away.

But the sly little people did not mean that she should know, for only now and then can a child go to that lovely place.So they set the bells to chiming softly, and all sang lullabies till Eva fell fast asleep, and knew nothing of the journey till she woke in Fairyland.

9.It seemed to be sunset; for the sky was red, the flowers all dreaming behind their green curtains, the birds tucked up in their nests, and there was no sound but the whisper of the wind that softly sang, “Good-night, good-night.”

10.“We all go early to bed unless the moon shines.We are tired, so come and let us make you cozy till tomorrow,” said the elves, showing her a dainty bed with white rose-leaves for sheets, a red rose-leaf for coverlet, and two plump little mushrooms for pillows.Cobweb curtains hung over it, a glow-worm was the candle, and a lily of the valley cup made a nice nightcap, while a tiny gown of woven thistle-down lay ready to be put on.

11.Eva quickly undressed and slipped into the pretty bed, where she lay looking at the red light till sleep kissed her eyelids, and a lovely dream floated through her mind till morning came.

12.As soon as the sun peeped over the hills, the elves were up and away to the lake, where they all dipped and splashed and floated and frolicked till the air was full of sparkling drops, and the water white with foam.Then they wiped on soft cobweb towels, which they spread on the grass to dry, while they combed their pretty hair and put on fresh gowns made of the leaves of flowers.After that came breakfast, all sitting about in parties to eat fruit, and cakes of pollen, while their drink was fresh dew.

伊娃漫游仙境（第一部分）

1.一个小女孩躺在溪边的草地上，想听清楚溪水流过岩石间的嘈杂的声音到底在说什么。她听着听着，听到一种别样的音乐越来越近，直到一条满载精灵的漂亮的船儿浮出水面。精灵们在山谷中百合花宽大的绿叶上跳舞，高高的花茎上白色的铃铛一样的花朵就是桅杆，发出响亮而优美的声音。

2.小溪的中央有一块平坦的岩石，上面布满了青苔。精灵们就在这里放下船锚，稍微休息一下。伊娃看他们快乐地玩耍着，他们有的飞来飞去，有的躺着扇着风，有的喝红色的岩石边滴下的水。附近的草地里长着野草莓，伊娃挑了些熟透了的丢给精灵们吃。女孩觉得蜂蜜和露水不是一顿好的午餐。

3.这样，精灵看见了她，对她点头、微笑、叫喊。但是，她听不到他们轻柔的声音。因此，他们互相低语了一下，其中的两个飞到了溪边落在了金凤花上，贴到伊娃的耳边对她说——

“我们来谢谢你的浆果，看看我们能为你做些什么。因为，这是我们的假期，所以你可以看到我们。”

“哦，那就带我到仙境去吧！我一直都渴望了解你们这些可爱的精灵。我一直相信这世界上有精灵。”伊娃看到他们高兴地说。

4.“我们不应该带孩子去，他们会捣乱的。但是，你相信我们，并且喜欢一切美好的东西，从来不会伤害无辜的动物或是践踏鲜花，心里也没有一点杂念。你应该和我们一起去看看我们的世界。”

5.可是，听完精灵的话，伊娃悲伤地说：

“我该怎么去呢？我这么大，又没有翅膀，一个手指就会把这条小船压沉的。”

小精灵笑着用他们的手轻轻触碰她说道：“你不能伤害我们。往水中看看，我们做了什么。”

6.伊娃看到一个变小的孩子站在一棵高大的紫罗兰下。那就是她自己，她像精灵一般大小，穿着白色的围裙，戴着粉红色的太阳帽。她拍着手，高兴地跳了起来，面对眼前的景象不禁开怀大笑。然而，当她看到岸边的岩石，突然间她又清醒过来。

“现在，我只有这么一点点大，没法迈过岩石，你们又肯定不能抬起我。”

“拉住我们的手，不要害怕。” 精灵边说，边把她像蒲公英一样拂过岩石。

7.精灵们见到她非常高兴，互相推搡着、窥探着，不断问她问题，好像他们从来没有和一个凡间的孩子玩耍过。伊娃现在变得很小，她可以和他们跳舞，吃他们的食物，唱他们好听的歌曲。她发现蜂蜜和露珠都很好吃，躺在草叶上、滑下光滑的芦苇茎以及在花朵中跳舞都非常有趣。

她学会了新的有趣的游戏，明白了小溪在说什么，看到樱草开花。她玩得很开心，直到这艘船的船长用金银花喇叭吹了一声长长的、甜蜜的响声。这时，所有的精灵都上船起航回家了。

8.“现在，我要记住去仙境的路，这样自己什么时候想去都可以。”伊娃一边漂浮在水面上，一边心里想。

但是，聪明的精灵并不想让她知道路，只是偶尔允许孩子去那可爱的地方。所以，他们让钟发出轻柔的鸣声，一起合唱摇篮曲，直到伊娃酣然入睡。等到伊娃在仙境中醒来时，她对自己的旅程一无所知。

9.太阳似乎快下山了。天空是红色的，所有的花儿都在自己绿色的窗帘后做着美梦，鸟儿也回到了它们的巢穴。周围寂静无声，除了风儿在轻轻地低声唱道：“晚安，晚安。”

10.“要不是有月光，我们早都去睡觉了。我们累了，所以，让我们给你铺床，让你一直舒适地睡到明天。”精灵们一边说一边给她看一张精致的床，上面铺着白玫瑰叶子做成的床单、红玫瑰叶做的床罩和两个丰满小蘑菇做成的枕头。蛛网做的窗帘挂在床的上面，萤火虫作为蜡烛，山谷里的百合花是漂亮的睡帽，还有一件蓟花编织而成的睡衣放在床上等着伊娃穿上。

11.伊娃迅速地脱完衣服，钻进了这张漂亮的床。她躺在那里看着红光，这时睡神吻了她的眼皮，直到第二天早晨她脑海里一直浮动着一个美梦。

12.太阳刚从山上露出头，精灵就起床去湖边了。他们都跳进湖里，一会儿拍着水花，一会儿漂浮在水上。他们玩笑嬉戏，直到空气中充满了溅起的水珠和白色的泡沫。然后，他们用柔软的蛛网编织的毛巾擦干身子，接着把毛巾展开放在草地上晾干。同时，他们梳起好看的发型，穿上用新鲜的花瓣做成的衣服。做完这些，他们就去吃早餐。大家坐在一起吃水果和花粉做成的糕点，饮料就是新鲜的露水。





EVA'S VISIT TO FAIRYLAND（PART Ⅱ）

cobweb 蜘蛛网 glimmer 闪烁 hammock 吊床 chirped(chirp) 虫鸣（鸟鸣）（过去式） twinkling(twinkle) 闪烁（现在分词）mignonette木犀草 dainty 精致的 wounded(wound) 伤害 delicate 脆弱的 invalid 病人 charity 慈善

1.“Now, Eva, you see that we are not idle, foolish creatures, but have many things to do and many lessons to learn,” said the elves when they had all sung together; while the wind, who was the housemaid there, cleared the tables by blowing everything away at one breath.“First of all come to our hospital, for here we bring all the sick and hurt things that cruel or careless people have harmed.”

2.“In your world children often torment and kill poor birds and worms and flies, and pick flowers to throw away, and chase butterflies till their poor wings are broken.All these we care for, and our magic makes them live again.Come and see.”

3.Eva followed the elves to a cool, quiet place, where on soft beds lay many wounded things.Rose, the fairy nurse, was binding up the leg of a fly as he lay in a cobweb hammock and feebly buzzed his thanks.Eva thought the elves were good to do such work, and went on to a humming-bird which lay in a bed of honeysuckles, with the colors very dim on its little breast, and its bright wings very still.

4.“I was shot with an air-gun, and my poor head still aches with the dreadful blow,” sighed the poor bird, trying to sip a little honey with its long beak.

“I'm nearly well,” chirped a cricket, whose stiff tail had been pulled off by a naughty child and nicely put on again by a very skillful elf.

5.He looked so cheerful and lively as he hopped about on his bed of dried grass, with his black eyes twinkling, that Eva laughed aloud; and at the pleasant sound, all the sick things smiled and seemed better.

6.Rows of pale flowers stood in one place, and elves watered them, or tied up broken leaves, or let in the sunshine to cure their pains, — for these delicate invalids needed much care; and Mignonette was the name of the nurse who watched over them, like a little Sister of Charity, with her gray gown and sweet face.

“You have seen enough.Come to school now, and see where we are taught all that fairies must know,” said Trip, the elf who was guiding her about.

7.In a pleasant place they found the child elves sitting on pink daisies with their books of leaves in their hands, while the teacher was Jack-in-the-pulpit, who asked questions, and was very wise.Eva nodded to the little ones, and they smiled at the stranger as they rustled their books and pretended to study busily.

8.A class was reciting and Eva listened to questions that none but elves would care to know.

“Twinkle, if there were fifteen seeds on a dandelion, and the wind blew ten away, how many would be left?”

“Five.”

“Bud, if a rose opens three leaves one day, one the next, and seven the next, how many in all?”

“Eleven.”

9.“Daisy, if a silk-worm spins one yard of fairy-cloth in an hour, how many can he spin in a day?”

“Twelve, if he isn't lazy,” answered the little elf, fluttering her wings, as if anxious to be done.

“Now we will read ‘The Flower's Lesson’,” said Jack, and a new class flew to the long leaf, where they stood in a row, with open books, ready to begin.

10.“Once there was a rose who had two little buds.One was happy and contented, but the other always wanted something.”

“‘I wish the elves would bring me a star instead of dew every night.The drop is soon gone, but a star would shine splendidly, and I should be finer than all the other flowers,’ said the naughty bud one night.”

11.“‘But you need the dew to live, and the moon needs the stars up there to light the world,’ answered the good bud.”

“‘I won't have the dew, and if I cannot get a star I will take a firefly to shine on my breast，’ said the other, shaking off a fresh drop that had just fallen on her, and folding her leaves round the bright fly.

12.“‘Foolish child!’ cried the rose-mother; ‘let the fly go before he harms you.’”

“But the silly bud only held the firefly closer, till in its struggles it tore her leaves and flew away.When the hot sun came up, the poor bud hung all faded on her stem, longing for a cool drop to drink.”

13.“‘Now I must die.Oh, why was I vain and silly?’ sobbed the poor bud, fainting in the heat.

“Then the mother leaned over her, and from her bosom, where she had hidden it, the dewdrop fell on the thirsty bud, and while she drank it eagerly the rose drew her closer, whispering, ‘Little darling, learn to be contented with what heaven sends, and make yourself lovely by being good.’”

14.“I shall remember that story,” said Eva, when the elves shut their books and flew back to the daisy seats.

“Would you like to hear them sing?” asked Trip.

“Very much,” said Eva, and in the little song they gave her she got another lesson to carry home.

THE SONG OF THE ELVES

“I shine,” says the sun,

“To give the world light.”

“I glimmer,” adds the moon,

“To beautify the night.”

“I ripple,”says the brook,

“I whisper,” sighs the breeze,

“I patter,” laughs the rain,

“We rustle,” call the trees,

“We dance,” nod the daisies,

“I twinkle,” shines the star.

“We sing,” chant the birds;

“How happy we all are!”

“I smile,” cries the child.

Gentle, good, and gay, —

The sweetest thing of all，

The sunshine of each day.

Louisa M.Alcott

伊娃漫游仙境（第二部分）

1.“现在，伊娃，你看到我们不是无所事事的愚蠢的家伙。我们有许多事情要做，有许多东西要学。”精灵们说完就聚在一起开始合唱。这时，风作为那里的女仆，一口气就把桌子收拾干净了。“先跟我们到医院看看，我们把所有被残忍的和粗心的人伤害的病人与受伤的东西都带到这里来。”

2.“在你们人类的世界，孩子们经常折磨并且杀死可怜的鸟儿、昆虫和蝇类，践踏花朵，追逐蝴蝶直到把它们可怜的翅膀弄断。所有这些我们都关心，我们的魔力可以使它们重新活过来。过来看看。”

3.伊娃跟随着精灵来到一个清凉、 安静的地方。在这里，柔软的床上躺着许多受伤的生灵。精灵护士玫瑰正在为一只小飞虫包扎受伤的腿，它躺在蛛网做的吊床上，虚弱地道着谢。伊娃觉得精灵们能这样做真是心地善良。她继续来到一只躺在金银花做成的床上的蜂鸟面前。鸟儿胸脯羽毛的颜色非常暗淡，色彩明亮的翅膀一动也不动。

4.“我被一把气枪击中了，现在头还因为这可怕的枪击而疼痛不已呢。”这只可怜的鸟儿一边叹气，一边试图用自己的长嘴喝点蜂蜜。

“我快好了。”一只蟋蟀啁啾到。它的坚硬的尾巴被一个调皮的小孩扯掉了。一个技术熟练的精灵又给它重新做了个漂亮的尾巴。

5.蟋蟀看上去那么开朗活泼，在干草床上跳来跳去。它的黑色眼睛炯炯有神，伊娃也大笑起来。所有受伤的生灵也被眼前快乐的场景打动了，都笑了起来，伤口似乎也好了很多。

6.有一个地方长着几排残花，精灵们给花儿浇水，包扎好破碎的叶子，让阳光进来治愈它们的伤痛。因为这些纤弱的花儿需要精心的照顾，一名叫木犀草的护士正照看着它们。它身着灰色长袍，面容甜美，像慈善会的小妹妹一样。

“你看够了吧。现在，去学校看看吧，所有的精灵都在那里学习技艺。”给她带路的吹普说道。

7.在一个舒适的地方，他们看到小精灵们坐在粉色的雏菊上，手里拿着树叶做成的书。菖蒲是它们的老师，它问孩子们问题。老师很有智慧。伊娃朝着孩子们点点头，它们对着陌生人笑。接着，它们沙沙作响翻看着书，假装在忙着学习。

8.一个班正在背诵。 伊娃听到了只有精灵关心的问题。

“托克，如果蒲公英上共有15个种子，风吹散了10个，还剩下多少？”

“5个。”

“巴德，如果一颗玫瑰第一天长3片叶子， 第二天长1片，接下来长7片，一共是多少个？”

“11个。”

9.“黛茜，如果蚕一小时纺织1码仙布的话，一天能纺织多少？”

“12码，如果它不怠工的话。”小精灵扑闪着翅膀迫不及待地答道。

“现在我们来读 ‘有关花的课程’。”杰克说。一个新班飞到长叶上，它们在上面站成一排，打开书籍，准备开始朗读。

10.“从前，有一株玫瑰花，长了两个花蕾。一个花蕾快乐而满足，但是另一个总是不满足。”

“‘我希望每天晚上小精灵会给我带来一颗星而不是露水。露珠很快消失了，星星灿烂地闪耀。那样，我就比其他任何花朵都舒服。’这个淘气的花蕾一天晚上说道。”

11.“‘但是，你需要露水才能活下去啊。月亮需要星星高高地挂在天空中来照亮这个世界。’善良的花蕾回答道。”

“‘我不要露珠，如果我不能得到一颗星星，宁愿让萤火虫在我怀中闪耀。’另一个淘气的花蕾说道，还一边说一边将刚刚落在自己身上的露珠摇落，然后拢起自己的叶子，召唤这发光的萤火虫。”

12.“‘傻孩子!’玫瑰母亲喊道，‘别让萤火虫靠近你，它会伤害你的。’”

“但是，这个愚蠢的花蕾只顾着挨着萤火虫更近，直到它们发生冲突。萤火虫撕破了它的叶子，飞走了。当炎热的太阳升起来的时候，可怜的花蕾由于喝不上一滴水，在玫瑰的花茎上凋谢了。”

13.“‘现在，我就要死去了。哦，我为什么如此虚荣而愚蠢呢？’可怜的花蕾哭诉道，接着就热得晕过去了。”

“母亲弯下身子，从她藏着露水的怀里滴下露珠落到口渴的花蕾上。花蕾迫不及待地喝着，母亲靠着它更近了，对她轻声说道：‘小宝贝，要学会满足上天的赐予，好好表现，这样大家会更喜欢你。’”

14.“我要记住这个故事。”伊娃说道。这时，精灵们合上它们的书，重新飞回雏菊做的椅子上。

“你想要听他们唱歌吗？”吹普问。

“当然了。”伊娃答道。从它们的歌声里，她又学到了另外一课，并把它牢记在心带回了家。

精灵之歌

“我照耀，”太阳说，

“给世界带来光。”

“我闪烁，”月亮道，

“使夜更漂亮。”

“我荡漾。”小溪说，

“我低语。” 风叹息，

“我滴答。”雨笑道，

“我们飒飒。”树召集。

“我们跳舞。”雏菊点头，

“我闪烁。”星星眨眼说，

“我们歌唱。”鸟儿咏叹，

“我们多么快乐啊!”

“我欢笑。”孩子叫道。

温柔、虔诚又快乐——

最甜蜜的是，

每一天的阳光。

路易莎 .奥尔科特





A TRAPPER'S STORY

pursuit 追赶 journey 旅程 surrounded(surround) 包围（过去式） trapper 设陷阱捕兽的人 thread 线 antics(antic) 古怪 动作（复数） addressing(address) 演说（现在分词） failure 失败 tomahawk 战斧 circle 圆圈linched(flinch)退缩（过去式） intrudes(intrude)侵入（第三人称单数）

1.One day a trapper, whom we will call Beaver Jim, was sitting upon the bank of one of the frozen rivers of the west.He had had a long journey on skates, which he had now taken off, and while he rested they lay on the ground near him.

Suddenly, without any warning, he was surrounded by a crowd of yelling Indians.His quick eye at once saw that they were on the war path, and that they belonged to a tribe that was strange to him.

2.He knew that his life hung upon a thread; many an arrow was fitted to the string and several tomahawks were raised near him.He never flinched or showed the least sign of fear, but, addressing them in a mixture of Indian tongues, he asked why they were upon his hunting-grounds.

3.One of the tribe understood him, and through him the chief said, “The Great Spirit gave these hunting-grounds to us, his children; and it is the pale-face who intrudes upon them.”

To this Beaver Jim replied, “The Great Spirit takes care of all his children.The red-men and the pale-faces are brothers.”

4.Just then one of the Indians noticed the skates, and asked what they were for.A ray of hope darted through Jim's mind as he answered, “The Great Spirit has shown the pale-face how to make wings, so that he may skim the ground as the bird flies through the air.”

5.The Indian gave a grunt and expressed a wish to try them.So Beaver Jim fastened them on the Indian's feet, and started him.Instantly he fell his length on the ice.Nothing dismayed, he rose to his feet after several failures, only to fall as before.Again he rose, but no sooner was he on his feet than he fell.

6.All this amused the Indians, who were roused out of their usual state of calmness into laughter.Then they made Jim try them, to show how they should be used.He played queer antics at first, pretending that he could not stand.

7.Then he begged his gun, which had been taken from him, to support him on the ice.Having obtained it he began making circles, which he ever widened, until with a shout and a yell he started off with the speed of an arrow.

8.The Indians were so much astonished, that, before a bow could be bent and a shaft sent in pursuit, Beaver Jim was out of reach of their arrows.

Many a night after, round the camp-fire, when the men had eaten their supper, did Beaver Jim tell the tale of how he outwitted the Indians and describe their blank looks as he darted away.

被捕者的故事

1.一天，一个名叫海狸.吉姆的猎人正坐在西部一条结冰的河流的岸边。他穿着冰鞋走了很长一段路，现在他脱下了冰鞋准备休息一下。他把冰鞋放在离自己不远的地方。

突然之间，没有任何预兆，他被一群大喊大叫的印第安人包围了。他锐利的眼睛马上就看出了他们是在去战斗的路上，这些人对他来说属于一个陌生的部落。

2.他知道自己的生命危在旦夕。他们已经把箭放在弦上，还朝他举起了战斧。他毫不退缩，也没有显示出一丝的恐惧，用英语夹杂着印第安语问他们为什么要猎杀他。

3.部落中有一个人能听懂他的话，首领通过他传话道：“伟大的神将这些地方给我们——他的孩子们——作为猎场，白人侵占了我们的地盘。”

海狸.吉姆答道：“伟大的神照顾他所有的孩子们。印第安人和白人是兄弟。”

4.正在这时，其中的一个印第安人发现了冰鞋，然后问他这是做什么用的。一线希望掠过吉姆的脑海，他回答说：“伟大的神教给白人如何长出翅膀，以便他们能像鸟儿在天空中飞行一样在地面滑过。”

5.印第安人不以为然，并表示要穿上试一试。海狸.吉姆把冰鞋穿在了一个印第安人的脚上，推着他开始滑冰。他刚一站起来整个身体就都摔倒在冰面上。几次失败后，他又站起来，结果又像以前一样摔倒了。他再次站起来，还没站稳就又摔倒了。

6.这可逗乐了印第安人，他们一改平常冷静的状态大声地笑了起来。接着，他们让吉姆试试，展示该怎样使用冰鞋。他一开始扮演了几个滑稽古怪的动作，假装自己站不稳。

7.接着，他恳求要回自己被没收的枪，以便用它来支撑站在冰上。要回了枪，他就开始转着圈滑冰，他不断扩大圆圈，直到最后喊叫了一声就像离弦的箭一样飞驰而去。

8.印第安人惊呆了，还没等他们弯弓射箭，海狸.吉姆早已跑到箭的射程以外了。

过了很多天的一个晚上，当人们围在营火边一起吃晚饭时，海狸.吉姆这才告诉大家自己是如何以智取胜，从印第安人手上逃脱的。他还描述了自己飞奔而去时，印第安人是怎样的面无表情。





HOLMES'S SCHOOL DAYS

willow 杨柳 croak 呱呱叫 fancies(fancy) 幻想（复数） childish 孩子气 question 问题 tease 取笑 mischief 恶作剧 frightened 受惊的 remember 记住

1.Oliver Wendell Holmes was sent to school when he was a very little boy.The school was in Cambridgeport; and the little fellow had a long walk across the green fields and through the lanes, for there were very few houses standing there then.

2.His first teacher was a stout old lady whom the children called “Dame Prentiss”.She used to have a long willow rod which reached across the room.If the children were idle or in mischief, she would touch them with this rod to remind them that it was time to study.

3.The boys in Cambridgeport used to make fun of Oliver and tease him.One day he went to school wearing a new hat with a wide brim.“Hullo you, Sir!” said a roguish boy, “Did you know there was going to be a race tomorrow?” “No, who's going to run? Where's it going to be?”

“Squire Mills and Dr.Williams round the brim of your hat.” Then the boy made a face, and Oliver knew he was making fun of him.

4.The future poet was full of childish fancies.He would throw a stone at a tree to get the answer to a question.If he hit the tree, he would think the answer was “Yes”.When he was walking he would try to step from one stone to another, or else walk upon the patches of grass.

5.There was a glove-maker whose store he used to pass on his way to school.This man had hung out a large wooden hand for a sign, and the wind made it swing and creak, which frightened the little boy.

“Oh, that dreadful hand!” he said, “always hanging there, ready to catch a little boy, who would never come home to supper, or see his mother again.”

6.A wooden pail of drinking-water stood in the schoolroom, and the children had a brown mug from which they drank.

The pail was made of white pine, and it gave the water an odd taste.Oliver always remembered the taste of that water, and the mug with the piece broken from the rim.

7.The children thought that a red-cheeked, curly-haired boy named Edmund had bitten the piece out one day when he was in a hurry for a drink.

When Oliver grew a little older, he went to another school in Cambridgeport.

霍姆斯的学生时代

1.奥利弗.温德尔.霍姆斯很小的时候就被送去上学。学校在剑桥港，小家伙要走很长一段路，穿过绿色的田野和街巷才能到。因为那时，那里的房子很少。

2.他的第一位老师是一个粗壮的老妇人，孩子们称她为普兰提斯夫人。她常常拿着一根柳树枝作为教棒，它能到达房间的任何一个角落。如果孩子们走神或者搞恶作剧，她就用这根教棒打他们，提醒他们该学习了。

3.剑桥港的男孩常常取笑奥利弗，还戏弄他。一天，他戴着一顶宽帽檐的新帽子去学校。“你好啊，先生！” 一个调皮的男孩说道，“你知道明天有一个跑步比赛吗？”“不知道啊，谁去跑呢？去哪儿跑啊？”

“米尔斯乡绅和威廉斯医生沿着你的帽檐跑。”接着，那个男孩做了一张鬼脸。奥利弗知道他是在取笑自己。

4.这个未来的诗人充满了幼稚的幻想。他会把一块石头扔向一棵树，来获得问题的答案。如果他击中树，他会认为答案是肯定的。他走路时，会从一块石头迈向另一块，或者在草地上走。

5.上学的路上，他会经过一家制造手套的商店。这家店主在门口挂着一个大木手作为招牌，风吹着它摇摆着还发出咯吱咯吱的响声。这可把他吓着了。

“哦，那只可怕的手!”他说道，“总是挂在那里，准备抓走小男孩，这样他就再也不能回家吃晚饭，也无法见到自己的妈妈了。”

6.教室里放着一个盛水的木桶，孩子们用一个棕色的杯子舀水喝。

木桶是用雪松做成的，这给了水奇怪的味道。奥利弗永远都记得那水的味道，还有边缘破损了的杯子。

7.孩子们认为是那个双颊红润、头发卷曲名叫埃德蒙的男孩一天着急喝水时把杯子咬下了一块。

奥利弗年纪稍大些时，去了剑桥港的另一所学校。





TOM COD AND MRS.LOBSTER

caper 跳跃 lobster 龙虾 island 岛屿 defend 防守 advantage 收益 floundering(flounder)挣扎（现在分词） whirling(whirl) 旋转（现在分词）seized(seize) 抓住（过去式）instantly 立即 dashed(dash) 猛冲（过去式） smellers(smeller) 触须（复数）ebbed(ebb) 退潮（过去式）

1.Around a rocky island, the deep tides ebbed and flowed, and the waves rolled and dashed.The waters were so deep that large fish could come up to the very rocks.

Far down at the foot of one of these rocks was young Tom Cod, swimming and playing.He was a very fine, beautiful fish.He was young, and felt that he could do almost anything.

2.He would dart off like a flash of lightning, and then back again; sometimes whirling round, sometimes rolling over, and cutting all manner of capers.Once upon a time he found an old lobster, slowly creeping along among the rocks that lay on the bottom of the sea.

“Pray, Mrs.Lobster, what are you doing? How slowly you move！ What！ Can't you rush and dash and fly through the water as I do?”

3.“Why, Master Tom, that is not my nature.My food and home are down among the rocks.I feel safer here.”

“Well, what a homely creature you are！ Those two great claws — what do you do with them?”

4.“With the big, coarse one I crack the shellfish, thus:” and she seized and instantly crushed a large oyster; “and with the sharp teeth of the other — why, if you will just put your tail in that claw, I will show you how nicely it will seize and hold a fish.”

5.“What do you do with those long smellers? They are longer than your whole body.”

“These are not smellers.Master Tom.”

“What are they, then?”

“They are feelers.When I want to go to sleep, or when I want to eat, I just lay them over my back, and let them stick out behind me; and then, if any fish comes near to bite me, I feel him at once.”

6.“And what do you do then?”

“I whirl round instantly and present my claws to him, and he swims off.”

“Well, Mrs.Lobster, I would like to know how you grow.Does your shell stretch or grow larger? You don't seem larger than you did a year ago, when I was very small and very young.”

7.“Nor am I any larger.But I do all my growing for the year in a few days.Once a year I throw off my shell, and then swell and grow, and then put on a new shell.It takes some days, but it is nice to come out once a year in a new house.”

8.“And do you really go naked till the new shell grows and hardens?”

“I certainly do.”

“Why don't the fish eat you up, when you are so soft and have no claws with which to defend yourself?”

9.“Ah, there's the advantage of having my home down among the rocks.When I am about to throw off my shell, I dig a hole just large enough to creep into, under some rock, and there I go and no fish can get at me.I lie there safely until I get a new shell.It is a nice home, and I am perfectly happy in it.”

10.“Nonsense!” said Tom Cod, “I want room to play, and to pick up my food wherever I find it.There now, don't you see that naked clam? See how quickly I have him!”

11.Poor Tom！ He grabbed the clam, and the hook in it caught him！ He tried so hard to get away, but the hook was fast and the line was strong.The last Mrs.Lobster saw of him he was being drawn straight up to the top of the water; then she heard the poor fellow floundering in the boat.

12.“Oh!” said she, “those colors on poor Tom are beautiful, and doubtless it is a fine thing to be able to swim anywhere, and to dash up and down through the deep waters; but, after all, is not my humble home down among the rocks the safest? Has not the Great Master of the seas given me my full share of blessings, though I must live in the very depths of the seas, and creep over the sands and the rocks? I will be thankful, humble, and contented.”

鳕鱼汤姆和龙虾夫人

1.在一座满是岩石的岛礁四周，巨大的潮汐此起彼伏，波浪翻滚前冲。海水很深，大鱼能到达这些岩石。

年轻的鳕鱼汤姆在这些岩石脚下的深处游泳玩耍。他既健康又英俊。他很年轻，觉得自己可以做任何事情。

2.他会像一道闪电一样掠来掠去。他有时旋转，有时翻滚，有时做出各式各样的跳跃。有一次，他遇见了一只老龙虾，他顺着海底的岩石慢慢爬过去。

“请问，龙虾夫人，您在做什么？您怎么移动得那么慢啊！难道您不能像我一样狂跑猛冲，在水里疾驰而过吗？”

3.“啊，鳕鱼师傅，这不是我的天性。我的衣食起居都在岩石间。我在这里感觉更安全。”

“好吧，那你可真够平淡无聊的！看你这两个大爪子——要它们做什么用？”

4.“我用自己粗大的爪子敲开贝类吃。”说着，她马上用她爪子上锋利的刺儿抓住并压碎了一只大牡蛎。“如果你把尾巴伸到我的爪子里，你就知道我的爪子是多么会抓鱼。”

5.“你的这些长长的触角是做什么用的啊？它们比你的整个身体还长。”

“它们不是我的触角。汤姆师傅。”

“那它们是什么？”

“它们是用来触碰东西的。我睡觉和吃东西时，就把触须放在自己的背后并伸展开来。如果有鱼靠近过来咬我，我就能立即察觉到。”

6.“然后，你怎么做呢？”

“我就立即转过头，把自己的爪子亮出来，这样鱼就游走了。”

“嗯，龙虾太太，我想知道您是怎样长大的。您的壳能伸展还是能变大？您看起来不比一年前大。我那时身材还非常小，年龄也很小。”

7.“我没有长大。但是，我只要用几天就能长一岁。我每年换一次壳，然后就变大，接着再穿上一件新外壳。这需要几天时间，但是每年能换一个新房子住感觉好极了。”

8.“在新壳长成和变硬之前，您都一直光着身子走来走去吗？”

“对啊。”

“鱼难道不会吃掉您吗？您身体那么软又没有爪子来保护自己。”

9.“啊，这就是我把家安置在岩石间的原因了。我要换壳时，就在岩石间挖一个能承下我的洞。我钻进洞里就没有鱼能找到我了。我安全地躺在那里，直到长出新的外壳。这是一个很好的家，住在里面我感到非常快乐。”

10.“才不是呢！”鳕鱼汤姆不屑地说，“不论在哪里，只要有地方玩，能找到吃的就行。看到那边那只裸露的文蛤了吗？看我怎么快速地把它吃掉！”

11.可怜的汤姆！他捕获了文蛤，可里面的鱼钩抓住了他！他拼命努力试图逃走，但是鱼钩锋利，钓线结实。龙虾夫人看到他的最后一眼是他被径直拉出水面。然后，她听到了这个可怜的家伙在船上挣扎的声音。

12.“哎! ”她感叹，“可怜的汤姆有着好看的外表，还能随时随地游来游去，在深水里上蹿下跳，但终究还是我在岩石间的寒舍最安全啊！都是海神给了我这样的福分，虽然我必须生活在大海深处，在沙滩和岩石间爬行，但我会一直感恩、谦卑和满足的。”





GARDEN MEMORIES

disk 圆盘 flutter 振翅膀 twitter 鸟鸣 bunch 束 marigold 万寿菊 imagine 想象 gather 采集 posy 花朵 caterpillar 毛虫

1.When Oliver was quite small, he used to ride with his father and mother, sitting between them, and sometimes driving the horse.One of their drives was over the bridge to the next town.There was an old brown house on the roadside, and in the yard was a garden of many bright flowers.

2.The man who lived there had a sister whose name was Sally.Oliver's father would stop in front of the house, and Sally would come out to talk to them, and gather some flowers for the little boy.She was very fond of the yellow marigolds, and would pick a bunch of them and say, “Here is a posy for the little boy.”

3.After Oliver grew to be an old man, he always remembered that kind, soft voice; and whenever he smelled a marigold he couldclose his eyes and imagine the picture of the low brown cottage with its garden, and the nodding golden marigolds.

4.I think he liked yellow flowers.In his own garden there was a row of tall sunflowers growing near an old pear tree.The yellow-birds seemed very fond of them, and Oliver loved to watch them flutter about, “golden, in the golden light, over the golden flowers.”

5.When Oliver became a man, he tried to make the garden look as it did when he was a boy.He said the squash bugs and caterpillars came back and were as friendly as ever.The same buff-colored bugs fed upon his roses; the butterflies came back, and also the bees and the birds.

6.He wondered if the yellow-birds would return; and he planted a row of sunflowers like the row which stood near the pear tree when he was a boy.As soon as the blossoms spread their yellow disks, and the seeds began to ripen, the yellow-birds appeared, twittering and fluttering about them as in his boyhood.

花园的回忆

1.在奥利弗很小的时候，他常常和自己的父母一起坐马车。他坐在他们两人之间，有时还赶马。他们有时会坐马车穿过一座桥去邻近的镇子。在路边，有一座古老的棕色的房子，院子里有一个花园，里面开满了许多鲜艳的花朵。

2.住在那里的人，有一个妹妹，叫莎莉。奥利弗的父亲会在房子前停下，莎莉会出来和他们说话，还会给小奥利弗采集一些花。她非常喜欢黄色的金盏花，常常采下一束，说道：“孩子，这束花是给你的。”

3.奥利弗长大成了一位老人后，也一直记着那个善良、柔和的声音。每当他闻到金盏菊的花香，就会闭上眼睛，脑海里浮现一幅画面，里面有那座低矮的棕色的小房子和花园里摇曳的金黄色的金盏花。

4.我想他一定很喜欢黄色的花儿。在他自己的花园里，在一棵老梨树附近种着一排高高的向日葵。黄鸟似乎很喜欢它们，奥利弗喜欢看着它们在金黄色的光芒和金黄色的花儿中飞来飞去。

5.奥利弗长大成人后，试图使自己的花园成为他儿时看到的那个一样。他说南瓜虫和毛毛虫回来了，像以往一样友好。同样的黄色瓢虫在他养的玫瑰上进餐。蝴蝶也回来了，还有蜜蜂和鸟儿。

6.他好奇黄鸟会不会回来，就栽种了一排向日葵，和他儿时看到种在梨树旁的那排向日葵一样。花朵一张开它们黄色的圆盘，种子刚开始成熟，黄鸟就出现了，呢喃着在向日葵花上飞来飞去，和他童年时看到的场景完全一样。





OCEAN PEARL

surface 表面 swallowed(swallow) 吞（过去式）mountains(mountain) 山脉（复数） sparkling(sparkle) 闪亮（现在分词） swiftly 迅速地 sometimes 有时 spreading(spread) 传播（现在分词） thirsty 饥渴 widened 使变宽 stronger(strong) 更强壮（比较级） floating(float) 漂浮（现在分词） brightly 明亮地

1.On the calm surface of the sea there lay, one morning, a tiny drop of water.She was looking up into the clear blue sky, and thinking how nice it would be to take a journey up into the air.She wanted to see the earth, the trees, and the flowers; and, small as she was, she wished to be of some use.“Floating gaily, sparkling brightly

On a calm, still, summer sea,

Spoke a tiny drop of ocean,

‘Oh, that I of use might be!’”

2.“Can I be of any use at all?” she said to herself, “I am tired of lying here so quiet and still and useless.I wish there were fairies in these days, for then one might hear my wish and carry me away from here and show me what to do.”“No sooner had she spoken

Than a sunbeam, bright and golden

As a fairy of times olden,

Came to grant her wish.”3.“I have heard your wish，”the fairy said to the drop of water, whose name was Ocean Pearl, “and if you will come with me I will help you to do everything you want.My name is Sunbeam, and I am one of the great number of kind fairies who love to do all the good we can.”

4.“Give me your hand,” said Sunbeam, “for I am to carry you high up into the air that you may see the world.Then you will go down to the earth, and I do not doubt but that you will soon find out for yourself what you ought to do.”

5.Ocean Pearl at once put out her hand.Sunbeam caught it in his, and, spreading his wings, which were as bright and beautiful as a butterfly's, they quickly mounted high up into the air.

“Below, lay the earth pure and green,

Dotted over with village and town;

The faint gleam of the rivers was seen，

As they rolled from the steep mountains down.”6.“And now,” said Sunbeam, “I can do no more for you; but by and by there will come a mighty giant, ever so much stronger than I am, and he will carry you away with him to the far-off mountain tops.”

“And who is this giant?” said Ocean Pearl.“I wish you would not leave me, dear Sunbeam; I feel so happy and safe with you, and I do not like giants.”

7.“But this is one of the good giants,” said Sunbeam, “and he loves to work for the people on earth.His name is West Wind.Sometimes, indeed, he is very angry, and then even the largest ships are afraid of him.He makes such big, wild waves on the sea that often both ships and men are swallowed up in them.”

“Oh, dear me! I am sure I shall not care for him,” said timid Ocean Pearl.

“Ah! here he comes,” said Sunbeam, “and now I must leave you.”

8.Swiftly, but gently.Ocean Pearl found herself carried along as she rested on the great giant's breast; and so tenderly did he bear her in his arms that she soon lost all fear of him.“Swiftly, with smooth and silent wings,

The west wind steals along,

Bearing sweet rain to cheer all things

In his arms so soft and strong.”9.And now a high and bare mountain rises before them, and Ocean Pearl is afraid that she may be dashed to pieces.But West Wind lays her gently down among the sharp and rough rocks.Far away below, Ocean Pearl can see the green fields and the waving corn of a quiet valley.

“Ah! I see now what I ought to do，” said Ocean Pearl to herself, “I must make my way down to that green valley, and with my little strength try to make it fresher and greener.”

10.“I am so small, though, that I had better find some friends to join me.” So, looking round, she saw some small, round drops like herself.They, too, seemed to want friends to help them along, so they soon got together.More and more drops joined them, and then they formed a very small stream running down between the rocks.

11.Soon more and more streams joined them, and at last they became a very strong band and went along very merrily.In the upper part of the valley the stream now large widened out into a small lake.“Through moss and through brake

The stream runs and creeps

For a while, till it sleeps

In its own little lake.”12.And now Ocean Pearl thought herself lost quite as much as when she was in the sea.But soon she found herself carried out of the lake again, and moving gently down a smooth and wide river.She passed softly on, “Through meadow and glade,

In sunshine and shade.”13.“Now,” thought Ocean Pearl to herself, “now is my time to be of use.There is a pretty bluebell hanging its head as if thirsty.Can I not reach it?” The bluebell's head fell lower and lower.It touched the water; and, with a glad cry, Ocean Pearl threw herself into the cup of the bell and was at rest.

14.She gave new life to the dying bluebell, and after she had done her duty there, she again joined the river.You may be sure she was always ready to do all the good she could.

At last so many, many more drops of water joined her that they formed a large river.On the river, ships were able to sail, and to carry goods for the use of the people in the large town which had grown up at the river's mouth.

海上明珠

1.一天早晨, 在表面平静的大海里躺着一小滴水。她正抬头看着晴朗蔚蓝的天空，并且想象着要是能去空中旅行一次该多好啊。她想看看陆地、树木和鲜花。虽然自己很小，她希望有一些用处。

“快活地漂浮，明亮闪烁

在深沉而静止的夏天的海面，

海洋中的小水滴说，

‘哦，或许我会有些用处的!’”

2.“我到底能有何用处呢？” 她自言自语道，“我已经厌倦了躺在这里，安详平静，毫无用处。我希望世上有仙女，这样她们当中有人可能会听到我的愿望，带我离开这里，并且告诉我该怎么办。”

“她话音刚落，

就看到一束阳光，金黄明亮，

出现了一个古代的仙女，

来满足她的愿望。”　　

3.“我听说了你的愿望，”仙女对这滴水说，水滴的名叫海上明珠。“如果你愿意跟我来，我会帮你实现任何愿望。我的名字叫阳光。我是一个善良的仙女，和其他众多的仙女一样喜欢做善事。”

4.“把手伸给我，”阳光说，“我要把你带到高高的天空中，这样你就可以看到整个世界了。然后，你还可以在陆地上走走。我相信不久你就会发现自己想做什么了。”

5.海上明珠立刻伸出了自己的手。阳光握住了她的手，张开他像蝴蝶一样鲜艳漂亮的翅膀，他们快速地飞到了空中。

“下面有绿色纯洁的陆地，

村镇点缀其中；

河流微弱光芒显现，

当他们从陡峭的高山上翻滚下来。”　　

6.“现在，”阳光说，“我只能为你做这些了。但是，慢慢会有一个强大的巨人来，比我的法力要强很多，他会带你到遥远的山顶去。”

“这个巨人是谁？”海上明珠问道，“我希望你不离开我，亲爱的阳光。和你在一起，我感到既高兴又安全。我不喜欢巨人。”

7.“但他是一个很好的巨人，”阳光说道，“他喜欢为世间的人们工作。他的名字叫西风。虽然有时他会发脾气，那时即使最大的船舶也害怕他。他在海上能掀起巨大的浪花，船只和水手都会被海浪吞没。”

“噢，亲爱的！我敢肯定自己会怕他的。”胆小的海上明珠说道。

“啊！他来了。”阳光叫道，“现在，我必须离开你了。”

8.海上明珠发现自己迅速而轻柔地被带着飞起来了，她就躺在巨人的怀抱中。 他如此温柔地把她抱在怀里，她很快就没有了所有的恐惧。　　

“以无声而光滑的翅膀达于迅捷，

西风悄悄地潜入，

带来甜蜜的雨露滋润一切的生灵，

在他如此柔软而强壮的怀抱中。”　　

9.眼前，一座高高的、光秃的山峰出现在他们面前。海上明珠害怕自己会被撞碎。但是，西风抱着她，轻轻地在尖锐的、粗糙的岩石间飞过。在他们身下远远的地方，海上明珠可以看到绿色的田野和在一个宁静的山谷中摇曳的玉米。

“啊！我知道自己现在该做什么了。”海上明珠自言自语道，“我到那个绿色的山谷中，以我的微薄之力，使它变得更清新碧绿。”

10.“可是，我这么小，应该找一些朋友和我一起去。”所以，她环顾四周，看到一些像自己一样的小小的、圆圆的水珠。他们似乎也想让朋友来帮助自己，所以他们很快就聚到了一起。越来越多的水珠加入他们的行列，然后，他们组成了一个小溪流，流淌在岩石间。

11.很快，越来越多的小溪流加入他们。最后，他们成为一个强大的队伍，愉快地前行着。在山谷的上面，溪流已经扩大成一个小湖。

“穿过苔藓和阻隔，

小溪流淌环绕

不停，直到它睡在

自己做成的小湖里。”　

12.现在，海上明珠觉得自己不如在海里时有趣。但是，她很快发现自己再次被带出小湖，轻轻滑落到一条平缓而宽大的河里。她轻柔地穿过，

“经过草地和林间空地，

穿过阳光和树荫。”　

13.“现在，”海上明珠心里想，“现在是我发挥作用的时候了。”地上有一棵好看的风信子，低着头，仿佛渴了。我能够着它吗？风信子的头越来越低。它碰到了水面，高兴地叫了出来，海上明珠滑进了风信子的花铃中，开始休息。

14.她给垂死的风信子重新带来了生机。她在完成了自己的职责后，又再次加入河流的队伍。可以肯定的是，她总是乐于助人，随时准备帮忙。

最后，越来越多的水珠加入她的行列中来，他们形成了一条巨大的河流。在这条河上，船能够航行，并运载着供城镇人们使用的货物。这个城镇就在河口处。





HOLMES AT PHILLIPS ACADEMY

Phillips菲利普斯 Academy 学院 bullet 子弹 Andover安多弗 ghost 鬼 powder 粉末 agent 职员 station 车站 professor 教授

1.Oliver's father sent him to school at Phillips Academy, at Andover, when he was fifteen years of age.His father and mother drove to the school with him.They went up the long road, past the old powder-house, through country lanes, until they reached Andover.

They stopped at a white house, where one of the professors lived.When they drove away, Oliver watched the carriage until it was lost to sight.

2.How lonely it was for the poor boy! He was very homesick, and longed to be back in the old house with his father and mother.

There was an old lady living at the house of the professor.She was very deaf, but kind-hearted, and she felt sorry for Oliver.She gave him some medicine, thinking it would make him better, but it did not cure his homesickness.

3.Before many days he made friends with the other boys, and became interested in his lessons, and soon the homesickness passed away.

The old clock on the Academy seemed to strike very slowly.His room-mate said that Oliver ran away one day when the clock began to strike eleven, but they caught him before the last stroke.

4.The boys used to walk to Indian Ridge, and they often went swimming in the river near by.They had many good times together, and Oliver made some pleasant friends.He once went to visit one of the boys who lived at Haverhill, and while there he saw an old house with a bullet hole in it.The bullet which made the hole had been fired by the Indians, in 1703, at a minister by the name of Benjamin Rolfe.

5.There was an old elm tree in Andover which, it was said, had had hoops of iron put around it to prevent the Indians from cutting into it with their tomahawks.

There were no hoops to be seen, and it was said that the bark of the tree had grown over them and buried them.

6.A great many years afterwards, Doctor Holmes went back to Andover one day, and visited the places in which he and his schoolmates had had so many good times in the years of long ago.He said it seemed as if the little boy of that far-distant time went about with him all day.

When he went to the station to take the train, he asked the agent for two tickets.But the little figure, which seemed to be at his side, whispered, “When you leave this place, you leave me behind you,” so he bought but one ticket, and said, “Good-bye, little ghost.”

霍姆斯在菲利普斯学院

1.奥利弗15岁的时候，父亲把他送到位于安多弗的菲利普斯学院。父亲和母亲驾着马车送他上学。他们走了很远的路，经过了一个旧的兵工厂，穿过了乡间小路，最后到达安多弗。

他们在一所白色的房子面前停下来。这是学校里一个教授的住所。当父母离开时，奥利弗看着马车离去，直到它在自己的视野里消失。

2.这个可怜的孩子是多么的孤单啊！他非常想家，渴望回到自己的老房子里和父母待在一起。

在这位教授的家里，住着一个老妇人。她耳朵很聋，但心地善良。她很同情奥利弗，还给了他一些药，以为这会使他感到舒服些。但是，药物没有治好他的思乡之情。

3.没多久，他就和其他的男孩成为朋友，也对自己的课程有了兴趣。思乡之情很快就消失了。

学院里的老钟似乎走得很慢。他的室友说，一天，当钟敲了11下的时候，奥利弗就跑了，但在钟敲最后一下的时候，他们抓住了他。

4.男孩们常常步行到印第安山脉，在附近的一条河里游泳。他们在一起玩得可开心了。奥利弗交了一些好朋友。有一次，他去看望住在黑弗里尔的一个朋友。他看见那里的一所老房子上有弹孔，子弹是一个印第安人打的，是在1703年向一个名叫本杰明.罗尔夫的牧师射击时留下的。

5.在安多弗有一棵老榆树，据说有铁箍围绕着它，以防止印第安人用他们的战斧砍树。

现在已经看不到铁箍了，据说树皮已经长过它们，把它们覆盖住了。

6.很多年之后的一天，霍姆斯博士回到安多弗，并参观他和同学们在很多年以前共度那么多好时光的地方。他说，似乎当年那个小男孩一直在跟随着他。

他到火车站乘火车时，找售票员买两张票。但是，似乎在他身边的那个小身影低声说：“当你离开这个地方时，把我留在这里吧。”因此，他只买了一张票，说道：“再见，小鬼。”





THE WONDERFUL “ONE-HOSS SHAY”

text 文字 certain 某种 cause 诱因 articles(article) 文章（复数） chaise轻便马车 deacon 执事 reason 原因 parson 牧师 earthquake 地震

1.Oliver Wendell Holmes was a boy who thought.He often wondered why certain things came to pass, and tried to find some reason for what he saw.He noticed how articles wore out, one part giving way at a time.Sometimes things would break down instead of wearing out.He could understand why it was so with some things; but oftentimes with other things there seemed to him to be no cause for it.

2.One day he said to his brother John, “If you should make something, and have every part of it just as good as every other part, it would all go to pieces at once, wouldn't it?” After many years had gone by and he had grown to be a man, he put this idea into a poem.

3.This poem was about a Deacon who was going to have a chaise.A chaise is a two-wheeled carriage with a covered top.Some people used to call it a “shay”.The Deacon decided to make every part of his chaise so strong that it could never break down.He found the strongest ash wood to make the floor and spokes and sills.He sent for lancewood to make the thills, and got the best wood for every part.The finest of steel made the springs, and the strongest buffalo skin was used to cover the top, boot, and dasher.

4.When it was finished it was as strong as could be made in every part, and the Deacon looked with pride upon his work.

The chaise was a wonder.The Deacon and his wife used it all their lives; so did their children and their grand-children.

5.At last it had been used for a hundred years.It then belonged to a parson, and it began to show that it was old; but one part was still as good as another, and it showed no sign of breaking down.

One morning the parson was driving in the chaise and thinking about the text for his next Sunday's sermon, when all of a sudden there was —Then something decidedly like a spill, —

And the parson was sitting upon a rock.”

6.Where was the poor, old chaise? It had gone entirely to pieces.Every part was worn out at the same time, for each part was as strong as the other.When the parson got up and looked around, he found the pieces of the old chaise all in a heap, — “As if it had been to the mill and ground!”

神奇的“双轮马车”

1.奥利弗.温德尔.霍姆斯是一个善于思考的男孩。他常常想知道为什么某些东西可以动，并试图为自己看到的现象找到原因。他注意到一些物品会磨损，一些零件会失灵。有时，一些东西会完全破损而不是渐渐磨损。他能理解一些东西发生这种状况的原因，但是对其他一些事情，似乎找不到任何理由。

2.一天,他对自己的兄弟约翰说：“假如你做了一件东西，使它的每个部分和其他的部分一样好，它会一下子散架的，不是吗？”许多年过去了，他已经长大成人，把这个想法写到了一首诗里。

3.这首诗是关于一个执事想要拥有一架轻便马车的事。这个轻便马车有两个轮子和一个帐篷，有人叫它“双轮马车”。执事决定让自己马车的每一个零件都变得非常结实，这样它就不会散架。他用结实的白蜡木做地板、轮辐和窗棂。他找来箭杆木做车辕，每一零件都用最好的木材。用最好的钢做弹簧，用最结实的水牛皮做帐篷、靴子和鞭子。

4.当车子做好后，它的每个部件都很结实，执事自豪地看着自己的作品。

车子真是个奇迹。执事和自己的妻子一辈子都在用这辆车，他们的孩子甚至孙子也在用。

5.最终，车子用了100年。一个牧师得到了它。车子开始显旧，但车子的零件还是很结实，毫无散架的迹象。

一天早晨，牧师驾驶着马车，心里默念着自己下周日的布道。这时，突然——“First a shiver, and then a thrill,

“车子抖了一下，接着又开始震颤，

然后，有东西摔了出去——

牧师坐到了一块石头上。”

6.那架可怜的老马车去哪儿了？它已经完全散架。每个零件都在同一时间坏掉，因为每个零件都一样的结实。牧师起身环顾四周，发现老马车的零件堆成一堆，“好像它刚从磨坊里被碾出来一样！”





THE DEACON'S MASTERPIECE; OR,THE WONDERFUL“ONE-HOSS SHAY”

logical 逻辑 perplexed 困惑的 tough 困难 earthquake 地震 weakest 最软弱 inquire 询问

Have you heard of the wonderful one-hoss shay，

That was built in such a logical way

It ran a hundred years to a day,

And then, of a sudden, it — ah, but stay,

I'll tell you what happened without delay,

Scaring the parson into fits,

Frightening people out of their wits, —

Have you ever heard of that, I say?

Now in building of chaises, I tell you what，

There is always somewhere a weakest spot, —

Above or below, or within or without, —

And that's the reason, beyond a doubt,

A chaise breaks down, but doesn't wear out.

So the Deacon inquired of the village folk

Where he could find the strongest oak，

That couldn't be split nor bent nor broke, —

That was for spokes and floor and sills;

He sent for lancewood to make the thills;

Step and prop-iron, bolt and screw，

Steel of the finest, bright and blue;

Boot, top, dasher, from tough old hide

Found in the pit when the tanner died.

That was the way he “put her through”.

“There!” said the Deacon, “Naow she'll dew.”

Do！ I tell you, I rather guess

She was a wonder, and nothing less！

Colts grew horses, beards turned gray,

Deacon and deaconess dropped away,

Children and grandchildren — where were they?

But there stood the stout old one-hoss shay,

As fresh as on Lisbon-earthquake day.

Little of all we value here

Wakes on the morn of its hundredth year

Without both feeling and looking queer.

First of November, — the Earthquake day.—

There are traces of age in the one-hoss shay:

First of November, 'Fifty-five！

This morning the parson takes a drive.

Now, small boys, get out of the way！

Here comes the wonderful one-hoss shay.

The parson was working his Sunday's text, —

Had got to fifthly, and stopped perplexed.

All at once the horse stood still，

Close by the meet'n'-house on the hill.

— First a shiver, and then a thrill,

Then something decidedly like a spill, —

And the parson was sitting upon a rock,

At half-past nine by the meet'n'-house clock, —

Just the hour of the Earthquake shock！

— What do you think the parson found，

When he got up and stared around?

The poor old chaise in a heap or mound，

As if it had been to the mill and ground！

You see, of course, if you're not a dunce,

How it went to pieces all at once, —

All at once, and nothing first, —

Just as bubbles do when they burst.

Oliver Wendell Holmes

执事的杰作或神奇的“双轮马车”

你听说过神奇的双轮轻便马车，

构造得合理而完美。

跑了100年直到一日，

然后，突然，它——啊，停止，

我来告诉你，没有任何延迟，

吓得牧师体无完肤，

惊得人们呆若树木，

你听过没有，我说？

现在我告诉你马车如何建造，

总有一个弱点——

上面或下面，里面或外面——

这就是原因，毫无疑问，

马车散架，但是没破损。

所以执事询问村夫，

哪里能找到结实的橡树，

不会断裂、弯曲或出事故，

用它来做辐条、车板和窗栏；

找来箭杆木做车辕；

阶梯、铁架、 螺栓和螺钉，

用的是最好的钢，明亮又发青；

脚套、顶棚和车挡，取自结实的老兽皮，

那是制革工以生命为代价从陷阱中得来。

这就是他如何“把车造”。

“瞧！”执事道，“现在，她要出发。”

走！告诉你，我猜，

她要不是个奇迹才怪！

小马长成大马，胡子都变白，

执事和女执事从世间离开，

儿女和孙子们，不知所在？

但这架粗壮的马车依然不坏，

和里斯本地震日那天一样如新。

我们似乎一点儿也不珍视。

这是她100岁生日的晨曦，

既没有感觉也不感到惊奇。

11月1日——地震日子——

马车上有了时代的痕迹：

11月1日，55时！

这天早上牧师驾马车行驶。

喂，孩子们，闪开道！

神奇的马车到。

牧师正准备着礼拜日的祷告，

刚到第五章，停了下来想不到。

突然马站立不动，

马上到山上的教堂。

先是一抖，然后颤动，

接着，有东西摔出。

牧师坐在了岩石上，

教堂的钟显示的是9：30，

正是地震发生时！

你认为牧师找到什么，

当他站起身环顾四周，

可怜的马车坏成一堆。

就像刚从磨坊里碾过！

明白了吧，除非你是个傻瓜，

它是怎样突然散架，

是同时的，没有先后，

就像泡沫破裂一样。

奥利弗.温德尔.霍姆斯





THE SWEET'PEA STORY

agreeable 令人愉快的 adorned(adorn) 装饰（过去式和过去分式） disposition 性情 determined(determine) 下决心（过去式和过去分式） accustom 使习惯 protection 保护

1.“One pleasant morning last May, as I was sunning myself on the top of the fence, little Amy came singing across the yard.She stooped down near me, and began making holes in the earth.I climbed upon her shoulder and peeped over to see what would happen; and I saw that she dropped into every hole a small, round seed.She then smoothed the earth over the seeds, and ran singing into the house.”

2.“Towards noon I stretched myself upon the cool ground near by, exactly on the track of the field-mice.I laid my ear close to the earth, and listened to the low, murmuring sound which seemed to come from below.It was the small, round seeds complaining.‘Oh, how hard it is to stay in the dark！ Here it is cold and damp.No air, no sunshine.O how sad!’”

“Then I whispered down to them, — for the flower language is very easy to me, — I whispered down to them, ‘Wait.Something beautiful will come of it.I have seen many small, round seeds hidden away in the earth, and always something beautiful came of it.’”

3.“After that there were cold rains and chilling winds, and I said to myself, ‘Poor little seeds！ How long they have to wait！ I fear they may die of cold.’ But one bright morning, when the fields were green and the trees were in bloom, and there was sunshine enough for all the world, I happened to look down from my post, and saw a fine sight.”

“Just where the seeds had been hidden away something beautiful had come of it, — a row of pretty green sprouts! And as I watched them day by day, I saw that they very soon put on garments of lovely green, and adorned themselves with rings.”

4.“Now this is the way I found out their names.One day Amy came singing into the yard, — it is so pleasant when children come singing, — she came singing into the yard, and she said, ‘Now I must string my sweet peas.’ And then I knew they were sweet peas.”

“She took a ball of white cord from her pocket, and began at the end of the row, giving to each one a string by which to climb the fence.But there was not quite enough of the white cord.And so she gave to one a dark, rough, knotted string, and one was left without any at all.”

5.“It has been a pleasure during the summer for me to watch these two sweet peas.The one to whom the dark string was given had by no means a happy disposition.As I sat near her one morning, she made the most bitter complaints.”

“‘Look across the yard，’ said she.‘Those plants have all the sunshine, and we have all the shade.’”

“I whispered, ‘Wait till afternoon.Then they will have the shade, and you will have the sun.None have the sunshine always.Some shade is good for all.’”

6.“‘Well,’ she said, ‘why is this dark, rough, knotty string given to me? I have a great desire to go up.The yellow-birds sing of fine things to be seen from the fence-top.They sing of gardensblooming with flowers, and of bees and butterflies and sparkling waters.And I've heard that higher up the air is pure and sweet.It must be very delightful.But I can never climb by that dark, rough string.I'd rather stay below.”

7.“‘The earthworm tells me it is quite pleasant here; and he, for one, never wished to go higher.Robin Runaway is a pleasant playfellow, and sometimes the lady-bugs come.I will creep about here and amuse myself with the beetles.This burdock is a fine shelter from the rain.Who knows but some day a pleasant way of climbing may be offered me.’”

8.“From that hour I watched her course.At first she ran about gayly enough, playing with the beetles and Robin Runaway; but when a young family of weeds sprang up, it became very hard to move about.Then the burdock spread out its broad leaves, taking from her every ray of sunshine.Scarcely a breath of pure air could reach her.The singing of the birds sounded far away.She bore one pale, sickly blossom, — no more.And now whoever passes that way may find her lying there, a yellow, feeble thing, giving pleasure to none.”

9.“But the sweet pea who had no string given her behaved quite differently.She said,‘I was not made to creep about here.There is something in me which says, “Go up！ Go up!” This earthy smell oppresses me.Oh, if one could only mount to where the birds are singing! I shall never be content to remain here with Robin Run-away and the earthworms.“Up!” is the word.’”

10.“And when the yellow-birds sang to her of the beautiful things to be seen from above, — of gardens and fountains and the fragrant breath of flowers, — she could no longer remain quiet, but resolved to find some way of raising herself from the earth.”

11.“And a pleasure it was for me to watch her progress.First she came to a blade of grass.‘A blade of grass is not very high,’ said she, ‘but then it leads up, and at the top of this there may be found something higher.’ The blade of grass led her to a poppy-stalk.‘A poppy-stalk is hot very high,’ said she, ‘but it leads up, and who can tell what may be found at the top.’”

12.“She soon climbed the poppy and found there the leaves of a currant-bush.‘A currant-bush is not very high,’ said she, ‘but it leads up, and from its top something may take me much higher.’ At the top of the currant-bush, the air seemed filled with sweetness.This came, although she did not know it, partly from her own blos-soms.But the bees knew this, and the painted butterflies.These were constant visitors, and charming company they were.And when the humming-birds came, — why, that was the best of all.”

13.“And what should she find at the top of the currant-bush but that same dark, rough string I have spoken of.At first she turned away, saying, ‘Oh, that is a dark, hard way, too gloomy to be pleasant.’ But a little bird came down and whispered something in her ear; and I heard her saying, ‘Very true, little bird; very true, little bird.One cannot expect that all the ways will be made pleasant.It leads upward.That is enough.’”

14.“And it happened that the dark string led higher than all the rest, reaching even as far as the branch of hawthorn.And now she is where the yellow-birds sing.The air is pure; no smell of earth reaches her there, and she is blooming all over with the flowers that everybody loves.”

“A beautiful garden is spread out beneath, where happy children play and fountains sparkle in the sun.A delightful place, where flowers without number are blooming.The air is full of their sweetness.She herself is sweeter than they all.But this she does not know.”

AbbyMortonDiaz

豌豆的故事

凯蒂.格雷讲述

1.“去年5月一个舒适的早晨，我正坐在篱笆顶上晒太阳，小艾米唱着歌跑到院子里来。她在我附近弯下了腰，然后开始在地上挖起洞来。我爬到她的肩膀上，偷偷看是怎么回事。我看见她往每一个洞里都放了一颗小圆种子。接着，她又重新用土覆盖住这些种子，然后唱着歌跑进屋里。”

2.“快到中午的时候，我伸展身体趴在附近凉爽的地面上，正是田鼠经常出没的地方。我把耳朵贴近地面，然后听到低低的沙沙的响声，似乎是从地底下传来的。原来是小圆种子们在抱怨。‘哦，待在黑暗中是多么艰辛啊！这里又冷又湿。没有空气，没有阳光。真是痛苦啊！’”

“然后，我向下对它们耳语，因为花卉的语言对我来说很容易。‘再等等。你们的好日子不久就会到的。我见过很多小圆种子隐藏在地底下，总会有出头之日的。’”

3.之后，寒风和冷雨来了，我自言自语道：“可怜的小种子！它们要等待多长时间啊！我担心它们可能死于寒冷。”但是，在一个明亮的早晨，田野上的草都变绿了，树木也都开花了，整个世界都阳光充足。我碰巧从自己的位置往下看，一幅美好的景象出现在眼前。

“就在种子被隐藏的地方，长出了一排嫩绿的豆芽，非常好看！我每天都注视着它们，发现它们很快就穿上了可爱的绿色衣服，还戴着戒指妆饰自己。”

4.“不久，我知道了它们的名字。这是我的方式。有一天，艾米又唱着歌跑到院子里，孩子们唱歌是非常令人愉快的，她走到院子里说：‘现在，我该给自己的豌豆搭架了。’这时，我才知道它们是豌豆。”

“她从自己的口袋里拿出一团白线，然后从线头开始给每一棵豌豆都系了一根线，以便它们可以攀爬到篱笆上。白线不够了，因此她给一棵豌豆苗系了一根黑色的、粗糙的打结的绳子，还有一棵根本没有系绳。”

5.“夏天里，我很高兴看着这两棵豌豆苗长大。系着黑绳的豌豆苗一点儿也不开心。一天早上，我坐在她旁边，她向我诉说了自己的痛苦。”

“‘看看整个院子’，她说，‘其他植物都能见到阳光，而我们却长在阴暗处。’”

“我低声说：‘等到下午，他们就会在阴暗处，你就会见到太阳的。没有谁能一直见到阳光。一些阴凉对大家都有好处。’”

6.“‘好吧，’她说道，‘为什么给我这根黑暗的、粗糙的、打结的绳子？我很想向上生长。

看那黄鸟在篱笆顶上愉快地唱歌。他们歌唱花园里盛开的鲜花，成群的蜜蜂和蝴蝶，还有那闪闪发光的露珠。而且，我听说高空中的空气既纯净又甜蜜，一定让人感到非常愉快。但是，我永远不会在那个黑暗的、粗糙的绳子上攀爬的。我宁愿待在下面。”

7.“‘蚯蚓告诉我，这里很愉快。对他来说，从来不希望爬出地面。知更鸟热那威是一个很好的玩伴，有时候瓢虫小姐也会飞来和我玩儿。我会爬在这里和甲虫玩耍。这棵牛蒡给我提供很好的避雨场所。谁知道哪一天我才能愉快地爬上去呢。”

8.从那时起，我就看着她生长。起初，她快乐地到处生长，和甲壳虫、知更鸟热那威一起玩耍。但是，当杂草如雨后春笋冒出来后，它变得很难走动。接着，牛蒡也冒出宽大的叶子，从它身边夺走了每一缕阳光。她几乎呼吸不到一丝清新的空气。鸟儿的歌声也远去了。它只开了一朵苍白的、虚弱的小花，没有再开别的花。现在，无论谁经过，都能看见它躺在那里，一棵黄色的、虚弱的东西，毫无乐趣。

9.“但是，没有系绳的豌豆苗表现得非常不同。她说：‘我可不想一直在地上爬。我内心

一直有一个声音在说：“向上！向上！”这泥土的气息压迫着我。哦，要是能长到鸟儿唱歌的地方就好了！我永远不会满足待在这里，与知更鸟热那威和蚯蚓为伍。“向上！”就是这句话。’”

10.“当她看到黄鸟在自己的头顶歌唱美好的事物——花园、喷泉和花香。她的心无法再保持平静，决心要找个方法，把自己从地面上升起。”

11.“对我来说，观看她的进展是一种乐趣。她首先爬到一株草的叶子上。‘草叶倒不是很高’，她说，‘接着，它爬上去了。到草叶上后，可能会发现一些高的地方。’草叶把她引向了一株罂粟秆上。‘罂粟秸秆也不太高，’她说道，‘但是它还是爬上去了，谁知道在它上面能发现什么呢。’”

12.“她很快就爬上罂粟上，在那里又发现了醋栗丛。‘醋栗丛不是很高，’她说，‘但它可以引导我向上，在它的顶部可能会有东西把我带到更高的地方。’在醋栗的顶部，空气充满了甜蜜的香气。虽然她并不知道，这香气来自自己的花朵。但是，蜜蜂知道这一点，还有五彩的蝴蝶。它们是她的常客，也是她可爱的伙伴。嗡嗡叫的鸟儿飞来, 啊，这是最好的时光。”

13.“她在醋栗的顶上发现的是这根同样黑暗的、粗糙的绳子。起初，她转过身去，说道：‘这真是太黑暗艰难了，太令人沮丧了。’然而，一只小鸟飞下来，附在它的耳边。我听到她说：‘没错，小鸟；没错，小鸟。人们不能指望所有的事情都令人愉快。只要能向上，那就够了。’”

14.“原来那根黑绳比其他的东西更能引导她长高，甚至引导她到了山楂树的枝干上。现在她到了黄鸟唱歌的地方。空气清新，在那里没有泥土的气息，她开满了令人愉悦的花朵。”

“下面有一个美丽的花园，快乐的孩子在玩耍，喷泉在阳光下闪闪发光。一个多么令人愉快的地方，无数的鲜花盛开。空气中充满了他们的甜味。她的花儿比其他的都甜。但是，她并不知道。”

艾比.莫顿.迪亚斯





A TALK IN THE HONEY MARKET

Flowers.“Good morrow, good bees, full early ye fly;

What will ye buy? what will ye buy?”

Bees.“We'll buy your honey, if fresh and sweet，

And good enough for our queen to eat，

And we'll store it away for our winter's treat;

For when comes the snow,

And icy winds blow.

The flowers will all be dead, you know.”

Flowers.“And what will ye pay, what will ye pay,

If we provide for that wintry day?”

Bees.“Oh, we'll tell you fine tales.Great news ye shall gain，

For we've traveled afar over valley and plain.

And the whispering leaves of the forest trees,

They tell all their secrets to wandering bees.

We linger about where the little brooks flow，

And we hear all they sing, though they murmur so low.

We have played by the shore with the sweet Rose-Marie,

And have heard the moan of the sorrowful sea.

We spend long hours

In the woodland bowers,

And have news from your kindred, the dear wild flowers.

We know the swamp pinks, with their fragrance so fine,

The lupine, the aster, and bright columbine.

We know where the purple geranium blows,

And fragrant sweetbrier, and pretty wild rose.

And perhaps we'll tell,

If your honey you'll sell，

Why every one loveth the wild flowers so well.”

Flowers.“Oh, tell us this secret, and take all our store！

Tell us how to be loved, and we'll ask nothing more.”

Abby Morton Diaz

蜂蜜市场里的谈话

花儿：“早上好，善良的蜜蜂们，这么早就飞出来。

你们要买什么？你们要买什么？”

蜜蜂: “我们要买你们的蜂蜜，如果新鲜又甜美，

要让我们的皇后吃了都说好。

我们要存储它去作为冬天的食物。

当天下起雪，

冰冷的风儿吹，

花儿会凋零，你知道的。”

鲜花：“你们用什么支付？你们用什么支付？

如果我们给你们提供冬天的食物。”

蜜蜂：“哦，我们给你们讲好听的故事。好消息你们会获得，

因为我们曾去过遥远的山谷和平原。

森林树木沙沙作响的叶子，

它们会告诉流浪蜜蜂所有的秘密。

我们在小溪流淌的地方徘徊，

我们听到它们所有的歌声，虽然它们声音如此低沉。

我们曾和甜美的玫瑰玛丽在海滨玩，

并听过大海忧愁的呻吟。

我们度过很长时间，

在林间的阴凉处。

知晓你亲戚的消息——可爱的野生的花儿。

我们闻过粉红色的沼泽花，它们的气味如此地香，

还有鲁冰花、 紫菀和鲜艳的色子柱花。

我们知道紫色的天竺葵在哪里开放，

还有芬芳的蔷薇和漂亮的野玫瑰。

没准我们会讲述，

只要你们把蜜卖，

为什么每个人都那么爱野花。”

花儿：“哦，告诉我们这个秘密，拿去我们所有的蜜！

告诉我们如何被人喜欢，我们就别无所求，真的。”

艾比.莫顿.迪亚斯





SOME THINGS ABOUT FROGS

dessert 甜点 generally 通常 suppose 假设 numbers 数字 creatures(creature) 生物（复数） tadpoles 蝌蚪 weather 天气 spoiling(spoil) 破坏（现在分式） curious 好奇 underneath 下面的 several 数个 companions(companion) 同伴（复数）

1.Did you ever notice, when you have been near the side of a pond, massed of little eggs, about the size of a pea, which float on the surface of the water, generally lying among the long grass at the edge of the pond?

2.Well, suppose you were to come back again in a few days to the same place; do you think you would find these dark-looking eggs still there?

No！They would all be gone; and in their places you would see numbers of funny little black creatures with very big heads and flat, thin tails, which make them look somewhat like fishes.

3.These little black creatures are called tadpoles.They grow very fast, because they eat a great deal.Little legs grow out from the sides of their body; the tail disappears; and the animal is no longer a tadpole, but a little frog, jumping about just as you have often seen frogs do.

The frog not only drinks with its mouth, but sucks up water through a great many little holes in its skin, just as a sponge does if you put it into a basin of water.

4.A gentleman once caught a number of frogs, which he kept in a bowl of water.As long as there was plenty of water in the basin, they looked fat and well; but if he took them out when the weather was very hot, they soon grew thin and ill.

These frogs became quite tame, and learned to take their food from their master's hand.They were very fond of flies, and were very clever in catching them.So when the fruit for the gentleman's dessert was laid out in the storeroom, these frogs were placed around it, to act as little policemen to keep the flies from spoiling it; and they did their work very well indeed.

5.Now there are some very funny things about the frog which you should watch for when you see it.

One is, that after it has worn its coat for some time and thinks it is becoming very tight, it makes up its mind to get rid of it; and as this is very curious, I will tell you about it.

6.When a number of frogs have made up their minds to change their skins, having, of course, new ones underneath, several of them begin at once.

Two of its companions hold the one whose coat is to come off, tight round the middle of its body.Then one or two others give little bites and pulls at its skin, till first one leg, and then another, and at last the whole body is set free, and the frog appears with such a clean white skin that I am afraid it must be very vain.

青蛙趣事

1.当你走到池塘边时，有没有注意过大片的豌豆大小的小蛋蛋漂浮在水面？一般位于池塘的长草中。

2.好吧，假设你几天之后再次回到同一个地方，你认为自己还会发现这些黑色的蛋蛋仍在那里吗？

不！他们将都会消失。取而代之，你会看到很多有趣的小小的黑色生物，它们的头大大的，尾巴小小的，看起来有点像鱼。

3.这些小小的黑色生物被称为蝌蚪。它们长得非常快，因为它们吃得很多。小小的双腿从身体的侧面长出来，尾巴也消失了。这个动物不再是蝌蚪，而是小青蛙，就像你也常常看到的青蛙那样，跳来跳去。

青蛙不仅用嘴喝水，并且还通过皮肤上的大量的小孔吸水，就像你把一块海绵放入一盆水里一样。

4.一位先生一次抓了很多的青蛙，他把它们养在一碗水中。只要盆里有足够的水，它们就看上去既丰满又健康。但是，当天气非常热时，如果把它们拿出来，它们很快就变得既瘦小又虚弱。

这些青蛙变得相当温和，并学会如何从他们的主人手里得到食物。他们非常喜欢苍蝇，并且很聪明地捕捉它们。所以当甜点水果放在储藏室的时候，这些青蛙就会围绕着它，扮演小警察以防止苍蝇糟蹋它。这些青蛙的工作做得确实很好。

5.下面是一些有关青蛙的趣事，当你看到时一定要注意。

其中之一是，青蛙穿了自己的外套一段时间以后，会认为衣服太紧了，于是便下决心扔掉它。这听起来有些古怪，我来给你讲一讲。

6.一些青蛙下决心要换掉自己的外皮，当然，它们已经有新皮长出。其中几个马上开始换。

两个同伴紧紧抓住要换皮的青蛙的腰部。然后，其他一只或两只青蛙会一点一点地撕咬它的皮，先是一条腿，接着另一条，最后整个身体都从旧皮中脱离出来。这只青蛙呈现出一身洁白的皮肤，我恐怕它一定非常自负。





GRANDMOTHER HOLMES THE INDIAN

Bathsheba 拔士巴 vegetables(vegetable) 蔬菜（复数） unharmed 没被伤害的 fierce 剧烈的 venture 冒险 intended 意图

1.When Oliver Wendell Holmes was a little boy, he liked to hear stories about Indians.His father could tell them to him, as there had been many living near by when he was young.

Oliver's grandmother was a very brave woman.She knew how to take care of sick people, and was very kind.

There was once a big snow storm.So much snow fell that the houses were almost buried in it.

2.Grandmother Holmes heard of a woman, living in a town near by, who was very ill.She put on her snowshoes, climbed out of the second story window, and went to take care of her.Two men went with her, carrying a long pole, and she took hold of the middle of it to help her walk.

In those days the people were troubled by the Indians.At one time the Indians became so fierce that the men built a fort and left their wives and children there, while the work was being done in the fields.

3.Once when the women and children were alone in the fort, some vegetables were needed for their dinner.No one dared venture out but Bathsheba Holmes, who was afterwards the grandmother of Oliver.

She took a big basket and went through a long path into the garden, where she gathered the fresh vegetables and took them back to the fort.

4.Many years afterwards, when she was an old woman, a poor Indian came to her door.She gave him food, and he told her this story.He began by asking her if she remembered going to the gardenwith a basket years ago, when the women were in the fort.She told him that she did.

He said that he saw her leave the fort, and intended to kill her with his bow and arrow.He hid in some bushes near the path, and was just about to let the arrow fly when something within him seemed to tell him to stop, and she passed safely by.

5.When she was gone, he thought himself a foolish Indian not to have shot at her, and decided to have her life when she went back.

He watched for her return, but he felt the same power holding him back.He went back to the other Indians, wondering why he could not shoot her.

He thought it was God who held his arm and saved her, and after that he looked upon her as one under the care of the Indian's God.

霍姆斯祖母和印第安人

1.奥利弗.温德尔.霍姆斯还是一个小男孩的时候，他喜欢听关于印第安人的故事。他的父亲可以给他讲很多这样的故事，因为父亲年轻时，很多印第安人就生活在附近。

奥利弗的祖母是个非常勇敢的女人。她知道如何照顾病人，而且很善良。

曾经有一场大风雪。雪下得非常大，几乎把房子都埋在雪里面了。

2.霍姆斯祖母听说居住在附近的一个女人病得很厉害。她就穿上自己的雪地鞋，从二楼的窗户爬出去，赶去照顾她。两个男人和她一起去了，他们带着一根长杆，祖母握住杆的中间以便帮助她在雪地里行走。

在那些日子里，人们经常被印第安人骚扰。一段时期，印第安人非常凶猛，男人们就建造了碉堡，当他们在田里劳作时，就把自己的妻子和孩子藏在碉堡里面。

3.有一次，女人和孩子独自待在碉堡中，刚好晚餐需要一些蔬菜吃。没有人敢出去，除了拔士巴.霍姆斯，就是后来奥利弗的祖母。

她带了一个大篮子，穿过通向花园的一条长长的路。她采集了新鲜的蔬菜，并把它们带回了碉堡。

4.许多年之后，当她成为一个老妇人时，一个可怜的印第安人来到她的家门。她给那个

印第安人的营地印第安人食物吃，印第安人给祖母讲了一个故事。他先问祖母是否还记得几年前，当女人们躲在堡垒中时，她拿着一个篮子去花园的事。她告诉他是的。

他说他看到祖母离开堡垒了，并打算用自己的弓箭射杀她。他躲藏在路边的灌木丛中，正准备释放自己手中的箭时，这时内心的一个声音似乎告诉他停止。结果，祖母安全地经过了。

5.当祖母走了后，他认为自己作为印第安人没有射死她，真是太愚蠢了。他决定在祖母返回时，结束她的性命。

他看着祖母回来，但内心同样的一股力量阻止了他。他回到了其他印第安人中，仍然不明白自己为什么没有射杀她。

他认为，正是上帝抓住了自己的手臂，拯救了祖母。在那之后，他就把祖母当做印第安人神眷顾的人。





ALI，THE BOY CAMEl-DRIVER（PART Ⅰ）

Ali 阿里 liable 有责任的 received 接收到的 Gaza 加沙caravan 旅行队message 信息 Suez 苏伊士 stomach 胃 aimlessly 没有目标地 Hassan 哈桑 trappings(trapping) 使受限制（第三人称单数）accident 事故

1.Hassan was a camel-driver who lived at Gaza.It was his business to travel across the desert to Suez, to take care of the camels.

He had a son named Ali, about twelve years of age.One day, when Hassan had been absent three months, his wife received a message from him saying that he wished her to send Ali and the camel with the next caravan going to Suez, where he would wait till the boy arrived.

2.Ali was delighted at the thought of crossing the desert with a caravan, riding his own camel, of which he was very fond.His mother was anxious at the thought of her son taking so long a journey, though she was pleased that Ali should be able to help his father.

3.The camel had been bought after many years of careful saving.Though it was so big and strong, it was as gentle as a child.Ali called it Meek-eye.At the sound of his voice the camel would come when it was called, and kneel while its master mounted or the load was put on its back.

4.So Ali got ready the trappings of the camel; he saw that the water bottles did not leak, for, as they were made of skin, they were liable to crack.At last one day he joined a caravan that was going to Suez.They filled their water bottles at the wells near the gates of the city, and then, having bidden his mother a fond farewell, Ali started off with a light heart.

5.The leading camels had bells on their necks and were ridden by the guides.All the other camels followed the sound of the bells.So they tramped across the desert, the large spongy feet of the camels making a swishing sound as they pressed into the soft sand, while the drivers laughed and talked as they rode along.

No one took notice of Ali, who was the only boy in the party, but he talked to Meek-eye, and so kept up a brave heart.

6.Towards the middle of the day it became so hot that the sand seemed to be on fire.There was no breeze to cool and refresh them.Nothing was to be seen but sand, rocks, and sky.At noon a halt was called where a small stream gushed out of the rocks.At night the party encamped for rest, the camels lying down while fires were lighted and food was cooked.

7.For several days they traveled without accident; but on the fifth day, about noon, the sky became overcast, a wind sprang up, the sand of the desert began to move about, and in a few minutes one of the dreaded sand-storms of the desert was upon them.The camels at once lay down and pushed their noses into the sand, while their drivers threw themselves flat upon the earth beside the camels.

8.After the storm had passed, a cry of despair was heard from the drivers.The storm had covered the track with sand, and they could not tell which way to go.So they wandered aimlessly.Three days passed thus, and now a graver danger appeared.Their water bottles were dry.

That night, as Ali lay beside his camel, he heard one of the drivers say, “ There is only one thing to be done.We must kill a camel and get the water from his stomach.We had better take the boy's camel.Neither he nor his camel will be missed!”

阿里——骑骆驼的男孩（第一部分）

1.哈桑是居住在加沙的一名骑骆驼者。他的工作就是穿过沙漠到苏伊士， 在途中照顾骆驼。他有一个儿子，名叫阿里，大约12岁。一天，哈桑离开家3个月了，他带口信给自己的妻子，告诉妻子让儿子带着骆驼跟下一个去苏伊士的商队过来与他会面，他会一直等着儿子到来。

2.阿里听到这个消息非常高兴，因为自己很喜欢骑着骆驼跟着商队穿越沙漠。她的妈妈很高兴阿里能够帮助他的父亲，但一想到儿子要走那么长一段路也感到很焦急。

3.骆驼是花了很多年的积蓄才买来的。虽然它身材高大，强壮有力，但却像个孩子一样温顺。阿里叫它米克—艾。骆驼一听到自己小主人的叫声就会跑过来跪下，主人就会爬上它的背或者把东西放到它的背上。

4.因此，阿里把骆驼装备好。他看看水壶有没有漏水，因为水壶是皮做的，很容易破裂。终于有一天，他加入了一个去苏伊士的商队。他们在城门口附近的井里往水壶中打满了水。阿里深情地和母亲说了再见，就心情愉快地出发了。

5.领头的骆驼脖子上系着铃铛，向导骑着它们在前面带路。其他的骆驼都跟着铃声前进。他们在沙漠中穿行，骆驼松软的大脚踩进柔软的沙子中，发出沙沙的响声。骑骆驼的人则一边骑行，一边谈笑着。

没有人注意阿里——商队中唯一的一个男孩，但是他跟米克—艾聊天，所以，保持着一颗勇敢的心。

6.一天快中午的时候，天气变得非常热，沙子跟着了火似的。一点儿风都没有，来让他们感到凉爽，从而恢复精神。除了沙子、岩石和天空，什么也看不到。中午的时候，人们在一处岩石间冒出的小溪旁停了下来。夜晚的时候，人们搭起营帐准备休息，他们点起火做饭吃，骆驼也躺下休息。

7.他们安然无恙地旅行了几天，但在第五天中午的时候，乌云密布，狂风肆虐，沙漠中的沙子开始移动。没过几分钟，他们遭遇了沙漠中可怕的沙尘暴。骆驼立即趴下，把鼻子埋进沙子里。骑骆驼的人们立刻平躺在骆驼旁边的地上。

8.这场风暴过去之后，商队里传出绝望的叫声。沙尘暴覆盖了地面的轨迹，他们不知道该往哪里走。所以，他们漫无目的地徘徊。就这样，过去了三天。这时出现了更严重的危险。他们的水壶没水了。

那天晚上，阿里躺在自己的骆驼旁边，听到商队里一个人说：“现在只有一条出路。我们必须杀死一只骆驼，从它的胃里取出水来。我们最好拿这个男孩的骆驼下手。他和骆驼都跑不了!”





ALI，THE BOY CAMEL'DRIVER（PART Ⅱ）

noticed 注意到 oasis 绿洲 expanse 广阔 resolve 解决 palm手掌 istened(listen) 听（过去式） trembled 颤抖 tinkling(tinkle) 发出叮当声（现在分式） straining(strain)用力拉（现在分词） whispering(whisper) 低声说（现在分词） refreshing(refresh) 使恢复（现在分词） mistaken误解

1.Poor little Ali trembled with fear as he heard these words.What was he to do, alone among these men fierce with thirst? But as he thought of his camel and the father and mother he loved so well, a sudden resolve sprang up within him.He lay quite still till all was hushed in the camp.Then whispering a few words in his camel's ear, he mounted and stole softly away.

2.On he went through the quiet night, with his faithful camel under him and the silent stars above; and as he went he prayed to the God of his fathers to bring him safely through the desert.

At last day broke, and Ali saw all around him nothing but the vast expanse of sand.Towards noon he became so faint with thirst that he nearly fell from his camel, and felt that very soon there would be nothing for him to do but to lie down and die.

3.Just then the camel plunged forward a little faster, and straining his eyes, Ali saw in the distance the top of a palm tree.The camel had seen it first, and hastening on, in a short time both were having a long drink from a well, in a small oasis in the desert.

4.After a restful sleep Ali awoke, and now noticed the marks of steps upon the sand.He knew that a caravan had been there just before him.So he drove on as fast as he could, and shortly after dusk he saw the welcome blaze of camp-fires.Soon he found himself one of a circle of camel-drivers, who gave him food and drink and listened to his tale.

5.Happy were All's dreams, now that he felt his troubles were nearly over.He was awakened by the shouts of drivers and the tinkling of camel-bells from a new party.As he lay listening in a sleepy fashion to these sounds, he heard a voice that made him jump from the ground.

6.Could he be mistaken? No, it was the sound of a well-known voice, and in an instant he was in his father's arms.

Hassan had waited at Suez for some time, but as Ali did not come, he thought that there had been some mistake, and started for home.What a joyful meeting there was a few days later when at home, at Gaza, Ali told the story of his escape to his mother, who lifted up her heart, in thankfulness to the great Father, who had brought her son safely home to her through so many dangers.

阿里——骑骆驼的男孩（第二部分）

1.可怜的小阿里听到这些话后，吓得浑身发抖。独自一人在这一群因饥渴而变得凶猛的人们面前，他该怎么办呢？但是，当他想到自己的骆驼和自己深爱的父母时，心中突然有了一个解决的办法。他静静地躺着，直到营帐里一切都安静下来。然后，他对着自己骆驼的耳朵轻声地说了几句话，接着就爬上驼背，悄悄地溜掉了。

2.整个寂静的夜晚他都在前进，头顶上是沉默的星星，胯下是自己忠实的骆驼。他一边前行，一边祈祷上帝保佑他平安地穿越沙漠。

最后，天破晓了，阿里看见自己周围除了广袤的沙漠，什么也没有。接近中午的时候，他由于口渴晕倒，几乎从自己的骆驼上掉了下来。他觉得自己很快就会无计可施，只能躺下活活等死。

3.就在这时，骆驼低下头向前快跑了起来，阿里使劲睁大眼睛，看见远处的一棵棕榈树的树冠。骆驼先看到它，加速过去，不一会儿，他们都在沙漠里的一个小绿洲边的一个泉水里不停地喝起了水来。

4.阿里休息了一觉醒来后，发现沙地上有脚步的痕迹。他知道一个商队就在自己前面。所以，他快速出发，在黄昏的时候，他看到了欢迎他的营火的火苗。不久，他置身于商队中，人们给他食物和饮料，还听他讲了自己的故事。

5.现在，阿里觉得自己的麻烦即将结束，做着快乐的梦。他被这个新商队的喊叫声和驼铃的叮当声吵醒了。当他昏昏欲睡地躺着听这些声音时，突然听到一个声音，就立刻从地上跳了起来。

6.是不是自己搞错了？不，这是一个非常熟悉的声音。他立刻跑进了爸爸的怀里。

哈桑在苏伊士等了一段时间，但阿里没有来。他认为一定是中间出了什么差错，就开始返回家。几天后，他们回到了加沙的家里，多么快乐的团聚啊！阿里给母亲讲述了自己逃生的故事，妈妈的心都提到嗓子眼了，然后，感谢上帝让自己的儿子在经历了如此多的危险后平安地回到她身边。





THREE COMPANIONS

gentleman 绅士 courage 勇敢 hedgerows(hedgerow) 绿篱（复数）

We go on our walk together —

Baby, and dog, and I —

Three little merry companions

’Neath any sort of sky;

Blue, as our baby's eyes are,

Gray, like our old dog's tail;

Be it windy, or cloudy, or stormy,

Our courage will never fail.

Baby's a little lady;

Dog is a gentleman brave;

If he had two legs as you have，

He'd kneel to her like a slave;

As it is, he loves and protects her，

As dog and gentleman can.

I'd rather be a kind doggie,

I think, than a cruel man.

Dinah Mulock-Craik

三个同伴

我们一起去散步——

宝宝、狗狗还有我——

三个快乐的小伙伴，

不论天气好与坏。

蓝色，正如我们孩子的眼睛；

灰色，像我们老狗的尾巴。

无论刮风、阴天或暴风雨，

我们从来不泄气。

宝宝是个小淑女，

狗狗是个男子汉，

要是他也有两条腿走路。

他会像个奴隶一样跪倒在她面前，

毫无疑问，他喜欢她并保护她，

像狗和绅士那样。

我愿做一条善良的小狗，

而不是一个残忍的人。

黛娜.马洛克-克雷克





HOLMES AS AN AUTHOR

enter 进入 salute 敬礼 timbers(timber) 木材（复数） unsound 不健全的 medicine 医药 famous 著名的 ironsides 勇敢的人 Constitution 宪法

1.After his year of study at the Academy in Andover, Oliver Wendell Holmes was ready to enter Harvard College.

He proved to be a good student, and wrote many poems during his college course.Many in his class became famous men.They used to meet often and talk over their college days.

2.Mr.Holmes was chosen class poet, and he wrote several poems in honor of “The boys of '29，” as he called them.

One of these “boys” was the Rev.S.F.Smith, who wrote the poem beginning “My country, 't is of thee”.The words of this poem have long been sung to the well-known tune of “America”.

One of Holmes's first well-known poems was “Old Ironsides”, the nickname given to the warship “Constitution”.

3.This noble vessel came into Boston Harbor, one Fourth of July, firing a salute.She had been a fine ship, and had won many victories in the service of the country.

It was found that the wood in some of her timbers was unsound, and it was proposed to break her up.

The people loved the old ship, and did not want to have her destroyed.Doctor Holmes felt so indignant that he wrote a poem resenting this proposed action.It was written one afternoon as he sat beside a window in his home at Cambridge.

4.He said in his poem it would be a shame to tear down her banners and strike away her masts.It would be better to nail her flag to the mast, set her sails, and let her ride upon her ocean home until she found a grave beneath its waves.

This poem so stirred the hearts of the people that the grand old ship was saved.

5.After graduating at Harvard, Mr.Holmes went to Boston to study medicine.He was there three years, from 1830 to 1833, when he sailed to Paris to complete his studies.He came back in two years and opened a doctor's office in Boston.

He was so bright and cheerful that every one liked him.It made them feel better to see his cheery smile.

6.After a few years, he gave up the practice of medicine and devoted himself for nearly forty years to giving lectures at the Harvard Medical School in Boston.

In his spare time he wrote a great deal, both in prose and verse.All of his writings have been widely read.

7.During most of his life.Doctor Holmes lived in Boston; his different homes overlooked the river Charles which he loved so well.

He lived to be very old and died in 1894.

Few men have ever been admired and respected as was Doctor Holmes for his genius as a writer and his rare character as a man.

作家霍姆斯

1.奥利弗.温德尔.霍姆斯在安多弗的学院学习完后，准备进入哈佛大学。

他是个好学生，并在自己的大学课程期间写了许多诗。他班上的很多同学都成了名人。他们经常见面，聊一聊大学的日子。

2.霍姆斯先生被选为班上的诗人，他为了纪念“29年的男孩”写了几首诗，他这样称呼他们。

受人尊敬的S.F.史密斯就是“这些男孩”中的一位。他写过以“我的国家，它属于你”开头的诗。这首著名的诗被称为“美国”，一直被人们传唱。

《老铁甲军》是霍姆斯的著名诗歌之一，这是对“宪法”号战舰的昵称。

3.7月4日，这艘伟大的军舰开进波士顿港，鸣炮致敬。它是一艘优良的战舰，服役期间为国家赢得了很多胜利。

后来，人们发现建造它的木材不坚固了，有人建议把它拆掉。

人们喜欢这艘旧船，并不想销毁它。霍姆斯博士感到很气愤，就写了一首诗，表达了对销毁船建议的憎恨。诗写作于一个下午，那时他正坐在剑桥家中的窗口旁边。

4.在诗中，他写扯下船的旗帜，拆掉它的桅杆是一种耻辱的行为。最好是把旗帜钉在桅杆上，让它扬帆出海，最后在海洋的波浪中找到自己的坟墓。

这首诗激发了广大民众对船的热情，这艘宏伟的老船被保存下来了。

5.霍姆斯先生从哈佛大学毕业后，去了波士顿学习医学。从1830至1833年，他在那里待了3年，然后起程去巴黎完成自己的学业。两年后，他回国了，在波士顿开了一个诊所。

他非常聪明并且热情，大家都很喜欢他。人们看到他的笑容就会感到舒服很多。

6.几年后，他放弃了行医，全身心致力于在波士顿哈佛医学院近40年的执教生涯。

他利用业余时间创作了大量的散文和诗歌作品。他所有的作品都有大量的读者。

7.霍姆斯医生生命中的大部分时间是在波士顿度过的。他非常喜欢自己在查尔斯河畔的不同居所。

他一直活到很老直到1894年去世。

很少有人像霍姆斯医生那样值得钦佩和尊重。他既是一个天才的作家，又有着不凡的性格。





BLUNDER

Blunder 布朗德 imagine 想象 squeak 短促的尖叫 wabble 摇晃 slanting 倾斜 lantern 灯笼 stumped 树桩 chimney 烟囱 starved 挨饿 grumble 抱怨 clambered(clamber) 攀登（过去式） invisible 看不见的

1.Blunder was going to the Wishing-Gate to wish for a pair of Shetland ponies and a little coach.Of course you can have your wish, if you once get there.But the thing is to find it; for it is not, as you imagine, a great gate with a tall marble pillar on each side and a sign over the top like this: WISHING-GATE, but just an old stile, made of three sticks.Put up two fingers, cross them on the top with another finger, and you have it exactly, — the way it looks, I mean, — an old stile, in the meadow; and as there are plenty of old stiles in meadows, how are you to know which is the one?

2.Blunder's fairy godmother knew, but then she could not tell him, for that was not according to fairy rules.She could only direct him to follow the road, and ask the way of the first owl he met; and over and over she said, for Blunder was a very careless little boy, and seldom found anything, “Be sure you don't miss him, — be sure you don't pass him by.” And so far Blunder had come on very well, for the road was straight; but at the turn it forked.Should he go through the wood or turn to the right?

3.There was an owl nodding in a tall oak tree, the first owl Blunder had seen; but he was a little afraid to wake him up, for Blunder's fairy godmother had told him that the owl sat up all night to study the habits of frogs and mice, and knew everything but what went on in the daylight under his nose; and he could think of nothing better to say than “Good Mr.Owl, will you please show me the way to the Wishing-Gate?”

4.“Eh！ what's that?” cried the owl, starting out of his nap.“Have you brought me a frog?”

“No,” said Blunder, “I did not know that you would like one.Can you tell me the way to the Wishing-Gate?”

“Wishing-Gate！ Wishing-Gate!” hooted the owl, very angry.“How dare you disturb me for such a thing as that? Follow your nose, sir, follow your nose!” And ruffling up his feathers, the owl was asleep again in a moment.

5.But how could Blunder follow his nose? His nose would turn to the right, or take him through the woods, whichever way his legs went; and what was the use of asking the owl, thought Blunder, if this was all? While he waited, a chipmunk came down the path, and, seeing Blunder, stopped short with a little squeak.

“Good Mrs.Chipmunk,” said Blunder, “can you tell me the way to the Wishing-Gate?”

6.“I can't, indeed,” answered the chipmunk, politely.“What with getting in nuts and the care of a young family, I have little time to visit anything! But if you will follow the brook, you will find an old water-sprite under a slanting stone, over which the water pours all day with a noise like wabble! Wabble! Who, I have no doubt, can tell you all about it.”

7.So Blunder went on up the brook, and seeing nothing of the water-sprite or the slanting stone, was just saying to himself, “I am sure I don't know where he is, — I can't find him.” when he spied a frog sitting on a wet stone.

“Mr.Frog,” asked Blunder, “can you tell me the way to the Wishing-Gate?”

“I cannot,” said the frog, “but in a pine tree beyond, you will find an old crow, who, I am quite sure, can show you the way, as he is a great traveler.”

8.“I don't know where the pine is, — I am sure I can never find him,” answered Blunder; but still he went on up the brook, till, hot and tired, and out of patience at seeing neither crow nor pine, he sat down under a great tree to rest.There he heard tiny voices.

9.“Get out！ Go away, I tell you！ It has been knock！ Knock！ Knock！ At my door all day, till I am tired out.First a wasp, and then a bee, and then another wasp, and then another bee, and now you.Go away！ I won't let another one in today.”

“But I want my honey.I will come in.”

“You shall not, I want my nap.”

10.Looking about him, Blunder spied a bee talking with a morning-glory elf, who was shutting up the morning-glory in his face.

“Elf, do you know which is the way to the Wishing-Gate?” asked Blunder.

“No,” said the elf, “but if you will keep on in this path, you will meet the Dream-Man coming down from fairyland, with his bags of dreams on his shoulder; and if anybody can tell you about the Wishing-Gate, he can.”

“But how can I find him?” asked Blunder.

“I don't know, I am sure,” answered the elf, “unless you look for him.”

11.So there was no help for it but to go on; and presently Blunder passed the Dream-Man, asleep under a witch-hazel, with his bags of good and bad dreams laid over his back.But Blunder had a habit of not using his eyes; for at home, when told to find anything, he always said, “I don't know where it is,” or “I can't find it,” and then his mother or his sister took pains to find it for him.So he passed the Dream-Man without seeing him, and went on till he stumbled on Jack-o'-Lantern.

“Can you show me the way to the Wishing-Gate?” said Blunder.

“Certainly, with pleasure,” answered Jack, and catching up his lantern, set out at once.

12.Blunder followed close, but, in watching the lantern, he forgot to look to his feet, and fell into a hole filled with black mud.

“I say！ The Wishing-Gate is not down there,” called out Jack, flying off among the tree-tops.

Oh, a very angry little boy was Blunder when he clambered out of the hole.“I don't know where it is,” he said, crying，“I can't find it, and I'll go straight home.”

“That is not my fault,” answered Jack, merrily, dancing out of sight.

13.Just then Blunder stepped on an old moss-grown stump.This stump was a wood-goblin's chimney; and he fell through, in among the pots and pans in which the cook was cooking the goblin's supper.The old goblin, who was asleep upstairs, started up in a fright at the clatter, and stumped down to the kitchen to see what was the matter.The cook heard him coming, and looked about her in a fright to hide Blunder.

“Quick！” cried she, “if my master catches you, he will have you in a pie.In the next room stands a pair of shoes.Jump into them, and they will take you up the chimney.”

14.Off flew Blunder, burst open the door, and tore wildly about the room, in one corner of which stood the shoes; but of course he could not see them, because he was not in the habit of using his eyes.“I can't find them! Oh, I can't find them!”sobbed little Blunder, running back to the cook.

15.“Run into the closet,” said the cook.

Blunder made a dash at the window, but — “I don't know where it is.” he called out.

Clump! Clump! That was the goblin halfway down the stairs.”

“There is an invisible cloak hanging on that peg.Get into that,”cried the cook, quite beside herself.

16.But Blunder could no more see the cloak than he could the shoes and the closet; and no doubt the goblin, whose hand was on the latch, would have found him crying out, “I can't find it,” but fortunately Blunder caught his foot in the cloak and tumbled down, pulling the cloak over him.There he lay, hardly daring to breathe.

“What was all that noise about,” asked the goblin, gruffly, coming into the kitchen.

17.As he could see nothing amiss, the old goblin went grumbling upstairs again, while the shoes took Blunder up the chimney and landed him in a meadow, safe enough, but so miserable！ He was cross, he was disappointed, he was hungry.It was dark, he did not know the way home, and seeing an old stile, he climbed up and sat down on the top of it, for he was too tired to stir.

18.Just then came along the South Wind, with his pockets full of showers, and, as he happened to be going Blunder's way, he took him home, — of which the boy was glad enough, only he would have liked it better if the Wind had not laughed all the way.For what would you think if you were walking along a road with a fat old gen-tleman, who went chuckling to himself and slapping his knees and poking himself till he was purple in the face, when he would burst out in a great roar of laughter.

19.“What are you laughing at?” asked Blunder, at last.

“At two things that I saw in my travels,” answered the Wind，“a hen that starved, sitting on an empty peck-measure that stood in front of a bushel of grain, and a little boy who sat on the top of the Wishing-Gate and came home because he could not find it.”

20.“What? What's that?” cried Blunder; but just then he found himself at home.There sat his fairy godmother by the fire, and though everybody else cried, “What luck?” and “Where is the Wishing-Gate?” she sat silent.

“I don't know where it is,” answered Blunder.“I couldn't find it.” and he told the story of his troubles.

“Poor boy!” said his mother, kissing him, while his sister ran to bring him some bread and milk.

21.“Yes, that is all very fine” cried his godmother, pulling out her needles and rolling up her ball of silk; “but now hear my story.There was once a little boy who must needs go to the Wishing-Gate, and his fairy godmother showed him the road as far as the turn, and told him to ask the first owl he met what to do.”

22.“Now this little boy seldom used his eyes, so he passed the first owl and waked up the wrong owl; so he passed the water-sprite, and found only a frog; so he sat down under the pine tree, and never saw the crow; so he passed the Dream-Man, and ran after Jack-o'-Lantern; so he tumbled down the goblin's chimney, and couldn't find the shoes and the closet and the cloak; and so he sat on the top of the Wishing-Gate till the South Wind brought him home, and he never knew it.”

“Ugh! Bah!” cried the fairy godmother, and away she went up the chimney in such deep disgust that she did not even stop for her mouse-skin cloak.

Louise E.Chollet

布朗德

1.布朗德想去许愿门许愿得到一对雪特兰小马和一辆小马车。如果找到许愿门，愿望自然能够实现。但是，问题是如何找到它，因为它不是你想象的那样两边有高高的大理石柱子、顶上写着“许愿门”那样的普通大门。其实，它只是用三块长木板做成的一个老旧的台阶。交叉两个手指并把他们放在另一个手指上，你就能看到许愿门到底是什么样子，我的意思是说，只是草地上的一个旧台阶而已。但是，草地上有那么多老旧的台阶，到底哪一个才是许愿门呢？

2.布朗德的仙女教母知道，但她不能告诉他，因为这不遵守神仙准则。她只能指示他从哪条路走，并向他碰到的第一只猫头鹰问路。由于布朗德是一个很粗心、总犯错误的小男孩，仙女教母一遍又一遍地叮嘱他说：“千万不要错过它！千万不要走过它身边而视而不见！” 到目前为止，布朗德走得很好，因为这条路是直的。但到了岔路口他迷糊了：他应该穿过那片树林还是应该向右拐呢？

3.布朗德看到了第一只猫头鹰，它在一棵高高的橡树上打盹。但他有点害怕唤醒它，因为仙女教母告诉他猫头鹰整夜都在研究青蛙和老鼠的习惯，在白天的时候连眼皮底下发生的事都不知道。于是布朗德鼓足了勇气说出他唯一能想到的话：“亲爱的猫头鹰先生，您能不能告诉我去往许愿门怎么走呢？”

4.“呃 ！那是什么？”猫头鹰嚷嚷着，从睡梦中醒来，“你给我带来青蛙了吗？”

“没有，”布朗德说，“我不知道你会喜欢青蛙。你能告诉我去许愿门的路吗？”

“许愿门 ！许愿门！” 猫头鹰叫了起来，非常生气。“你怎么敢因为这么点事就打扰我？用你的鼻子找路，先生，用你的鼻子！” 说完，猫头鹰抖了抖羽毛，马上又睡着了。

5.但是布朗德如何可以用他的鼻子找路呢？鼻子又不能像脚那样，带着他向右走或者穿过树林呀！布朗德想：要是这样的话，找猫头鹰问路有什么用呢？当他正在犹豫时，花栗鼠走了过来，看到布朗德，它吱吱叫着停了下来。

“亲爱的花栗鼠女士，” 布朗德说, “您能不能告诉我去往许愿门怎么走呢？”

6.“我确实不知道呢。”花栗鼠有礼貌地回答，“整天忙着收集坚果和照顾孩子们，我几乎没有时间去别的地方了！但是，如果你顺着小溪走，你会发现溪水每天叮叮咚咚地浇向一块倾斜的大石头，在这块石头下面住着一位老的水精灵。他一定可以告诉你怎么走的。”

7.布朗德沿着小溪走呀走，可是怎么也没看到水神仙和倾斜的大石头，于是他对自己说：“他到底在哪里呀？我肯定是找不到他了。”这时他看到一只青蛙蹲在潮湿的石头上。

“青蛙先生，”布朗德问道，“您能不能告诉我去往许愿门怎么走呢？”

“我不知道，”青蛙说，“不过在那边的松树上，你会找到一只老乌鸦，我肯定它能告诉你，因为它是一个了不起的旅行家。”

8.“我不知道松树在哪里，我肯定永远找不到它了。”布朗德回答。但他仍然顺着小溪走，又热又累，既没看到乌鸦也没看到松树，于是变得一点儿也不耐心了。他坐在一棵大树下休息，那里他听到了微小声音的对话。

9.“出去!去吧，我跟你说 ！整天敲门、敲门、敲门，我都烦死了。先是黄蜂，然后是蜜蜂，然后另一只黄蜂，然后另一只蜜蜂，现在又是你。走开！今天我谁也不想见了。”

“但我想得到我的花蜜，我还会来的。”

“ 千万别来，我想睡个觉呢。”

10.看着蜜蜂的同时，布朗德看到一只蜜蜂正在和牵牛花精灵聊天，这个小精灵正在把脸上的喇叭花朵合上呢。

“小精灵，你知道通向许愿门的路怎么走吗？”

“不知道，”小精灵说，“但是如果你继续沿着这条路走，你会碰到仙境来的梦想者，他的袋子里呀全是梦想。如果有人能告诉你许愿门怎么走，那一定是他了。”

“但怎样可以找到他呢？”布朗德问。

　“不知道，我敢肯定，”精灵回答，“除非你找到他。”

11.看来寻求帮助是没什么指望了，只能继续走。就这样，布朗德错过了正在一朵金缕梅下睡觉的梦想者，好梦坏梦其实就在他背的袋子里。但是布朗德已经习惯于不使用他的眼睛，因为在家里，当大人让他找什么东西时，他总是说“我不知道它在哪里”或“我找不到它”，然后他母亲或他的姐姐就煞费苦心地帮他找到。所以他看也没看梦想者就错过了，直到他偶然遇到了万圣节杰克。

“你能告诉我去许愿门怎么走吗？” 布朗德问。

“当然，很高兴为你效劳。”杰克说。然后他拿起灯笼，立刻出发了。

12.布朗德紧紧跟着他，但他光顾着看杰克的灯笼，忘了看脚下，于是他掉进了一个充满泥巴的洞里。

“我说！许愿门不在那里呀。”杰克大声喊，然后就越过树林飞走了。

哎，布朗德从洞里爬出来时已经变得气急败坏了。“这是哪儿啊，”他喊道，“我肯定找不到了，我要回家！”

“这可不是我的错哦。”杰克欢快地说，然后蹦蹦跳跳地离开了。

13.这时，布朗德踩到了一个生满苔藓的木桩。这个木桩其实是一个森林妖怪的烟囱，于是他就顺着烟囱滑了下去，掉到了正为妖怪准备晚餐的厨娘的锅碗瓢盆里。此时妖怪正在楼上睡觉，听到叮叮咣咣的声音一下子惊醒了，跌跌撞撞地跑到厨房里去看个究竟。厨娘听到他来，立即慌慌张张地将布朗德藏在身后。

“快点！”她喊道，“如果主人抓到你，他就会把你剁成馅饼。旁边的屋子里有一双鞋，赶紧钻到鞋里去，它们会把你从烟囱里送回去。”

14.布朗德一溜烟跑出去，快速打开门，冲进房间，那双鞋就在角落里。当然，他是看不到它们的，因为他不习惯用眼睛看。“我找不到它们！哦，找不到呀！” 小布朗德哭道，又跑回到厨娘那里。

15.“钻进壁橱里。”厨娘说。

布朗德冲到窗户那里，但是——“我找不到壁橱在哪里。”他大声嚷嚷着。

咚咚！咚咚！那是妖怪正在下楼梯。

“那边的钉子上挂着一件隐身斗篷。躲到斗篷里去！”厨娘嘶声竭力地喊道。

16.但是，就像看不到鞋子和橱柜一样，布朗德同样看不到斗篷在哪里。现在，妖精就要推门而入，大概能听见他的“我找不到”的哭喊声了。但幸运的是，布朗德的一只脚踩到了斗篷上，一下子把斗篷拽下来盖在他身上。他就在斗篷下面躺着，气都不敢出。

“这是什么声音？”妖精粗鲁地问道，走进了厨房。

17.妖精由于找不到什么不妥的地方就又嘟囔着上楼去了，鞋子将布朗德沿着烟囱送了出去，把他放在草地上。虽然安全了，可也够丢人的。他生气了，失望了，愤怒了。天那么黑，他又找不到回家的路。突然布朗德看到一个老旧台阶，因为实在累得受不了了，于是他爬上台阶坐在最上面的一层。

18.就在那时，口袋里装着雨的南风来了。由于与布朗德同路，南风就把他带回了家。这下布朗德转悲为喜，只是南风不那么总笑就好了。想象一下，要是你和一个又老又胖的先生同路，他一会儿自己窃笑不停，一会儿又爆笑不止，笑到捶打自己膝盖直到脸色紫红，你会是什么感觉呢？

19.“您笑什么呢？” 布朗德实在忍不住了，就问他。

风回答：“一路上我看到两个东西可真逗。一只饥肠辘辘的母鸡蹲在一个空空的食槽上，其实它前面就是很多谷子；一个小男孩坐在许愿门上却哭着要回家，因为他找不到它。”

20.“什么？你说什么？”布朗德喊道，不过这时他到家了。大家纷纷拥上前来问：“运气怎么样？”“许愿门在哪里呀？”只有他的仙女教母坐在炉火前，什么也没说。

“我也不知道它在哪儿，” 布朗德回答，“我找不到它。”接着他讲述了自己的遭遇。

“可怜的小乖乖！”妈妈边说边亲他，姐姐也赶紧跑去给他端来牛奶和面包。

21.“好呀，太好了。”教母气愤地说，收起手里的针并卷起线团，“现在来听听我的故事吧。从前有一个小男孩非常想去许愿门。他的仙女教母将他领到岔路口，告诉他向碰到的第一只猫头鹰问路。”

22.“可惜这个小男孩从来不用眼睛看，因此他错过了第一只猫头鹰却惊醒了另一只；因此他还错过了水精灵，只找到一只青蛙；因此他还坐在松树下，却从来没看到乌鸦；因此他错过了梦想者，却追着万圣节杰克跑；因此他跌下了妖怪的烟囱，也找不到鞋子、壁橱甚至钉子；因此，他坐在许愿门上，直到南风把他送回家，他自己却什么都不知道。”

“啊！呸！”仙女说完，就充满厌恶地从烟囱里飞了出去，甚至忘记披上她的鼠皮袍子。

路易丝 .E.肖莱





LOUISA MAT ALCOTT

1.Louisa May Alcott has made her name dear to all boys and girls.The greater part of her life was spent in Concord, Mass., and it is her home and life there which one learns to know in “Little Women”.

Always bright and merry, with heart full of love for every one, she was the life of the household.

2.She was always busy, working for others.Her early years were full of hardship, but later her books became popular, and she was able to do much for those who were dear to her.

Her artist sister, the one called Amy in “Little Women” died while-abroad, and sent her baby girl, Louisa May Neriker, to Miss Alcott.

3.The little one was a comfort and delight to her aunt, who cared for her like a mother.They used to have an hour before bedtime, when little Lulu in her aunt's arms listened to pretty stories of fairies and happy children.

4.Just before Miss Alcott's death in 1888, these stories came out in three books, called “Lulu's Library”.

Through the kindness of this same Lulu and her cousins, the Demi and Daisy in “Little Men” two of these stories, “Eva's Visit to Fairyland” and “The Fairy Spring” appear in this Reader.

露易莎.梅.奥尔科特

1.露易莎.梅.奥尔科特是所有男孩和女孩都喜欢的作家。她一生的大部分时间都是在马萨诸塞州的康科德度过的。人们是通过《小妇人》了解她在那里的家和生活的。

她是家庭生活的典范，总是感到光明和快乐，对每个人都充满爱心。

2.她总是忙碌着，为其他人工作。她早年的生活很艰苦，后来自己的书变得受欢迎，才能够为对自己好的人做事情。

她的妹妹是个艺术家，在《小妇人》里被称为艾米。艾米在国外去世了，把自己的女婴——路易莎.梅.耐瑞克托给奥尔科特小姐抚养。

3.这个小家伙给姨妈带来了安慰和快乐。她像母亲一样照顾她。在临睡前一个小时，小露露常常躺在姨妈的怀抱里，听她讲关于仙子和快乐孩子们的美丽故事。

4.1888 年，奥尔科特小姐去世前，这些故事被编成三本书，叫做《露露文库》。

正是这个同样的露露和自己的表兄弟——《小妇人》中的德米和黛西——的同意，本书中的《伊娃漫游仙境》和《仙泉》才能与读者见面。





THE FAIRY SPRING（PART Ⅰ）

splashed(splash) 溅起（过去式） bleach 漂白 caddis 石蚕（粗织的毛料） dragon 龙钻 diamond 石 splendid 壮观的 human 人类 pebble 卵石 minnow 小鱼 favorite 宠爱的 fuzzy 毛茸茸的 railing 栏杆

1.One summer morning a party of little wood people were talking together about something which interested them very much.The fruit fairy was eating her breakfast as she swung on a long spray that waved in the wind; a bluebird was taking his bath in the pool below, looking as if a bit of the sky had fallen into the water as he splashed and shook the drops from his wings; Skip, the squirrel, was resting on the mossy wall, after clearing out his hole of last year's nuts; Spin, the spider, was busily spreading her webs to bleach; and Brownie, the little bear, was warming his fuzzy back in the sunshine, for his den was rather dark and cold.

2.“It is such a pity that no one understands what the brook is trying to tell them.If they only knew about the fairy spring as we do, this is just the day to set out and find it,” said Iris, the elf, as she took the last sip of raspberry shrub from the pretty red cup, and wiped her lips on a napkin Spin had made for her.

3.“Ah, if they only did! How glad I should be to show them the way.” answered the bluebird.as he dried his feathers on a mossy stone, while the caddis worms all popped their heads out of sight in their little stone houses for fear he might eat them.

4.“I have called every child I have seen, and have done my best to lead them up the mountain; but they won't come, and I cannot makethem understand the words the brook keeps singing.How dull human creatures are！ Even Brownie knows this song, though he is a dear, clumsy thing, always going to sleep when he is not eating.” said Skip, with a twinkle in his bright eye; for he and the little bear were good friends.

5.“Of course I do; I've heard it ever since I was born, and the first long walk I took was up the mountain to find the wonderful spring.I drank of it, and have been the happiest creature alive ever since,” answered Brownie, with a roll on the green grass.

6.“I am too busy to go, but my cousin Velvet back often comes down and tells me about the splendid life he leads up there, where no foot ever treads on him, no hand ever breaks his webs, and everything is so still and bright that he is always in a hurry to get home again.When my weaving and bleaching are all done, I am going up to see for myself.” and Spin shook off the tiny drops of dew which shone like diamonds on her largest web.

7.“There is one child who comes everyday to look at the brook and listen to its babble as it runs under the little bridge over there.I think she will soon hear what it says, and then we will lead her along higher and higher till she finds the spring, and is able to tell every one the happy secret.” said Iris, shaking out her many-colored robebefore she skimmed away to float over the pool, so like a glittering dragon fly, few guessed that she was a fairy.

8.“Yes, she is a sweet child,” said the bluebird, hopping to the wall to look along the lane to see if she was coming.“She never throws pebbles in the water to disturb the minnows, nor breaks the ferns only to let them die, nor troubles us as we work and play as most children do.She leans there and watches us as if she loved us, and sings to herself as if she were half a bird.I like her, and I hope she will be the first to find the spring.”

9.“So do I.” said Skip, going to sit by his friend and watch for the child, while Brownie peeped through a chink in the wall that she might not be frightened at sight of him, small as he was.

“She is coming! She is coming!” called Iris, who had flown to the railing of the rustic bridge, and danced for joy as a little figure came slowly down the winding lane.

10.A pretty child, with hair like sunshine, eyes blue as the sky, cheeks like the wild roses nodding to her on either side of the way, and a voice as sweet as the babbling brook she loved to sing with.May was never happier than when alone in the woods; and every morning, with her cup and a little roll of bread in her basket, she wandered away to some of her favorite nooks to feast on berries, playwith the flowers, talk to the birds, and make friends with all the harmless wood creatures, who soon knew and welcomed her.

11.She had often wondered what the brook sang, and tried to catch the words it seemed to be calling to her.But she never quite understood till this day, for when she came to the bridge and saw her friends — bluebird, squirrel, and dragonfly — waiting for her， she smiled and waved her hand to them and just at that moment she heard the song of the brook quite plainly:

“I am calling, I am calling，

As I ripple, run, and sing,

Come up higher, come up higher，

Come and find the fairy spring.”

“Who will listen, who will listen，

To the wonders I can tell

Of a palace built of sunshine,

Where the sweetest spirits dwell?”

“Singing winds, and magic waters,

Golden shadows, silver rain,Spells that make the sad heart happy,

Sleep that cures the deepest pain.”

“Cheeks that bloom like summer roses.

Smiling lips and eyes that shine,

come to those who climb the mountain,

Find and taste the fairy wine.”

“I am calling, I am calling,

As I ripple, run, and sing;

Who will listen, who will listen,

To the story of the spring?”

12.“Where is it; oh, where is it?”　

cried May, when the song ended; for she longed to see beautiful things.

“Go up higher, go up higher，

Far beyond the waterfall，

Follow Echo up the mountain，

She will answer to your call.”

“Bird and butterfly and blossom，

All will help to show the way;

Lose no time, the day is going.

Find the spring, dear little May.”

sang the brook; and the child was enchanted to hear the sweet voice talking to her of this pleasant journey.

13.“Yes, I will go at once.I am ready and have no fear, for the woods are full of friends, and I long to see the mountain top; it must be so lovely up there.” she said, looking through the green arches, where the brook came dancing down over the rocks, far away to the gray peak hidden in the clouds.

仙泉（第一部分）

1.一个夏天的早晨，一群森林里的生灵们正在谈论一件他们觉得很有趣的事情。水果仙子坐在随风摇摆的长长树枝上吃着早餐；知更鸟正在树下的水池中洗澡，当它甩出翅膀上的水珠溅在水面上时，天空和水面好像连成了一片；松鼠斯基普清理走去年的坚果后，来到了长满了苔藓的墙上休息；蜘蛛斯宾正在忙着将它的蛛网漂成白色；小熊布朗尼走出潮湿阴暗的洞穴，来到太阳底下晒晒它毛茸茸的后背。

2.“没人能理解小溪说的话真是可惜，如果他们能像我们一样知道仙泉多么神奇，今天就是出发并找到它的好日子。”小精灵艾瑞斯说着从漂亮的红色杯子里吸出最后一口覆盆子汁，用她专用的餐巾纸擦了擦嘴唇。

3.“啊，如果他们能理解多好啊！我可是很愿意为他们指路呢。”知更鸟回答。此时它正在长满苔藓的石头上晾晒它的羽毛，而小小的蛾虫们都将脑袋缩回石头里，生怕知更鸟吃掉它们。

4.“我已经尝试动员了每一个我见过的孩子，并尽了我最大力量带领他们上山。但他们

不来，而我也不能让他们了解溪水一直唱的歌谣的意思。人类是多么无趣的生灵啊！尽管布朗尼是一个可爱而笨拙的小熊，不吃饭的时候就知道睡觉，但它也能理解歌谣的意思呢。”斯基普说着，闪亮的眼睛眨了眨。他和小熊是好朋友啊。

5.“我当然知道啦。我出生后的第一次长途旅行就是上山去找到仙泉。我喝了这水，就变成了世界上最幸福的生物了。”小熊布朗尼说着，在翠绿的草地上打了一个滚。

6.“我都忙得走不开，不过我的堂兄威尔维经常下山回来告诉我泉水那边的美妙生活。在那儿，从来没有人用脚来踩踏他们，没人用手弄坏蛛网，一切都那么安静愉快，所以他每次外出都迫不及待赶回家。等我把蛛网都织好漂白，我也亲自去那儿看看。” 蜘蛛斯宾一边说，一边把在蛛网上如钻石般闪烁的小小水珠甩开。

7.“只有一个孩子每天都来看看小溪，听听它流过那边小桥时唱的歌谣。我认为她将很快就会听到它说什么，然后我们可以带她一点点爬到山上去直到她找到仙泉，然后她就能把这个快乐的秘密告诉每一个人了。”艾瑞斯说着，展开她色彩斑斓的袍子，如同一只闪闪发光的蜻蜓一样掠过水面，很少有人能猜出她是精灵呢。

8.“是啊，她是个可爱的孩子，”知更鸟说着跳到墙沿上看看小女孩是否来了，“她永远不会投掷小石头打扰小鱼们，也不会破坏水草伤害它们，也不像其他孩子一样在我们工作和玩耍时给我们找麻烦。她静静地靠在那里看着我们，她应该是喜欢我们的。她唱歌时好像她自己一半是小鸟一样。我喜欢她，我希望她能第一个找到仙泉。”

9.“我也是。”斯基普说着，坐到他朋友身边盼着女孩来到。虽然小熊布朗尼并不魁梧可怕，它还是躲到墙后透过缝隙去张望，生怕女孩看到他会吓一跳。

“她来了！她来了！”艾瑞斯喊道。他迅速飞到小桥的栏杆上，看着女孩沿着崎岖的小路走来时，他高兴得跳起舞来。

10.这是一个漂亮的孩子，像阳光一样的头发，天空一般湛蓝的眼睛，红红的脸颊像是挂着两朵野玫瑰，甜美的声音就像她所喜欢的和她一起唱歌的小溪的潺潺声一样。当梅一个人走在小树林时，她感觉最幸福了。每个清晨，她在小篮子里装上她的杯子和一小卷面包，来到

最喜欢的角落享受美味的浆果，和花儿一起玩耍，和鸟儿聊天，和树林里一切友善的生灵交朋友，而他们也都认识并欢迎她。

11.她常常想知道小溪在唱什么，尝试理解那些似乎在试图呼唤她的歌词。但是今天她终于明白了。走到桥头时，她看到她的朋友：知更鸟、松鼠、蜻蜓。她微笑着向他们招手，这时她清楚地听到小溪是这样唱的：

“我在呼唤，我在呼唤，

我潺潺流水，唱出美妙歌声，

上山吧，上山吧，

来找到仙泉吧。”

“谁愿倾听，谁愿倾听，

我会告诉他仙境在哪里，

用阳光造的宫殿，

甜美的精灵就在那里栖息。”

“歌唱的风儿，神奇的流水，

金色的树阴，银色的雨滴，

悲伤的人听到那天籁之音会转悲为喜，

最深的伤痛也会在那儿沉沉睡去。”

“如夏日玫瑰般的姑娘啊，

笑靥如花，双眸动人，

赶快加入登山的队伍，

一起找到仙泉，品味它的甘甜吧。”

“我在呼唤，我在呼唤，

我潺潺流水，唱出美妙歌声；

谁愿倾听，谁愿倾听，

这仙泉之声。”

12.“它在哪儿呀？哦，它在哪儿?”歌声结束时梅迫不及待地问，因为她从小就期待美丽的事物。

小溪唱到：

“向上走，向上走，

走过瀑布很远，

跟着回声上山，

她会回答你的呼唤。”

“鸟儿、蝴蝶和鲜花，

都会帮你指引方向；

珍惜光阴吧，今天正在溜走，

找到仙泉，亲爱的梅姑娘。”

小女孩听到这美妙的声音正在和她谈论着神奇的旅程，高兴极了。

13.“是的，我这就出发。我准备好了，什么都不怕，因为树林里到处是朋友。真想马上登上山顶，那儿一定很棒。”她说着，向碧绿的山儿望去，小溪就是从那直入云霄的山峰上欢舞而来的。





THE FAIRY SPRING（PART Ⅱ）
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1.There lay the fairy spring, and she was going to find it.The brook said, “Make haste!” so away she went over the wall, with Skip leaping before her, as if to show the safest stones to set her little feet on.Iris waved the raspberry sprays to attract her with the ripe fruit, and when the basket was nearly full.Bluebird flew from tree to tree to lead her on further into the wood.Brownie dodged behind the rocks and fallen logs, waiting for his turn to come, as he had a fine surprise for the little traveler by and by.

2.It was a lovely road, and May went happily on, with thick moss underneath, shady boughs overhead, flowers to nod and smile at her, and friends to guard, guide, and amuse her.Every ant stopped work to see her pass; birds leaned out of their nests to bid her good-day; and the bright-eyed snakes, fearing to alarm her, hid under the leaves.Lovely butterflies flew round her in clouds; and she looked like a pretty one herself, with her blue gown and sunny hair blowing in the wind.

3.So she came at last to the waterfall.Here the brook took a long leap over some high rocks to fall foaming into a basin fringed with ferns out of which it flowed again, to run faster than ever down to join the river rolling through the valley, to flow at last into the mighty ocean and learn a grander song.

4.“I can never go up there without wings.” said May, as she looked at the high rocks with a tangle of vines all over them.Then she remembered what the brook told her, and called out, —

“Echo, are you here?”

“Here!” answered an airy voice.

“How can I climb up?”

“Climb up.”

“Yes; but can I get through the vines?”

“Through the vines.”

“It is very high, but I can try it.”

“Try it, try it.” answered the voice so clearly that May could not doubt what to do.

“Well, if I'm brave I shall be helped.”

“Be helped.” answered Echo.

5.“Now I'm coming, and I hope I shall find you, sweet Echo.”

“Find sweet Echo，” sang the voice; and when May laughed, a softer laugh answered her so gayly that she forgot her fear in eagerness to see this new friend hiding above the waterfall.

6.Up she went, and as if fairy hands cleared the way for her, the tangled vines made a green ladder for her feet, while every time she stopped for breath and called, as she peeped into the shadowy nooks or looked at the dashing water, “Are you here?” the mocking voice always answered from above, —

“Here！”

7.So she climbed safely up and sat down to rest at the top, looking down the valley, where the brook danced and sparkled as if glad to see her on her way.The air blew freshly, and the sun shone more warmly here, for the trees were not so thick, and lovely glimpses of far-off hills and plains, like pictures set in green frames, made one eager to go on and see more.

8.Skip and Bluebird kept her company, so she did not feel lonely, and followed these sure guides higher and higher till she came out among the great bare cliffs, where rocks lay piled as if giants had been throwing them about in their rough play.

仙泉（第二部分）

1.仙泉就在那边，小姑娘就要去找它。小溪说：“快点呀！”所以小姑娘直接翻过墙走了。斯基普蹦蹦跳跳地在前面引路，好像在为她的小脚寻找最安全的石头。艾瑞斯挥舞着覆盆子树枝，用鲜美的野果引导她，直到她摘了满满一篮子。知更鸟从这棵树飞到那棵树，殷勤地为她在树林里指路。布朗尼在石头和木桩后面躲躲藏藏，等待着他上场的机会，因为他不久就会带给这位小旅行家一个惊喜。

2.一路上充满欢声笑语。脚下踩着厚厚的青苔，头上有大树遮阳，花儿向她点头微笑，伙伴们保卫着她，指引着她，还逗她开心。小蚂蚁都停下手中工作看她走过；鸟儿们从巢里伸出头来向她问好；目光炯炯的蛇们，赶紧躲到落叶下，生怕吓到小姑娘。可爱的蝴蝶在云中将她环绕，她自己就是一道美丽的风景。看啊，蓝色的斗篷和金黄的头发都在风中起舞。

3.最终她来到瀑布前。在这里小溪纵身一跃，跳过高高的岩石，进入到了四周长满马齿苋的山谷里，又从山谷里流出，以更快的速度融入了流过山谷的河流，最后汇入了雄伟的大海，去那里学唱更加庄严震撼的歌曲了。

4.看着上面爬满藤叶的高高的岩石，梅对自己说:“没有翅膀的话，我永远也上不去呀。”这时，她想起小溪的话，然后喊道：

“回声，你在这儿吗？”

“我在这儿！”空气里的声音说。

“我怎么才能上山呢？”

“上山。”

“好的。但是我能穿过这些藤条吗？”

“穿过藤条。”

“真的很高呀。不过我来试试。”

“试试，试试。”这个声音回答得如此清晰，这样梅就确定无疑该怎么做了。

“我要是足够勇敢就会得到帮助。”

“帮助。”回声回答。

5.“现在我来了，我希望能看到你，亲爱的回声。”

“看到亲爱的回声，”声音唱道。当梅咯咯笑时，一个轻柔的笑声欢快地回应她，使她忘记恐惧迫不及待想去见见这位躲在瀑布上面的朋友。

6.她向上走着，好像有精灵在为她开路，纠缠的藤条变成了她能登上的梯子。每一次她停下歇歇气，看着那些树影模糊的角落或者湍急的流水时，总会问：“你在这儿？”那调皮的声音总会从上面传来：

“这儿！”

7.于是，她安全地爬了上去，坐在顶上休息。低头俯瞰山谷，那里有小溪欢快地舞出泡泡，好像很高兴看到她的旅程。这里空气更加清新，没有了厚厚树枝的遮挡，太阳更加温暖。从这里向下望去，美丽的景色就像一张镶嵌在绿色相框里的图画，使人迫切地想要继续前行来欣赏更美的风景。

8.松鼠斯基普和知更鸟一直陪伴她左右，所以她从未感到孤独，一直跟随着这些聪明的向导来到光秃秃的悬崖前。这里，巨石堆积，好像是巨人随手投掷的杰作。





THE FAIRY SPRING（PART Ⅲ）
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1.“Oh, how large the world is! And what a little thing I am！” said May, as she looked out over miles of country so far below that the towns looked like toy villages, and people like ants at work.A strong wind blew, all was very still, for no bird sang and no flowers bloomed; only green moss grew on the rocks, and tiny pines no longer than her finger carpeted the narrow bits of ground here and there.An eagle flew high overhead, and great white clouds sailed by so near that May could feel their damp breath as they passed.

2.The child felt a little fear, all was so vast and strange and wonderful; and she seemed so weak and small that for a moment she half wished she had not come.

She sighed, and looked from the mountain top, hidden in mist, to the sunny valley where mother was, and a tear was about to fall when Iris came floating to her like a blue and silver butterfly, and alighting on her hand, let May see her lovely little face and hear her small voice as she smiled and sung, — “Have no fear,

Friends are here,

To help you on your way.

The mountain's breast

Will give you rest,

And we a feast, dear May.

Here at your feet

Is honey sweet,

And water fresh to sip.

Fruit I bring

On Bluebird's wing,

And nuts sends merry Skip.

Rough and wild，

To you, dear child，

Seems the lonely mountain way;

But have no fear,

For friends are near,

To guard and guide, sweet May.”3.Then at the tap of the fairy's wand, up gushed fresh water from the rock; Bluebird dropped a long stalk of grass strung with rasp-berries like red beads; Skip scattered his best nuts; and Brownie came with a great piece of honeycomb folded in vine leaves.He had found a wild bees' nest, and this was his surprise.He was so small and gentle, and his little eyes twinkled so kindly, that May could not be afraid, and gladly sat down on the crisp moss to eat and drink with her friends about her.

4.It was a merry lunch, for all told tales and each amused the little pilgrim in his or her pretty way.The bird let her hold him on her hand and admire his lovely blue plumes.Skip chattered and pranced till there seemed to be a dozen squirrels there instead of one.Brownie stood on his head, tried to dance, and was so funny in his clumsy attempts to outdo the others that May laughed till many echoes joined in her merriment.Iris told her splendid stories of the fairyspring, and begged her to go on, for no one ever had so good a chance as she to find out the secret and see the spirit who lived on the mountain top.

5.“I am strong and brave now, and will not turn back.Come with me, dear creatures, and help me over these great rocks, for I have no wings.” said May, trudging on again, much refreshed by her rest.

“I'll carry you like a feather, my dear; step up and hold fast, and see me climb,” cried Brownie, glad to be of use.

6.So May sat on his fuzzy back as on a soft cushion, and his strong legs and sharp claws carried him finely over the rough, steep places, while Bluebird and Skip went beside her, and Iris flew in front to show the way.It was a very hard journey, and poor fat Brownie panted and puffed, and often stopped to rest.But May was so surprised and charmed with the lovely clouds all about her that she never thought of being tired.

7.She forgot the world below, and soon the mist hid it from her, and she was in a world of sunshine, sky, and white clouds floating about like ships in a sea of blue air.She seemed to be riding on them when one wrapped her in its soft arms; and more than once a tinycloud came and sat on her lap, like a downy lamb, which melted when she tried to hold it.

“Now we are nearly there, and Velvet comes to meet us.These fine fellows are the only creatures who live up here, and these tiny star-flowers the only green things that grow.” said Iris, at last, when all the clouds were underneath and the sky overhead was purple and gold, as the sun was going down.

8.Velvet ran nimbly to give May a silver thread which would lead her straight to the spring; and the path before her was carpeted with the pretty white stars, that seemed to smile at her as if glad to welcome her.She was so eager that she forgot her weariness, and hurried on till she came at last to the mountain top, and there, like a beautiful blue eye looking up to heaven, lay the fairy spring.

9.May ran to look into it, thinking she would see only the rock below and the clouds above; but to her wonder there was a lovely palace reflected in the clear water and shining as if made of silver, with crystal bells chiming with a sound like water-drops set to music.

“Oh, how beautiful! Is it real? Who lives there? Can I go to it?” cried May, longing to sink down and find herself in that charming palace, and know to whom it belonged.

10.“You cannot go till you have drunk of the water and slept by the spring; then the spirit will appear, and you will know the secret.” answered Iris, filling a pearly shell that lay on the brim of the spring.

“Must I stay here all alone? I shall be cold and afraid so far from my own little bed and my dear mother.” said May, looking anxiously about her; for the sky was growing dim and night coming on.

“We will stay with you, and no harm can come to you, for the spirit will be here while you sleep.Drink and dream, and in the morning you will be in a new world.”

11.While Iris spoke, Brownie had piled up a bed of star-flowers in a little crevice of the rock; Velvet had spun a silken curtain over it to keep the dew off; Bluebird perched on the tallest stone to keep watch; and when May had drunk a cup of the fairy water and lain down, with Skip rolled up for a pillow and Brownie at her feet for a warm rug, Iris waved her wand and sang a lullaby sweet that the child was in dreamland at once.

12.When she woke, it was day, but she had no time to see the rosy sky, the mist rolling away, or the sunshine dazzling down upon the world, for there before her, rising from the spring, was the spirit so beautiful and smiling May could only clasp her hands and look.As softly as a cloud the spirit floated toward her, and with a kiss as cool as a dew-drop, she said in a voice like a fresh wind:

“Dear child, you are the first to come and find me.Welcome to the mountain and the secret of the spring.It is this: whoever climbs up and drinks this water will leave all pain and weariness behind, and grow healthy in body, happy in heart, and learn to see and love all the simple whole-some things that help to keep us good.”

Louisa M.Alcott

仙泉（第三部分）

1.“哦，世界如此之大！而我如此渺小！”梅叹道，当她鸟瞰千里之外的村庄，这时看起来像玩具里村庄一样，而人们像蚂蚁一样工作着。一阵大风刮来，一切都十分平静，鸟不鸣花不开，只有绿色的青苔在岩石上生长着，松树只有她指甲盖大小，到处点缀在狭长的地上。一只鹰从她头顶飞过，大片的白云从梅身边掠过，梅几乎能感觉到它们潮湿的气息。

2.孩子感到有点害怕了，一切都是如此广大、奇特和精彩。她显得如此弱小，有一段时间，她甚至希望自己没有来过。

她叹了口气，从山顶望去，妈妈就在阳光照耀的山谷中，此刻正隐藏在薄雾中。她几乎流下眼泪，这时艾瑞斯像一只闪着蓝色和银色花纹的蝴蝶一样向她飞来，落在她的手上。她微笑歌唱，梅可以看到她可爱的小脸，听到她低沉的声音。

　“不要害怕，

朋友们在这里，

一直帮助你。

山峰

可以供你休息，

我们一起盛宴，亲爱的梅。

在你的脚下

是甜美的蜂蜜，

和纯净的饮用水。

我带来水果，

用蓝鸟的翅膀，

快乐的斯基普送来坚果。

艰辛而荒凉，

对你来说，亲爱的孩子，

山路看起来似乎是；

但不要害怕，

因为朋友就在身边，

保护引导，可爱的梅。”

3.然后，仙女用魔杖一拍，从岩石里喷涌出新鲜泉水。蓝鸟带来一长串像红色珠子一样的树莓；斯基普撒下了它最好的坚果；布朗尼带来一大块用葡萄叶包着的蜂房。他发现了一个野生蜂巢，这真是一个惊喜。他如此渺小和温柔，小眼睛快乐地闪烁，梅一点儿也不害怕，快乐地坐在卷曲的青苔上和朋友一起吃喝起来。

4.这是一顿快乐的午餐。所有的人都给这个小朝圣者讲故事，逗她乐。蓝鸟让她把自己捧在手中，欣赏它可爱的蓝色羽毛。斯基普吱吱地跳来跳去，似乎有十几只松鼠而不是一只。布朗尼倒立着，试图跳舞，想要超越他人表演的动作是如此的笨拙和滑稽，梅开怀大笑，

回声也加入了她的喜悦。艾瑞斯给她讲了仙泉的故事，请求她继续前进。因为从来没人有这么好的机会去揭开这个秘密，看到生活在山顶中的精灵。

5.“我现在变得坚强和勇敢了，不会退缩的。跟我一起去，亲爱的朋友们，带我越过这些巨大的岩石，因为我没有翅膀。”梅边说边继续艰难地跋涉，休息使她恢复了活力。

“我能像抱羽毛一样地带你，亲爱的。爬上来，抓紧，看我爬山。”布朗尼很高兴自己能帮忙。

6.因此，梅坐在它毛茸茸的背上，就像坐在柔软的垫子上一样。它强壮的双腿和锐利的爪子使自己能在粗糙、陡峭的地方很好地爬行。蓝鸟和斯基普跟在她旁边，艾瑞斯在前面带路。这是一个非常艰难的旅程。可怜的胖胖的布朗尼累得气喘吁吁，经常停下来休息。而梅是如此惊讶和陶醉于自己身边那些可爱的云，她一点儿也不感到疲倦。

7.她忘记了下面的世界，不久薄雾消失了，她来到了一个阳光明媚的世界，晴朗的天空中飘着白云，像船儿在蓝色的海洋上漂浮。她似乎坐在它们上面，白云把她拥入自己温柔的怀抱。小小的云朵不断地飘来，像毛茸茸的羔羊坐在她的大腿上。当她试图抓住它们时，它们就会融化。

“现在，我们快到了。天鹅绒来迎接我们，这些可爱的家伙是住在这里唯一的生灵。还有这些小小的星状花是这里唯一的绿色植物。”艾瑞斯说道。最后，当他们穿过所有的云层，头顶上的天空变成了紫色和金色，随着太阳落下。

8.天鹅绒灵活地跑着，给梅一条银色的丝线，让她能够直接爬向泉水。她面前路上遍地漂亮的白色星星花儿，似乎在微笑着高兴地欢迎她。她是如此欣喜，以至于忘记了疲惫，迅速地来到山顶上。在那里，仙泉躺在那里，像一颗美丽的蓝眼睛向上仰望着天空。

9.梅跑上前去查看，心想自己只会看到脚下的岩石和头顶的白云。然而，出乎她的意料，一座可爱的宫殿倒映在清澈的水中，闪闪发光犹如银制的一般，上面还有水晶铃铛，像水滴的声音一样鸣响。

“哦，多么漂亮！这是真的吗？谁住在这里？我能进去吗？” 梅喊道，渴望沉入水中进到那迷人的皇宫，寻找宫殿的主人是谁。

10.“你得喝了这泉水并在仙泉旁边睡一觉，等你醒来仙女就会出现，她会告诉你秘密的。”艾瑞斯一边回答，一边在泉边找到了一个晶莹剔透的贝壳并把它装满泉水。

“我必须一个人待在这儿吗？离开我的小床和亲爱的妈妈，我觉得好冷好怕呀。”梅说着，看起来十分焦虑。此时，天色渐渐暗了下来，黑夜就要来临了。

“我们和你在一起，没人敢伤害你，因为仙女会在你熟睡时来临的。喝下泉水美美睡一觉吧，明天早晨你就会看到一个全新的世界了。”

11.艾瑞斯说着这些话的同时，布朗尼已经在一块大石头的裂缝里铺满了一片满天星；威尔维铺开一卷丝帘来隔开露水；知更鸟飞落在最高的石头上站岗。梅喝完泉水躺下后，斯基普团起自己给她当枕头，布朗尼卧在她脚下为她取暖，艾瑞斯挥舞她的魔杖唱起催眠曲，声音如此轻柔动人，女孩儿不一会儿就进入了梦乡。

12.当她醒来时，已经是白天了。大雾散去，但她无暇欣赏玫瑰色的天空以及太阳灿烂照耀大地的美景，因为在她面前，一位笑盈盈、美丽无瑕的仙女从泉里升起来。梅诧异地只能紧紧攥着手呆呆地望着。这时，仙女如云彩般轻盈地向她飘来，给了梅露珠般清凉柔润的一吻，然后用春风般的声音说：

“亲爱的孩子，你是第一个来到这里并找到我的人。欢迎来到山上分享仙泉的秘密。秘密就在这里：爬上山来喝过这水的人，都会将烦恼和忧愁抛到脑后，身体健康，精神愉悦，愿意欣赏和爱护那些使我们生活幸福的平淡而美好的事物。

路易莎.M.奥尔科特





BRYANT’S BIRTHPLACE

Cummington 卡明顿 crowned(crown) 给予荣誉（过去式）treams(stream) 河流（复数） pasture 牧场 valley 山谷 Scotland 苏格兰 alphabet 字母表 spearmint 荷兰 薄荷 rippled(ripple) 泛起涟漪（过去式） November 11月 Westfield 韦斯特菲尔德 nervous 紧张的

1.In the western part of Massachusetts is a village called Cummington.This town abounds in hills, almost high enough to be called mountains, and these hills are covered with forests.

There are many streams which spring from the hills and the woods, and after wandering over the rocks and through the fields, flow into the Westfield River.

2.These streams make the grass and the flowers grow, and water the farms which are on the hillside; and the village makes a pretty picture with its pastures, valleys, and woodland.

Years ago, while George Washington was the President, a doctor named Peter Bryant lived in a log farmhouse upon one of these hillsides.A baby boy was born in that house on the 3rd of November in the year 1794.This baby was named William Cullen Bryant.Perhaps his father hoped he would be a doctor when he became a man, for William Cullen was the name of a famous doctor in Scotland.

3.William was a bright little fellow, beginning to walk when he was one year of age; and when he was about a year and a half old, he knew the alphabet.

But this did not help to make him a strong and healthy child, and he became pale and feeble.His father wished his boy to be strong, so every morning the little fellow was dipped in a deep spring of cold water near the house.The little boy did not enjoy this bath, which was given him by one of the young men who was studying medicine with his father, but he grew stronger.

4.William remembered very little about his early school days.No doubt his bright eyes would often wander to the window, where he could see the birds flying and watch the fleecy clouds.The drowsy hum of the bees and the chirp of the crickets would often lull him to sleep.

Once when he fell asleep, his teacher took him from the hard bench into her lap.When he awoke, he was very angry to find himself there, for he thought he was too big to be treated like a baby.

5.He remembered that, when there was a summer shower, the boys told him to take off his hat so that the rain might fall upon his hair and make it grow.

A pretty brook rippled along beside the schoolhouse.William and his schoolmates played beside it, and gathered the spearmint which grew along its banks.

布莱恩特的出生地

1.在马萨诸塞州西部有一个村庄被称为卡明顿。这个小镇被群山环绕，山很高可以被称为山脉，这些山被森林覆盖。

山间和树林里流淌着很多溪流。它们蜿蜒地穿过岩石和林地，注入韦斯特菲尔德河。

2.这些溪流滋养着绿草和鲜花，灌溉着山坡上的农田。村庄有草地、山谷和林地，风景如画。

几年前，乔治.华盛顿做总统时，一个名叫彼得.布莱恩特的医生就生活在这些山坡上的一个圆木做的农舍里。1794年11月3日，一名男婴在这所房子里出生了。这个婴儿名叫威廉.卡仑.布莱恩特。或许，他的父亲希望自己的孩子长大后会成为一名医生，因为威廉.卡伦是苏格兰一位有名的医生的名字。

3.威廉是聪明的小家伙，1岁就学会了走路，大约一岁半的时候，就认识了字母表。

但是，这并不能使他成为一个强壮而健康的孩子。他面色苍白，身体虚弱。他的父亲希望自己的儿子强壮，所以每天早晨小家伙都被浸在房子附近一条冰冷的深泉中。小男孩不喜欢这样洗澡，是跟他父亲学习医学的一个年轻人把小家伙放进水里的，但他变得强壮起来了。

4.威廉对自己早期的学校生活没有什么印象。毫无疑问，他明亮的眼睛游荡到窗口，在这里可以看到飞翔的鸟儿和飘过的白云。蜜蜂的嗡嗡声和蟋蟀的啁啾常常使他昏昏欲睡。

一次，当他睡着时，他的老师把他从硬板凳上放到了自己的大腿上。他醒来时发现自己在那里，感到非常生气，因为他认为自己已经长大了，不应该再像婴儿一样被照顾。

5.他记得，有一年夏天下雨时，男孩们让他摘掉帽子，这样雨就会落在他的头发上，使头发生长。

校舍旁流淌着一条漂亮的小溪。威廉和自己的同学在小溪旁玩耍，采集长在岸边的薄荷。





A DAY

steeple 尖顶 stile 阶梯 flock 兽群 amethyst 紫蓝色宝石 purple 紫色的 dominie 牧师

I'll tell you how the sun rose, —

A ribbon at a time:

The steeples swam in amethyst,

The news like squirrels ran.

The hills untied their bonnets,

The bobolinks begun.

Then I said softly to myself,

That must have been the sun!”

But how he set, I know not.

There seemed a purple stile,

Which little yellow boys and girls

Were climbing all the while.

Till when they reached the other side,

A dominie in gray

Put gently up the evening bars

And led the flock away.

Emily Dickinson

一天

让我来告诉你太阳升起的情形——

每次跳起一丝带宽，

尖顶一样的光芒如浸泡在紫水晶中一般，

像松鼠一样跳跃着报告黎明的消息。

群山解开它们的帽子，

长刺歌雀开始唱歌。

然后我轻轻地自言自语，

“一定是太阳出来了！”

如何日落，我不知。

似乎在紫色的窗边，

那里黄色的男孩和女孩

同时爬上来。

直到他们到达另一侧，

身穿白衣的牧师

轻轻地合上夜的门闩，

还带走了羊群。

艾米莉.狄更斯　





BRYANT'S EARLY HOME LIFE

chalk 粉笔 violin 小提琴 deceit欺骗 timber 木材 bassviol 古提琴 patients(patient)病人（复数）

1.In the spring of 1799 Dr.Bryant left the old log farmhouse and went to live with Squire Snell, his wife's father.

This old man was very odd, and his grandchildren were afraid of him because he was so stern.He was really a kind man at heart, and only severe to those who did wrong; but the boys hardly dared ask a favor of him.

2.Children in those days were kept in order by means of a little bunch of birch rods.These were tied together, and hung from a nail in the kitchen.Sometimes a boy had to gather the twigs for his own punishment.

The grandmother was gentle with the children, and would play with them.Sometimes she made pictures with chalk upon the kitchen floor, and this pleased the children.

Once a man stole a fine piece of timber which Squire Snell was saving to make runners for a sled.The Squire found out who had done this, and, for punishment, he made the thief carry some rye to three poor widows, and tell them why he had brought it.

3.William's mother was tall and straight.She was a very busy woman, and spun yarn on her wheel, wove it into cloth, and cut and made most of the clothing for the family.She wove her own carpets, made her own candles, and taught her children to read and write.

She was a good woman, and taught her children to hate wrong and deceit.If any of the neighbors were sick or in trouble, Mrs.Bryant was ready to help and comfort them.

4.Dr.Bryant was a kind man, who had read many books and learned a great deal from them.He had the largest library in the village, and it contained over seven hundred books.

He loved poetry and music, and played upon the violin.He made a bass viol, and learned to play upon it.

His calls were made upon horseback, and his patients paid him what they pleased.

布莱恩特的早期家庭生活

1.1799年春，布莱恩特医生离开昔日的圆木农舍，和自己妻子的父亲、乡绅斯内尔住在一起。

这位老人很古怪，他的孙子们都很怕他，因为他是那么严厉。他确实是个心地善良的人，只是对那些犯错的人非常严厉。但是，男孩子们几乎不敢索要他的一丝宠爱。

2.在那个时期，孩子们被用一小束桦木条来教训遵守规矩。这些桦木条被捆绑在一起，挂在厨房里的一颗钉子上。有时，一个男孩会被处罚去采集这些树枝。

祖母对孩子们很温柔，常常和他们一起玩儿。有时，她在厨房地板上画粉笔画，这让孩子们很高兴。

一次，一个人偷了乡绅斯内尔准备做雪橇用的一块上好的木材。乡绅发现谁做了这事，作为惩罚，他让小偷带着一些黑麦到三个穷寡妇家里，并且告诉她们自己为何而来。

3.威廉的母亲高大挺拔。她是一个非常忙碌的女人，在纺车上纺纱，然后织布、裁布，给家人做衣服。她自己编地毯，做蜡烛，还教自己的孩子们读写。

她是个很好的女人，教育自己的孩子们不能做坏事和说谎。如果邻居家有人生病或遇到麻烦，布莱恩特太太总会去帮助和安慰他们。

4.布莱恩特医生也是个善良的人，读了很多书，很有学问。他拥有这个村里最大的图书馆，有700多本书籍。

他还酷爱诗歌和音乐，还演奏小提琴。他做了一把古提琴，并学会演奏它。

一有病人叫他，他就会骑马赶去，病人想付给他多少钱就算多少。





THE BRAVE DRUMMER-BOY

Lincoln 林肯 enemy 敌人 Congress 国会 breast 胸脯 sergeant 军士 parapet 护墙 colonel 上校 wounded(wound) 负伤（过去分词）

1.General Grant gained a notable victory at the battle of Missionary Ridge during the great Civil War.President Lincoln sent a letter of thanks to him and his army for their skill and bravery, and Congress voted to have a gold medal sent to the victorious general.

2.One of the bravest hearts in that great battle was a little drummer-boy from Ohio, whose name was John.He was only a boy, with bright black eyes, but he was fearless and he loved his country.

When he saw the soldiers preparing for this battle, he went to the colonel and asked him if he might lay aside his drum and shoulder a gun.

3.“Go back to your regiment,” said the colonel, and the little fellow turned sadly away.

It was a fierce battle, and John finally threw down his drum and dashed into the front ranks.He had no gun, but soon a comrade fell at his side, and he shouldered his musket and pressed to the front.Just then a fire swept the row, and the drummer-boy dropped to the ground.

4.Again and again the lines were driven back, only to make fresh charges upon the enemy's breastworks.

While they waited under the Ridge for another order to charge, they missed John.Some one said : “John is wounded and lies close to the enemy's breastworks.He will surely die, if he is left there.”

5.One soldier, a sergeant, crept back over the battlefield until he found the drummer-boy, lying there near the enemy's guns.The boy put out his hand and tried to rise, saying, “I think in a moment more I should have stood on the parapet, for I have been used to climbing; but I shall never climb any more.”

“Please wake me.Sergeant, when you see the men climb those breastworks.I think I shall forget my pain when I see the old flag waving against the sky.”

6.The sergeant lifted the boy and carried him to the Ridge.How the men shouted when they saw him!

When General Grant saw the flags floating on the slopes of Missionary Ridge, the dying drummer-boy heard the news, too.He smiled in spite of his suffering, and was glad he had given his life for his country.　　

勇敢的鼓手男孩

1.格兰特将军在内战期间的米申纳里岭战役中赢得了一场伟大的胜利，林肯总统发了一封感谢信，表彰将军与他的军队的战斗力和英勇无畏的精神，国会也投票决定授予获胜的将军一枚金质勋章。

2.在这场伟大的战斗中，最勇敢的人之一是来自俄亥俄州的名叫约翰的小鼓手。他仅仅是一个男孩，长着明亮的黑眼睛，但他无所畏惧，热爱自己的国家。

当他看到战士们准备这场战役时，就去找上校问自己是否可以放下鼓而扛上枪。

3.“回到你的团去。”上校说，小家伙伤心地转身离开了。

这是一场激烈的战斗，约翰最后扔掉自己的鼓冲到了前线。他没有枪，但很快就有同伴倒在他身边，他扛起同伴的步枪，匍匐着爬到前线。这时炮火席卷前线，小鼓手倒在地上。

4.队伍一次又一次被迫后退，只是为了向敌人的防御工事发起新的攻击。

当他们在山岭中等待着另一个命令时，约翰失踪了。有些人说：“约翰受伤了，躺在敌人的防御工事里。如果他留在那儿，肯定会没命的。”

5.一名军士又爬回战场，发现小鼓手躺在敌人的枪口下。这个男孩伸出手，试图爬起来，还说道：“我以为自己一会儿就能站在矮护墙上，因为我已经习惯爬行，但我再也爬不动。”

“军士，当你看到人们爬到防御工事上时，请叫醒我。当我看到老旗帜在天空中飘扬时，我想自己会忘记疼痛的。”

6.军士抱起男孩，把他带到了山岭上。人们见到他时，发出热烈的喊声！

当格兰特将军看到米申纳里岭山坡上旗帜飞扬时，垂死的小鼓手也听到了这个消息。尽管他很痛苦，还是笑了笑，很高兴自己能为国家献出生命。





BRYANT'S SCHOOL DAYS

lunch 午餐homestead 家宅rafts(raft) 木筏（复数） battle 战争dimple 酒窝geography 地理学 rivulet 小河ripples(ripple) 涟漪（复数）melting(melt) 融化（现在分词）

1.After the Bryant family moved into the old homestead, William and his brother Austin went to school in a little house nearby.

This house stood on the bank of the same rivulet which ran by their home.If it had been a little larger, the boys might have gone to school in a boat.

Their teacher was called Neighbor Briggs, and he had a long birch rod with which he kept the boys in order.

2.William was a very good speller, and fond of geography.His lessons interested him, and he loved to study and learn of this beautiful world.

In many country schools, the children live so far from school that they do not go home at noon, but carry their dinners with them.

They sit out under the trees, when it is pleasant, and eat their luncheon, and then play about until the teacher rings a bell to call them into the schoolhouse.

3.William and the other boys loved to play together near the water.They would build dams across the stream, make rafts, and sail their little boats.

In the winter they would slide on the ice, and build forts of the snow.How the snowballs would fly when they had a snow battle!

William loved this stream, or rivulet, as he called it.It was his playfellow at home and at school, and was always sparkling and ready for a frolic, as it ran down to join the Westtield River, and was carried on to the sea.

4.He loved the murmur of its ripples over the stones, and found music in its singing waters.The birds sang in the bushes on its banks, and the violet grew close to its waters.

In the springtime, when the rains filled all the streams, and the melting snow ran down the hillsides into them, the rivulet would become quite a large stream.

It would leap and dimple, and sometimes tear off pieces of its bank and carry them further down to some other meadow or wood.

5.It would seem to dance to its own music, and laugh as it played with the roots along its bank; and it made the bushes along its bank feel as if they were dancing, too, for when they looked at themselves in the waters, they were whirling and turning with the silver ripples.

When William was very young, he began to write poetry.The verses came singing themselves into his mind, and he loved to write the thoughts which came to him.

6.Do you think he forgot the little rivulet? No, indeed.It was too dear a friend.When he grew older, he would sit by its side and write poetry there.He had the moss and grass for a carpet, the blue sky overhead, and the soft airs and sweet odors of the wood about him.He loved the quiet hush, only broken by the sounds of the birds' notes and the singing of the rivulet.Many of his best poems were written out of doors.

布莱恩的学校生活

1.布莱恩特家搬进老房子后，威廉和弟弟就去房子附近的一所小学校上学。

这所学校位于从他们家流过的同一条小溪的岸边。要是学校大一点儿的话，孩子们没准会乘船去上学。

他们的老师叫内波.布里格斯。他有条长长的桦木条用来惩罚不听话的学生。

2.威廉的拼写很好，还很爱好地理。他对自己的课程很感兴趣，也喜欢学习和了解这个美丽的世界。

在很多乡村学校，孩子们的家离学校很远，他们中午不回家，而是自己带午餐。

如果天气晴朗，他们就出来坐在树下吃午餐，然后在校园里玩耍，直到老师鸣铃召集大家进教室。

3.威廉和其他男孩喜欢一起在水边玩。他们常在溪流之间建造水坝，制作筏子，然后驾驶他们的小船。

冬天的时候，他们会在河上滑冰，用雪搭建地堡。他们打雪仗时，雪球真是漫天飞舞啊!

威廉喜欢这条溪流，他把它叫做小河。小河是他在家和学校时的玩伴，它始终闪闪发亮，他随时准备玩水。小河向下流淌注入韦斯特菲尔德河，最终注入大海。

4.他喜欢泉水流过石头时发出的声响，他能从泉水的歌唱中找到音乐。鸟儿在河岸的灌木丛中歌唱，紫罗兰在水边生长。

春天的时候，当雨水填满河流，融化的雪水从山坡上流淌下来注入小河，小河变成大的河流。

小河时而跳跃，时而泛起涟漪，有时还会冲下岸边的泥土，把它们带到草地或树林中。

5.小河似乎在跟着自己的音乐舞蹈，笑着和岸边的草根玩耍。它使沿岸的灌木丛都感觉在和它一起跳舞。它们倒映在水中泛起银色的涟漪，迂回旋转。

威廉很小的时候就开始写诗。诗句从他的脑海里涌出来，他喜欢把自己的想法写下来。

6.你认为他忘了小河了吗？不，一点儿没有。小河是他再亲密不过的朋友了。当他长大后，他会坐在小河的旁边写诗。他以苔藓和草地作为地毯，头顶是蓝色的天空，周围环绕着柔和的风和树林里甜蜜的香味。他喜欢这种静谧，只有鸟儿的鸣叫和小溪流淌的声音时而传来。他很多杰作都是在野外写的。





THE RIVULET（ABRIDGED）

oozy 软泥prattling(prattle) 天真无邪地说（现在分词）　thrasher 长尾鲛 watercress 豆瓣菜 grandeur 宏伟warbling(warble) 鸟鸣（现在分词）

This little rill, that from the springs

Of yonder grove its current brings,

Plays on the slope awhile, and then

Goes prattling into groves again,

Oft to its warbling waters drew

My little feet, when life was new.

When woods in early green were dressed,

And from the chambers of the west

The warm breezes, traveling out,

Breathed the new scent of flowers about,

My truant steps from home would stray，

Upon its grassy side to play,

List the brown thrasher's vernal hymn,

And crop the violet on its brim,

With blooming cheek and open brow，

As young and gay, sweet rill, as thou.

And when the days of boyhood came，

And I had grown in love with fame,

Duly I sought thy banks, and triedMy first rude numbers by thy side.

Words cannot tell how bright and gay

The scenes of life before me lay.

Then glorious hopes, that now to speak

Would bring the blood into my cheek，

Passed o'er me; and I wrote, on high,

A name I deemed should never die.

Years change thee not.Upon yon hill

The tall old maples, verdant still,

Yet tell, in grandeur of decay,

How swift the years have passed away,

Since first, a child, and half afraid,

I wandered in the forest shade.

Thou, ever joyous rivulet,

Dost dimple, leap, and prattle yet;

And sporting with the sands that paveThe windings of thy silver wave，

And dancing to thy own wild chime，

Thou laughest at the lapse of time.

The same sweet sounds are in my ear

My early childhood loved to hear;

As pure thy limpid waters run;

As bright they sparkle to the sun;

As fresh and thick the bending ranks

Of herbs that line thy oozy banks;

The violet there, in soft May dew，

Comes up, as modest and as blue;

As green amid thy current's stress，

Floats the scarce-rooted water cress;

And the brown ground-bird, in thy glen，

Still chirps as merrily as then.

小溪（节选）

这小小的流水，源自溪流

从远处的小树林流淌下来，

在斜坡上流连一阵后，

又涓涓地流回树林。

常常放入那柔和的流水中的

是我的小脚，那时生命都是新的。

当树林刚刚长出绿色的叶子，

从西面的厅房

温暖的微风拂过，

呼吸着四周鲜花的香气，

徘徊着我离家的偷懒的脚步，

在长满草的岸边玩耍，

传来棕鸫歌颂春季的叫声，

岸边长满紫罗兰，

喜笑颜开，眉飞色舞，

如你这甜美的溪水一样年轻快乐。

随着年龄的增长，

我更加爱慕名誉，

在你的岸边我到处寻找，并尝试

在你身边自己第一次鲁莽地刻下记号。

言语无法表达多么愉悦高兴，

生命的景象展现在我面前。

然后是伟大的希望，现在说起

依旧使我脸红，

在我头顶，我高高地写下，

一个自己认为永远不会消逝的名字。

岁月改变不了你。在你的山上，

高大的老枫树依然葱绿，

仍旧诉说着庄严的衰退，

岁月是多么快速地流逝，

从一开始，一个孩子，一半是担忧，

徘徊在森林树荫下。

你，曾经欢乐的小溪，

仍旧迂回、跳跃、流淌着；

和在岸边的沙子比赛

它们铺设了你银色蜿蜒的波浪，

在你自己狂野的钟声中舞蹈，

你笑对时间的流逝。

在我的耳边是同样甜美的声音，

我童年的最爱，

正如你清澈的流水般纯净，

阳光下溪水泛起的光亮一样，

茂密鲜嫩的草丛蜿蜒到远方，

扎根在你岸边柔软的泥土中。

那里的紫罗兰在5月的露水中，

含苞待放地开出蓝花；

正如你波浪冲击下的绿色，

漂浮着很难扎根的水芹；

棕色的地面做巢的鸟，在你的幽谷中，

和那时一样快乐地啁啾着。

威廉.卡伦.布莱恩特





THE DAISY'S FIRST WINTER（PART Ⅰ）

crystal 水晶的reflection 反映silvery 银色的 anemones(anemone) 银莲花（复数）cushions(cushion) 垫子（复数）blooming 盛开的

1.Somewhere in a garden of this earth, grew a fresh, bright little Daisy.The first this little Daisy knew, she found herself growing in green pastures and beside the still waters; and very beautiful did life look to her, as her bright little eyes opened and looked down into the deep crystal waters of the brook below.

2.She knew all the yellow-birds and meadow-larks and bobolinks and blackbirds that sang, piped, whistled, or chattered among the bushes and trees in the pasture, and she was a favorite with them all.The fish that darted to and fro in the waters seemed like so many living gems.Beautiful flowers grew up in the water or on the moist edges of the brook.

3.In fact, there is scarcely any saying how many beautiful blooming things grew in that green pasture where dear little Daisy was so happy at first to open her bright eyes.They did not all blossom at once, but had their graceful changes, — a sending forth of leaves, or a making of buds, or a bursting out into blossoms.

4.When the blossoms passed away, there were seeds, all packed away so snugly in their little seed-pods, which were of every dainty shape that ever could be fancied for a lady's jewel box.Over head there grew a widespreading apple tree, which in the month of June became a bouquet, holding up to the sun silvery opening flowers and pink-tipped buds.

5.Little Daisy's life was one delight from day to day.She had a hundred playmates among the light-winged winds that came to her every hour to tell her what was going on all over the green pasture, and to bring her sweet messages from the violets and the anemones.There was not a ring of sunlight that danced in the golden network at the bottom of the brook that did not bring a thrill of gladness to her heart.

At night the dewdrops stepped about among the flowers and washed their leaves and faces before they went to rest, and they kept tender guard all night over the flowers, watching to see that all was safe.

6.Sometimes a great surly, ill-looking cloud would appear in the sky, like a cross school-master, and sweep up all the sunbeams, and then he would send a great, strong wind down on them all, with a frightful noise and roar, and sweep all the little flowers flat to the earth; and there would be a great pattering of raindrops; but in about half an hour it would be all over, — the sunbeams would all dance out from their hiding-places, just as good as if nothing had happened.

7.Daisy had the greatest pride and joy in her own white blossoms; for as fast as one dropped its leaves, another was ready to open its eyes, and there were buds of every size, waiting still to come on.“How favored I am!” said Daisy, “I never stop blossoming.

The anemones and the bloodroot have their time, but then they stop and have only leaves, while I go on blooming; how nice it is to be made as I am!”

8.“But you must remember,” said a great, rough Burdock to her, — “you must remember that your winter must come at last, when all this fine blossoming will have to be done with.”

“What do you mean?” said Daisy, in a tone of pride.“You are an ugly old thing, and that's why you are cross.”

“Tell me, Bobolink,” said Daisy, “is there any truth in what this Burdock has been saying? What does she mean by winter?”

“I don't know, — not I,” said Bobolink, as he turned a dozen somersets in the air and perched himself airily on a thistle-head, singing, — “I don't know, and I don't care;

It's mighty pleasant to fly up there,

And it's mighty pleasant to light down here,

And all I know is chip, chip, cheer.”　

9.“Say, Humming-bird, do you know anything about winter?”

“Winter? I never saw one,” said Humming-bird， “we have wings, and follow summer round the world, and where she is, there go we.”

“Meadow-lark, Meadow-lark, have you ever heard of winter?” said Daisy.

Meadow-lark was sure he never remembered one.“What is winter?” he said, looking confused.

“Butterfly, Butterfly,” said Daisy, “come, tell me, will there be winter, and what is winter?”

10.But the Butterfly laughed, and danced up and down, and said, “What is Daisy talking about? I never heard of winter? Winter? Ha！ Ha! What is it?”

“Then it's only one of Burdock's sayings,” said Daisy.“Just because she isn't pretty, she wants to spoil my pleasure, too.Say, dear lovely tree that shades me so sweetly, is there such a thing as winter?”

And the tree said, with a sigh through its leaves, “Yes, daughter, there will be winter; but fear not, for the Good Shepherd makes both summer and winter, and each is good in its time.Enjoy the summer and fear not.”

雏菊的第一个冬天（第一部分）

1.地球上的一个花园里长着一棵鲜活、明亮的小雏菊。小雏菊首先发现自己生长在寂静水边的青草地里，她的日子看起来很美好。她睁开自己明亮的小眼睛，注视着身边小溪中清澈见底的溪水。

2.她认识草地上所有黄鸟、云雀、长刺歌雀和画眉，它们在灌木丛和树林里歌唱、鸣叫、吹口哨，或者啁啾不休。鸟儿们也都喜欢她。水中急速游来游去的鱼看起来像是很多鲜活的宝石。漂亮的花儿长在水中或是小溪潮湿的岸边。

3.事实上，在青翠的草场上不知开放着多少美丽的花朵，亲爱的小雏菊很高兴，一睁眼就看到这么漂亮的场景。她们不是立即开放的，而是有着优雅的变化，首先冒出叶子，接着结出花蕾，然后绽放花朵。

4.当花朵凋谢的时候，会留下种子，紧紧地包在花蕊上，形状精致，让人想起女士的珠宝盒。在她头顶长着一棵硕大的苹果树，在6月的日子里，在阳光下，开满了白色的花朵和粉色的花蕾。

5.小雏菊每天都快乐地生活着。她有100名玩伴，从轻盈的风中每时每刻都来告诉她整个绿色草地上发生的变化，并将来自紫罗兰和海葵的甜蜜的消息带给她。小溪底下太阳金色的光环的一丝跳动都会使她心中泛起喜悦之情。

夜间的露珠游荡在花丛中，清洗着花儿的叶子和脸蛋，直到她们睡去。露珠依旧整夜守护着花儿，确保她们安然无恙。

6.有时，天空中会出现一大团乖戾的、阴沉的云，像一个生气的班主任，席卷走所有阳光。然后，云会带给地上的万物一场强大猛烈的风，恐怖地呼啸着、咆哮着，把一切的小花都扫倒在地。接着，会落下噼里啪啦的大雨滴。然而，大约半个小时后，一切都会过去，阳光会从隐藏的地方喷薄而出，好像什么都没有发生一样。

7.雏菊无比骄傲和喜悦地绽放着自己白色的花朵。一朵刚刚落，另一朵正准备睁开自己

的眼睛。大大小小的花蕾含苞待放。“我是多么的幸运！”雏菊说，“我从来不会停止开花。海葵和血根草都有它们的花期，它们会凋零只剩下叶子，而我依然盛开着鲜花。像我这样是多么的幸福啊！”8.“但你必须记住，”一根高大、粗糙的牛蒡对它说，“你要知道自己的寒冬一定会降临，那时所有美丽的花朵都会凋零。”

“你什么意思？”雏菊带着一种骄傲的口吻说，“你这丑陋的老东西，简直是嫉妒我。”

“告诉我，食米鸟，”雏菊说，“这棵牛蒡说的是真的吗？她说的冬天是什么意思？”

“我不知道，不知道，”食米鸟边说，边在空中翻了几圈，然后神气地停在蓟头枝上，唱道：　　“我不知道，也不在乎；

飞到这里是我最大的乐趣，

在这里停歇最快乐，

我只知道叽喳叽喳地欢呼。”　　

9.“喂，蜂鸟，你知道冬天是什么吗？”

“冬天？我从来没有见过，”蜂鸟说，“我们有翅膀，可以满世界环游寻找夏天。夏天在哪里，我们就去哪里。”“百灵鸟！百灵鸟！你听说过冬天吗？”雏菊问。

百灵鸟怎么也想不起来。“冬天是什么呢？”它满是困惑地说道。

“蝴蝶！蝴蝶！”雏菊说，“告诉我，会有冬天吗？是什么样子的啊？”

10.然而，蝴蝶笑了起来，上下飞舞着说：“雏菊你在说什么？我从未听说过冬天。冬天？哈哈！哈哈！它是什么？”

“那只是牛蒡的胡言乱语，”雏菊说，“只是因为它不漂亮，才想扫我的兴。喂！亲爱的树，你如此精心庇荫我，有冬天这么回事吗？”

树摇晃着叶子叹息道：“是的，女儿，冬天会来的。但是，不要害怕，因为仁慈的上帝既创造了夏季，也创造了冬季。各有各的节气。享受你的夏天吧，不要害怕。”





THE DAISY'S FIRST WINTER（PART Ⅱ）

burdock 牛蒡 fringed 带边饰的 Shepherd 牧羊人（这里指上帝） caskets(casket) 首饰盒（复数）whither 去处　dreary 沉寂的 airily 活泼地 perched 栖息 pleasure 愉快

1.The months rolled by.The violets had long ago stopped blooming, their leaves were turning yellow but they had beautiful green seed-caskets, full of rows of little pearls, which next year should come up in blue violets.The dog-toothed violet and the eyebright had gone under ground, and Daisy wondered whither they could be gone.The brook side seemed all on fire with golden-rod, and the bright yellow was relieved by the rich purple tints of the asters, while the blue fringed gentian held up its cups, — and still Daisy had leaves and blossoms, and felt strong and well.

2.By and by there came winds and storms of sleet and hail; and then at night it would be so cold, so cold！ And one after another the leaves and flowers fell stiff and frozen.The leaves fell from the ap-ple-tree, and sailed away down the brook; the butterflies lay dead with the flowers, but all the birds had gone singing away to the sunny south, following the summer into other lands.

“Tell me, dear tree,” said Daisy, “is this winter that is coming?”

“It is winter, darling,” said the tree, “but fear not.The Good Shepherd makes winter as well as summer.”

“I still hold my blossoms,” said Daisy, for Daisy was a hardy little thing.

3.But the frosts came harder and harder every night, and first they froze her blossoms, and then they froze her leaves, and finally all, all were gone, — there was nothing left but the poor little root, with the folded leaves of the future held in its bosom.

“Ah, dear tree!” said Daisy, “Is not this dreadful?”

“Be patient, darling,” said the tree, “I have seen many, many winters; but the Good Shepherd loses never a seed, never a root, never a flower: they will all come again.”

4.By and by came colder days and colder; and then there came driving storms, and the snow lay over Daisy's head.But still from the bare branches of the apple tree came a voice of cheer.“Courage, darling, and patience! Not a flower shall be lost; winter is only for a season.”

“It is so dreary!” murmured Daisy.

“It will be short: the spring will come again,” said the tree.

5.And at last the spring did come, and the snow melted and ran away down the brook, and the sun shone out warm, and fresh green leaves jumped and sprang out of every dry twig of the apple tree; and one bright day, little Daisy opened her eyes, and lo！ There were all her friends once more.

There were the eyebrights and the violets and the anemones — only ever so many more of them than there were last year, because each little pearl of a seed had been nursed by the snows of winter, and had come up as a little plant to have its own flowers.

6.The birds all came back and began building their nests, and everything was brighter and fairer than before; and Daisy felt strong at heart because she had been through a winter and learned not to fear it.

She looked up into the apple-tree.“Will there be more winters, dear tree?” she said.“Darling, there will; but fear not.Enjoy the present hour, and leave future winters to Him that makes them.”

Harriet Beeches Stowe

雏菊的第一个冬天（第二部分）

1.几个月过去了，紫罗兰早已凋零，它们的叶子变黄了，然而它们结出美丽的绿色种子，一排排像小珍珠一样，它们明年就会开出蓝色的花朵来。狗齿一样的紫罗兰和小米草倒在了地上，雏菊不知道它们是不是死掉了。小溪边满是金黄的枝条，像着了火一样。金黄色衬托出深紫色的紫菀，而蓝色的龙胆穗儿开着花。雏菊依然长着叶子，开着花朵，强壮而健康。

2.渐渐地，传来狂风、冻雨和冰雹。这时，晚上会很冷、非常冷！一个接一个的叶子和花朵冷僵了。苹果树落下了叶子，落叶沿着小溪漂流而下。蝴蝶躺着死在了花里，但是所有的鸟儿都歌唱着飞到了温暖的南方，去别的地方寻找夏天。

“告诉我，亲爱的树，”雏菊说，“是不是冬天要来了？”

“亲爱的，这就是冬天，”树说，“不要害怕。仁慈的上帝创造了冬天和夏天。”

“我要守护我的花朵。”雏菊说。雏菊真是个顽强的小东西。

3.但是，霜一天比一天多起来，先冻死了她的花朵，然后冻死了她的叶子，最后什么都不见了。除了可怜的小根，还有那枯萎的叶子包裹着的花朵，什么也没有留下。

“啊，亲爱的树！” 雏菊说，“这还不够糟糕吗？”

“亲爱的，要有耐心，”树说，“我经历过很多很多个冬天，但是仁慈的上帝永远不会放弃一颗种子、一块根茎和一朵花，它们都会回来的。”

4.天气变得越来越冷。接着，就下起了暴风雪，积雪覆盖住了雏菊的头。然而，从光秃秃的苹果树枝间传来了欢呼的声音。“亲爱的，勇敢些，耐心些！一朵花也不会消逝的，冬天只是一个季节。”

“多么凄凉!”雏菊低声说。

“这是短暂的，春天会再次回来的。”树说道。

5.最后，春天真的来了，积雪融化成水流入小溪，温暖的阳光照射大地，苹果树的每一个干枯的树枝上都冒出了鲜绿的叶子。在一个晴朗的日子里，小雏菊睁开了眼睛。啊哈！又看到自己的老朋友了。

小米草、紫罗兰和海葵比去年开出了更多的花朵，因为每一颗珍珠般的种子都被冬天的积雪滋润着，长成了小植物，开出了自己的花朵。

6.鸟儿也飞回来了，并开始筑巢，一切都比从前更加美好和亮丽。雏菊的内心更加强大了，因为她已经度过一场寒冬，变得勇敢了起来。

她抬起头看着苹果树。“还会有更多的冬天吗？亲爱的树。”她问道。“亲爱的！是的。但是，不要害怕。享受此刻美好的时光，把未来的冬天留给创造它们的上帝。”

哈丽特.比彻.斯托





BRYANT'S BOYHOOD

botany 植物学wander 漫步nature 自然 feathery 有羽毛的sparkling 闪亮　searched(search) 搜寻（过去式）

1.Dr.Bryant soon learned that his son William would rather be a poet than a doctor.His wish was that he should do whatever was best.

When he knew how much William loved poetry, he gave him good books of poems to read.Dr.Bryant loved nature, too, and he would walk in the fields and woods with his son, talking with him and teaching him about the trees and flowers.

2.When William worked upon the farm for his father, they would rest at noon time under the shade of the trees, and study botany.He soon knew much about plants and where they grew, and loved to wander by himself into the forests that crowned the hills.Nature had always been his dear friend, and he learned many beautiful lessons from her.

3.The spring delighted him with its merry brooks and brave little blossoms.How eagerly he searched for the earliest blooms and loved the tiny blossoms, which brought sweet promises from the heavy skies!

He said there was beauty in his winter walks.The brook was as gay with its border of sparkling frostwork as with its fringe of sum-mer flowers.

He could see the village through the leafless trees.When the clouds had shaken down to earth the feathery snow, and all was white, he loved to visit the groves.

4.In the autumn it made him sad to see the leaves heaped in the hollows of the wood.The frost had killed the flowers, and the south wind could whisper to them no more.

But the beautiful trees in the early fall seemed like giant kings in purple and gold.He loved to hear the wind at play with the bright leaves along the paths in the woods.

This is a picture of Mrs.Harriet Beecher Stowe, who was born in Litchfield, Connecticut, in 1812.Her father was a famous minister; and her brother, Henry Ward Beecher, became still more famous.

Mrs.Stowe's greatest work, “Uncle Tom's Cabin”, made her known all over the world.She lived a noble life; her death occurred in June, 1896.All her writings bear the stamp of her genius as an author and her goodness as a woman.

We have just read the story of “The Daisy's First Winter,” written by Mrs.Stowe, and now let us read another, called “The Squirrels that Live in a House.”

布莱恩特的童年

1.布莱恩特医生很快就明白了，自己的儿子威廉宁愿成为一位诗人，而不是一名医生。他希望自己的儿子不论做什么，一定要做得出色。

当他知道威廉是多么喜欢诗歌，就给他好的诗集去读。布莱恩特医生也喜欢大自然，他常常带着自己的儿子在田野和树林中散步，和他聊天，教他认不同的树木和鲜花。

2.当威廉在农场上为自己的父亲干活时，他们会在中午的时候到树荫下休息一下，还研究植物学。威廉很快就知道很多关于植物的知识，以及它们在哪里生长。他喜欢独自在山顶上的森林里散步。大自然一直是他亲爱的朋友，也教给他很多美好的东西。

3.春天里，快乐流淌的小溪和勇敢绽放的小花都使他高兴。他是多么迫切地寻找着最早开放的花朵，他喜欢这些小花，它们代表着阴沉的天空中春天的到来！

他说自己在冬天散步，能看到美景。溪边结满了闪光的霜花，与夏季岸边的繁花一样华丽。

他可以透过光秃秃的树木看到村庄。当乌云向地面撒下鹅毛般的雪时，一切都变白了。他喜欢到这树林里去。

4.秋季，林间成堆的落叶让他难过。花儿在霜雪中凋谢了，南风再也不能低声对它们说话了。

但是，早秋树木非常美丽，看起来像身披紫色和金色衣服的巨大的国王。他喜欢听风在树间的小路上与鲜艳的树叶玩耍时的声音。

这是哈丽特.毕彻.斯托夫人的画像。 1812年，她出生于美国康涅狄格州利奇菲尔德。她的父亲是一位有名的牧师，而她的弟弟亨利.华德.毕彻更加有名。

斯托夫人最有名的作品是《汤姆叔叔的小屋》，并使她享誉世界。她生活高尚，于1896年6月去世。她所有的作品都有作为作家的天才和一名女性的善良的印记。

我们刚刚读完斯托夫人写的《雏菊的第一个冬天》，现在让我们阅读她的另一篇作品《住在房子里的松鼠》。





THE SQUIRRELS THAT LIVE IN A HOUSE

wren 鹪鹩sparrow 麻雀hatched(hatch) 孵化（过去式） chatter （动物的）啁啾声flighty 反复无常的disquiet 不安 owner 拥有者resort 地点scissors(scissor) 剪刀（复数）

1.Once upon a time a gentleman went out into a great forest and cut away the trees, and built there a very nice little cottage.It was set very low on the ground, and had very large bow windows, and so much of it was glass that one could look through it on every side and see what was going on in the forest.

2.You could see the little chipping sparrows and thrushes and robins and bluebirds building their nests here and there among the branches, and watch them from day to day as they laid their eggs and hatched their young.You could also see red squirrels and gray squirrels and little striped squirrels darting and springing about, here and there and everywhere, running races with each other from bough to bough, and chattering at each other in the gayest possible manner.

3.Old Mrs.Rabbit declared that the hammering and pounding made her nervous.“Depend upon it, children,” she said to her long-eared family, “no good will come to us from this change.Where man is, there comes always trouble for us poor rabbits.”

The old chestnut tree that grew on the edge of the woodland ravine drew a great sigh which shook all its leaves.The squirrels talked together of the dreadful state of things that would come.“Why!” said old Father Gray, “Nature made the nuts for us; but one of these great human creatures will carry off what would keep a hundred poor families of squirrels in comfort.” The blue birds andbobolinks, it is true, took more cheerful views of matters; but then, as old Mrs.Ground-Mole observed, they were a flighty set, half their time being spent in the south.

4.In spite of all this disquiet about it, the little cottage grew and was finished.The walls were covered with pretty paper, the floors carpeted with pretty carpets; and, in fact, when it was all arranged, and the garden walks laid out and beds of flowers planted around, it began to be confessed that after all it was not so bad a thing as had been feared.

5.Several gay butterflies fluttered in and sailed about, and were wonderfully delighted, and then a bumblebee and two or three honeybees expressed themselves well pleased with the house, but more especially enchanted with the garden.In fact, when it was found that the owners were very fond of Nature, and had come out there for the purpose of enjoying her, — that they watched and spared the flowers, that they never allowed a gun to be fired to scare the birds, and watched the building of their nests with the greatest interest, — then every cricket and bird and beast was loud in their praise.

6.“Mamma,” said young Titbit, a frisky young squirrel, one day, “why don't you let Frisky and me go into that pretty new cottage to play?”

“My dear,” said his mother, who was a very careful old squirrel, “how can you think of it? If you had wings like the butterflies and bees, you might fly in and out again; but as matters stand, it's best for you to keep well out of their way.”

7.“But, mother, there is such a good fairy lives there! And she seems to love us; she sits in the window and watches us for hours, and she scatters corn all around at the roots of the tree for us to eat.”

“She is nice enough,” said the old mother squirrel, “if you keep far enough off; but you can't be too careful.”

8.Now this good fairy was a nice little old lady that the children used to call Aunt Esther; and she was a dear lover of birds and squirrels and all sorts of animals, and had studied their little ways till she knew just what pleased them.And so she would every day throw out crumbs for the sparrows, and little bits of thread and wool and cotton to help the birds that were building their nests, and would scatter corn and nuts for the squirrels.

While she sat at her work in the bow window, she would smile to see the birds flying away with the wool and the squirrels nibbling their nuts.After a while the birds grew so tame that they would hop into the bow window, and eat their crumbs off the carpet.

9.“There, mamma, ” said Titbit and Frisky, “only see！ Jenny Wren and Robin Redbreast have been in at the window, and it didn't hurt them, and why can't we go?”

“Well,” said old Mother Squirrel, “you must be very careful: never forget that you haven't wings like Jenny Wren and Robin Redbreast.”

10.So the next day Aunt Esther laid a train of corn from the roots of the trees to the window, and then from the window to her workbasket, which stood on the table beside her; and then she put quite a handful of corn in the workbasket, and sat down by it, and seemed intent on her sewing.Very soon, creep, creep, creep, came Titbit and Frisky to the window, and then into the room, just as sly and as still as could be, and Aunt Esther sat just like a statue for fear of disturbing them.

11.They looked all around in high glee, and when they came to the basket it seemed to them a wonderful little summer-house, made on purpose for them to play in.They nosed about in it, and turned over the scissors and the needlebook, and took a nibble at her white wax, meanwhile stowing away the corn each side of their little chops, till they looked as if they had the mumps.

12.At last Aunt Esther put out her hand to touch them, when, whisk-frisk, out they went, and up the trees, chattering and laughing before she had time even to wink.

But after this they used to come in every day, and when she put corn in her hand and held it very still, they would eat out of it; and finally, they would get into her hand, until one day she gently closed it over them, and Frisky and Titbit were fairly caught.

13.Oh, how their hearts beat! But the good fairy only spoke gently to them, and soon unclosed her hand and let them go again.So day after day they grew to have more and more faith in her, till they would climb into her workbasket, sit on her shoulder, or nestle away in her lap as she sat sewing.They also made long voyages all over the house, up and through all the chambers.

14.The dear good fairy passed away from the house in time, and went to a land where the flowers never fade and the birds never die; but the squirrels still continued to make the place a favorite resort.

“In fact, my dear,” said old Mother Red one winter to her mate, “what is the use of one's living in this cold, hollow tree when these people have erected this pretty cottage where there is plenty of room for us and them too? Now I have looked between the eaves, and there is a charming place where we can store our nuts, and where we can run in and out of the garret; and, say what you will, these humans have delight-ful ways of being warm and comfortable in winter.”

15.So Mr.and Mrs.Red set up housekeeping in the cottage, and had no end of nuts and other good things stored up there.

The trouble of all this was, that as Mrs.Red got up to begin her housekeeping and woke up all her children at four o'clock in the morning, the good people were often disturbed by a great rattling and fuss in the walls, while yet it seemed dark night.

Then sometimes, too, I grieve to say, Mrs.Squirrel would give her husband lectures in the night, which made him so cross that he would rattle off to another part of the garret to sleep by himself; and all this broke the rest of the worthy people who built the house.

16.What is to be done about this we don't know.What would you do? Would you let the squirrels live in your house, or not? When our good people come down on a cold winter morning, and see the squirrels dancing and frisking down the trees, and chasing each other so merrily over the garden chair between them, or sitting with their tails saucily over their backs, they look so jolly and pretty that they almost forgive them for disturbing their night's rest, and think they will not do anything to drive them out of the garret today.

And so it goes on; but how long the squirrels will rent the cottage in this fashion, I'm sure I dare not undertake to say.Harriet Beecher StoweWe now have a picture of Mrs.Celia Thaxter who wrote the sweet little poem on the next page, called “The Sandpiper”.

Mrs.Thaxter was born a little over sixty years ago in the quaint old seaport town of Portsmouth in New Hampshire.She passed the early days of her girlhood on the bleak Isles of Shoals, about ten miles off the New Hampshire coast.She wrote a delightful book about her life on her dreary island home, which you must read some day.Her poems about the ocean, birds, and flowers, written especially for children, are beautiful in thought and expression.Mrs.Thaxter died in 1894.

住在房子里的松鼠

1.从前，有一位绅士走进一片大森林里，砍掉了树木，在那里建造了一座非常舒适的小屋。房子非常低矮，拥有非常巨大的穹顶窗户，都是玻璃做的，可以通过玻璃看到森林里发生的一切情况。

2.你可以看到叽叽喳喳的麻雀、画眉、知更鸟和蓝鸟在树的枝干上到处筑巢，可以每天都观察它们产卵，孵化自己的孩子。你还能看到红松鼠、灰松鼠和小条纹松鼠四处疾驰跳跃，互相追赶着从一个枝头跳到另一个枝头，尽情地互相呼叫着。

3.老兔子夫人抱怨松鼠冲击与碰撞的声响让她感到紧张。“毫无疑问，孩子们，”她对自己长耳的家人说，“这个改变不会给我们带来好处的。只要有人在，我们可怜的兔子就总会有麻烦。”

长在林地山沟边缘的老板栗树长叹一声，晃动着自己身上所有的叶子。松鼠在一起谈论将来会发生什么糟糕的事情。“哎！”灰松鼠老爹叹道，“自然为我们提供坚果，但是你们这些伟大人类仅凭一己之力就能掠夺走可供100个贫穷的松鼠家庭过上舒适生活的果实。”的确，蓝鸟和长刺歌雀对事情更乐观些。然而，正如老鼹鼠夫人说的一样，它们是候鸟，一半的时间花在南方。

4.尽管围绕这座小屋有很多争议，它还是建造起来并且最终完工了。墙上贴满了美丽的壁纸，地板上覆盖着漂亮的地毯。还有，当一切就绪后，花园里铺设了小路， 两边栽满了美丽的花床。不得不承认，情况没有预料的那么糟糕。

5.几只快乐的蝴蝶舞动着翅膀在空中飞来飞去，非常高兴。还有一只大黄蜂和两三个蜜蜂对这所房子也很满意，但更醉心于花园。事实上，当动物们得知房子的主人非常热爱大自然，来这里的目的是享受自然。它们观察花儿的生长，爱惜它们；绝不会打一枪吓到鸟儿，而是兴致勃勃地看着鸟儿筑巢。所有的蟋蟀、鸟儿和野兽都大声称赞房子的主人。

6.“妈妈，”一天，一只调皮的小松鼠泰德贝特问道，“你为什么不让我和夫瑞斯凯去那所漂亮的小屋里玩啊？”

“亲爱的，”它的母亲——一只非常小心的老松鼠说，“你怎么敢这样想？如果你拥有像蝴蝶和蜜蜂那样的翅膀，没准能从房子里飞进飞出。现在看来，你们最好离那些人远些。”

7.“但是，妈妈，房子里的生活真是非常神奇！主人似乎喜欢我们。她坐在窗口，花几个小时看着我们，还往树根附近撒玉米给我们吃。”

“她是很好，”老松鼠妈妈说，“最好还是离远点，小心点为好。”

8.原来，这个善良的仙女正是一个好心的老妇人，孩子们都叫她艾斯特姑妈。她很喜欢鸟儿、松鼠和各种各样的动物，研究它们的生活方式，并且知道如何取悦它们。因此，她每天都会扔一些面包屑给麻雀吃，还会撒一些线头、羊毛和棉花来帮助鸟儿筑巢，还会给松鼠撒些玉米和坚果吃。

当她坐在她的穹顶窗户前工作的时候，她会笑着看着鸟儿衔着羊毛飞走、松鼠啃着坚果。过了一段时间后，鸟儿变得十分温顺，它们会跳进窗口，啄食掉在地毯上的面包屑。

9.“看那里，妈妈，”泰德贝特和夫瑞斯凯说，“看看就知道了！巧妇鸟詹妮和知更鸟瑞德布莱斯特已经飞进窗户里了，没有人伤害它们，我们为什么不能去呢？”

“好吧，”老松鼠妈妈说，“你们一定要小心。不要忘记你们不像巧妇鸟詹妮和知更鸟瑞德布莱斯特有翅膀。”

10.因此，第二天，艾斯特姑妈沿着从树下到窗户，再从窗户到她身边桌子上的针线筐的路线撒了一些玉米，又在针线筐中放了少量的玉米，然后她坐下来，做出专心做针线活的样子。很快，泰德瑞德和夫瑞斯凯（沿着玉米的路径）行进，行进……它们来到窗前，然后进入房间，尽量地隐藏，动作灵活轻巧。艾斯特姑妈像一尊雕像一样坐在那里，生怕吓着它们。

11.它们兴高采烈地环视四周，当它们来到篮子旁边时，觉得这是特意为它们玩耍而准备的度夏小屋。它们在里面用鼻子到处嗅着，弄翻了剪刀和插针垫，啃主人的白蜡，还一口一口偷偷地啃食着玉米，直到玉米看起来面目全非。

12.最后，艾斯特姑妈伸手去摸它们时，嗖嗖，它们跑了出去，爬到了树上，没等主人眨眼的功夫就在那里吱吱地叫着。

从那以后，它们每天都来。主人把玉米放在手中，平稳地举着，它们会从她的手里啃食玉米。最后，它们来到了她的手里吃玉米。直到有一天，她轻轻地合上手，夫瑞斯凯和泰德贝特被逮了个正着。

13.哦，它们心跳得多么厉害！但是，善良的仙女只是轻轻地对它们讲话，很快就松开了手，放它们走了。如此日复一日，它们越来越信任主人。最后，它们会爬进她的针线筐，坐在她的肩上。她做针线活儿时，它们会栖息在她的大腿上。它们还在房子里走来走去，在每一个房间都爬上爬下。

14.可亲的善良的仙女最终在房子里过世了，去了一个花儿永不凋谢、鸟儿不会消亡的地方。但是，松鼠仍然继续把那个地方当做最喜爱的度假胜地。

“事实上，亲爱的，”一年冬天，瑞德妈妈对她的同伴说，“生活在寒冷、简陋的树中有什么用啊！人们建造起了这座漂亮的房子，里面也有足够的空间让我们和他们共同享用。我在屋檐上看过了，有一个好地方，我们可以在那里存储坚果。如果你愿意，我们可以从阁楼里进出。在冬天，这些人类真有办法让自己温暖舒适啊。”

15.所以，瑞德先生和太太就把小屋当成了家，不停地往里面储存坚果和其他好吃的东西。

问题是，瑞德夫人凌晨4点就叫醒自己的孩子，开始做家务，善良的人们经常在天色还很黑时，就被屋顶上咔哒咔哒声吵醒。

有时，我会伤心地说，松鼠太太总是在晚上教训丈夫，这使他非常生气，然后跑到阁楼里另一间屋子里睡觉，这就打扰了建造这座小屋的人们的休息。

16.我们不知道该怎么办。在寒冷的冬天的早晨，当我们人类出来看到松鼠在树上跳跃嬉戏，在我们花园的椅子间快乐地相互追逐，或者竖起尾巴调皮地坐在地上时。你会怎么做呢？你会让松鼠住在自己的房子里吗？它们看起来如此快乐和漂亮，人们会原谅它们晚上打扰他们休息，不会把它们从阁楼里赶出去。

因此，一切如故。但是，松鼠会租住在小屋里多久，我不敢保证。

哈丽特.比彻.斯托

我们现在看到的这张图片上的人物是西莉亚.撒克斯特夫人。课本下一页上的一首甜蜜小诗就是她写的，诗的名字是《鹬》。

大约60年以原版课本出版时间计算，译者注。前，撒克斯特夫人出生在新罕布什尔州朴次茅斯的一个古朴的旧海港小镇。她的童年是在荒凉的肖尔斯岛上度过的，这个岛距离新罕布什尔州海岸约10英里。她写了一本令人愉快的书，就是有关自己在凄凉的岛上的生活。哪天你一定要读一读。她专为儿童写的关于海洋、鸟类和鲜花的诗歌，语言和思想都很优美。撒克斯特夫人于1894年去世。





THE SANDPIPER

Across the lonely beach we flit,

One little sandpiper and I,

And fast I gather, bit by bit,

The scattered driftwood, bleached and dry.

The wild waves reach their hands for it,

The wild wind raves, the tide runs high,

As up and down the beach we flit,

One little sandpiper and I.

Above our heads the sullen clouds

Scud, black and swift, across the sky;

Like silent ghosts in misty shrouds

Stand out the white lighthouses high.

Almost as far as eye can reach

I see the close-reefed vessels fly，

As fast we flit along the beach,

One little sandpiper and I.

I watch him as he skims along,

Uttering his sweet and mournful cry;

He starts not at my fitful song,

Nor flash of fluttering drapery.

He has no thought of any wrong,

He scans me with a fearless eye;

Stanch friends are we, well tried and strong,

The little sandpiper and I.

Comrade, where wilt thou be tonight,

When the loosed storm breaks furiously?

My driftwood fire will burn so bright!

To what warm shelter can thou fly?

I do not fear for thee, though wroth

The tempest rushes through the sky;

For are we not God's children both,

Thou, little sandpiper, and I?

Celia Thaxter

鹬

我们掠过寂寞的沙滩，

一个小鹬和我，

我迅速地收集，一块块，

散落的浮木，漂白而干燥。

狂野的波浪伸手抓住它，

狂风怒号，波涛汹涌，

我们在海滩上一上一下地掠过，

一个小鹬和我。

我们头顶乌云密布　

黑色的云朵在天空中疾驰而过；

像迷雾中沉默的幽灵

高高屹立着白色灯塔。

在视力所及之处

我看到收起帆的船只疾驰。

我们轻快地掠过沙滩，

一个小鹬和我。

我看着它轻轻地掠过，

发出甜蜜而悲哀的叫声；

它不是在我阵阵的歌声中开始，

也不是在闪过的飘扬的帷幔间。

它没有任何杂念，

它无不畏惧地注视着我；

我们是忠实的朋友，勇于尝试并且坚强，

一个小鹬和我。

我们不都是上帝的孩子吗？你，小鹬和我。同伴，你今晚要去哪里，

如此风暴狂怒的时候？

我的浮木之火会燃烧得如此明亮！

你能飞到什么温暖的所在？

我不为你担心，虽然

暴风雨疾驰过天空；

我们不都是上帝的孩子吗？

你，小鹬和我。

西莉亚.撒克斯特





HOW ANDY SAVED THE TRAIN

particular 特别的beavers(beaver) 海狸（复数）　engineer 工程师 contribute 贡献strolling(stroll) 漫步（现在分词）horrible 可怕地 stretched 伸展fashions(fashion) 时尚（复数）screeching(screech) 尖叫（现在分词）

1.Andy Moore was a short, freckled, little country boy, tough as a pine knot.Sometimes he wore a cap and sometimes he did not.He was not at all particular about that; his shaggy red hair, he thought, protected his head well enough.

2.As for what people would think of it, — he did not live in a city where one's shoe-lacings are noticed; his home was in the country, and a very wild, rocky country it was.He knew much more about beavers, rattlesnakes, and birds' eggs than he did about fashions.

3.He liked to sit rocking on the top of a great, tall tree, or to stand on a high hill, where the wind almost took him off his feet.Andy's house was a rough shanty on the side of the hill; it was builtof mud, peat, and logs, with holes for windows.There was nothing very pleasant there.

4.Near his father's house there was a rail road track; and Andy often watched the black engine as it came puffing past, belching out great clouds of steam and smoke, and screeching through the valleys and under the hills like a mad thing.Although it went by the house every day, yet he never wished to ride in it; he had been content with lying on the sand bank, watching it disappear in the distance, leaving a great wreath of smoke curling round the tree tops.

5.One day, as Andy was strolling across the track, he saw that there was something wrong about it.He did not know much about railroad tracks, because he was as yet quite a little lad; but the rails seemed to be wrong somehow, and Andy had heard of cars being thrown off by such things.

6.Just then he heard a low, distant noise.Dear, dear！ The cars were coming then！ He was but a little boy, but perhaps he could stop them in some way; at any rate there was nobody else there to do it.

7.Andy never thought that he might get killed himself; but he went and stood straight in the middle of the track, just before the bad place on it that I have told you about, and stretched out his little arms as far apart as he could.On, on came the cars, louder andlouder.The engineer saw the boy on the track, and whistled for him to get out of the way.Andy never moved a hair.

8.Again the engine whistled.Andy might have been made of stone for all the notice he took of it.Then the engineer, of course, had to stop the train, saying something in his anger to the boy as he did so, “for not getting out of the way.” But when Andy pointed to the track, and the man saw how the brave little fellow had not only saved his life, but the lives of all his passengers, his scolding changed to blessing very quickly.

9.Everybody rushed out to see the horrible death they had escaped.Had the cars rushed over the bad track, they would have been hurled headlong down the steep bank into the river.Ladies kissed Andy's rough, freckled face, and cried over him; and the men, as they looked at their wives and children, wiped their eyes and said, “God bless the boy.”

And that is not all: they took out their purses and made up a large sum of money for him; not that they could ever repay the service he had done them, — they knew that, — but to show him in some way besides in mere words that they felt grateful.

10.Now that boy had presence of mind.Good, brave little Andy！ The passengers all wrote down his name — Andy Moore — and the place he lived in; and if you wish to know what was done for him, I will tell you.

He was sent to school, and, in after years, to college, and these people whose lives he saved paid his bills, and helped to make a place in the world for him.

Fanny Fern

安迪如何救火车

　1.安迪.摩尔是一个乡下男孩。他身材矮小，脸上长着雀斑，但像松节一样结实。有时他戴着一顶帽子，有时什么都不戴。他一点儿也不在乎，认为自己蓬松的红头发足够保护自己的头。

2.至于别人怎么看他，他毫不在意。因为自己没有生活在城里，那里一个人的鞋带没系都有人发现。他生活在乡村，一个偏僻多山的村庄。他更关注海狸、响尾蛇和鸟蛋，而不是自己的打扮。

3.他喜欢坐在一棵高大的树顶上摇晃，或是站在高山顶上，那里风几乎把他刮倒。安迪的房子是建造在山坡上的一所粗糙简陋的棚屋，它是用泥土、泥炭和圆木建造的，房子上的小洞作为窗户。房子谈不上舒适。

4.在他父亲的房子附近有条铁路轨道。安迪常常看着黑色的发动机喘着气，喷出大量的蒸汽和烟雾，像一个疯子一样尖叫着穿过山谷来到山脚下。虽然它每天都经过自己的房子，安迪却永远不想乘坐它。他更愿意躺在岸边的沙子上，一直看它消失在远处，在树顶上留下环绕着的一圈烟雾。

5.一天，安迪正在轨道里散步，发现车轨有些异常。他不是很懂铁轨，因为自己还是一个小孩子。但是铁轨看起来有些异常，安迪听说过火车由于车轨出问题而翻车的事。

6.就在这时，他听到远处传来一阵低沉的声音。天啊！天啊！火车来了！他只是一个小男孩，但是或许自己可以让火车停下。无论如何，那时没有任何其他人能来帮忙。

7.安迪从来没有想到这样可能会让自己丧命，他走上前去站在轨道中间，就站在我之前告诉过你们的铁轨坏了的地方。他尽力伸出自己的小胳膊。火车越来越近，声音也越来越大。

火车司机看见轨道上有个男孩，鸣笛让他离开。安迪纹丝不动。

8.发动机再次鸣笛。安迪稳如泰山，一点儿也不理会它。最后，当然，司机不得不停下了火车。他一边刹车，一边愤怒地骂着这个男孩没有给火车让路。但是，当他看到安迪指着的铁轨，他才明白这个勇敢的小家伙不仅挽救了自己的生命，还挽救了所有乘客的生命。他的责骂立刻变成了祷告。

9.大家都冲了出来，看看他们是如何逃脱这可怕的死亡。要是火车经过坏了的铁轨，他们多半会翻过陡峭的河岸掉进河里。女士们哭着亲吻安迪粗糙的、长着雀斑的脸。男人们看着自己的妻子和孩子，擦去他们的眼泪说道：“上帝保佑这个男孩。”

还不止这些。他们拿出自己的钱包，凑了一大笔钱给安迪。他们知道这些无法偿还安迪的救命之恩。除了言语，他们还想通过这个方式表达自己对安迪的感激之情。

10.这时，这个男孩才镇静下来。好样的，勇敢的小安迪！所有的乘客都记下了他的名字——安迪.摩尔和他的住所。如果你想知道他们为这个男孩做了什么，我会告诉你。

他被送到了学校，之后又被送去上大学。男孩救过的人给他付的费用，帮助他在世上取得了一定的地位。

范妮.费恩





TINY'S FIRST AND ONLY LIE
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swallowed(swallow) 吞咽（过去式）gooseberry 醋栗 falsehood 假话 explained(explain) 解释（过去式）　frightened 害怕的 grammar 语法的 understand 理解 singular 单数的 difference 区别

The next piece, called “Tiny's First and Only Lie,” was written by Elizabeth Stuart Phelps, whose portrait we have on this page.She was born in Boston in 1844, but soon after moved to Andover, Mass.She began to write stories when a very young girl, and has been writing ever since.

No doubt you have read some of her many stories for children, especially the “Trotty” books.Her books for grown-up people are deeply interesting and widely read.Her writings, like her life, are full of beauty and truth, and there is comfort and meaning in her simplest stories.

1.One day Tiny went out to play with her pet rabbit.He was all brown, from the tips of his ears to the tip of his tail, and Tiny named him Mop.He had become as tame as a kitten, and Tiny found him quite a playmate.

This morning, after she had given him his breakfast of carrots and clover, she took him for a race in the garden.Mop was in fine spirits, and he scampered away after her down the path, and hopped past her into the gooseberry bushes.

Tiny ran after him, and found him hiding under the leaves, looking out at her with his eyes very bright.

2.Just then the gooseberries, which were full and ripe on the bush, caught her eye.

“How nice they look!” she said to herself.

“I'll just taste one; I won't eat it, because mother does not like me to eat them,” said Tiny; and she put the berry to her lips.It tasted so good that she thought she might as well swallow it while she was about it; and then she thought two would not hurt her any more than one, so she ate two.

After that she ate another, and another, and then —

“Tiny！” called her mother, from the house.

3.Tiny gave a start, swallowed the last berry whole, caught up Mop in her arms, and walked slowly into the house.

“What were you doing, Tiny?” asked her mother.

“Oh,” said Tiny, looking all about the room, “I went out to play with Mop.”

“Did you eat any gooseberries.Tiny?”

“No, mother, I didn't!”

4.“Tiny,” said her mother, soberly, “is my little girl very sure of this?”

“Mother, just see Mop, how he is biting my finger.I don't think he is very polite, do you?”

“Tiny, you did not answer my question.”

“What was it about? Oh, I remember now.Yes, mother, I'm very sure of this.”

“I hope,” said her mother, looking steadily at her, “that my little girl will always be careful to speak the truth.”

“Yes,” said Tiny, quickly.

Tiny's mother sat a minute as if she were thinking very soberly about something; then she rose, without another word, and left the room.

5.As soon as Tiny was left alone she went into the corner behind the door, and sat down on the floor.She sat there a long time, with her elbows on her knees and her chin in her hands.

It was the first time she had ever told a falsehood; and such a strange little pain had come into her heart that she thought at first she was sick, and was quite frightened; but after a few minutes she began to understand that it was because she had done wrong.Then she thought about God all at once, and was afraid he would not love her any more, and then she began to cry.

6.After she had cried very softly for a little while, she thought she would go and play with Mop； so she ran away, and tried to play.But somehow all the fun seemed to have gone out of everything.Besides, Mop made her think of the gooseberries; so she went back to her corner behind the door again, and stayed there till dinner time.Then she went to the dining-room skipping, and singing some merry little song.

7.“Father,” she asked at the dinner table, “what is the difference between goose and geese?”

“One is singular; the other is plural.” said her sister Ellen, who wanted to show how much grammar she knew.

“Why,” explained her father, “if you see one goose, that is a goose; but if you see a good many, we call them geese.”

“Tiny,” said her mother, “what made you think about geese?”

8.“I guess it must be those gooseberry bushes in the garden.” said her brother Fred.

Tiny felt choking, and passed her plate for some more pudding.

About the middle of the afternoon, Tiny came into her mother's room, looking very serious.

“What is the matter?” asked her mother.

“Mother, I've been thinking this is a queer world — don't you think so?”

“What made you think so, Tiny?”

9.Tiny began to play with the baby just then, and made no answer.Presently she put her arms round her mother's neck, and said,—

“I've got a stone in my heart, mother.”

“What do you mean, Tiny?”

“Here,” said Tiny, putting her hand under her chin, “I think I'm sick.”

“My little girl is not very happy — isn't that it?”

“I do feel so full of sorrows, but I think it's a stone; perhaps I swallowed it sometime.”

“No, I think not,” said her mother.“You want to tell me something, don't you?”

10.“Mother,” said Tiny, in a whisper, “what do you suppose I did?”

“What was it, Tiny?”

“I — I ate a gooseberry this morning.”

“I am very sorry to hear that.” said her mother, laying down her work.

“I believe I ate two.”

“As that all, Tiny?”

11.“I shouldn't wonder if late a lot.” said Tiny, winking very hard to keep from crying.

“Why did you not tell me that this morning?” said her mother, sadly.

Tiny hung her head.

“I would rather have my little girl do anything else in the world than tell a lie.”

12.“Oh, mother!” and Tiny broke out in a sudden cry.“Oh, mother, I am so sorry! I don't know what made me do it, and I'll never, never do it again.”

“I hope you won't,” said her mother, “and now you must go to your own room till tea time.”

It was a long and dreary afternoon to Tiny, as she sat alone thinking about what she had done.I doubt if she ever forgot it as long as she lived.She never told a lie again.

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps

泰妮的第一次也是唯一一次说谎

下面这篇文章叫做《泰尼的第一次也是唯一一个谎言》，是伊丽莎白.斯图尔特.菲尔普斯写的。这一页有她的画像。1844年她出生于波士顿，但不久就搬到马萨诸塞州安多弗。她在很小的时候就开始写故事，后来一直坚持写作。

你肯定读过她的很多儿童故事，尤其是“卓特”丛书。她为成人写的书非常有趣，广受好评。她的作品就像她的生活一样，充满了美丽和真相，在最简单的故事中包含着慰藉和意义。

理解单数的区别

1.一天，泰妮出去和自己的宠物兔玩耍。它浑身都是棕色的，从耳尖一直到尾巴尖，泰妮叫它摩谱。它像一只小猫一样温顺，泰妮很高兴和它一起玩儿。

这天早晨，她喂了兔子胡萝卜和三叶草作为早餐，然后就带它到花园里跑步。摩谱兴高采烈地在主人后面又蹦又跳，一会儿跳进了醋栗灌木丛中。

泰妮追着它，发现它躲在叶子后面，用自己明亮的眼睛看着她。

2.就在这时, 醋栗丛中结满的成熟的果实映入了她的眼帘。

“它们看起来多漂亮啊!”她自言自语道。

“我只尝一个，不会吃掉，因为妈妈不让我吃它们。”泰妮说。她把浆果放到自己的唇边。果子尝起来很好吃。她把果子整个都吞了下去。接着，她想既然吃了一个，不如再吃一个，也没有关系。所以，她又吃了一个。

她吃了一个又一个，然后——

“泰妮！”妈妈在房子里喊她。

3.泰妮吓了一跳，吞下最后一颗浆果，抱起摩谱，慢慢地走进房子里。

“你在干什么，泰妮？”妈妈问道。

“哦，”泰妮环顾房子四周说道，“我出去和摩谱玩了。”

“你是不是吃醋栗了，泰妮？”

“没有，妈妈，我没吃！”

4.“泰妮，”妈妈严肃地说道，“我的乖女儿，你肯定没有吃吗？”

“妈妈，看摩谱，又咬我的手指。它真是很没有礼貌，不是吗？”

“泰妮，你没有回答我的问题。”

“什么问题来着？哦，我记起来了。是的，妈妈，我肯定没有吃。”

“希望如此，”妈妈一边说，一边盯着她，“我的小女儿总是讲真话。”

“是的。”泰妮快速地说道。

泰妮的妈妈在那里坐了一会儿，似乎在仔细地想着什么事情。接着，她站起身来，一句话也没说，离开了房间。

5.妈妈一走，泰妮就立刻来到门后的角落里，独自一人坐在地板上。她在那里坐了很长时间，两肘靠在膝盖上，双手托着下巴。

这是她第一次说谎，心里产生了一种奇怪的愧疚感。她首先想到自己生病了，感到很害怕。过了一会儿，她才明白是因为自己做了错事。然后，她一下子想到了上帝，害怕他不会再爱自己了，然后就开始哭了起来。

6.她低声哭了一会儿以后，决定去找摩谱玩，所以就跑了出去，准备和它玩儿。然而，不知为什么她怎么也提不起兴致来。还有，看到摩谱她就想起醋栗，因此她又回到门后的角落去了，待在那里直到午饭的时间。然后，她一边唱着愉快的歌曲，一边跳着来到餐厅。

7.“爸爸，”她在餐桌上问道，“鹅和鹅群之间的区别是什么？”

“一个是单数，另一个是复数。”她的姐姐爱伦说道，想要显示自己知道很多语法。

“啊，”爸爸解释道，“如果你看到一只鹅，那就是一只鹅；但是，如果你看到很多只，我们就把它们叫做鹅群。”

“泰妮，”妈妈问道，“你怎么会问起鹅群来？”

8.“我猜一定是因为花园里的醋栗丛吧。”哥哥弗雷德说。

泰妮感到喘不过来气，把自己的盘子递过去要加些布丁。

下午三四点钟的时候，泰妮走进妈妈的房间，看起来很严肃。

“怎么了？”妈妈问。

“妈妈，我认为这是一个奇怪的世界，你不这么认为吗？”

“是什么让你这么认为的，泰妮？”

9.泰妮开始和婴儿玩起来，没有回答。接着，她抱住妈妈的脖子说：

“我心里有一块石头，妈妈。”

“你什么意思，泰妮？”

“就在这里，”泰妮一边把手放在自己的下巴上，一边说道，“我感到恶心。”

“我的小女儿不是很开心，对吗？”

“我伤心死了。我自己一定是什么时候吞下了一块石头。”

“不，我认为不是，”妈妈说道，“你想要告诉我什么事，对吗？”

10.“妈妈，”泰妮小声说，“你认为我做了什么事？”

“做了什么，泰妮？”

“我今天早上吃了一个醋栗。”

“我非常遗憾听到这个消息。”妈妈放下手头的工作说道。

“我想自己吃了两个。”

“就这些吗，泰妮？”

11.“我想自己吃了很多。”泰妮一边努力眨眼以防止哭出来，一边说道。

“为什么你今天早上不告诉我呢？”妈妈伤心地说。

泰妮低下了头。

“我可不想自己的小女儿在这个世界上说谎。”

12.“哦，妈妈!”泰妮哭了出来，“哦，妈妈，我很抱歉！我不知道自己为什么这么做，我再也不会这么做了。”

“我希望你不会了，”妈妈说，“到吃下午茶之前你必须待在自己的房间里。”

对泰妮来说，那是一个漫长而枯燥的下午。她独自坐着，回想自己做的一切。我想她终身都不会忘记这一天。她再也没有说过谎。

伊丽莎白.斯图尔特.菲尔普斯





DANDELION-DOWN
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This is a picture of Lucy Larcom, who wrote the next piece, called “Dandelion-Down”.She also wrote other charming stories and poems for children.Her home was in Beverly, on the coast of Massachusetts.She wrote a little book of poems when she was only seven years old.While she was a young woman, she worked in the cotton mills at Lowell, using her spare moments in reading good books and writing poems.For many years she was a personal friend of Whittier, the Quaker poet of Amesbury.

Miss Larcom was dearly beloved for her writings and her worth as a woman.

1.Floss-Hair ran out to play in the sunshine among the dandelions.Grandmamma watched her from the doorway where she sat spinning, — her little bright head in its halo of silky gold.Suddenly Floss-Hair paused, and turned a questioning glance towards the doorway.

Grandmamma looked very lovely to Floss-Hair from where she stood.A silvery sunbeam danced around her spinning wheel, so that she seemed to spin behind a veil of gossamer; and in her gray dress, with her quiet eyes smiling out from under her white, smooth hair, she was more than beautiful.

2.Floss-Hair broke a downy seed globe from its stalk, and blew it one, two, three times.The plumes fluttered around her in the air; not one was left on the stem.“Grandmamma wants me.” she said, and ran back to the door.

“What was it stopped your play, little one?”

“Why, there is scarcely a dandelion left there in the grass, and in their places are rows of round gray heads, standing up like ghosts.Why need flowers die, grandmamma?”

3.“Did you see where the seed feathers went, Floss-Hair, when you blew them from the stem?”

“Oh, into the air, to sail off on the clouds, perhaps.”

“No, no, dear; some of them glided away to hide under the velvet grass of the lawn, where they will sleep all summer and all winter, and next spring will come out again, wide-awake young dandelions.And see there, — the yellow-birds are taking the gray plumes to weave into the lining of their nests, and hundreds of little shivering birds will be thankful another year that the golden blossoms were changed to dandelion-down.”

4.“So the dandelions are spinning silk to line the birds' nests with,” said Floss-Hair; “and grandmamma sits and spins for me.Dear grand-mamma, your hair is gray and soft like dandelion-down, — I hope no cruel wind will ever blow you away from me.”

“But, little one, my hair was once all fly-away gold, like yours.Call me Dandelion-Down, — the phantom of a little Floss-Hair that played among the meadow blossoms seventy years ago.”

5.“No, no, grandmamma, I will not call Dandelion-Down a ghost any more; it is a little, common, yellow flower turned to an angel, scattering blessings about the world, like a white-haired grandmamma I know, who has kind words always ready to give everybody.If people could only be sure of growing good and lovely as they grow old!”

6.The next spring little Floss-Hair strayed silently among the dandelions, for the chair in the doorway was vacant, and the spinning wheel was still.But the child's heart was not wholly sad.Her memory was a nest of warm and tender thoughts that seemed fluttering back to her from the dear, silver-haired friend, now one of the white angels of heaven.

Lucy Larcom

飘落的蒲公英

图片上的人物是露西.拉克姆。下面的这篇散文就是她写的，叫《蒲公英》。她还为儿童写过其他很多迷人的故事和诗歌。她的家在马萨诸塞州海岸上的贝弗利。她7岁的时候，就写了一本小诗集。她成年后，在洛厄尔的一家纺织厂工作，常常利用自己的空余时间读书写诗。她是埃姆斯伯里教友会惠蒂尔诗人多年的朋友。

由于她的作品和自己作为一名女性的价值，拉克姆小姐很受人推崇。

1.弗洛斯-海尔跑出来阳光照耀下的蒲公英地里玩耍。奶奶坐在门口一边纺纱，一边看着她玩。她小小的头，在阳光的照射下闪着如丝般的金色。突然，弗洛斯-海尔停了下来，向门口张望，似乎想询问什么。

弗洛斯-海尔站在那儿，她觉得奶奶看起来很可爱。一束银色的阳光在奶奶的纺车上围绕，看起来她似乎在一层薄纱后面纺织。她身穿灰色的裙子，平静的眼神中露出笑容来，她头发花白、 光滑。她多漂亮啊！

2.弗洛斯-海尔从蒲公英茎上摘了一朵毛茸茸的球状的种子，对着它吹了一次、两次、三次。种子在她周围飘扬，茎上一个种子也不剩了。“奶奶叫我。”她边说边跑到门口。

“小家伙，为什么不玩了呢？”

“啊，在草丛中几乎找不到蒲公英了，只剩下圆圆的灰白色的头了，像幽灵一样站在那里。奶奶，为什么花会凋零？”

3.“当你把它们从茎上吹走时，你知道这些蒲公英的种子飞到哪里去了吗？”

“哦，到天上去了，没准飞到云里去了。”

“不，不，亲爱的！有些种子飞走了，然后藏到毛茸茸的草坪下面。在那里，它们将在整个夏天和冬季都休眠。第二年春天，它们会长出来，变成完全苏醒的小蒲公英。瞧那里，黄鸟正在衔走灰白的蒲公英去筑造它们的巢穴。成百上千只小鸟都抖动着翅膀来感激上一年金色的花朵变成蒲公英。”

4.“那么，蒲公英的茸毛是为鸟儿做巢穴的。”弗洛斯-海尔说，“奶奶坐着为我纺织。亲爱的奶奶，你的头发灰白、柔软，就像蒲公英一样。我希望任何残忍的风都不能吹你离我而去。”

“但是，小家伙，我的头发也曾像你的一样金黄飘逸。70年前，叫我蒲公英还差不多，那时的我就像另一个小弗洛斯-海尔一样在开满鲜花的草地里玩耍。”

5.“不，不，奶奶，我不会再叫蒲公英是鬼了。它是一朵小小的、平常的、 黄色的花，会变成一个天使，向这个世界传播祝福。就像我白发的奶奶一样，总是对人友好。但愿人们的仁爱友善像年龄的增长一样不断增加！”

6.第二年春天，小弗洛斯-海尔静静地漫步在蒲公英丛中。然而，门口的椅子空闲着，纺车也不动了。但是，孩子的心里并不全是悲伤。她的记忆中怀揣着温暖而温柔的想法，似乎从亲爱的银发朋友那里飘回到她心里。现在，那个朋友是天堂中的一个白色天使。

露西.拉克姆

















WORD LIST

单词表

Elmwood榆树屋（音译:埃尔姆伍德） minister牧师 reaching（preach）布道（现在分词）younges最小的 porch门廊roves（grove） 树丛（复数）generous慷慨的gleamed（gleam）闪闪发亮（过去式）silver银子breezy微风stray迷失imagine想象 strawberry草莓believed(believe)相信（过去式）acquainted(acquaint)熟悉（过去式）modest谦逊warning(warn)警告（过去式）glisten闪亮traveler旅行者advice建议 noticed(notice)通知（过去式）cousin表亲foxglove毛地黄crimson深红色的 pattered（patter）（雨滴）嗒嗒的下（过去式）colored彩色的ruby红宝石splendor华丽，壮丽 dripping（drip）滴下（现在分词）struggling（struggle）努力（现在分词）surrounded（surround）包围，围绕（过去式）visitor访问者doubted（doubt）怀疑（过去式）wondered（wonder）惊奇（过去式）forgotten（forget） 忘记（过去分词）admire欣赏 honorable 荣誉的 punished（punish）惩罚（过去式）promptly 迅速地 opportunity机会 Bose博兹 Tabitha塔比瑟favorite偏爱discussion讨论puzzled（puzzle）困惑（过去式）persisting（persist）坚持（现在分词）deceived（deceive）欺骗（过去式）fawn小兽崽 minnows(minnow)小鱼（复数）dunce笨学生pockets(pocket)口袋（复数）steed马recited(recite)复述（过去式）willow柳树admire 羡慕whistle口哨 frolic嬉闹hinder 阻碍 rippled（ripple） 泛起涟漪（过去式）speed速度foam 泡沫escape 逃脱 masts（mast） 桅杆（复数）spread传播needles（needle） 针（复数） harbor港口gallop飞快broken(break) 折断（过去分词）breathed(breathe)呼吸（过去式）caught(catch)抓住（过去式） weight重量whirled(whirl)使旋转（过去式） dashed(dash)猛冲（过去式） fleecy毛茸茸的 squeezed(squeeze)挤压（过去式）village 村庄departed(depart) 离开（过去式）presently现在 vanished(vanish)消失（过去式） undressed(undress)脱掉（过去式）frightened(frighten)惊吓（过去式）wailing(wail)哭叫（现在分词） coaxed(coax) 哄骗（过去式）rubbing拓本streak 条纹whippoorwills(whippoorwill) 北美夜鹰（复数） discovered(discover)发现（过去式）determined(determine)决定（过去式）musical 音调优美的 Bremen不来梅 gasping(gasp) 喘息（现在分词）dismal 阴沉的 experience 经验 accustomed(accustom使习惯（过去式） fugitives(fugitive)亡命者（复数）summit顶点，最高层 rooster 公鸡 proposal 提议 position位置harborofrefuge避难港consulted(consult)商量（过去式） approached(approach)走进（过去式）accomplished(accomplish)实现（过去式）tremendous极大的 witty 机智的 course 课程 Blanche 布兰奇 twinkled(twinkle)闪亮（过去式） lawyer律师 piazza 广场 hinders(hinder)阻碍（第三人称单数） stretch伸展practice练习 gloaming 黄昏earl 伯爵 ridged 起皱的 ermine貂 flurries土堆Chanticleer 沉闷的 highway 公路 mound（量词）堆leaden 深灰色的 gentleman 绅士 newspapers(newspaper) 报纸（复数）earnest 诚恳的 happened(happen)发生（过去式）breakfast 早饭yesterday 昨天 practised(practise)练习（过去式）situation位置 advertisement 广告 Spain 西班牙Waverley 韦弗利London伦敦constant连续的 professor 教授monthly 每月的 noticed(notice) 注意（过去式）president 总统strength 力量magazine 杂志 cascade 倾泻linger 徘徊 distracting(distract) 分散（现在分词）fortnight 两星期 ascended(ascend) 攀登（过去式）extended(extend) 延伸（过去式）clustered 丛生的bounded 有界限的 reflected(reflect) 反射（过去式）preparation 准备portfolio 公文包 delight 快乐 examine 测试 indifference 冷淡familiar 熟悉 abashed 尴尬的 creature生物 introduce 介绍nibbling(nibble) 啃（现在分词）somersault 翻筋斗 operaＧglass（观赏歌剧用的）小型望远镜 blueＧjays(blueＧjay) 蓝鸟（复数） although 虽然 crippled(cripple) 使跛足（过去式）cherries(cherry) 樱桃（复数）climbed(climb) 攀登（过去式）woven(weave) 纺织（过去分词） struggles(struggle)斗争（复数） ravelings(raveling) 缠绕的线（复数）freed(free) 释放（过去式） material 材料oriole 白头翁科的小鸟 entered(enter) 进入（过去式）forehead 额头savage 凶猛circus 环形广场 shouted(shout)呼喊（过去式）sprang(spring)跃起（过去式） natives(native) 本国人（复数）attention注意accept 接受quarrel 争论Japanese日本人amusements(amusement)娱乐（复数）examined(examine)检查（过去式） alphabet 字母表obedient服从 festival 节日 guest 客人 cocoa 可可粉scarlet 猩红色 girdle 腰带 traits(trait) 特点（复数） company伙伴swallowed(swallow)吞咽（过去式） title 称号 parcel 包袱coin 钱币secret秘密 grocer杂货商 thief 贼roadside 路边 steal 偷窃dollar 美元spend 花费 scolded(scold)责骂（过去式） errand 差事 robbers(robber) 盗贼（复数）nickel五分镍币 riches(rich) 财富（复数）noticed(notice) 注意（过去式）laimed(claim) 索取dishonesty 狡猾 deserve 应得 prey 猎物 favorite 喜爱的 fierce 剧烈battle战争 hurrah 欢呼 stroked(stroke)敲击（过去式）London 伦敦suddenly忽然地 moments(moment)时刻（复数）servant 佣人burial 葬礼faithful 忠实的 fountain 喷泉 seventh 第七 saddled(saddle) 给马加上鞍座（过去式）slippers(slipper) 拖鞋(复数) slunk(slink) 偷偷溜走（过去式） leaped(leap) 跳（过去式）butcher 屠夫 Scottish 苏格兰的 station 车站 clever 聪明 kennel狗窝 whining(whine) 哀号（现在分词）stretched(stretch) 伸展（过去式）wrecked(wreck) 毁坏（过去式）floated(float) 漂浮（过去式）distant 远的 spar 击打 bitterly 痛苦地 mercy 宽容 restore 归还 lantern 灯塔 musket 火枪 diamond 钻石 British 英国 wonder 想知道garret 阁楼 caressing(caress) 爱抚（现在分词） church 教堂 danger 危险lilacs(lilac)丁香花（复数） hollyhock 蜀葵 marigold 万寿菊presence 出席 elves(elf)小精灵（复数） innocent 无辜的chiming(chime) 敲出节奏（现在分词）blast 爆炸 dreadful 可怕的 anchored(anchor) 抛锚 passion 热情 lullabies(lullaby) 催眠曲（复数） torment 折磨pinafore 围裙 visible 看得见的 whisked(whisk) 搅动（过去式）mortal 致命的 magic 魔法 mushroom 蘑菇 cobweb 蜘蛛网 glimmer 闪烁 hammock 吊床 chirped(chirp) 虫鸣（鸟鸣）（过去式） twinkling(twinkle) 闪烁（现在分词）mignonette木犀草 dainty 精致的 wounded(wound) 伤害 delicate 脆弱的 invalid 病人 charity 慈善 pursuit 追赶 journey 旅程 surrounded(surround) 包围（过去式）trapper 设陷阱捕兽的人 thread 线 antics(antic) 古怪 动作（复数）addressing(address) 演说（现在分词） failure 失败 tomahawk 战斧 circle 圆圈linched(flinch)退缩（过去式） intrudes(intrude)侵入（第三人称单数） willow 杨柳 croak 呱呱叫 fancies(fancy) 幻想（复数）childish 孩子气 question 问题 tease 取笑 mischief 恶作剧 frightened 受惊的 remember 记住 caper 跳跃 lobster 龙虾 island 岛屿defend 防守 advantage 收益 floundering(flounder)挣扎（现在分词）whirling(whirl) 旋转（现在分词）seized(seize) 抓住（过去式）instantly 立即 dashed(dash) 猛冲（过去式） smellers(smeller) 触须（复数）ebbed(ebb) 退潮（过去式） disk 圆盘 flutter 振翅膀 twitter 鸟鸣 bunch 束 marigold 万寿菊 imagine 想象 gather 采集 posy 花朵 caterpillar 毛虫 surface 表面 swallowed(swallow) 吞（过去式）mountains(mountain) 山脉（复数）sparkling(sparkle) 闪亮（现在分词） swiftly 迅速地 sometimes 有时 spreading(spread) 传播（现在分词） thirsty 饥渴 widened 使变宽 stronger(strong) 更强壮（比较级） floating(float) 漂浮（现在分词） brightly 明亮地 Phillips菲利普斯 Academy 学院 bullet 子弹 Andover安多弗 ghost 鬼 powder 粉末 agent 职员 station 车站 professor 教授 text 文字 certain 某种 cause 诱因 articles(article) 文章（复数） chaise轻便马车 deacon 执事 reason 原因 parson 牧师 earthquake 地震 logical 逻辑 perplexed 困惑的 tough 困难 earthquake 地震 weakest 最软弱 inquire 询问 agreeable 令人愉快的adorned(adorn)装饰（过去式和过去分式） disposition性情 determined(determine)下决心（过去式和过去分式） accustom使习惯 protection 保护 dessert 甜点 generally 通常 suppose假设 numbers 数字 creatures(creature)生物（复数） tadpoles 蝌蚪 weather 天气 spoiling(spoil) 破坏（现在分式） curious 好奇 underneath 下面的 several 数个 companions(companion) 同伴（复数） Bathsheba 拔士巴 vegetables(vegetable) 蔬菜（复数） unharmed 没被伤害的 fierce 剧烈的 venture 冒险 intended 意图 Ali 阿里 liable 有责任的 received 接收到的 Gaza 加沙caravan 旅行队message 信息 Suez 苏伊士 stomach 胃 aimlessly 没有目标地 Hassan 哈桑 trappings(trapping) 使受限制（第三人称单数）accident 事故 noticed 注意到 oasis 绿洲 expanse 广阔 resolve 解决 palm手掌 istened(listen) 听（过去式）trembled 颤抖 tinkling(tinkle) 发出叮当声（现在分式） straining(strain)用力拉（现在分词）whispering(whisper) 低声说（现在分词） refreshing(refresh) 使恢复（现在分词） mistaken 误解 gentleman 绅士 courage 勇敢 hedgerows(hedgerow) 绿篱（复数）enter 进入 salute 敬礼 timbers(timber)木材（复数）unsound 不健全的 medicine 医药 famous著名的 ironsides 勇敢的人 Constitution 宪法 Blunder 布朗德 imagine 想象 squeak 短促的尖叫 wabble 摇晃 slanting 倾斜 lantern灯笼 stumped 树桩 chimney 烟囱 starved挨饿 grumble 抱怨 clambered(clamber)攀登（过去式） invisible 看不见的 splashed(splash) 溅起（过去式） bleach 漂白 caddis 石蚕（粗织的毛料） dragon 龙钻 diamond 石 splendid 壮观的 human 人类 pebble 卵石 minnow 小鱼 favorite 宠爱的 fuzzy 毛茸茸的 railing 栏杆 palace 宫殿 spirit 精神 magic 魔法 eagle 老鹰 carpeted(carpet) 铺地毯（过去式） honey 蜂蜜 merriment 欢乐 trudge 长途跋涉 nimbly 灵活 weariness 疲劳 pearly 用珍珠装饰的 crevice 裂缝enchanted 迷人的 mosquito 蚊子 foaming 布满泡沫的 arches(arch) 拱门（复数） dodge 闪躲 tangled 纠缠的 mighty 趾高气扬 guide 指导 dashing 潇洒的 Cummington 卡明顿 crowned(crown) 给予荣誉（过去式）treams(stream) 河流（复数）pasture 牧场 valley 山谷 Scotland 苏格兰 alphabet 字母表 spearmint 荷兰 薄荷 rippled(ripple) 泛起涟漪（过去式）November 11月 Westfield 韦斯特菲尔德 nervous 紧张的 steeple 尖顶 stile 阶梯 flock 兽群 amethyst 紫蓝色宝石 purple 紫色的 dominie 牧师 chalk 粉笔 violin 小提琴 deceit欺骗 timber 木材 bassviol 古提琴 patients(patient)病人（复数） Lincoln 林肯 enemy 敌人 Congress 国会 breast 胸脯 sergeant 军士 parapet 护墙 colonel 上校 wounded(wound) 负伤（过去分词） lunch午餐homestead家宅rafts(raft)木筏（复数）battle战争dimple酒窝geography地理学 rivulet小河ripples(ripple)涟漪（复数）melting(melt)融化（现在分词） oozy软泥prattling(prattle)天真无邪地说（现在分词） thrasher长尾鲛 watercress豆瓣菜grandeur宏伟warbling(warble)鸟鸣（现在分词） crystal水晶的reflection反映silvery银色的 anemones(anemone)银莲花（复数）cushions(cushion)垫子（复数）blooming盛开的 burdock牛蒡fringed带边饰的Shepherd牧羊人（这里指上帝） caskets(casket)首饰盒（复数）whither去处 dreary沉寂的 airily活泼地perched栖息pleasure愉快 botany植物学wander漫步nature自然 feathery有羽毛的sparkling闪亮 searched(search)搜寻（过去式） wren鹪鹩sparrow麻雀hatched(hatch)孵化（过去式） chatter（动物的）啁啾声flighty反复无常的disquiet不安 owner拥有者resort地点scissors(scissor)剪刀（复数） particular特别的beavers(beaver)海狸（复数） engineer工程师 contribute贡献strolling(stroll)漫步（现在分词）horrible可怕地 stretched伸展fashions(fashion)时尚（复数）screeching(screech)尖叫（现在分词） swallowed(swallow)吞咽（过去式）gooseberry醋栗falsehood假话 explained(explain)解释（过去式） frightened害怕的grammar语法的 understand理解singular单数的difference区别 dandelion蒲公英gossamer蛛丝phantom幻影 ghosts(ghost)鬼（复数）medicine药物scattering(scatter)撒播（现在分词）
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译者寄语

在这篇序言的开头，请先允许我冒昧地讲述一件与本书似乎无甚关联的个人回忆。

9岁的那个冬天，在经历了与几个朋友的激烈争论以及一位师长的耐心说服之后，我终于开始面对一个现实：世界上是没有圣诞老人的。这似乎令我幼嫩的心灵遭受了打击，世界观也得到了一定的改变。好在经过一顿晚饭与歉意的亲吻之后，万事无虞。

多年之后，幼时师友渺无音讯，曾经喜气洋洋地布置圣诞树的母亲也离我而去。我被教育成一名彻底的唯物主义者，对神灵与命运保持着质疑与漠然。然而这一切都无法阻止我在寒冷的冬日清晨，想起幼年的自己将手伸进圣诞袜筒里时那种忐忑又快活的心情。

世上并无童话。这是除了这本书真正的读者之外，你我皆心知肚明的事实。饥寒交迫的幼童往往无人救济；战场上多的是手起刀落，鲜有人道的悲悯；而在危急关头，也不会恰巧就有英雄挺身而出，换得主人公的幸存。那么多的故事，大多只是人们出于美好愿望的构架，剩下的极少数真实事件也往往是统计学上极小概率的兑现。

到底是为什么，这些虚构的情节能够久远流传？一代又一代人在梦幻的起承转合中长大，又对他们的儿女如此诉说？是因为流连蒙昧而幸福的时光，还是出于对自己心爱的孩子坎坷未来的补偿之心？

那些创作出美好故事的作者，其实大多都历尽沧桑：查尔斯·狄更斯，10岁出头就不得不自力更生去工厂劳作，他的家人当时皆深陷囹圄；纳撒尼尔·霍桑，少有雄心却大器晚成，当大学同窗成为政界明星时，他却在海关当一名小小的职员（就连这铁饭碗后来也没能保住）；阿尔弗雷德·丁尼生在风华正茂之际痛失自己视为半生的挚友，余生都沉浸在深切的悼念之中。每个人都识尽了愁滋味，却总想指给我们看困境中的温暖、山穷水尽时的微光、艰辛挫败后的喜庆与团圆。那些悲欢离合在世上从未发生，但读者们的欢乐与泪水都再真切不过。

正是这些故事，为残酷的世界蒙上一层温柔的保护网。让初来乍到、毫无防备的孩子们从善意的虚幻中汲取信心与力量。谁能否认自己在孩提时代有过的那些近乎偏执的纯粹呢？善定然战胜恶，勇敢会获得荣耀，无私将得到慷慨的报偿。这些看似微不足道、不堪一击的信念，却往往能在多年之后，将你从悬崖与狂澜之上轻柔地揽回。

这也就是为什么当我们在报纸上读过一条又一条以“童话破灭”为标题的文章，在新闻里目睹了无数惨淡的浮生之后，依然会在熄灯之前为孩子们读几段温暖的故事。世界似乎愈发艰难，但爱与希望总是好的。孩子们在梦幻中睡去，然后在不久的未来，他们会睁开明亮的双眼，带着满心甜蜜，坚强地迎接现世的风霜。





前言

学会热爱最适合阅读的东西同阅读艺术本身几乎同样重要。人类童年时期的想象力是最为活跃的，这一时期人类的头脑应该熟悉思想和表达中最为精妙的部分。

早年生活中播撒的种子会在未来结为果实。孩子即使不能把握一位作家的意思，很长一段时间里思维的精髓就已经植入了他的内心。

这套丛书的作者对此深信不疑，她有着丰富的教学经验，能够逐渐引导她的读者，攀登文学的高峰。

我们现在已经达到了极高的水平，一定要在世界最伟大作家所写出作品的崇山峻岭中搜索、寻找能吸引孩子的作品，引导他们热爱这些伟大的作品，虽然他们还没有完全理解它们。

公立学校中的大多数学生都没有好好利用我们的高效资源，但是他们可以利用图书馆资源，了解世界文学精品，在他们结束学校生活后继续受到教育。

作者的目的就是选取最伟大作家的最伟大作品。有些选集从来都不会过时，没有这些材料，这种级别的阅读书本就不会完整。

我想把感谢送给修盾、米福林公司，感谢他们允许我选取梭罗和拉尔夫·瓦尔多·爱默生的作品；感谢哈勃兄弟公司，我从乔治·威廉·柯帝士的《普鲁和我》选出部分章节；感谢卡塞尔出版公司，我选出了约翰·玻意耳·奥雷利的诗歌；感谢R·F·菲诺公司，我选取了《没有国家的人》；感谢威廉·H·海因先生，我选取了保罗·汉米尔顿·海因的诗歌；还要感谢以下作者：朱丽叶·瓦尔德·郝维夫人、托马斯·J·维维安先生和爱德华·埃弗雷特·哈尔博士。

詹姆斯·莱恩·艾伦的选集根据商务安排由哈勃兄弟公司出版。

特别感谢伦敦的艾略特和弗莱先生，他们允许使用罗斯金和卡莱尔照片的版权；特别感谢伦敦的瓦尔克和波塔尔先生，他们允许使用勃朗宁夫人和罗伯特·彭斯的肖像。
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THE MAPLE-TREE'S CHILDREN

By ABBY MORTON DIAZ

shivering（shiver）　multitudes(multitude)　desolate

颤抖（现在分词）　大量，许多（复数）　凄凉的

presented（present） thrushes(thrush) presently

展现（过去式） 画眉鸟（复数） 现在

Abby Morton Diaz was born at Plymouth, Mass.in 1821.The little girl was allowed to live out of doors, a free, happy life, wandering about the ship-yards, and playing upon the beach to her heart's content.She was very fond of playing with other children, and often invented games, making songs to fit them.

When this play season was over, she became fond of study, and began writing a little for' children.She was full of music, and would gather children about her and teach them to sing.

When her first story for children appeared in print she was almost ashamed to have her friends see it, for it seemed to her that nothing of her own was worth publishing.

The story was well received, however, and followed by many others, which are full of nature, imagination, and fun.

She lives near Boston, and is interested at present in writing for older people.

1.A Maple-Tree awoke at springtime, shivering in the east winds.“O Mother Nature,” she said, “I tremble with cold.Behold my limbs, ugly and bare.The birds are all coming back from the South, and I would look my best.They will soon be building their nests.O, a bird's-nest does make a tree so pleasant! But they will not come to me, because I have no leaves to hide them!”

2.And kind Mother Nature smiled, and presented her daughter Maple with such multitudes of leaves! More than you could count! These gave beauty to the tree, besides keeping the rain out of the bird's-nests.For birds had quickly come to build there, and there was reason to expect a lively summer.

3.A happy Maple-Tree now was she, and well pleased with her pretty green leaves.They were so beautiful in the sunlight; and the winds whispered such sweet things to them as to make them dance for joy! A pair of golden robins had a home there, and thrushes came often.Sun-shine and song all day long! Or if the little leaves became hot and thirsty in the summer's heat, good Mother Nature gave them cooling rain-drops to drink.A happier Maple-Tree could nowhere be found.

4.“Thanks! thanks, Mother Nature,” she said, “for all your care and your loving-kindness to me! ”

But when autumn came with its gloomy skies and its chilling winds, the Maple-Tree grew sad, for she heard her little leaves saying to each other, “We are going to die! We are going to die! ”

People living near said, “Hark! Do you hear the wind ? It sounds like fall.” Nobody told them it was the leaves, all over the forest, saying to each other, “We are going to die! We are going to die!”

“My dear little leaves! ” sighed the Maple-Tree, “Poor things, they must go! Ah, how sad to see them droop and fade away! ”

5.“I will make their death beautiful,” said kind Mother Nature.And she changed their color to a scarlet, which glowed in the sunlight like fire.

And every one said, “How beautiful! ”

And one cold morning she stood with her limbs all bare, looking very desolate.The bright leaves lay heaped about her.

“Dear, pretty things! ” she said, “How I shall miss them! They were such a comfort! And how ugly I am! Nobody will care for me now!”

But presently a flock of school-girls came along, talking cheerily of ferns, red berries, and autumn leaves.

6.“And I think,” said one, “that there's a great deal of beauty in a tree without any leaves at all.”

“So do I,” said another, “Just look up through this tree.Its branches and boughs and twigs make a picture against the sky !”

And the lively school-girls passed on.

“Ah,” said the Maple-Tree, “this will at least be pleasant to dream about! ”

For she already felt her winter's nap coming on.If she could but have heard what her little leaves said to each other afterwards, down there on the ground!

7.“Dear old tree ! She has taken care of us all our lives, and fed us, and held us up to the sun, and been to us a kind mother, and now we will do something for her.We will get under ground and turn ourselves into food to feed her with, for she'll be sure to wake up hungry after her long nap! ”

8.Good little things! The rains helped them, and the winds,in this way: the rains beat them into the ground,and the winds blew sand over them, and there they turned themselves into something very nice for the old Maple-Tree, something good to take.

And now, as she wakes up again in the spring and takes a full meal of it, she is once more lively and happy, and many fresh young leaves unfold to clothe her limbs.

枫树的孩子

艾比·莫顿·迪亚斯

艾比·莫顿·迪亚斯于1821年出生于马萨诸塞州的普利茅斯。在她还是个小女孩的时候，在户外度过了自由、欢乐的童年时光。无论是在码头漫步，还是在海边玩耍，都在她心中留下了美好的记忆。她也非常喜欢与别的孩子一同玩耍，总能编出令他们满意的游戏与歌曲。

当天气不再适合在户外玩耍时，艾比便沉醉于学习，并开始涉猎儿童故事的写作。她也富于音乐才能，常常将孩子们召集起来，教会他们唱歌。

当艾比的第一部儿童故事出版时，面对友人们的阅评，她有些羞赧。因为在她看来，自己的这些文字并不值得出版。

然而，艾比的作品收到了良好的反响。和她后来的一系列著作一样，所有的故事都充满了自然风光、瑰丽的幻想与无穷的乐趣。

艾比现在居住在临近波士顿的地方，而且开始涉足成人文学的创作。

1.一棵枫树在春日里醒来，在东风里抖擞着枝条。“自然母亲呀，”她说道，“寒冷令我抖个不停。看看我的身体！赤裸又丑陋！鸟儿们就要从南方回来了，我可得让自己变得漂亮点儿。它们马上就要筑巢了呢。喔！能有个鸟巢可以令树多么高兴呀！可它们不会来我这儿，我还没有一片叶子，不能掩护它们呀！”

2.慈爱的自然母亲微笑了起来，为枫树女儿披上茂密的绿装，叶子多得数不胜数！这不但能为鸟巢遮蔽风雨，还能让枫树变得美丽动人。鸟儿们很快就在这里搭建起家园，并可以预期在此过一个热闹蓬勃的夏日。

3.枫树现在兴高采烈的，对自己的叶子非常满意。它们在阳光的照耀下是那样的美丽，轻风对它们轻吐着甜言蜜语，令叶子欢欣地舞动起来。一对金色的知更鸟在她身上安了家，画眉鸟也时常到访。每一天都是阳光灿烂，歌声飘扬！要是幼嫩的小叶子在夏日的炎热中干渴了，自然母亲就会喂给它们清凉的雨水。于是，枫树过得更快活了。

4.“谢谢您！谢谢您，自然母亲！”枫树说道，“您是这么体贴，这么慈爱！”

但当秋日带着阴沉的穹空与冰凉的风袭来时，枫树变得哀伤起来。她听见自己的小叶子悄悄地对彼此说：“我们就要死啦！就要死了呀！”

生活在近处的人们说：“喔呀！你听见那风声了吗？看来要到秋天啦。”没人知道那其实是整个森林里的叶子竞相低语：“我们就要死啦！就要死了呀！”

“我亲爱的小叶子呀！”枫树叹了口气，“可怜的小东西，它们不得不离开了。啊，看见它们变得枯黄落下去，这太让我伤心啦！”

5.“我会让他们死得静美。”仁慈善良的自然母亲说。于是，她将小叶子们染成鲜艳的火红，在阳光下看去宛若火焰。

“多美呀！”每个人都在这样说。

在一个寒冷的清晨，枫树光秃秃地站着，看上去万分凄凉。红艳艳的叶子堆在她的脚边。

“我亲爱的、美丽的小东西们！”她说，“我多么想念他们啊！他们是那么温暖人心！而现在我又是多么的丑陋！没人会再看我一眼了呀！”

但紧接着，就有一群女学生走了过来，叽叽喳喳地谈论着蕨蔓、红莓果和秋天的落叶。

6.“我觉得，”她们其中的一个说，“没有叶子的树有种异常的美。”

“我也这么想呢，”另一个开口了，“看看这棵树吧，它的主干和枝丫在蓝天下构成了一幅图画呢！”

然后，活泼的女学生们走了过去。

“啊呀，”枫树说道，“这至少能让我做个美梦。”

枫树渐渐陷入了冬眠。如果她能够听见地面上小叶子们对着彼此说的话，那么这些话会是：

7.“亲爱的老树！她照顾了我们一辈子，滋养我们，让我们晒到阳光。她是一位好妈妈，现在轮到我们为她做点儿事情啦。我们得沉到地里去，让自己变成她的养分。当她从长睡中醒来的时候，一定饿坏了！”

8.真是一群善良的小东西！雨水与风对它们伸出了援手：雨帮它们深陷进土壤，风则为它们覆上沙石。于是，它们就变成了一种对枫树很有好处的东西——理想的养分。

然后，当枫树再度从春日中醒来，饱餐了一顿之后，她又会变得快乐愉悦、充满活力。崭新幼嫩的叶子们，会再次覆满她的身躯。





THE FROLIC OF THE LEAVES

By HENRY L.KOOPMAN

azure　imploring（implore）　swathing(swathe)

蔚蓝的　乞求（现在分词）　束缚（现在分词）

greensward　scampering（scamper）　crooned(croon)

草地　奔跑（现在分词）　吟唱（过去式）

The leaves of the elm and the maple，

First opened their wondering eyes，

Under the bending beauty，

Of the azure April skies.

They drank in the warmth of springtime,

They threw off their swathing bands,

And reached out into the sunlight，

Their pink, imploring hands.

They were rocked in the arms of summer,

While wandering winds above，

Crooned a low lullaby to them，

In murmuring music of love.

But the drowsy charm of the west wind，

The leaves threw off ere long,

For they heard in the blue above them，

The bright birds' tempting song.

And beneath them they saw the greensward，

With its beckoning blooms, and they sighed，

To be out of the lonely tree-top，

Into the world so wide.

At last, after watching and waiting,

Autumn, the beautiful, came,

Stepping with sandals of silver,

Decked with a mantle of flame.

Then Nature, the loving mother,

In the moony month of sheaves,

Arrayed in yellow and crimson,

Her children, the forest leaves.

The leaves clapped their hands, delighted,

And shouted loud in their glee,

They sprang on the back of the north wind,

Which lifted and set them free.

Ha! Thas a glorious riding,

As they leaped along with the blast,

Frisking along over fences,

Scampering gaily and fast.

So sped they.At last the north wind，

Began to grow chill and bleak，

Their dresses were torn and faded,

Their feet were weary and weak.

So Nature, the loving mother,

Who had watched them with many fears,

Laid them to rest on the brown earth，

She had softened with her tears.

Then covered them tenderly, softly,

With snow blankets, warm and deep,

Her children, tired of playing,

And weary, and fall of sleep.

树叶的嬉戏

亨利·L·库珀曼

榆树和枫树的叶子，

睁开了迷惑的眼睛，

在蔚蓝美丽的，

四月天空下。

它们吸取了春日的暖意，

它们挣脱了束缚的外衣，

祈求般向阳光伸出，

淡粉色手掌似的嫩叶。

它们在夏日的怀抱中颠簸，

当空中漫游的风，

对它们低声吟唱起摇篮曲，

音乐般的低语带着爱意。

但叶子们不久就会摆脱，

那令人迷惑沉醉的西风，

因为它们听到头顶上碧蓝的天空中，

鸟儿生气勃勃的诱人歌声。

它们看到下面绿草地上，

开着迷人花朵，不禁叹息，

在孤独的树梢上，

所见的世界如此广阔。

最终，经过观察和等待,

美丽的秋天来临,

踏着银色的凉鞋,

披着火焰的斗篷。

此时大自然，慈爱的母亲，

在晴朗的秋季装饰,

金黄深红条纹的衣服,

给她的孩子们，森林的树叶。

树叶们欢乐地拍着巴掌，

大声喊出他们的快活,

它们跳到北风的背上，

乘着它腾空远去。

哈！这是一场壮丽的骑行，

它们跟着疾风跳跃，

翻滚着越过围墙，

欢喜地飞快奔驰。

它们一路加速。最后北风，

开始变得寒冷凄凉，

它们的衣裳破碎褪色，

它们的脚步疲倦无力。

于是大自然这个慈爱的母亲，

忧心忡忡地注视着它们，

让它们安歇在褐色的土地上，

土地柔软只因浸透了她的泪水。

然后她轻柔地为它们盖上，

温暖厚实的雪做的毯子，

她的孩子们，玩得累了，

疲倦地沉入梦乡。





JACKANAPES AND THE PONY

By JULIANA HORATIA EWING

cocoanut　waistcoats(waistcoat)　mischief

可可豆　马甲（复数）　活泼，淘气

opportunity　behavior　military

机会　行为，态度　军队

confidentially

秘密的，亲密的

This charming selection is taken from “Jackanapes”, a quaint and very popular sketch of the same name.It was written by Mrs.Ewing, who died in 1885, at the age of forty-four.The writings of this lady, who contributed so extensively to English juvenile literature, under the name of “Aunt Judy”, have become popular in America as well as in her own country.“Jackanapes” is her best literary work and made her name famous.The book as a whole is delightful reading.

1.It was after the Fair that Jackanapes, out rambling by himself, was knocked over by the Gypsy's son riding the Gypsy's red-haired pony at breakneck pace across the common.

Jackanapes got up and shook himself, none the worse except for being heels over head in love with the red-haired pony.What a rate he went at! How he spurned the ground with his nimble feet! How his red coat shone in the sunshine! And what bright eyes peeped out of his dark forelock as it was blown by the wind!

2.The Gypsy boy was willing enough to reward Jackanapes for not having been hurt, by consenting to let him have a ride.

“Do you mean to kill the little fine gentleman?” screamed the Gypsy mother, who came up just as Jackanapes and the pony set off.

“He would get on,” replied her son, “It'll not kill him.He'll fall on his yellow head, and it's as tough as a cocoanut.”

3.But Jackanapes did not fall.He stuck to the red-haired pony; but, oh, the delight of this wild gallop with flesh and blood! Just as his legs were beginning to feel as if he did not feel them, the Gypsy boy cried, “Lollo!” Round went the pony.

Jackanapes clung to his neck; and he did not properly recover himself before Lollo stopped with a jerk, at the place where they had started.

4.“Is his name Lollo ? ” asked Jackanapes, his hand lingering in the wiry mane.

“Yes.”

“What does Lollo mean ?”

“Red.”

“Is Lollo your pony ?”

“No.My father's.” And the Gypsy boy led Lollo away.

5.At the first opportunity Jackanapes stole away again to the common.This time he saw the Gypsy father.

“Lollo is your pony, isn't he ?” said Jackanapes.

“Yes.”

“He's a very nice one.”

“He's a racer.”

“You don't want to sell him, do you ?”

6.“Fifteen pounds,” said the Gypsy father; and Jackanapes sighed and went home again.That very afternoon he and Tony rode the two donkeys; and Tony managed to get thrown, and even Jackanapes' donkey kicked.But it was jolting, clumsy work after the elastic swiftness and the dainty mischief of the red-haired pony.

7.A few days later, Miss Jessamine spoke very seriously to Jackanapes.She told him that his grandfather, the General, was coming to the Green, and that he must be on his very best behavior during the visit.

What mischief could be foreseen, Jackanapes promised to guard against.He was to keep his clothes and his hands clean, not to put sticky things in his pockets, to be sure to say “sir” to the General, and to be careful about rubbing his shoes on the doormat.The General arrived; and for the first day all went well.

8.Jackanapes began to feel at ease with his grandfather, and disposed to talk confidentially with him, as he did with the postman.All that the General felt, it would take too long to tell; but he was disposed to talk confidentially with Jackanapes.

“A pretty place this,” he said, looking out of the lattice on to the Green, where the grass was vivid with sunset and the shadows were long and peaceful.

9.“You should see it in Fair week, sir,” said Jackanapes, shaking his yellow mop, and leaning back in his one of the two arm-chairs in which they sat.

“A fine time that, eh?” said the General, with a twinkle in his eye.

Jackanapes shook his hair once more.“I enjoyed this last one the best of all,” he said, “I'd so much money.”

“Indeed, it's not a common complaint in these bad times.How much had ye ?”

“I'd two shillings.A new shilling aunty gave me, and elevenpence I had saved up, and a penny from the postman.”

10.“You don't want money except at Fair times, I suppose?” said the General.

Jackanapes shook his head.

“If I could have as much as I want, I should know what to buy,” said he.

“And how much do you want, if you could get it ? ”

11.“Wait a minute, sir, till I think what two pence from fifteen pounds leaves.Two from nothing you can't, but borrow twelve.Two from twelve, ten, and carry one.Please remember ten, sir, when I ask you.One from nothing you can't, borrow twenty.One from twenty, nineteen, and carry one.One from fifteen, fourteen.Fourteen pounds nineteen and—what did I tell you to remember? ”

12.“Ten,” said the General.

“Fourteen pounds nineteen shillings and ten pence, then, is what I want,” said Jackanapes.

“All that money! what for?”

“To buy Lollo with.The Gypsy's red-haired pony, sir.Oh, he is beautiful! You should see his coat in the sunshine! You should see his mane! You should see his tail! Such little feet, sir, and they go like lightning!

Such a dear face, too, and eyes like a mouse! But he's a racer, and the Gypsy wants fifteen pounds for him.”

13.“If he's a racer you couldn't ride him.Could you ?”

“No-o, sir, but I can stick to him.I did the other day.”

“Indeed you did! Well, I'm fond of riding myself, and if the beast is as good as you say, he might suit me.”

“You're too tall for Lollo, I think,” said Jackanapes, measuring his grandfather with his eye.

“I can double up my legs, I suppose.We '11 have a look at him tomorrow.”

“Don't you weigh a good deal?” asked Jackanapes.

“Chiefly waistcoats,” said the General, slapping the breast of his military frock coat.“We'll have the little racer on the Green the first thing in the morning.Glad you mentioned it, grandson; glad you mentioned it.”

14.The General was as good as his word.Next morning the Gypsy and Lollo, Miss Jessamine, Jackanapes and his grandfather and his dog Spitfire were all gathered at one end of the Green in a group.The General talked to the Gypsy, and Jackanapes fondled Lollo's mane, and did not know whether he should be more glad or miserable if his grandfather bought him.

“Jackanapes!”

“Yes, sir!”

“I've bought Lollo, but I believe you were right.He hardly stands high enough for me.If you can ride him to the other end of the Green, I'll give him to you.”

15.How Jackanapes tumbled on to Lollo's back he never knew.He had just gathered up the reins when the Gypsy father took him by the arm.

“If you want to make Lollo go fast, my little gentleman—”

“I can make him go! ” said Jackanapes; and drawing from his pocket the trumpet he had bought in the Fair, he blew a blast both loud and shrill.

Away went Lollo, and away went Jackanapes' hat.Away went Spitfire, mad with the rapture of the race and the wind in his silky ears.

Jackanapes and Lollo rode back, Spitfire panting behind.

16.“Good, my little gentleman, good!” said the Gypsy, “You were born to the saddle.You've the flat thigh, the strong knee, the wiry back, and the light, caressing hand; all you want is to learn the whisper.Come here!”

“What was that fellow talking about, grandson?” asked the General.

“I can't tell you, sir.It's a secret.”

They were sitting in the window again, in the two armchairs, the General watching every line of his grandson's face.

“You must love your aunt very much, Jackanapes.”

“I do, sir,” said Jackanapes, warmly.

“And whom do you love next best to your aunt?”

17.The ties of blood were pressing very strongly on the General himself, and perhaps he thought of Lollo.But love is not bought in a day, even with fourteen pounds nineteen shillings and tenpence.Jackanapes answered quite readily, “The postman.”

“Why the postman? ”

“He knew my father,” said Jackanapes, “and he tells me about him and about his black mare.My father was a soldier, a brave soldier.He died at Waterloo.When I grow up I want to be a soldier too.”

“So you shall, my boy, so you shall.”

18.“Thank you, grandfather.Aunty doesn't want me to be a soldier, for fear of being killed.”

“Bless my life! Would she have you get into a featherbed and stay there? Why, you might be killed by a thunderbolt if you were a butter merchant!”

“So I might.I shall tell her so.What a funny fellow you are, sir! I say, do you think my father knew the Gypsy's secret? The postman says he used to whisper to his black mare.”

19.“Your father was taught to ride, as a child, by one of those horsemen of the East who swoop and dart and wheel about a plain like swallows in autumn.Grandson, love me a little too.I can tell you more about your father than the postman can.”

“I do love you,” said Jackanapes, “and I'll try to be very good; but I want to be a soldier.”

“You shall, my boy, you shall.Cavalry, I suppose.Well—well—if you live to be an honor to your country, this old heart shall grow young again with pride for you; and if you die in the service of your country—it can but break for you.”

杰克内普斯和小马

朱莉安娜·H·尤因

接下来的这段精彩内容节选自同名小说《杰克内普斯》，一本广为人知的趣味读物。它的作者是尤因夫人，她于1885年去世，享年44岁。这位女作家以“朱迪婶婶”为笔名出版了一系列作品，备受英美国家的欢迎，为英语少年文学做出了卓越的贡献。《杰克内普斯》妙趣横生，是她的成名作，也是她最优秀的一部作品。

1.在集市之后，杰克内普斯一个人出去闲逛，结果在广场上被吉卜赛人的孩子骑着一匹红毛小马撞翻了，差点儿就摔断了脖子。

杰克内普斯爬了起来，晃了晃头，自觉没什么大碍，而且还对那匹红色的小马一见钟情了。它跑得可真快啊！那灵活的蹄子踩在地上可真带劲！红色的皮毛在阳光下可真好看！还有，在它飞驰在风中时，暗色鬃毛下面那双眼睛简直亮透啦！

2.为了给杰克内普斯压惊，那吉卜赛小男孩心甘情愿地让他上马跑了一圈。

“你是想要这位先生的命吗？”还没等杰克内普斯骑马出发，吉卜赛小男孩的妈妈就尖叫着冲了过来。

“他没事的啦，”她儿子回答道，“他死不了的，就算头冲下着地，也就跟被椰子砸了下似的。”

3.但杰克内普斯根本没摔下去。他牢牢地骑在小红马的背上。而且，喔！飞奔时的喜悦令他的血液沸腾了！他骑了又骑，等到腿都快坐麻了的时候，那个吉卜赛男孩喊了一声“洛洛”，小马就转回去了。

杰克内普斯不舍地抓着小马的脖子，直到洛洛回到他们之前站着的地方时，他还没回过味儿来。

4.“它是叫洛洛吗？”杰克内普斯问道，他的手依然在丝滑的鬃毛上逗留不去。

“是的。”

“洛洛是什么意思啊？”

“红色。”

“洛洛是你的小马吗？”

“不，是我父亲的。”然后，吉卜赛男孩就把洛洛牵走了。

5.后来，杰克内普斯又抓住机会去了次广场。这一次，他遇见了吉卜赛男孩的父亲。

“洛洛是你的小马，对吗？”杰克内普斯说道。

“没错。”

“它可真不错。”

“它天生就是飞毛腿。”

“你想不想卖掉它啊？”

6.“15镑。”吉卜赛人说道，杰克内普斯叹了一口气，又回家去了。而当天下午，他和托尼一人骑着一头驴子。托尼成功地被甩了下去，还被杰克内普斯的那头驴踹了一下。但和那匹精致又充满活力的红色小马一比，驴子的动作就显得慢吞吞的，十分笨拙。

7.几天之后，贾斯明小姐非常严肃地跟杰克内普斯谈了一会儿。她告诉杰克内普斯，他的爷爷，也就是将军，将要到绿屋里来。在将军到访期间，他必须乖乖地遵守规矩。

杰克内普斯做了绝不捣乱的保证。他必须要保持双手和衣物的洁净，衣袋里不能装东西。而且他一定要称呼将军为“阁下”，并记得要在门垫上将鞋底蹭干净。将军很快就到了，第一天平安无事。

8.杰克内普斯跟自己的祖父渐渐熟悉起来，开始喜欢跟他说些贴心的话，就像跟邮差一样。将军的心思很难揣摩，不过他也愿意跟杰克内普斯亲密地谈话。

“这真是个好地方。”将军说。他边说边眺望着绿屋上的格架装饰。青草在阳光的照耀下翠绿欲滴，树荫宽长而静谧。

9.“等到周末集市的时候才有意思呢，阁下。”杰克内普斯说道。他边说边摇晃着蓬松的金发，在自己坐着的那只摇椅里往后靠了靠。

“一定很有意思，嗯？”将军的眼睛亮了起来。

杰克内普斯又晃了晃头。“我最喜欢上一次的集市啦，”他说道，“我的钱可是多得没处花啊。”

“是吗？在眼下这个世道，这种抱怨可不总是听得到。你有多少？”

“我有2个先令呢。婶婶新给了我1个先令，我自己又存了11便士，然后邮差也给了我1便士。”

10.“我猜，你只有在去集市的时候才想要钱吧？”将军说道。

杰克内普斯摇了摇头。

“我要是真有自己想要的那么多，就清楚该买什么了。”

“如果你想买的话，需要多少钱呢？”

11.“等一下，阁下。嗯，我得算一下15英镑减2便士是多少。12减2得10，然后进一位。阁下，帮我记着，等下我问您的时候就告诉我是10。0减1为负，那么从20里刨去1。20减1，19，然后再进一位。15减1，14。14英镑19——我刚才告诉您是多少？”

12.“10。”将军说。

“那么，我就需要14英镑19先令零10便士。”杰克内普斯说。

“那么多！你想要什么？”

“我想买洛洛，一匹红色的吉卜赛小马。喔，阁下，它可是漂亮死了！你应当看看他的皮毛在阳光里的样子！看看它的鬃毛！那尾巴！那小短腿儿，阁下，它们快得跟闪电似的！

长得也特别可爱，而且眼睛像小老鼠一样圆溜溜的！可它是匹赛马，而那个吉卜赛人说要15英镑才卖。”

13.“如果是赛马，那你驾驭不了它啊，对不对？”

“不——喔，阁下，但我能坐住的，我那天试过了。”

“那可真不错！唔，我自己也很喜欢骑马，如果那匹马和你说得一样好，那它会很适合我的。”

“可我觉得您对于洛洛来说太高了。”杰克内普斯打量着自己的祖父。

“我猜，我能把腿蜷起来。我们明天就过去看看。”

“您是不是也有点儿胖啊？”杰克内普斯问道。

“不过多穿了几层马甲。”将军挺起胸膛，拍了拍自己的军服，“我们明天早上起来第一件事，就是去看看那匹小赛马。我很高兴你告诉我这个，我的孙子，很高兴。”

14.将军兑现了自己的承诺。第二天早上，吉卜赛人、洛洛、贾斯明小姐、杰克内普斯和他的祖父，还有他的狗“火性子”都在街尾聚成一堆。将军跟吉卜赛人在谈话，而杰克内普斯满怀爱意地抚摸着洛洛的鬃毛。他不知道如果祖父买下了小马，他是该感到高兴，还是会觉得遗憾。

“杰克内普斯！”

“是的！阁下！”

“我买下洛洛了，但我觉得你是对的，它对我来说太矮了。如果你能骑着它跑到街的另一头，我就把它送给你。”

15.杰克内普斯不记得自己是怎么颤抖着爬上洛洛的马背的。他刚捞住缰绳，吉卜赛男孩的父亲就捉住了他的手臂。

“这位小绅士，如果你想让洛洛跑得快点儿，就得……”

“我能让它跑的！”杰克内普斯说。然后从衣袋里拿出从集市上买到的小号，用力吹响。

洛洛跑了出去，杰克内普斯的帽子也飞走了。火性子也被他的狂喜感染着跑过去，甩动着一对有着丝绸般柔顺皮毛的大耳朵。

杰克内普斯带着洛洛跑回来了，火性子气喘吁吁地跟在他们后面。

16.“很好！小绅士！干得不错！”吉卜赛人说道，“你天生就是骑马的料，有个平坦的屁股，强壮的膝盖，精瘦的背，还有灵巧温柔的双手。你所需要的，就是我的一句悄悄话。过来！”

“那个人告诉你什么了，孙子？”将军问道。

“我不能告诉您，这是个秘密。”

祖孙俩又坐回了窗边的两张摇椅，将军仔细地端详着自己孙子脸部的轮廓。

“你一定很爱自己的婶婶，杰克内普斯。”

“我是很爱她。”杰克内普斯充满温情地回答。

“那除了你的婶婶，你最喜欢谁？”

17.将军认为与杰克内普斯的血缘关系突然加强了，他想到了洛洛。但爱并不是能用钱在一天里堆出来的，即使那有足足14镑19先令10便士。杰克内普斯非常确定地说：“邮差。”

“为什么是邮差？”

“他了解我的父亲，”杰克内普斯说，“他告诉我爸爸的事情，还有他那匹黑色母马。我的父亲是一名战士，一名勇敢的战士，在滑铁卢牺牲了。当我长大后，也要成为一名战士。”

“你当然会，孩子，你当然会的。”

18.“谢谢您，祖父。婶婶不想让我去参军，她担心我会被杀掉。”

“老天啊！她是不是还得用羽绒被子把你一直包着啊？要我说，就是去当黄油商人，还可能被雷劈死呢！”

“我也这么想，嗯，我就这么跟她说。阁下，您可真是个有意思的人！您觉得我的父亲也会懂那个吉卜赛人的秘密吗？邮差告诉我，他总是对自己的黑马说悄悄话。”

19.“你父亲还是孩子的时候，是被来自东部的一个骑师训练的。他无论是俯冲、飞奔还是掉头，都迅捷得像秋天的燕子。孙子！也再喜欢我一点儿吧，我可以给你讲讲邮差不知道的那些你父亲的事儿。”

“我真的也爱您呀，”杰克内普斯说，“我会对您很好的，但我还是想当战士。”

“你会的，我的孩子，你会的。我想，应该是骑兵队。好吧，好吧，如果你能一直活着为国家做贡献，我这颗老心脏也能再年轻一把，并为你感到骄傲，而如果你为国捐躯了——它也会为你心碎的。”





HOW THE CLIFF WAS CLAD

By BJ RNSTJERNE BJ RNSON

ravine　foreign　examined（examine）

深谷　外国的　检查（过去式）

boulder　crevice　astonishment

卵石　裂缝　惊奇

1.Between two cliffs lay a deep ravine, with a full stream rolling heavily through it over boulders and rough ground.It was high and steep, and one side was bare, save at the foot, where clustered a thick, fresh wood, so close to the stream that the mist from the water lay upon the foliage in spring and autumn.The trees stood looking upwards and forwards, unable to move either way.

2.“What if we were to clothe the Cliff?” said the Juniper one day to the foreign Oak that stood next him.The Oak looked down to find out who was speaking, and then looked up again without answering a word.The Stream worked so hard that it grew white; the North-wind rushed through the ravine; and the bare Cliff hung heavily over and felt cold.

“What if we were to clothe the Cliff?” said the Juniper to the Fir on the other side.

3.“Well, if anybody is to do it, I suppose we must,” replied the Fir, stroking his beard; “what dost thou think?” he added, looking over to the Birch.

“In God's name, let us clothe it!” answered the Birch,'glancing timidly towards the Cliff, which hung over her so heavily that she felt as if she could scarcely breathe.And thus, although they were but three, they agreed to clothe the Cliff.The Juniper went first.

4.When they had gone a little way they met the Heather.The Juniper seemed as though he meant to pass her by.“Nay, let us take the Heather with us,” said the Fir.So on went the Heather.Soon the Juniper began to slip.“Lay hold on me,” said the Heather.The Juniper did so, and where there was only a little crevice the Heather put in one finger, and where she had got in one finger the Juniper put in his whole hand.They crawled and climbed, the Fir heavily behind with the Birch.“It is a work of charity,” said the Birch.

5.But the Cliff began to ponder what little things these could be that came clambering up it.And when it had thought over this a few hundred years, it sent down a little Brook to see about it.It was just spring flood, and the Brook rushed on till she met the Heather.

“Dear, dear Heather, canst thou not let me pass? I am so little,” said the Brook.The Heather, being very busy, only raised herself a little, and worked on.The Brook slipped under her, and ran onwards.

“Dear, dear Juniper, canst thou not let me pass? I am so little,” said the Brook.

6.The Juniper glanced sharply at her, but as the Heather had let her pass, he thought he might do so as well.The Brook slipped under him, and ran on till she came where the Fir stood panting on a crag.

“Dear, dear Fir, canst thou not let me pass? I am so little,” the Brook said, fondly kissing the Fir on his foot.The Fir felt bashful and let her pass.But the Birch made way before the Brook asked.

“He, he, he!” laughed the Brook, as she grew larger.“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the Brook again, pushing Heather and Juniper, Fir and Birch, forwards and backwards, up and down on the great crags.

7.It was clear the Cliff did not wish to be clad.The Heather felt so vexed that she turned green again, and then she went on.“Never mind; take courage!” said the Heather.

The Juniper sat up to look at the Heather, and at last he rose to his feet.He scratched his head, and then he too went on again, and clutched so firmly, that he thought the Cliff could not help feeling it.“If thou wilt not take me, then I will take thee,” said he.

8.The Fir bent his toes a little to feel if they were whole, lifted one foot, which he found all right, then the other, which was all right too, and then both feet.He first examined the path he had come, then where he had been lying, and at last where he had to go.Then he strode onwards, just as though he had never fallen.The Birch had been splashed very badly, but now she got up and made herself tidy.And so they went rapidly on, upwards and sideways, in sunshine and rain.

“But what in the world is all this?” said the Cliff, when the summer sun shone, the dew-drops glittered, the birds sang, the wood-mouse squeaked, the hare bounded, and the weasel hid and screamed among the trees.

9.Then the day came when the Heather could peep over the Cliff's edge.

“O dear me!” said she, and over she went.“What is it the Heather sees, dear? ” said the Juniper, and came forwards till he, too, could peep over.

“Dear me!” he cried, and over he went.“What's the matter with the Juniper today?” said the Fir, taking long strides in the hot sun.Soon he, too, by standing on tiptoe could peep over.

10.“Ah!”Every branch and prickle stood on end with astonishment.He strode onwards, and over he went.

“What is it they all see, and not I?” said the Birch.

“Ah!” said she, putting her head over, “there is a whole forest, both of Fir and Heather, and Juniper and Birch, waiting for us on the plain.” And her leaves trembled in the sunshine till the dew-drops fell.“This comes of reaching forwards,” said the Juniper.

悬崖是如何被遮蔽的

比昂斯特恩·比昂松

1.一道深谷横亘于两处悬崖之间，湍流猛烈地在谷间奔腾，冲刷过卵石与崎岖的地面。悬崖高峻而陡峭，一面寸草不生，山脚却有生机勃勃的密林。林地离河流如此之近，以至于到了春秋两季，叶子上会沾着一层水雾。树木生得笔直，无论向上还是向前，都没有多余的空间。

2.“如果我们占领崖坡呢？”有一天，杜松对身边的外国种栎树开口了。栎树先低下头去寻找是谁在说话，然后又抬起头望了望，一言不发。河流显然是有些太拼命了，把自己弄得越来越苍白；北风呼啸着掠过沟渠；而光秃秃的崖坡让大家觉得十分寒冷。

“我们要是去占领崖坡呢？”杜松对着右边的冷杉也来了这么一句。

3.“这个嘛，要说有什么人得干这事儿的话，那就是咱们啦，”冷杉摇着树冠回答道，“你觉得怎么样啊？”他抬眼，又对着头顶的白桦树问了一句。

“以上帝的名义，咱们去占领它吧！”白桦树抬眼看了一眼悬崖，带着点儿胆怯。悬崖就那么笼罩着她，她都快没法呼吸了。因此，尽管只有三棵，他们还是一致同意去占领崖坡。杜松先打头阵。

4.冷杉、杜松、白桦树出发不久后就遇见了石南。杜松想试着从她身边擦过去，这时冷杉说话了：“哎，咱们把石南也带上嘛。”于是，石南也加入了队伍。很快，杜松就开始往下出溜。“抓住我。”石南说，她正将藤蔓插进一道小裂缝里，然后对着杜松伸出了另外一根。杜松依言照做，把手搭了上去。他们连攀带爬，冷杉笨重在白桦后面殿后。“这真是好心。”白桦树说道。

5.悬崖在一开始觉得，这样的举动实在微不足道，冷杉、杜松、白桦树、石南根本爬不上来。等过了几百年，她终于想明白了，就叫一条小溪去探探消息。眼下正好遇上春洪，小溪飞快地往下流，遇见了石南。

“亲爱的，亲爱的石南呀，你能不能让我过去呢？我是这么小。”小溪说道。而石南正一心忙碌着，只稍微抬了一下就继续自己的事儿了。小溪从她身下钻过去，一路奔流。

“亲爱的，亲爱的杜松呀，你能不能让我过去呢？我是这么小。”小溪说道。

6.杜松锐利地注视着她，但既然石南已经让了路，他觉得自己最好也该这么做。小溪从他身下溜了过去，一路奔流，直到发现冷杉正扒着悬崖向上爬。

“亲爱的，亲爱的冷杉呀，你能不能让我过去呢？我这么小。”小溪问道，一边讨好地亲了亲冷杉的脚。冷杉有点儿害羞了，就让她过去了。而在小溪发问之前，白桦树就已经让开了道路。

“嘿，嘿嘿！”小溪笑着，她越流越宽。“哈，哈哈！”小溪大笑着，来回推搡着石南、杜松、冷杉和白桦，在悬崖上下巡逻。

7.显然，悬崖拒绝它们的攀登。石南觉得很烦恼，就又开始泛绿了。但她依然没有停下，“没关系，鼓起勇气！”她喊道。

杜松坐在那里注视着石南，最后他也抬起了脚。他搔了搔自己的树冠，然后跟着攀登了起来。他紧紧地抓着悬崖，他认为悬崖不得不承受这种感觉。“既然你没放倒我，那我就来找你啦！”他说道。

8.冷杉微微弯起脚尖，看看它们是不是还完整。然后他抬起一只脚，觉得没什么问题；换上另一只，依旧安然无恙，所以他最后就两脚都上了。他先是检查了一下来时的路，然后是自己躺过的地方，最后是前方的必经之路。然后他大踏步地向上方前进，就像从未跌倒过一样。白桦树之前被淋得全湿了，但现在她直起身来，整理着自己的周身。于是，他们快速前进，直行迂回，晴雨无阻。

渐渐地，夏日的阳光炽热燃烧，露滴晶莹闪烁；飞鸟轻唱，木鼠低鸣；野兔四下跳跃，黄鼬在枝丫间尖着嗓子叫嚷，来去无踪。

“可是，这到底是怎么回事啊？”悬崖问道。

9.终于有一天，石南隐约看见了悬崖的顶缘。

“老天啊！”她喊道，然后停下了。“亲爱的石南呀，你看到什么啦？”杜松跟了上来，然后他也看见了。

“老天啊！”杜松也喊了一嗓子，然后也停住了。“杜松今天搞什么鬼啊？”冷杉嘀咕着，在烈日下大步前行。而没过多久，他也踮着脚看了过去。

10.“啊！”震惊令冷杉的每一根枝条都刺痛起来。然后他继续前行，然后无路可走了。

“他们都看到什么了？不能缺我一个！”白桦树说。

“啊呀！”白桦树仰起头，“这儿有一整片森林呢，有杜松和石南，也有杜松和白桦树，等着我们过去呢！”她的叶子在阳光里颤抖着，将所有的露珠都抖落下去。“他们正打算往我们这儿来呢。”杜松说道。





NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE
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公墓　发表，出版

diction　aryquietude

字典　寂静

graduation　original

毕业　起初的

1.Nathaniel Hawthorne was born July 4, 1804, in the quaint old town of Salem, Mass.His birthplace was near the sea, and the house is still standing.His father was a sea captain.He was a great reader, and spent the leisure on his voyages with his books.Hawthorne's mother was a beautiful woman with a sweet and pure nature.

Captain Hawthorne died when Nathaniel was but four years old, and his Grandfather Manning took the family to his home.There were uncles and aunts, and they were very fond of the golden-haired boy and his two sisters.

2.Nathaniel showed a fondness for reading when very young, and chose many of the best authors.When he was six years old his favorite book was Bunyan's “Pilgrim's Progress”; and whenever he went to visit his Grandmother Hawthorne, he used to take the large family copy to an armchair near the window and read it by the hour.His imagination was active, and he used to tell long stories of the strange adventures and wonderful things he was to have when he should be a man.

His uncle, Robert Manning, took charge of the future author's education, sending him to the best schools, and afterwards to college.When he was nine years old, he lamed his foot at a game of ball.It was slow in gaining strength, and he was obliged to use crutches.

During this time, his teacher, Mr.Joseph Worcester, the author of the dictionary, used to come to his house every evening to hear his lessons.He amused himself, while confined to the house, with publishing a little newspaper, which he printed with his own hand.

3.When Nathaniel was eight or nine years old his mother took her three children to Raymond, Me., on the banks of Sebago Lake.Here the boy lived a free out-of-door life, and formed his habits of solitude.“I lived in Maine,” he said, “like a bird of the air, so perfect was the freedom I enjoyed.”

He would skate alone in the moonlight upon Sebago Lake, and often, when tired, would rest in some wood-cutter's cabin, warming himself by the huge fireplace.The deep silence and dark shadows of the pine forests along the lake shore must have filled his mind with strange pictures and weird fancies.

In the summer time, he would fish all day or go hunting armed with an old fowling-piece.Those were delightful days; but by and by his mother decided that her boy must learn something more than he got from this wild life, and Nathaniel was sent back to Salem to prepare for college.

4.In 1821 he entered Bowdoin College.There he led a happy life, having among his college mates the poet Longfellow and Franklin Pierce, afterward President of the United States.It was while in college that he decided to become an author.He had written verses some years before, but they had not much merit.

After his graduation he returned to Salem.There he spent many hours in writing and taking long walks by himself.His thoughts and fancies were busy as he roamed about, and much of the beauty of his writings is due to these solitary rambles.

5.A lady, who was the Annie in “Little Annie's Ramble” in “Twice Told Tales”, remembers Hawthorne when he returned from Bowdoin College.

She was a little girl and used to sit on his knee, listening to stories more wonderful and beautiful than any she had ever read in any of her fairy books.

In 1837 Hawthorne published a number of his stories, under the title of “Twice Told Tales.” This book at tracted but little attention from the public, although his genius was recognized by some.

His old classmate, Mr.Longfellow, was much impressed by them and praised them highly.Hawthorne, however, was so modest, sensitive, and retiring that he was unwilling to thrust himself forward, and published nothing more for a number of years.These two modest little volumes of sketches established Hawthorne's reputation as one of the most original authors of our time.

6.In 1842 he was married to Sophia Peabody, and they went to Concord, where they lived in the “Old Manse”, a famous homestead near the Concord battlefield.He and his wife were very happy in this quiet old farm-house, enjoying together the rural life, and seeing only a few friends, among them Ralph Waldo Emerson.

Their days glided by as peacefully as the gentle Concord River, which flowed at the foot of the meadow behind the “Old Manse.” Hawthorne could see this river from his study window, and said of it,—

“In the light of a calm and golden sunset it becomes lovely beyond expression; the more lovely for the quietude that so well accords with the hour, when even the wind, after blustering all day long, usually hushes itself to rest.”

7.For four years Hawthorne made this his home.During this time he wrote the stories called “Mosses from an Old Manse,” and it was here that his daughter Una was born.Two other children were born later, Julian, the well-known writer, and Rose.These children were very dear to their father.He cared for them lovingly, and told them wonderful stories.

The four years in Concord were followed by four years in Salem, where Hawthorne held a position in the Custom House.It was not a pleasant place, this dull old Custom House, but he filled his office most faithfully, using his spare moments for writing.When he lost the office, in 1849, he was discouraged, for he had no heart to try to sell his books.

8.Mr.James T.Fields, a well-known publisher and friend of Hawthorne's, went to see him at this time, and insisted on seeing what he had been writing.Hawthorne refused at first to show it to him, saying, “Who would risk publishing a book for me, the most unpopular writer in America?” “I would,” said Mr.Fields, and Hawthorne let him take the plan of the story called “The Scarlet Letter”.

Mr.Fields read it on his way to Boston, wrote him a note all aglow with admiration, and returned to Salem the next day to arrange for its publication.“The Scarlet Letter” proved to be a book so full of power, feeling, and poetic spirit that it made the writer famous, and his fame increased steadily.His people are lifelike; but an air of mystery broods over them and holds the reader spellbound.

9.Hawthorne removed during this year to Lenox, and lived in a little red cottage among the Berkshire Hills.There, he and his family had a delightful home, enjoying the constant change on the lake and mountains, which could be seen from their windows.Here it was that he wrote “The House of the Seven Gables”.This story is full of grace and beauty, and there is a charm about its quaint characters.

In 1853, President Pierce, Hawthorne's old college friend, sent him to Liverpool, as American Consul.During his stay there, he received honor and attention from the best families in England.“Our Old Home” was written at this time.

10.In 1857, after his term of office as Consul was over, he went to Italy.He was charmed with the life there, and said he should carry the old villa with its mossgrown tower and “clap it into a romance”; and it was there that he began “The Marble Faun”, which was published both in England and in America.

Before going to England, Hawthorne had bought a house in Concord, which he called “The Wayside”.He and his family returned there in 1860.In this quiet spot Hawthorne spent the last four years of his life writing in the little tower room he had added to his house, that he might be by himself, and muse and think.At one side of his house lay a little hillside where he might walk, and in pleasant weather he could be found there.

Among his writings are a number of stories for children: “The Tanglewood Tales” “The Snow-Image” “The Wonder Book”, and some stories of American history.

11.During the last years, Hawthorne's health began to fail,and he was unable to apply himself to his writing.In the month of May, 1864, he went away for a trip with his old friend President Pierce, and while at Plymouth, N.H., he fell into a deep sleep never to waken.He was carried to Concord, and is buried under a group of pines in Sleepy Hollow Cemetery.

纳撒尼尔·霍桑

1.纳撒尼尔·霍桑于1804年7月4日出生于马萨诸塞州的老镇赛伦。他在海边出生，而当初的房子留存至今。他的父亲是一名海军上尉，极其热爱阅读，将航行中大量的业余时间都花在书本上。霍桑的母亲是一位相貌秀美、品性贤淑的女性。

霍桑上尉在纳撒尼尔4岁左右时离世，纳撒尼尔的外祖父曼宁将母子接回家中。霍桑的舅舅和姨妈非常喜欢这个金发的孩子以及他的两个姐姐。

2.纳撒尼尔在很小的时候就表现出对阅读的热爱，并钻研了很多名著。在6岁的时候，他最喜爱的作品是班扬的《天路历程》。而每当他去自己的祖母家，总会抱着大而厚重的家史坐在窗边的一把扶手椅上，一读就是几个小时。他拥有丰富的想象力，也经常喜欢讲述奇特的冒险故事，并畅想着成年后自己的精彩经历。

纳撒尼尔的舅舅罗伯特·曼宁十分重视这名未来作家的学业，将他送到最好的学校读书，后来又资助他上了大学。他9岁时，因为球赛事故跛了脚。因为恢复得特别慢，他便开始用上手杖。

在这段日子里，他的老师约瑟夫·伍斯特先生（同时也是词典的编撰者）经常在每晚都进行家访，为他授课。被禁足于室内时，纳撒尼尔常常通过印刷、发行小报打发闲暇。

3.当纳撒尼尔长到八九岁的时候，他的母亲带着子女们搬迁到仕品高湖畔的雷蒙德。男孩无拘无束地在户外玩耍，并形成了独处的习惯。“我当时住在缅因州，”他说，“就像天空里的飞鸟一样，享受着完美的自由。”

纳撒尼尔经常于月光下在冻结的湖面上滑冰，也经常在疲累时去伐木者的小屋里过夜，在大大的火炉边取暖。湖边松林里深沉的寂静与昏暗的影子令他刻骨铭心，并衍生出奇特的记忆与幻想。

到了夏日，纳撒尼尔就整天整天地钓鱼打猎，带着一把旧弹弓。他过得无忧无虑，直到他的母亲认为自己的儿子必须要学有所成。于是纳撒尼尔告别了荒野生涯，被送回赛伦为进入大学的考试做准备。

4.1821年，纳撒尼尔进入鲍登大学，度过了快乐的大学时光。他在同学中结识了诗人朗费罗与富兰克林·皮尔斯。后者日后成为了美国总统。在大学期间，他决定成为一名作家。他有几年诗歌创作的经验，但成就平平。

毕业之后，纳撒尼尔回到了赛伦，将大量精力花费在写作与长途漫步上。步行期间，他的思绪与幻想自在飞扬，许多美丽的灵感火花便是在路上拾得的。

5.一位女士，也就是《旧话重提·小安妮漫游记》中的安妮清楚地记得霍桑返回鲍登大学时的情景。

这位女士那时还是个小女孩，总是坐在霍桑的膝上，听着比任何故事书里都精彩与美丽的故事。

1837年，霍桑题为《旧话重提》的故事集出版了。这本书并未引起公众的广泛注意，但他凭借才能开始崭露头角。

他的旧日同窗朗费罗就对这本书倍加称赞。但霍桑生性谦逊而敏感，认为自己尚不具备继续发展写作事业的能力。在接下来的几年里，他没有任何作品出版。但事实上，这部两卷本的短篇集却是霍桑光辉写作生涯的起点。

6.1842年，霍桑与索菲亚·皮博迪女士喜结连理。他们在婚后搬到康科德，住进一栋名为“古居”的房屋，不远处便是康科德战场的遗址。他与妻子在那间老式农庄中度过了安逸的时光，一同品味田园生活，只与几个密友往来，而其中就包括了拉尔夫·瓦尔多·爱默生。

霍桑夫妇的生活平静得如同舒缓的康科德河，水流灌溉着老宅后方的草坪。霍桑经常从书房中眺望那条河流，并说道：

“在宁静的金色晨光之中，河流变得异常动人。随着时间的推移，景色愈发静谧。即使是盘旋整日的狂风，在此时也会悄然无息。”

7.霍桑在家中闲居4年。期间，他创作了《古居杂忆》，并有了女儿乌娜。不久，儿子朱利安——他后来也成了著名的作家，与女儿罗斯也纷纷来到世间。孩子们十分眷恋自己的父亲，他总是慈爱地对待他们，并为他们讲述许多精彩的故事。

在康科德度过了4年后，霍桑一家又回到赛伦，同样居住了4年。霍桑在当地的海关获得了一个职位，工作枯燥无趣，但他兢兢业业，并在闲暇时间里坚持写作。1849年的失业令他心灰意懒，也丧失了推销自己作品的动力。

8.霍桑的一位友人，著名的出版商詹姆斯·T·菲尔德斯在期间访问了他，并坚持要拜读他当时的作品。霍桑一开始拒绝了，并说：“谁还会冒着风险为我出书呢，我是美国最不畅销的作家啊！”“我就会。”菲尔德斯说道。于是霍桑作出了让步，将《红字》的初稿交给了他。

菲尔德斯在回波士顿的路上读完了全稿，并寄给霍桑一份饱含赞赏之情的评论。他在第二天就返回赛伦，开始着手出版事宜。事实证明，《红字》的文字充满了力量、富于情感与诗意，立刻令它的作者名声大噪。他笔下的人物栩栩如生，而文字间神秘的悬念又令读者不能自拔。

9.霍桑在同年移居莱诺克斯，并住在伯克希尔山中一座红色的小屋里。在那里，他与家人共同建设起快乐的家园，时常从窗中向外眺望，尽情饱览湖光山色。也就是在那里，他创作了《七角楼阁》。故事的笔调华丽而雅致，人物性格鲜明，极富魅力。

1853年，霍桑的旧时同窗皮尔斯总统邀请他以美国公使的身份前往利物浦。在就任期间，他获得了英国皇室的青睐。《我们的老家》便是在这段时期里创作而成的。

10.1857年，在公使任期圆满结束之后，霍桑前往意大利。他十分钟情于当地的生活，尤其迷恋一座旧宅，提出希望能通过己手，将房屋及其旁边苔迹斑驳的高塔一同“脱胎换骨”。而就在那里，他开始撰写《玉石人像》，并在英美两国出版。

在返回英国之前，霍桑曾在康科德购置了一处房产，并将其命名为“路边居”。1960年，他与家人回到了那里。在静谧的家中，霍桑度过了生命中的最后4年。他每天都在狭小的塔室内写作，独自构思冥想。住宅附近有一处山坡，在天气晴朗的时候，他便去那里散步。

在霍桑浩瀚的作品中，有几部作品是专门写给儿童的：《探戈林故事》《雪影》《奇迹之书》，以及一些美国历史故事。

11.在晚年，霍桑的健康状况逐渐恶化，渐渐无法适应写作生活。在1864年5月，他在与老友皮尔斯总统结伴出行的途中，在新罕布什尔州普利茅斯进入了永眠。他的遗体被运回康科德，安葬在睡谷公墓的松林间。





APRIL

By HELEN HUNT JACKSON

Mrs.Jackson, whose writings under the pseudonym of “H.H.” are favorably known, was the daughter of Professor Fiske of Amherst College.She was born at Amherst, Mass., in 1831.At an early age she married an army officer who met with an accidental death during the war.Five years afterward she married Mr.Jackson and made her home in Colorado.

Mrs.Jackson wrote many volumes of both prose and verse, and several stories for children.She was deeply interested in the Indians, and in 1884 published a powerful novel in their behalf called “Ramona.” Her poems are marked by spiritual truth and glow with the highest beauty.Mrs.Jackson died in California in 1885.

Robins call robins in tops of trees，

Doves follow doves with scarlet feet，

Frolicking babies, sweeter than these，

Crowd green corners where highways meet.

Violets stir and arbutus wakes，

Claytonia's rosy bells unfold，

Dandelion through the meadow makes，

A royal road, with seals of gold.

Golden and snowy and red the flowers，

Golden and snowy and red in vain，

Robins call robins through sad showers，

The white dove's feet are wet with rain.

For April sobs while these are so glad，

April weeps while these are so gay,

Weeps like a tired child who had,

Playing with flowers, lost its way.

四月

海伦·亨特·杰克逊

杰克逊夫人以笔名“H·H·”发表的作品广为人知，她是阿默斯特学院费斯克教授的女儿。她于1831年出生在美国马萨诸塞州阿默斯特。年轻时，她嫁给了一个军官，他在战争期间意外死去。5年之后，她嫁给了杰克逊先生，定居于科罗拉多州。

杰克逊夫人写了大量的散文和诗歌，以及一些儿童故事。她对印第安人有浓厚的兴趣，并于1884年出版了一本强烈支持他们的小说《拉蒙纳》。她的诗歌的特点是心灵的真谛，焕发出最高的美。杰克逊夫人于1885年在加利福尼亚州去世。

知更鸟在树梢呼唤知更鸟，

鸽子跟随着深红的鸽子脚，

雀跃的孩子，比这一切更可爱，

聚在公路交会处绿色的角落里。

紫罗兰搅乱了空气，杨梅醒来，

马齿苋玫瑰色的小钟展开了，

遍布草甸的蒲公英，

用金色的花纹铺成一条锦绣大道。

金黄、雪白、鲜红的花朵，

兀自金黄雪白鲜红，

知更鸟在悲伤的雨中呼唤知更鸟，

白鸽的脚被雨水打湿了。

因为四月哭了，而这一切如此欢乐，

四月抽泣着，而这一切如此欢乐，

它哭泣着就像个累坏的孩子，

和花草玩耍，迷失了方向。





THE SNOW-IMAGE（PART Ⅰ）

A CHILDISH MIRACLE

(Abridged)

By NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE

emerged(emerge)　indistinct　accordingly

出现（过去式） 模糊的　于是

difficulty　pilgrimage　atmosphere

困难　朝圣　空气

1.One afternoon of a cold winter's day, when the sun shone forth with chilly brightness after a long storm, two children asked leave of their mother to run out and play in the new-fallen snow.The elder child was a little girl, whom, because she was of a tender and modest disposition, and was thought to be very beautiful, her parents, and other people who were familiar with her, used to call Violet.But her brother was known by the style and title of Peony, on account of the ruddiness of his broad and round little phiz, which made everybody think of sunshine and great scarlet flowers…

“Yes, Violet, yes, my little Peony,” said their kind mother, “you may go out and play in the new snow.”

2.Forth sallied the two children, with a hop-skip-and- jump that carried them at once into the very heart of a huge snowdrift, whence Violet emerged like a snow bunting, while little Peony floundered out with his round face in full bloom.Then what a merry time had they!

To look at them, frolicking in the wintry garden, you would have thought that the dark and pitiless storm had been sent for no other purpose but to provide a new plaything for Violet and Peony; and that they themselves had been created, as the snowbirds were, to take delight only in the tempest, and in the white mantle which it spread over the earth.

3.At last, when they had frosted one another all over with handfuls of snow, Violet, after laughing heartily at little Peony's figure, was struck with a new idea.

“You look exactly like a snow-image, Peony,” said she, “if your cheeks were not so red.And that puts me in mind! Let us make an image out of snow, —an image of a little girl, —and it shall be our sister, and shall run about and play with us all winter long.Won't it be nice?”

“Oh, yes!” cried Peony, as plainly as he could speak, for he was but a little boy， “That will be nice! And mamma shall see it!”

“Yes,” answered Violet, “mamma shall see the new little girl.But she must not make her come into the warm parlor; for, you know, our little snow sister will not love the warmth.”

4.And forthwith the children began this great business of making a snow-image that should run about; while their mother, who was sitting at the window and over heard some of their talk, could not help smiling at the gravity with which they set about it.They really seemed to imagine that there would be no difficulty whatever in creating a live little girl out of the snow...

Now, for a few moments, there was a busy and earnest but indistinct hum of the two children's voices, as Violet and Peony wrought together with one happy consent.Violet still seemed to be the guiding spirit, while Peony acted rather as a laborer, and brought her the snow from far and near.

5.“Peony, Peony!” cried Violet; for her brother was at the other side of the garden， “Bring me those light wreaths of snow that have rested on the lower branches of the peartree.You can clamber on the snowdrift, Peony, and reach them easily.I must have them to make some ringlets for our snow sister's head!”

“Here they are, Violet!” answered the little boy， “Take care you do not break them.Well done! Well done! How pretty!”

“Does she not look sweetly?” said Violet, with a very satisfied tone; “and now we must have some little shining bits of ice to make the brightness of her eyes.She is not finished yet.Mamma will see how very beautiful she is; but papa will say, ‘Tush! nonsense! — come in out of the cold!’”

6.There was a minute or two of silence; for Peony, whose short legs were never weary, had gone on a pilgrimage again to the other side of the garden.All of a sudden Violet cried out, loudly and joyfully,—

“Look here, Peony ! Come quickly! A light has been shining on her cheek out of that rose-colored cloud, and the color does not go away ! Is not that beautiful ?”

“Yes; it is beau-ti-ful,” answered Peony.“O Violet, only look at her hair! It is all like gold! ”

“Oh, certainly,” said Violet, as if it were very much a matter of course.“That color, you know, comes from the golden clouds that we see up there in the sky.She is almost finished now.But her lips must be made very red, —redder than her cheeks.Perhaps, Peony, it will make them red if we both kiss them!”

7.Accordingly, the mother heard two smart little smacks, as if both her children were kissing the snow-image on its frozen mouth.But, as this did not seem to make the lips quite red enough, Violet next proposed that the snow-child should be invited to kiss Peony's scarlet cheek.

“Oh, what a cold kiss! ” cried Peony.

8.Just then there came a breeze of the pure west wind, sweeping through the garden and rattling the parlor windows.It sounded so wintry cold that the mother was about to tap on the window pane with her thimbled finger, to summon the two children in, when they both cried out to her with one voice,—

“Mamma ! mamma! We have finished our little snow sister, and she is running about the garden with us!”

“Dear mamma!” cried Violet, “pray look out and see what a sweet playmate we have! ”

9.The mother, being thus entreated, could no longer delay to look forth from the window.And what do you think she saw there ? Violet and Peony, of course, her own two darling children.Ah, but whom or what did she see besides? Why, if you will believe me, there was a small figure of a girl, dressed all in white, with rose-tinged cheeks and ringlets of golden hue, playing about the garden with the two children!

The child seemed to be on as familiar terms with Violet and Peony, and they with her, as if all the three had been playmates during the whole of their little lives.The mother thought to herself that it must certainly be the daughter of one of the neighbors, and that, seeing Violet and Peony in the garden, the child had run across the street to play with them.So this kind lady went to the door, intending to invite the little runaway into her comfortable parlor; for, now that the sunshine was withdrawn, the atmosphere out of doors was already growing very cold.

10.But, after opening the house door, she stood an instant on the threshold, wondering how a little girl could look so much like a flying snowdrift, or how a snowdrift could look so very like a little girl.She called Violet, and whispered to her.

“Violet, my darling, what is this child's name?” asked she， “Does she live near us ? ”

“Why, dearest mamma,” answered Violet, “this is our little snow sister, whom we have just been making!”

“Yes, dear mamma,” cried Peony, running to his mother, and looking up simply into her face， “This is our snow-image! Is it not a nice little child?”

雪人（第一部分）

一个孩子的奇迹

（节选）

纳撒尼尔·霍桑

1.一个寒冷冬日的下午，暴风雪过后太阳发出冰冷的光，两个孩子得到妈妈准许，跑出家门，去玩新雪。大的是个女孩，温柔谦和，人人夸她长得漂亮。父母亲和熟人们都叫她“紫罗兰”。而人人都知道她弟弟名叫“牡丹”，因为他小脸圆圆的，红扑扑的，谁见了都会想到阳光和大朵大朵的红花……

“好吧，紫罗兰，好吧，我的小牡丹，”和蔼的妈妈说，“你们可以出去玩雪。”

2.细心的妈妈给两个小宝贝套上绑腿式长筒靴，两个小家伙便立刻冲进一大堆雪中间。紫罗兰像只雪鹀似的钻了出来，小牡丹挣扎半天才露出红通通的脸蛋。两人玩得有多开心！

看着他俩在冬日的园中嬉戏，您会觉得冷酷无情的暴风雪扑向大地，不为别的，就为给紫罗兰和牡丹提供一种新游戏。而两个小家伙也与雪鹀一样，天造地设，就是要在风雪中，在大地的银装素裹中寻找快乐。

3.后来，两人浑身上下都撒满了一把把白雪，紫罗兰瞧着弟弟咯咯欢笑，忽然计上心来。

“牡丹，你样子真像个雪人，”她说，“要是你脸蛋儿不这么红的话。这让我想出个好主意！咱俩堆个雪人吧——堆个小姑娘——让她做我们的妹妹，整个冬天都跟咱们一起跑呀，追呀，玩个开心，好吗？”

“哦，好！”牡丹还是小小孩，努力想把自己的意思表达清楚，“那太好了！妈妈也能看见它！”

“对，”紫罗兰道，“让妈妈也见见新来的小姑娘。但她可不能让小姑娘进暖和的屋里去，要知道，咱们的小雪妹妹可不喜欢温暖呀。”

4.孩子们马上动手完成他们的大事，要堆出一个会跑的雪人。妈妈坐在窗前，听到他们的话，瞧他们一本正经动手干活的样子，忍不住笑了。他们大概以为，用雪造出一个活生生的小姑娘并不犯难似的。

没过多久，孩子便忙碌起来。他们热切的叫喊声模模糊糊地传过来，似乎在高兴地商议着什么事儿。紫罗兰似乎充当着指挥，弟弟则负责做体力活，从各处搬雪过来。

5.“牡丹，牡丹！”紫罗兰叫着，弟弟跑到园子另一头去了，“给我弄些梨树矮枝上的松软雪花来，我好用它们给雪妹妹做些鬈发！你可以从雪堆往上爬，牡丹，很容易就能够得到。”

“给你，紫罗兰！”小弟弟答道，“当心别碰碎了。干得好！干得好！真漂亮！”

“她多美啊！”紫罗兰心满意足地说，“现在咱们得弄些亮晶晶的小冰块儿给她做眼睛，她还没完工呢。妈妈会说她非常好看，可爸爸会说：‘呸！胡来！跑到冰天雪地的外头去！’”

6.接着安静了片刻，因为不知疲倦的牡丹又跑到园子另一头去了。突然，紫罗兰乐得大叫：

“牡丹快看！快来呀！一道光从那边红云中照下来，照着她的脸蛋儿！红光不退了！好漂亮哟！”

“对，好——漂——亮，”牡丹故意把三个音节念得非常准确，“看她的头发，金黄色的！”

“哦，当然，”紫罗兰平静地应道，好像这事天经地义，“这金色是天上金色的晚霞映照的。现在她差不多完工了，不过嘴唇应当是红的——比她的脸蛋儿更红。牡丹，说不定咱俩都亲她一下，她嘴唇就能变红！”

7.于是，妈妈听到两下响脆的亲吻，大概两个娃娃都亲了一下雪孩子冰凉的嘴。不过，这似乎还不能使雪孩子的嘴唇足够红润，紫罗兰又建议邀请雪孩子亲吻牡丹的红脸蛋儿。

“哦，多冰凉的吻啊！”牡丹叫道。

8.这时，一阵轻风从正西方吹来，扫过园子，把客厅的窗户也吹得咯咯响。听起来真够冷的，妈妈正打算用她戴顶针的手指敲敲窗玻璃，唤两个孩子进来，突然他们齐声叫起她来。

“妈妈！妈妈！小雪妹妹完成啦，她跟我们一道，在园子里跑呢！”

“亲爱的妈妈！”紫罗兰喊道，“请往外看看，我们有个多好的玩伴啊！”

9.妈妈给这么一求，不能再耽搁，赶紧往外看。你猜她看到了什么？当然是她的两个宝贝孩子紫罗兰和牡丹。啊，可除开他们，她还看见了什么东西或什么人呢？呣，要是您肯相信的话，园子里还有个小姑娘的身影，浑身雪白，红扑扑的脸蛋儿，一头金色的鬈发，正在跟姐弟俩追来追去呢！

虽说是生人，小雪妹妹跟姐弟俩挺亲密，而姐弟俩对她也是一样，好像三个人从小就玩在一起。妈妈心想一定是邻居的孩子看到紫罗兰和牡丹在园子里，就穿过大街来和他们一起玩。好心的太太走到门口，想邀请这个小姑娘到自家舒适的客厅里做客。阳光正在逝去，户外的空气越来越冷啦！

10.可是，打开屋门，站在门槛上，妈妈犹豫起来。不知该不该请这孩子进来，甚至该不该跟她讲话。她有些纳闷，小姑娘怎么这么像飞舞的雪花，或者说雪花怎么这么像小姑娘呢？妈妈叫过紫罗兰，轻轻地问：

“紫罗兰，宝贝儿，这孩子叫啥名字？就住在咱家附近吧？”

“嗨，妈妈，”女儿笑话妈妈连这么明白的事都不懂，“这就是我们刚才做的小雪妹妹呀！”

“是的，妈妈，”牡丹跑到妈妈跟前，抬头直视妈妈的脸，“这是我们的小雪人！她是个漂亮的小朋友吧？”





THE SNOW-IMAGE（PART Ⅱ）

asseverated(asseverate)　occasionally

断言（过去式）　偶尔

roguishly　perplexity

顽皮的　困惑

benevolent　triumphing(triumph)

好心的　胜利（现在分词）

1.At this instant a flock of snowbirds came flitting through the air.As was very natural, they avoided Violet and Peony.But, —and this looked strange,—they flew at once to the white-robed child, fluttered eagerly about her head, alighted on her shoulders, and seemed to claim her as an old acquaintance.

She, on her part, was evidently as glad to see these little birds, old Winter's grandchildren, as they were to see her, and welcomed them by holding out both her hands.Hereupon they each and all tried to alight on her two palms and ten small fingers and thumbs, crowding one another off, with an immense fluttering of their tiny wings.One dear little bird nestled tenderly in her bosom; another put its bill to her lips.They were as joyous, all the while, and seemed as much in their element as you may have seen them when sporting with a snowstorm.

2.“Violet,” said her mother, greatly perplexed, “tell me the truth, without any jest.Who is this little girl? ”

“My darling mamma,” answered Violet, looking seriously into her mother's face, and apparently surprised that she should need any further explanation, “I have told you truly who she is.It is our little snow-image, which Peony and I have been making.Peony will tell you so, as well as I.”

“Yes, mamma,” asseverated Peony, with much gravity in his crimson little phiz; “this is little snow-child.Is not she a nice one? But, mamma, her hand is, oh, so very cold!”

3.While mamma still hesitated what to think and what to do, the street gate was thrown open, and the father of Violet and Peony appeared, wrapped in a pilotcloth sack, with a fur cap drawn down over his ears and the thickest of gloves upon his hands.He soon perceived the little white stranger, sporting to and fro in the garden, like a dancing snow-wreath, and the flock of snow-birds fluttering about her head.

“Pray, what little girl may that be?” inquired this very sensible man, “Surely her mother must be crazy to let her go out in such bitter weather as it has been today, with only that flimsy white gown and those thin slippers !”

“Dear father,” cried Violet, putting herself before him, “This is our little snow girl, and she cannot live any longer than while she breathes the cold west wind.Do not make her come into the hot room!”

4.But now kind Mr.Lindsey had entered the garden, breaking away from his two children, who still sent their shrill voices after him, beseeching him to let the snow-child stay and enjoy herself in the cold west wind.As he approached, the snowbirds took to flight.The little white damsel also fled backward, shaking her head, as if to say, “Pray, do not touch me!” And roguishly as it appeared, leading him through the deepest of the snow.Once the good man stumbled and floundered down upon his face, so that, gathering himself up again, with the snow sticking to his rough pilotcloth sack, he looked as white and wintry as a snow-image of the largest size.

5.At length, after a vast deal of trouble, he chased the little stranger into a corner, where she could not possibly escape him.His wife had been looking on, and, it being nearly twilight, was wonder-struck to observe how the snow-child gleamed and sparkled, and how she seemed to shed a glow all round about her; and when driven into the corner, she positively glistened like a star!

It was a frosty kind of brightness, too, like that of an icicle in the moonlight.The wife thought it strange that good Mr.Lindsey should see nothing remarkable in the snow-child's appearance.

6.“Come, you odd little thing!” cried the honest man, seizing her by the hand, “I have caught you at last, and will make you comfortable in spite of yourself.We will put a nice warm pair of worsted stockings on your frozen little feet, and you shall have a good thick shawl to wrap yourself in.Your poor white nose, I am afraid, is actually frost-bitten.But we will make it all right.Come along in.”

7.And so, with a most benevolent smile, this very well-meaning gentleman took the snow-child by the hand and led her towards the house.She followed him, droopingly and reluctant, for all the glow and sparkle was gone out of her figure; and whereas just before she had resembled a bright, frosty, star-gemmed evening, with a crimson gleam on the cold horizon, she now looked as dull and languid as a thaw.As kind Mr.Lindsey led her up the steps to the door, Violet and Peony looked into his face, their eyes full of tears, and again entreated him not to bring their snow-image into the house.

8.“Not bring her in!” exclaimed the kind-hearted man, “Why, you are crazy, my little Violet! —quite crazy, my small Peony! She is so cold already that her hand has almost frozen mine, in spite of my thick gloves.Would you have her freeze to death ?”

His wife, as he came up the steps, had been taking another long, earnest gaze at the little white stranger.She hardly knew whether it was a dream or no; but she could not help fancying that she saw the delicate print of Violet's fingers on the child's neck.It looked just as if, while Violet was shaping out the image, she had given it a gentle pat with her hand, and had neglected to smooth the impression quite away.

“After all, husband,” said the mother, —“after all, she does look strangely like a snow-image! I do believe she is made of snow! ”

9.A puff of the west wind blew against the snow-child, and again she sparkled like a star.

“Snow!” repeated good Mr.Lindsey, drawing the reluctant guest over his hospitable threshold, “No wonder she looks like snow.She is half frozen, poor little thing! But a good fire will put everything to rights.”

The common-sensible man placed the snow-child on the hearth rug, right in front of the hissing and fuming stove.

“Now she will be comfortable!” cried Mr.Lindsey, rubbing his hands and looking about him, with the pleasantest smile you ever saw, “Make yourself at home, my child.”

10.Sad, sad, and drooping looked the little white maiden, as she stood on the hearth rug, with the hot blast of the stove striking through her.Once she threw a glance wistfully toward the windows, and caught a glimpse, through its red curtains, of the snow-covered roofs and the stars glimmering frostily, and all the delicious intensity of the cold night.The bleak wind rattled the window panes, as if it were summoning her to come forth.But there stood the snow-child, drooping, before the hot stove!

But the common-sensible man saw nothing amiss.

11.“Come, wife,” said he, “let her have a pair of thick stockings and a woollen shawl or blanket directly; and tell Dora to give her some warm supper as soon as the milk boils.You, Violet and Peony, amuse your little friend.She is out of spirits, you see, at finding herself in a strange place.For my part, I will go around among the neighbors and find out where she belongs.”

“Husband! husband!” cried his wife, showing her horror stricken face through the window panes, “There is no need of going for the child's parents!”

“We told you so, father! ”screamed Violet and Peony, as he re-entered the parlor, “You would bring her in; and now our poor—dear—beautiful little snow sister is thawed!”

12.And their own sweet little faces were already dissolved in tears; so that their father, seeing what strange things occasionally happen in this everyday world, felt not a little anxious lest his children might be going to thaw too! In the utmost perplexity, he demanded an explanation of his wife.

She could only reply that, being summoned to the parlor by the cries of Violet and Peony, she found no trace of the little white maiden, unless it were the remains of a heap of snow, which, while she was gazing at it, melted quite away upon the hearth rug.

13.“And there you see all that is left of it!” added she, pointing to a pool of water in front of the stove.

“Yes, father,” said Violet, looking reproachfully at him, through her tears, “there is all that is left of our dear little snow sister!”

And the Heidenberg stove, through the isinglass of its door, seemed to glare at good Mr.Lindsey, like a red-eyed demon, triumphing in the mischief which it had done!

雪人（第二部分）

1.这时，一群雪鹀飞来，自自然然地躲开紫罗兰和牡丹，但是真怪，它们立刻飞向白衣小姑娘，在她头上热闹地飞来飞去，还落到她肩上，像是认出了老朋友。

而小雪人呢，见到这些小鸟，这些冬爷爷的孩子显然很开心，伸出双手来欢迎。立刻，小鸟们争先恐后都想落到她两只手掌上、10根手指上，你挤我我挤你，使劲拍打着小翅膀。一只可爱的小鸟温柔地贴到她胸口，另一只伸出尖喙去亲她的红唇，全都很开心、融洽。正如你也许见到过的那样，在暴风雪中尽情嬉戏。

2.“紫罗兰，”妈妈大惑不解，“跟我说实话，别开玩笑，这小姑娘到底是谁？”

“亲爱的妈妈，”紫罗兰认真看着妈妈的脸，一脸惊奇，这还需要什么更多解释？“跟你说过了她是谁，她是我们的小雪人嘛，我和牡丹一起做的。牡丹也会这么告诉你的。”

“是的，妈妈，”牡丹也一口咬定，红脸蛋儿十分严肃，“这就是雪孩子，她难道不好吗？不过，妈妈，她的手好冷好冷！”

3.妈妈很疑惑，不知该怎么想怎么做，街门忽然被一把推开，姐弟俩的爸爸走了进来。他身穿粗呢短外衣，皮帽子一直罩到耳朵上，戴一双最厚的手套。他很快就发现园中那个跑来跑去的小人儿，手舞足蹈活像只雪花圈，一群雪鹀在她头上盘旋不已。

“咦，那小丫头是谁？”聪明的爸爸马上问，“她妈妈肯定疯了，让她跑到大冷的雪地里，就穿那么件轻飘飘的白衣裳，一双那么薄的拖鞋！”

“亲爱的爸爸，”紫罗兰朝他面前一挡，“这是我们的小雪妹妹，离开寒风她就一刻也活不下去，千万别让她进暖和的屋子！”

4.然而此刻热心肠的林赛先生已挣脱了两个孩子，走进花园。孩子们还在后头尖叫着，求他就让雪孩子在冰冷的西风中待着，自得其乐。他一走近，雪鹀全飞了。

小雪人儿也向后退，摇着头像是在说：“请别碰我！”而且顽皮地带着他踏进最深的雪堆。好心的爸爸脚下一滑，摔了个嘴啃泥。爬起来时，他的粗呢大衣沾满白雪，活像一个最大号的雪人。

5.终于，费尽心机之后，爸爸把这小陌生人赶进了一个角落，她逃不掉啦。妈妈一直在旁看得目瞪口呆。天快黑了，可这孩子浑身晶莹闪亮，好像周身上下都在发光，被逼进角落时，她更是亮闪闪就像颗星星！

那明亮酷似月光下的冰柱发出的寒光。妈妈奇怪林赛先生怎么没发现雪孩子非比寻常的外貌？

6.“快来，你这古怪的小家伙！”老实的爸爸叫着，一把抓住雪孩子的手，“总算逮住你啦。不管你怎么任性，还是得让你舒舒服服才好。我们会给你冻伤的小脚穿上一双暖和的羊毛袜，再用又厚又软的披肩把你包起来。只怕你可怜的小鼻子已经冻坏啦，不过咱们会好的。快跟我进去吧。”

7.就这样，这位一片好心的先生拉住雪孩子的手，把她往家门口带。雪孩子跟着他，垂头丧气的，她身上所有光亮都消失不见了。方才还像一颗明亮冰冷的金星，在寒冷的地平线上发出宝石般的红光，现在却黯然失色、无精打采，像融化了一样。善良的林赛先生带她走上门前的台阶，紫罗兰和牡丹凝视爸爸的脸——泪水盈眶，还没顺着脸蛋往下淌就给冻住了——姐弟俩再次恳求爸爸别让雪孩子进屋。

8.“不让她进去！”好心的爸爸惊呼，“咦，你疯啦，小紫罗兰！——小牡丹也一样！这孩子冻坏啦，小手都几乎把我的手给冻坏，我还戴着这么厚的手套。你们想让她在外头冻死啊！”

当爸爸走上台阶，妈妈又把白色的小客人认真端详一番。她真不知这是不是一场梦，可又觉得分明看见这孩子的脖子上还印着紫罗兰细小的手指印，大概紫罗兰堆雪人时用手把它轻轻拍了一下，忘记立刻把手印抹平。

“亲爱的，说到底，这孩子的确像个雪人！我看她就是雪做的！”

9.一阵西风刮到雪孩子身上，她又像星星似的发起光来。

“雪做的！”林赛先生硬是好客地把不情愿的客人朝门里拉。“难怪她模样像雪，可怜的小东西，都快冻僵啦！不过一炉旺火就能解决一切问题！”

不再多言，这位非常富于常识的好心人把雪娃娃拉到燃烧得咝咝地冒烟的炉旁，让她站在炉前的毯子上。

“现在她就舒服啦！”林赛搓搓双手，环顾左右，笑逐颜开，“随便些，我的孩子，就跟在自己家一样。”

10.小姑娘站在炉前毯上，感到炉火的热浪洪水猛兽般袭来，愈来愈悲哀，愈来愈消沉。她渴望地扫一眼窗外，透过红窗帘看到了白雪覆盖的房顶，星星闪着寒光，寒夜多么迷人。寒风在窗户玻璃上咯咯作响，仿佛在召唤她过去，可是她站在滚烫的炉前，垂头丧气！

然而，满脑子常识的林赛先生却没发现有什么不对头。

11.“快点儿，亲爱的，赶紧给她穿上双厚袜子，裹上条羊毛披肩或毯子。叫朵拉一烧开牛奶就给她开晚饭。你们，紫罗兰、牡丹，想法子让小客人高兴高兴，瞧她来到个生地方，这么不开心。至于我嘛，去邻居家跑一圈，弄清楚这是谁家孩子。”

“亲爱的！亲爱的！”妻子惶恐的脸出现在窗玻璃上，“用不着去找孩子的父母啦！”

“早就跟你说过，爸爸！”紫罗兰与牡丹尖叫着，见他重返客厅，“你非要带她进来，现在我们可怜的、亲爱的、漂亮的小雪妹妹化掉了！”

12.两个孩子泪流满面。做爸爸的明白这世上偶尔也发生怪事，有些担心自己的孩子也会化掉！他大惑不解，忙要妻子解释解释。

可妻子只能回答她被两个孩子的叫喊唤回客厅，发现小姑娘已无影无踪，只留下一摊白雪，细细一看，白雪也在地毯上很快就融化了。

13.“你瞧，就剩下一摊水啦！”她指指炉前地上的一汪水。

“都怪您，爸爸，”紫罗兰眼泪汪汪责备他，“我们的小雪妹妹只剩一摊水啦！”

海德堡火炉透过铁门上的云母片，似乎也对林赛先生怒目而视，像个红眼魔鬼，为自己造的孽得意扬扬！





A BRAVE BOY

By THOMAS NELSON PAGE

descendant　chevron　independence

后裔　V形臂章　独立

mustache　apology　corporal

小胡子　道歉　人体的

paralyzed　reappeared（reappear）

瘫痪的　重新出现（过去式）

From “Two Little Confederates.” Copyright, 1888, by Charles Scribner's Sons.

Thomas Nelson Page, a descendant of General Nelson, one of the signers of the Declaration of Independence, was born at Oakland, Va., in 1853.The land on which the home of his boyhood stood had been granted to General Nelson by King George of England.The house was situated at the meeting of two roads that lead to Richmond.During the war these roads were the highways of two armies.

The boy was taught at home by his aunt and father.He had a remarkable memory and was very quick at figures.

He and his brothers played about his father's plantation.They liked to spend their evenings in the log cabins, listening to the weird tales told by the colored people, while the burning pine knot made strange shadows on the cabin walls.

When the war broke out, the army of North Virginia camped for two winters near the plantation.The boys saw a great deal of camp life, and listened to war stories without end.

In 1868 the future author went to Washington College, and while there wrote for the college paper.He afterwards taught school, and then studied law at the University of Virginia, where he was graduated with honor at the end of one year.

The many tales heard in his boyhood and the pictures of plantation life began to weave themselves into stories.It was some time before he was able to find a publisher; but his talent was finally recognized, and now his tales of the South are very popular.Whether drawn from the mansion house or the cabin, they are filled with humor, pathos, and feeling.

Mr.Page's “Two Little Confederates,” from which the following selection has been taken, is a story of the war, full of stirring incidents.Frank and Willie were the “Two Little Confederates”.They had an older brother in the Confederate Army, and he and his General were hiding in a cave while the Union soldiers were hunting for them.The two boys had just been to carry some food to them.

1.After crossing the gully and walking on through the woods for what they thought a safe distance, they turned into the path.They were talking very merrily about the General and Hugh and their friend Mills, and were discussing some romantic plan for the recapture of their horses from the enemy, when they came out of the path into a road, and found themselves within twenty yards of a group of Federal soldiers, quietly sitting on their horses, evidently guarding the road.

2.The sight of the blue coats made the boys jump.They would have crept back, but it was too late—they caught the eye of the man nearest them.They ceased talking as suddenly as birds in the tree stop chirping when the hawk sails over; and when one Yankee called to them, in a stern tone, “Halt there!” And started to come toward them, their hearts were in their mouths.

“Where are you boys going ?” he asked, as he came up to them.

“Going home.”

“Where do you belong?”

“Over there—at Oakland,” pointing in the direction of their home, which seemed suddenly to have moved a thousand miles away.

“Where have you been ?” The other soldiers had come up now.

“Been down this way.” The boys' voices were never so meek before.Each reply was like an apology.

3.“Been to see your brother ?” asked one who had not spoken before —a pleasant-looking fellow.The boys looked at him.They were paralyzed by dread of the approaching question.

“Now, boys, we know where you have been,” said a small fellow, who wore a yellow chevron on his arm.He had a thin mustache and a sharp nose, and rode a wiry, dull, sorrel horse, “You may just as well tell us all about it.We know you've been to see'em, and we are going to make you carry us where they are.”

“No, we ain't,” said Frank, doggedly.

Willy expressed his determination also.

4.“If you don't, it's going to be pretty bad for you,” said the little corporal.He gave an order to two of the men, who sprang from their horses, and, catching Frank, swung him up behind another cavalryman.The boy's face was very pale, but he bit his lip.

“Go ahead,” continued the corporal to a number of his men, who started down the path.“You four men remain here till we come back,” he said to the men on the ground, and to two others on horseback.“Keep him here,” jerking his thumb towards Willy, whose face was already burning with emotion.

5.“I'm going with Frank,” said Willy， “Let me go.”This to the man who had hold of him by the arm.“Frank, make him let me go!” he shouted, bursting into tears, and turning on his captor with all his little might.

“Willy, he's not goin' to hurt you, —don't you tell!” called Frank, squirming until he dug his heels so into the horse's flank that the horse began to kick up.

“Keep quiet, Johnny; he's not goin' to hurt him,” said one of the men, kindly.He had a brown beard and shining white teeth.

6.They rode slowly down the narrow path, the dragoon holding Frank by the leg.Deep down in the woods, beyond a small branch, the path forked.

“Which way?” asked the corporal, stopping, and addressing Frank.

Frank set his mouth tight and looked him in the eyes.

“Which is it?” the corporal repeated.

“I'm not going to tell,” said he, firmly.

“Look here, Johnny; we've got you, and we are going to make you tell us; so you might just as well do it easy.If you don't, we 're goin' to make you.”

The boy said nothing.

7.“You men dismount.Stubbs, hold the horses.” He himself dismounted, and three others did the same, giving their horses to a fourth.

“Get down !”—this to Frank and the soldier behind whom he was riding.The soldier dismounted, and the boy slipped off after him and faced his captor, who held a strap in one hand.

“Are you goin' to tell us?” He asked.

“No.”

“Don't you know?” He came a step nearer and held the strap forward.There was a long silence.The boy's face paled, but took on a look as if the proceedings were indifferent to him.

8.“If you say you don't know—” said the man, hesitating in face of the boy's resolution,“Don't you know where they are?”

“Yes, I know; but I ain't goin' to tell you,” said Frank, bursting into tears.

“The little Johnny's game,” said the soldier who had told him the others were not going to hurt Willy.The corporal said something to this man in an undertone, to which he replied:

“You can try, but it isn't going to do any good.I don't half like it, anyway.”

Frank had stopped crying after his first outburst.

“If you don't tell, we are going to shoot you,” said the little soldier, drawing his pistol.

9.The boy shut his mouth close and looked straight at the corporal.The man laid down his pistol, and, seizing Frank, drew his hands behind him and tied them.

“Get ready, men,” he said, as he drew the boy aside to a small tree, putting him with his back to it.

Frank thought his hour had come.He thought of his mother and Willy, and wondered if the soldiers would shoot Willy, too.His face twitched and grew ghastly white.Then he thought of his father, and of how proud he would be of his son's bravery when he should hear of it.This gave him strength.

“The knot— hurts my hands,” he said.

The man leaned over and eased it a little.

“I wasn't crying because I was scared,” said Frank.

“Now, boys, get ready,” said the corporal, taking up his pistol.

10.How large it looked to Frank.He wondered where the bullets would hit him, and if the wounds would bleed, and whether he would be left alone all night out there in the woods.

“I want to say my prayers,” he said, faintly.

The soldier made some reply which he could not hear, and the man with the beard started forward; but just then all grew dark before his eyes.

Next, he thought he must have been shot, for he felt wet about his face, and was lying down.He heard some one say, “He's coming to”; and another replied, “Thank God!”

11.He opened his eyes.He was lying beside the little branch with his head in the lap of the big soldier with the beard, and the little corporal was leaning over him throwing water in his face from a cap.The others were standing around.

“What's the matter?” asked Frank.

“That's all right,” said the little corporal, kindly, “We were just foolin' a bit with you, Johnny.”

“We never meant to hurt you,” said the other, “You feel better now? ”

“Yes; where's Willy?” He was too tired to move.

“He's all right.We'll take you to him.”

“Am I shot?” asked Frank.

“No! Do you think we'd have touched a hair of your head —and you such a brave little fellow ? We were just trying to scare you a bit and carried it too far, and you got a little faint, —that's all.”

12.The voice was so kind that Frank was encouraged to sit up.

“Can you walk now?” asked the corporal, helping him and steadying him as he rose to his feet.

“I'll take him,” said the big fellow, and before the boy could move, he had stooped, taken Frank in his arms, and was carrying him back toward the place where they had left Willy, while the others followed after with the horses.

“I can walk,” said Frank.

“No, I'll carry you.”

13.The boy did not know that the big dragoon was looking down at the light hair resting on his arm, and that while he trod the Virginia wood path, in fancy he was home in Delaware; or that the pressure the boy felt from his strong arms was a caress given for the sake of another boy far away on the Brandywine.A little while before they came in sight, Frank asked to be put down.

The soldier gently set him on his feet, and before he let him go, kissed him.

“I've got a curly headed fellow at home, just the size of you,” he said softly.

Frank saw that his eyes were moist.“I hope you'll get safe back to him,” he said.

“God grant it!” said the soldier.

14.When they reached the squad at the gate, they found Willy still in much distress on Frank's account; but he wiped his eyes when his brother reappeared, and listened with pride to the soldiers' praise of Frank's “grit,” as they called it.When they let the boys go, the little corporal wished Frank to accept a five-dollar gold piece; but he politely declined it.

勇敢的男孩

托马斯·纳尔逊·帕戈

本文摘自《两个小联盟军》，版权隶属斯克里布纳之子公司所有（1888年）。

托马斯·纳尔逊·帕戈是《独立宣言》签署人之一，纳尔逊将军的后裔。他于1853年生于弗吉尼亚州的奥克兰。他童年时生活在英王乔治赐封给纳尔逊将军的封地上。房子坐落于通向雷蒙德的两条道路之间。在战争期间，这两条路成为了重要的军事运输线。

男孩从小在家中接受来自父亲与姑母的教育，他记忆超群，绘画技能掌握得也很快。

托马斯经常和他的兄弟在父亲的种植园里玩耍。他们喜欢在小木屋过夜，听着黑人奴隶们奇异的传说，松木在室内燃烧，在墙上投下诡异的暗影。

然后内战爆发，北弗吉尼亚军在种植园附近驻扎了两年之久。男孩看惯了军营生活，也十分喜欢倾听没有结局的战争故事。

1868年，这名未来的作家前往华盛顿大学，并为学报撰稿。毕业之后，他去了弗吉尼亚大学研习法学，并在第一年就获得了荣誉学位。

童年听过的许多故事与种植园的生活渐渐在托马斯的作品中浮现出来。几经波折，才有出版商接纳了他，但他的才能终于得到了认可。接下来，他所撰写的南方题材作品大受欢迎。不论是描写大户的宅邸还是林间小屋，他的文字都充满了鲜活真挚的喜怒哀乐。

接下来的选段来自帕戈的《两个小联盟军》，描写了在战争期间发生的种种奇遇。弗兰克和威利是作品的两个主人公，他们的兄长加入了南方的联盟军队，在被北方军队搜捕时躲在一间猎人小屋里，两个主人公一直在为他们送饭。

1.当穿过山谷，向着森林继续前进了一段距离后，他们觉得安全了，就转进了那条小道。他们兴高采烈地谈论着将军、休和他们的朋友米尔斯，还讨论了几个富有浪漫色彩的夺还战马计划。而当他们走出小道，转向大路的时候，却发现在20码之外有一队北方联军。他们正安静地坐在马上，显而易见是在看守着路口。

2.蓝色的军服把这两个小男孩吓坏了。他们似乎可以蹑手蹑脚地转身回去，但那是不是太晚了呢？然后，他们发现距离最近的一个男人看了过来。男孩们都不出声了，他们仿佛是林子里的小鸟，在老鹰翱翔时咽下了鸣叫。这时，一个士兵严厉地对他们喊道：“站住！”然后走了过来。他们的心脏都快跳到了嗓子眼儿。

“你们这两个小孩子去哪儿啊？”那个士兵走过来的时候问。

“回家。”

“你们住哪里？”

“在那边，奥克兰。”他们抬手往家的方向一指，发现家园突然被移到1000英里的地方。

“你们从哪儿过来的？”另一个士兵也过来了。

“从这条道上。”男孩子们的语气从来没这么谦顺过，每句话听上去都像是在道歉一般。

3.“去看你们兄弟啊？”又有一个人过来了，长相还不错。男孩儿们看向他，被这个问题弄得如遭雷击。

“好啦，孩子们，我们知道你们去过哪儿，”一个胳膊上戴着黄色臂章的小个子说话了。他有一张薄嘴唇，上面顶着一窄条胡须，骑在一匹有些呆滞的栗色瘦马上，“都老实交代出来，我们知道你们去见过他们了，而且需要你们带我们去。”

“不，我们不会。”弗兰克倔强地说道。

威利也表达了同样的决心。

4.“如果不听话，那你们可没什么好果子吃。”小个子下士说道。他对两个士兵下了命令，他们立刻就从马上下来，捉住了弗兰克，把他拎到一个骑兵身后。男孩的脸色极度苍白，但他紧紧地咬着嘴唇。

“出发，”下士又对另外几个人发令，他们走上了小道。“你们四个在这里待命，等着我们回来。”他对两个骑马的人和地面上其他的士兵说道，“看着他！”他伸出拇指朝威利一戳。威利的脸已经气得发红了。

5.“我要和弗兰克一起去！”威利大叫着，“让我去！”可他被人紧紧捉着胳膊。“弗兰克！叫他们让我去！”他继续喊着，泪水夺眶而出，拼尽全力在下士的手里挣扎。

“威利，他不会伤害你的！你们敢！”弗兰克在马上挣扎着，他膝盖顶上了马腿，马开始踢起来。

“安静点儿，小伙子，他不会伤害你朋友的。”一个人和善地说，他留着棕色的胡子，牙齿白得发亮。

6.他们沿着羊肠小道慢慢前行，弗兰克的腿被骑兵压制得完全不能动弹。在森林深处，小道分成了两岔。

“走哪边？”下士停下来问弗兰克。

弗兰克紧紧地闭着嘴瞪过去。

“哪一条路？”下士又重复了一次。

“我是不会说的。”弗兰克坚定地回答。

“听着，小伙子，我们捉住你了，你早晚都会说。最好痛快点儿，不然的话我们有法子逼你。”

男孩一言不发。

7.“你们下马，斯塔布斯，把马牵好。”他自己也下了马，其他三个人依言照做，将马匹都交给最后一个人。

“下来！”这句话是对弗兰克和他身后的骑兵说的。战士跳下马，弗兰克也滑下来。他面对着下士，对方手里握着一条皮带。

“你说不说？”他问道。

“不。”

“你不明白吗？”下士又逼近了一步，把皮带往前一凑。沉默了很长一阵儿。男孩面色苍白地注视着下士，但他的表情毫无变化。

8.“你其实不知道吧？”面对着男孩的表情，对方突然犹豫了一下，“你知道他们在哪儿吗？”

“我的确知道，但我不会告诉你的。”弗兰克这样说，然后流下眼泪来。

“小孩子把戏。”之前告诉弗兰克他们不会伤害威利的那个人开口了。下士低声对那个人说了几句，然后他回应道：

“你可以试试，但应该没什么用。再说，我也不喜欢这么干啊。”

弗兰克呛咳了一下，他停止了哭泣。

“你要是不说，我们就打死你。”小个子士兵说着，举起了枪。

9.男孩紧紧地闭着嘴，直视着下士。那男人把枪解下来，抓着弗兰克，将他的手反剪到背后绑紧。

“士兵们，各就各位。”他把这男孩推到一棵小树边，让他的后背挨着树。

弗兰克知道自己的死期到了。他想着自己的妈妈和威利，心里琢磨着士兵们是不是会把威利也打死。他的脸庞抽搐了起来，变得极其苍白。然后他又想起自己的父亲，如果父亲听说了自己的事，一定会以自己的勇敢为傲。这个念头给了他力量。

“这个绳结弄得我手疼。”弗兰克说。

刚才那个男人过来，松了松绳子。

“我才不会因为害怕就哭呢。”弗兰克说。

“现在，小伙子们，准备。”下士说着，举起了枪。

10.对于弗兰克来说，那真是一把很大的枪。他想着子弹会打中自己的哪里，伤口会不会流血，自己又会不会被整夜留在林子里。

“我想念祷词。”弗兰克平静地说。

那个士兵说了点儿什么，但他没听清。然后留着胡子的那个人走过来，而就在那一刻，他的眼前一黑。

接下来，弗兰克觉得自己一定是被打中了。泪水打湿了面颊，他慢慢倒下去。他听见有人说：“他好像要……”而另一个人接着开口了：“谢天谢地！”

11.弗兰克睁开了眼睛，发现自己躺在小树边上，他的脑袋枕在留着胡子的那个军人的大腿上。而那个小个子下士正俯下身躯，冲着弗兰克的脸洒水。剩下的人都围在他身边。

“怎么回事？”弗兰克问道。

“没事，”小个子下士和颜悦色地说，“我们就是想糊弄你一下，小伙子。”

“我们绝不会伤害你，”另一个人问，“感觉好点儿了？”

“是的，威利呢？”弗兰克累得都不想动弹了。

“他也没事，我们这就带你过去。”

“我被打中了吗？”弗兰克问。

“不！你真的认为我们会碰你一根毫毛吗？对你这么一个勇敢的小家伙？我们只是想吓唬你，结果做得太过头了，就这样。”

12.那声音实在是太和气了，弗兰克鼓起勇气坐起来。

“你现在能走路吗？”下士问道，一边把他搀起来，让他双脚踏实。

“我来照顾他。”一个大个子士兵说。而在弗兰克能走路之前，他就过来把弗兰克抱在臂弯里，往之前他们拘留威利的地方赶去。其他人骑着马跟在后面。

“我能走。”弗兰克说。

“不行，我抱着你。”

13.男孩不知道这个大块头骑兵正盯着臂弯上方自己浅色的头发，也不知道当对方踏上弗吉尼亚的林荫小道时，心里想的却是在特拉华的家乡；他也不清楚从那坚实的臂膀里传来的力道，其实是源自对远在布兰迪维因的某个男孩的爱怜。不久之后，在他们到达目的地之前，弗兰克就要求他放自己下来。

那个士兵温柔地把他放在地上，然后在放走他之前，亲了他一下。

“我在家里也有个卷毛的小家伙，跟你差不多大。”士兵温柔地说。

弗兰克觉得他的眼睛湿润了。“我希望你能平安回到他身边。”他说。

“上帝保佑！”战士回应道。

14.当士兵们回到之前的关口，发现威利依然沉浸在对弗兰克的悲痛之中。当他的兄弟重新出现在眼前，威利揉了揉眼睛，带着自豪听着士兵们夸奖弗兰克的“坚毅”，他们是这么说的。当他们放走了两个孩子，那个小个子下士还想塞给弗兰克一块五美元的金币，但被他礼貌地推拒了。





THE LITTLE POST-BOY

(Abridged)

By BAYARD TAYLOR

participated（participate）　incessantly　information

参加（过去式） 不断地　信息

circulation　thermometere　xhausted

流通，循环温度计 筋疲力尽的

aurora　extricate

极光 摆脱困境

Bayard Taylor, who wrote the story of “The Little Post-Boy”, was a great traveler and writer.His early home was at Kennett Square, Penn.His earliest desire was to go forth to see the world.He writes,—

“In looking back to my child-hood, I can recall the intensest desire to climb upward and take in a far wider sweep of vision.I envied every bird that sat swinging upon the topmost bough of the great cherry tree; and to rise in a balloon was a bliss which I would almost give my life to enjoy.

“Looking out of my window, on a bright May morning, I discovered a row of slats which had been nailed over the shingles, and had not been removed.Here was a chance to reach the comb of the steep roof and take my first look abroad into the world.I ventured out and was soon seated outside the sharp ridge.Unknown forests, new fields, and houses appeared to my triumphant view.The prospect, though it did not extend more than four miles in any direction, was boundless.

“Away in the northeast, glimmering through the trees, was a white object, probably the front of a distant barn; but I shouted to the astonished servant girl, who had just discovered me from the garden below, ‘I see the falls of Niagara!’”

Bayard had read all the books in the little library of his village before he was twelve years old, and had several books of his own, bought with money which he had earned selling nuts.Books of travel and poetry were his favorites, and he felt sure he should sometime visit the lands of which he read.

He began writing when very young, but did nothing with his writings until he was about seventeen, when he went to assist a printer, who published a village paper.His work there left him time for reading and writing poems, which were printed in the newspapers.

His first book was a little volume of poems, published when he was nineteen.Soon after he went abroad and spent two years traveling about on foot.On his return, he wrote “Views Afoot”, which made him well known.

The greater part of his life was spent in traveling and writing.

1.In my travels about the world, I have made the acquaintance of a great many children, and I might tell you many things about their dress, their speech, and their habits of life, in the different countries I have visited.I presume, however, that you would rather hear me relate some of my adventures in which children participated, so that the story and the information shall be given together.

This one shall be the story of my adventure with a little post-boy, in the northern part of Sweden.Very few foreigners travel in Sweden in the winter, on account of the intense cold.

2.I made my journey in the winter because I was on my way to Lapland, where it is easier to travel when the swamps and rivers are frozen, and the reindeer sleds can fly along over the smooth snow.It was very cold indeed, the greater part of the time; the days were short and dark, and if I had not found the people so kind, so cheerful, and so honest, I should have felt inclined to turn back more than once.

But I do not think there are better people in the world than those who live in Norrland, which is a Swedish province, commencing about two hundred miles north of Stockholm.

They are a tall, strong race, with yellow hair and bright blue eyes, and the handsomest teeth I ever saw.They live plainly, but very comfortably, in snug wooden houses, with double windows and doors to keep out the cold.

Here there are neither railroads nor stages, but the government has established poststations at distances varying from ten to twenty miles.At each station a number of horses are kept, but generally the traveler has his own sled, and simply hires the horses from one station to another.

3.I had my own little sled, filled with hay and covered with reindeer skins to keep me warm.So long as the weather was not too cold, it was very pleasant to speed along through the dark forests, over the frozen rivers, or past farm after farm in the sheltered valleys, up hill and down, until long after the stars came out, and then get a warm supper in some dark-red post cottage, while the cheerful people sang or told stories around the fire.

At first the thermometer fell to zero; then it went down ten degrees below; then twenty, and finally thirty.Being dressed in thick furs from head to foot, I did not suffer greatly; but I was very glad when the people assured me that such extreme cold never lasted more than two or three days.

Boys of twelve or fourteen very often went with me to bring back their fathers' horses, and so long as those lively, red-cheeked fellows could face the weather, it would not do for me to be afraid.

4.One night there was a wonderful aurora in the sky.The streamers of red and blue light darted hither and thither, chasing each other up to the zenith and down again to the northern horizon, with a rapidity and a brilliance which I had never seen before.“There will be a storm soon,” said my post-boy; “one always comes after these lights.”

Next morning the sky was overcast, and the short day was as dark as our twilight.But it was not quite so cold, and I traveled onward as fast as possible.There was a long tract of wild and thinly settled country before me, and I wished to get through it before stopping for the night.At seven o'clock in the evening I had still one more station of three Swedish miles before reaching the village where I intended to spend the night.Now, a Swedish mile is nearly equal to seven English, so that this station was at least twenty miles long.

5.I decided to take supper while the horse was eating his feed.They had not expected any more travelers at the station and were not prepared.The keeper had gone on with two lumber merchants; but his wife — a friendly, rosy-faced woman — prepared me some excellent coffee, potatoes, and stewed reindeer meat, upon which I made an excellent meal.

I did not feel inclined to go forth into the wintry storm, but, having set my mind on reaching the village that night, I was loath to turn back.

“It is a bad night，” said the woman, “and my husband will certainly stay at Umea until morning.Lars will take you, and they can come back together.”

“Who is Lars?” I asked.

“My son,” said she, “He is getting the horse ready.There is nobody else about the house tonight.”

6.Just then the door opened, and in came Lars.He was about twelve years old; but his face was so rosy, his eyes so clear and round and blue, and his golden hair was blown back from his face in such silky curls, that he appeared to be even younger.I was surprised that his mother should be willing to send him twenty miles through the dark woods on such a night.

“Come here, Lars,” I said.Then I took him by the hand, and asked, “Are you not afraid to go so far tonight?”

He looked at me with wondering eyes and smiled; and his mother made haste to say: “You need have no fear, sir.Lars is young; but he'll take you safe enough.If the storm don't get worse, you'll be at Umea by eleven o'clock.”

7.While I was deliberating with myself the boy had put on his overcoat of sheepskin, tied the lappets of his fur cap under his chin, and a thick woolen scarf around his nose and mouth, so that only the round blue eyes were visible; and then his mother took down the mittens of hare's fur from the stove, where they had been hung to dry.He put them on, took a short leather whip, and was ready.

I wrapped myself in my furs, and we went out together.The driving snow cut me in the face like needles, but Lars did not mind it in the least.He jumped into the sled, which he had filled with fresh, soft hay, tucked in the reindeer skins at the sides, and we cuddled together on the narrow seat, making everything close and warm before we set out.I could not see at all.

8.The night was dark, the snow blew incessantly, and the dark fir-trees roared all around us.Lars, however, knew the way, and somehow or other we kept the beaten track.He talked to the horse so constantly and so cheerfully that after awhile my own spirits began to rise, and the way seemed neither so long nor so disagreeable.

“Ho there, Axel!” he would say, “Keep the road, —not too far to the left.Well done.Here's a level, now trot a bit.”

So we went on, —sometimes up hill, sometimes down hill, —for a long time, as it seemed.I began to grow chilly, and even Lars handed me the reins, while he swung and beat his arms to keep the blood in circulation.He no longer sang little songs and fragments of hymns, as when we first set out; but he was not in the least alarmed or even impatient.Whenever I asked (as I did about every five minutes), “Are we nearly there ?” He always answered, “A little farther.”

9.Suddenly the wind seemed to increase.

“Ah,” said he, “now I know where we are: it's one mile more.” But one mile, you must remember, meant seven.

Lars checked the horse and peered anxiously from side to side in the darkness.I looked also, but could see nothing.

“What is the matter?” I finally asked.

“We have got past the hills on the left,” he said, “The country is open to the wind, and here the snow drifts worse than anywhere else on the road.If there have been no ploughs out tonight we'll have trouble.”

10.In less than a quarter of an hour we could see that the horse was sinking in the deep snow.He plunged bravely forward, but made scarcely any headway, and presently became so exhausted that he stood quite still.Lars and I arose from the seat and looked around.For my part, I saw nothing except some very indistinct shapes of trees; there was no sign of an opening through them.In a few minutes the horse started again, and with great labor carried us a few yards farther.

“Shall we get out and try to find the road?” said I.

“It's no use,” Lars answered, “In these new drifts we would sink to the waist.Wait a little and we shall get through this one.”

11.It was as he said.Another pull brought us through the deep part of the drift, and we reached a place where the snow was quite shallow.But it was not the hard, smooth surface of the road: we could feel that the ground was uneven and covered with roots and bushes.

Bidding Axel stand still, Lars jumped out of the sled and began wading around among the trees.Then I got out on the other side, but had not proceeded ten steps before I began to sink so deeply into the loose snow that I was glad to extricate myself and return.It was a desperate situation, and I wondered how we should ever get out of it.

12.I shouted to Lars, in order to guide him, and it was not long before he also came back to the sled.“If I knew where the road is,” said he, “I could get into it again.But I don't know; and I think we must stay here all night.”

“We shall freeze to death in an hour!” I cried.I was already chilled to the bone.The wind had made me very drowsy, and I knew that if I slept I should soon be frozen.

“Oh, no !” exclaimed Lars, cheerfully, “I am a Norrlander, and Norrlanders never freeze.I went with the men to the bear hunt last winter up on the mountains, and we were several nights in the snow.Besides, I know what my father did with a gentleman from Stockholm on this very road, and we'll do it tonight.”

“What was it?”

“Let me take care of Axel first,” said Lars, “We can spare him some hay and one reindeer skin.”

13.It was a slow task to unharness the horse, but we did it at last.Lars then led him under a fir-tree, and tied him to a branch, gave him some hay, and fastened the reindeer skin upon his back.

When this was done, Lars spread the remaining hay evenly over the bottom of the sled and covered it with the skins, which he tucked in very firmly on the side towards the wind.Then, lifting them on the other side, he said: “Now take off your fur coat, quick, lay it over the hay and then creep under it.”

14.I obeyed as rapidly as possible.For an instant I shuddered in the icy air; but the next moment I lay stretched in the bottom of the sled, sheltered from the storm.I held up the ends of the reindeer skins while Lars took off his coat and crept in beside me.Then we drew the skins down and pressed the hay against them.

When the wind seemed to be entirely excluded, Lars said we must pull off our boots, untie our scarfs, and so loosen our clothes that they would not feel tight upon any part of the body.When this was done, and we lay close together, warming each other, I found that the chill gradually passed out of my blood.

15.A delightful feeling of comfort crept over me, and I lay as snugly as in the best bed.I was surprised to find that, although my head was covered, I did not feel stifled.Enough air came in under the skins to prevent us from feeling oppressed.

There was barely room for the two of us to lie, with no chance of turning over or rolling about.In five minutes, I think, we were asleep, and I dreamed of gathering peaches on a warm August day at home.In fact, I did not wake up thoroughly during the night; neither did Lars, though it seemed to me that we both talked in our sleep.

Just as I was beginning to feel a little cramped and stiff from lying so still, I was suddenly aroused by the cold wind on my face.Lars had risen upon his elbow and was peeping out from under the skins.

16.“I think it must be near six o'clock,” he said, “The sky is clear, and I can see the big star.We can start in another hour.”

I felt so much refreshed that I was for setting out immediately; but Lars remarked, very sensibly, that it was not yet possible to find the road.While we were talking, Axel neighed.

“There they are!” cried Lars, and immediately began to put on his boots, his scarf, and heavy coat.I did the same, and by the time we were ready we heard shouts and the crack of whips.We harnessed Axel to the sled, and proceeded slowly in the direction of the sounds, which came, as we presently saw, from a company of farmers, out thus early to plough the road.

After they had passed, we sped along merrily in the cold, morning twilight, and in little more than an hour reached the post-house.

小邮递员

（节选）

贝耶德·泰勒

“小邮递员”的作者贝耶德·泰勒是一位了不起的旅行家和作家。他早年生活在宾夕法尼亚州的肯尼特广场。他最初的理想就是环游世界。他写道：

“回首我的童年时代，我能回忆起那种想要爬得更高、看得更远的强烈愿望。我羡慕那些站在高大的樱桃树顶上的小鸟，随着大树枝来回摇晃。如果能享受随着气球升上天空的快乐，我简直愿意用生命去换。

“这个五月晴朗的早晨从我的窗子望出去，我发现屋顶上有一排钉上后没拆下来的木板。这样我就有机会爬上陡峭的屋顶，第一次眺望周围的世界。我进行了这次冒险，很快就坐在尖尖的屋脊上了。我胜利地看到未知的森林，新的田野和房子进入视野。这新的景色，尽管往四周延伸了不足4英里，感觉却像是无边无际。

“远远的在东北方，树丛中隐约闪现一个白色的东西，可能是远处仓房的大门，下面花园里的女仆刚发现了我，吓坏了，但我对她大喊着‘我看到了尼亚加拉大瀑布！’”

不到12岁的贝耶德读完了他们村子里小图书馆的全部书籍，并且自己也拥有了一些书，那是用他卖坚果赚的钱买的。他最喜欢关于旅行和诗歌的书，而且坚信有一天他会去游览那些他读到的地方。

贝耶德很小就开始写作，但直到17岁以前都没有公开过他的作品。那年他去给一位从事印刷业的人当助手，那人出版一份当地村子的报纸。他的工作使他有时间阅读和写作诗歌，这些诗也登在了这份报纸上。

贝耶德的第一本书是一卷小小的诗集，在他19岁那年出版的。不久他到国外徒步旅行了2年。 在归途中他写下了《脚下的风景》，并一举成名。

贝耶德一生中大部分时间都用于旅行和写作。

1.当我在世界各地旅行时，我认识了许多孩子，我可以告诉你那些我去过的不同国家孩子们的衣着、他们的言谈、他们的生活习惯。但是，我猜你们更愿意听我那些有孩子们参与其中的冒险，这样故事和孩子们的事情就可以一起说了。

我的这个故事是和一个小男孩邮递员的冒险，在瑞典的北部。由于瑞典的严寒，很少有外国人冬天在那里旅行。

2.我会在冬天造访是因为我要去拉普兰，那地方在沼泽和河流结冰后更便于旅行，驯鹿雪橇也能飞跃过光滑的雪地。这儿大部分时候确实非常冷，白天短暂而昏暗，如果不是我发现这里的人友善、快乐而纯朴，我不止一次有掉头回家的冲动。

但我认为世界上不会有比住在诺尔兰的人更好的人，那是瑞典的一个省，在斯德哥尔摩北方200英里左右。

住在诺尔兰的是非常高大强壮的民族，有黄头发和浅蓝色的眼睛，和我见过最好的牙齿。他们生活得简单但很舒适，住在整洁的小木屋里，有双重的门和窗抵御寒冷。

这里没有铁路和月台，不过政府每隔一段路会建邮局，距离在10英里～20英里不等。每个邮局都养着几匹马，但通常旅行者有自己的雪橇，只要租用这些马匹就可以从一个邮局到下一个。

3.我有自己的小雪橇，塞满干草蒙上了驯鹿皮来使我保暖。只要天气不太冷，旅途还是令人心旷神怡。飞速穿过黑暗的森林，越过结冰的河面，或是在掩蔽的山谷中经过一个又一个村庄，在山间上上下下，直到天黑到星星出来，在深红色的邮政小屋里吃一顿热腾腾的晚饭，快活的人们围在火边歌唱或讲述古老的故事。

一开始温度计降到了0℃，然后又降到了零下10℃，接着是零下20℃、零下30℃。我从头到脚穿着厚厚的毛皮，没怎么被冻着，但我很高兴大家向我保证这样的酷寒持续从不超过两三天。

12岁或14岁的那些男孩子经常跟我去把他们父亲的马带回来，只要这些脸蛋红扑扑、活泼的小家伙能对付这样的天气，我也绝不会害怕。

4.一天夜里天空中出现了神奇的北极光。红色和蓝色的光带忽东忽西地冲撞着，你追我赶直到天空顶端，又忽然降到北面地平线以下，那速度与光彩我从未见过。“马上要有暴风雪了，”我的小邮递员说，“出现这些光之后通常会有。”

第二天清早天空阴云密布，短暂的白天如同我们的黄昏。但天气并不太冷，我全速向前行进。我面前有一片长长的荒凉人迹罕至的土地，我希望能在天黑前穿过它，以便找地方过夜。夜晚7点钟的时候我经过一个邮局，离我打算过夜的村庄还有3瑞典里。而1瑞典里相当于7英里，就是说还得走至少20英里。

5.我决定在喂马的同时吃晚饭。他们没料到还有旅客会来邮局，因此没有做任何准备。管理员跟两个木材商人走了，但他的妻子是个很友善、脸颊红润的女人，她给我弄了些很棒的咖啡、土豆、炖驯鹿肉，我美美地吃了一顿。

我并不想与冬天的暴风雪交锋，但我决意那天晚上要赶到村庄，故而不愿意回头。

“今晚天气不好，”那女人说，“我丈夫肯定要在尤莫奥待到天亮， 拉斯可以带你去，然后他们可以一起回来。”

“拉斯是谁？”我问道。

“我儿子，”那女人说，“他正在备马。 今晚这附近不会再有人啦。”

6.正在这时门开了，拉斯进来了。他大概12岁，但他的脸色那么红润，蓝眼睛又圆又亮，光滑卷曲的金发披在脸旁，让他看上去比实际年龄更小。我很诧异他的妈妈愿意让他在这样的夜晚穿过黑暗的树林到20英里以外去。

“拉斯，过来，”我说，然后我拉着他的手问，“你晚上走这么远不怕吗？”

拉斯用诧异的眼神看着我微微一笑，他妈妈赶紧说：“你不用担心，先生。拉斯年纪小，但他会带你安全到达。 如果暴风雪不再变强，你11点就能到尤莫奥啦。”

7.我还在暗自琢磨的时候这孩子已经穿上了羊皮外套，在下巴下面系紧了皮帽的飘带，还用一条厚厚的羊毛围巾包住了鼻子和嘴，这样只有他圆圆的蓝眼睛还露在外面。接着他妈妈从炉子上取下烘烤晾干的兔毛露指手套，他戴上手套，拿了根短皮鞭，整装待发。

我把自己裹在毛皮大衣里，我们一同出去了。大雪打在脸上如同针扎一般，但拉斯似乎一点儿也不在意。他跳进雪橇，这雪橇他已塞满新鲜松软的干草，四周用驯鹿皮围好。 出发前我和他挤在狭窄的座位里，尽量靠近取暖。我什么都看不见。

8.夜很黑，雪花不断吹来，我们周围幽暗的冷杉呼呼怒吼。但拉斯认识路，至少我们也能沿着车辙走。他不停和马儿说话，说得那么高兴，不一会儿就让我的心情也变得轻快起来，路途似乎也不那么漫长讨厌了。

“嚯，看着点，埃克瑟！”拉斯会说，“走在路中间，别太靠左。没错。这是段平路，跑快点儿。”

就这样我们前进着，一会儿上山，一会儿下山，似乎走了很久很久。我开始觉得越来越冷，拉斯都得把缰绳交给我，好挥舞和拍打胳膊保持血液循环。他也不再像我们刚出发的时候那样唱歌和哼小曲了，但他一点儿也没有害怕，甚至没有不耐烦。每当我问他（因为我大概每隔5分钟就问一次）“我们快倒了吗？”他总是回答：“还有一点儿路。”

9.突然风好像变大了。

“啊，”他说，“现在我知道我们在哪儿了，还有1里路。”但是1里路，你要记得，是7英里。

拉斯检查了一下马匹，在黑暗中紧张地左右看看。我也看了，不过什么也没看到。

“怎么了？”我终于问道。

“我们经过了左边的小山，”他说，“这块空地迎着风，因此路上积雪比其他地方更厉害。如果今晚没把雪刨开我们就有麻烦了。”

10.不到一刻钟我们就能看到马陷在了厚厚的雪中。它勇敢地向前冲，但几乎没法前进，不久就精疲力竭地停了下来。拉斯和我从座位上站起来四下张望。就我而言，除了一些模糊的树的轮廓之外什么也没看见，没有迹象显示这里是个风口。过了几分钟马儿又开始前进，但费了老大力气才把我们拖了几码远。

“我们要出来找到路吗？”我问。

“没用的，”拉斯回答说,“这些新的积雪会让我们陷到腰部。等一会儿我们就能穿过这里。”

11.拉斯就是这么说的。马儿再次用力把我们拉过了积雪最深的位置，我们现在进入了雪比较浅的区域。但这不是坚硬、光滑的路面：我们能感觉到地面不平整，遍布树根和灌木。

拉斯喊埃克瑟停下，跳到雪橇外面开始穿过树丛。我从另一边下来，但走了不到10步就深深陷进积雪，幸好抽身出来走回了原地。情况看起来非常令人绝望，我怀疑到底怎样我们才能走出去。

12.我大声喊着拉斯，想给他指方向，不过他很快就回到了雪橇这里。“如果我知道路在哪里，”他说，“我就能走回去。但是我不知道，看来我们要在这儿过夜了。”

“我们一个小时就会冻死的！”我叫道。我已经寒冷彻骨，狂风令我昏昏欲睡，但我知道一睡着我就会很快冻僵。

“哦，不会的！”拉斯高兴地说，“我是个诺尔兰人，诺尔兰人不会冻死。我去年冬天跟大人们到山里猎熊，在雪里过了好几夜。再说，我知道我爸爸和一位从斯德哥尔摩来的先生在这条路上是怎么做的，我们今晚就这么办。”

“怎么办？”

“让我先照顾好埃克瑟，”拉斯说，“我们可以匀给他一些干草和一张鹿皮。”

13.给马卸下马具是件费时的工作，不过我们最后还是完成了。接着拉斯把它牵到一棵冷杉下，把它绑在一根树枝上，给了它一些干草，把鹿皮在它背上拴牢。

做完这些，拉斯把剩下的干草平铺在雪橇底部，在上面盖上鹿皮，并把迎风的那一面塞紧。然后他掀起另外一边，说：“现在脱掉毛皮大衣，快点，铺到干草上再爬到底下去。”

14.我按照指示尽快这么做了。有一瞬间我在寒冷的空气里哆嗦着，但我很快爬到了雪橇底下，躲开了暴风雪。我掀起鹿皮一角，这时拉斯脱下外套爬到我旁边。然后我们把鹿皮拉下来用干草压住。

等风似乎不那么猛烈的时候，拉斯说我们要脱下靴子、解开围巾、松开衣服，这样它们就不会把身体任何部位紧紧绑住。脱完之后我们紧靠在一起，彼此取暖，我感到寒冷渐渐从血液中消失了。

15.有种令人宽慰的快乐之情涌上心间，我就像在最好的床上舒服地躺着。我惊讶地发现，尽管头部被盖住，我也没感到窒息。鹿皮下有充足的空气使我们不至于呼吸困难。

地方狭小，两个人只能勉强躺着，没法翻身或滚动。大约五分钟，我估计，我们就睡着了，我梦见了温暖的八月里在家乡收获桃子。事实上我整夜都没醒，拉斯也没有，尽管我们睡着的时候似乎都说了梦话。

正当我觉得挤在一起静止不动使得全身有点僵硬，我突然被吹在脸上的冷风惊醒。拉斯用手肘支起自己，正在从鹿皮底下往外爬。

16.“我想应该差不多6点了，”他说，“天亮了，我能看到那颗大星星。我们一小时内就能出发。”

我倍感振奋，马上就做好了出发准备，但拉斯很理智地说现在还没法找到路。我们正说话的时候，埃克瑟嘶鸣起来。

“他们在那儿！”拉斯大叫一声，立刻套上靴子，围上围巾，穿上厚重的外套。我也照做，我们穿好的同时也听到了呼喊声和马鞭的噼啪声。我们给埃克瑟戴上马具套上雪橇，朝着声音的方向缓慢行去，我们当时看到，来的是一群农夫，一早来把路刨开。

等农夫们经过之后，我们在寒冷的晨光中一路飞驰，一小时多点就到达了邮局。





THE WIND AND THE MOON

By GEORGE MacDONALD

A most original and interesting writer is George MacDonald, who was born in 1824, in a little town in Scotland, some thirty miles or more above Aberdeen.He received a university education and entered the ministry.Like all Scotchmen, he dearly loves his native land, and during all of his life has been a deep student of Scottish life and scenery.

Years ago Mr.MacDonald was obliged to give up regular preaching on account of his health.He began to describe the Scottish life and scenery which were so dear and familiar to him.He has written some powerful novels, rich in thought, as well as a great number of stories and poems for young people.

His fairy tales, especially “At the Back of the North Wind” “The Princess and the Goblin” and also “The Princess and Cardie,” make fascinating reading for children, and are full of beautiful fancies.

This genial Scotch author has made thousands of friends all over the world who have never seen his face.They have been won to him by his writings, which appeal to their hearts and stimulate them to better things.

Mr.MacDonald is tall, of a fine figure and dignified presence, and has a handsome, striking face with a grave but sweet expression.He speaks with a Scottish accent.He preaches now and then, but most of his time is devoted to literary work, which was taken up as a recreation when his health failed.

Said the wind to the moon, “I will blow you out.

You stare

In the air

Like a ghost in a chair,

Always looking what I'm about.

I hate to be watched; I will blow you out.”

The wind blew hard, and out went the moon.

So deep

On a heap

Of cloudless sleep,

Down lay the wind, and slumbered soon,

Muttering low —“I've done for that moon.”

He turned in his bed; she was there again!

On high

In the sky

With her ghost eye,

The moon shone white and alive and plain;

Said the wind —“I will blow you out again.”

He blew, and he blew, and she thinned to a thread.

“One puff

More's enough

To blow her to snuff!

One good puff more where the last was bred,

And glimmer, glum will go the thread.”

He blew a great blast, and the thread was gone;

In the air

Nowhere

Was a moonbeam bare;

Far off and harmless the sky stars shone;

Sure and certain the moon was gone!

The wind took to his revels once more.

On down,

In town,

Like a merry-mad clown,

He leaped and halloed with whistle and roar.

“What's that ? ”The glimmering thread once more.

He flew in a rage—

he danced and blew;

But in vain

Was the pain

Of his bursting brain;

For still broader the moon-scrap grew,

The broader he swelled his big cheeks, and blew.

Slowly she grew —till she filled the night

And shone

On the throne

In the sky alone,

A matchless, wonderful, silvery light,

Radiant and lovely, the queen of the night.

Said the wind—“What a marvel of power am I!

With my breath,

Good faith,

I blew her to death,

First blew her away right out of the sky,

Then blew her in; what strength am I!”

But the moon knew nothing about the affair;

For high

In the sky

With her one white eye,

Motionless, miles above the air,

She had never heard the great wind blare.

风和月亮

乔治·麦克唐纳

乔治·麦克唐纳于1824年生于苏格兰距阿伯丁郡30英里左右的一个小山村。他的文风独具特色，妙趣横生。在大学毕业后，他进入政府任职。如同所有的苏格兰人一样，他对自己的故土有着强烈的热爱，而且终生都对苏格兰的生活与风光怀着深切的感情。

由于身体羸弱，幼时的麦克唐纳不得不放弃接受常规的教育。他开始试着描写自己最为熟悉与喜爱的苏格兰风俗民情。他也撰写了几部个性鲜明、寓意深刻的小说，以及大量以年轻读者为受众的故事和诗歌。

麦克唐纳的童话，尤其是《北风背后》《公主和小丑》以及《公主和羊毛衫》，无不充满了美丽的想象，深受孩子们的喜爱。

这位和蔼可亲的苏格兰作家获得了世界人民的喜爱。他的作品感染力极强，动人心扉，激起读者对美好事物的渴望。

麦克唐纳的身材高挑，相貌堂堂。他十分英俊，表情庄重却又不失亲和，说话时总带着苏格兰口音。他偶尔会执教，但大多时候都将精力投入在文学创作上，作为病中的消遣。

风对月亮开口：“我要把你赶走。

你盘踞

在天空之中

就像椅子里的幽灵，

你总爱将我窥伺。

而我痛恨你如此，我要把你吹走。”

于是狂风席卷，月亮再也不见。

然后

在晴朗的夜里

风疲惫地倒在床上，

他刚一躺下，就沉沉地睡着了，

嘴里兀自叨念着：“月亮已与我无关。”

可是当他翻个身醒来时，月亮居然还在那里！

高高的

在苍穹之上

一双幽灵般的眼睛，

她白皙的光灵动而平和地照耀着大地。

于是风说：“我将再把你拂去。”

他吹啊吹啊，弄得她光芒黯淡

“嗨！

再来一次，

足够让她完蛋了！

再好好地来一次让她不再重生，

就会熄灭。”

于是他用力猛吹，月影暗沉；

寰宇之内

让月光

再无归处；

更远的彼方星群无辜闪亮；

显然月亮的确不见了！

狂风又一次满心欢喜，高奏凯歌。

上下徘徊，

横行世间，

活像个疯狂小丑，

他跳跃狂笑，呼哨欢呼

“咦，那又是何物？”微光重返人间。

狂风怒不可遏

他上蹿下跳，狂吹不止；

但他

头痛欲裂

徒增苦楚；

月轮愈发圆润，

罔顾他拼命吹鼓。

她缓缓充斥夜空

她

独登宝座

光耀四宇，

她举世无双，银光奇妙，

璀璨皎洁，如夜之女王。

风喃喃低语：“我有如此神力!

我奋力吹去，

她本该，

必死无疑，

我将她吹离夜空，

可她又再度回落，我竟是如此软弱！”

但是月亮对这一切毫无所知，

月轮

盘踞高空

像一只雪白的眼睛，

高高在上，不为所动，

她从未听到过伟大的风的尖叫声。





THE MOUSE AND THE MOONBEAM

(Abridged)

dignified　pasturage　executing（execute）

体面的 牧场执行（现在分词）

verdure　leagues　beauteous

青翠的草木里格(长度单位=3英里) 美丽的

interrupt　illumined（illumine）

打断 照亮（过去式）

From “A Little Book of Profitable Tales” published by Charles Scribner's Sons.Copyright, 1889, by Eugene Field.

Eugene Field is a writer who belongs to every one.The East and the West both claim him, and he has written as much for children as for older people.

His writing was so largely the expression of a warm, loving heart that no one could be left out or forgotten in the songs that sprang from its depths.

He was born in the city of St.Louis, in September, 1850.At the death of his mother, when Eugene was six years old, he and his brother Koswell were taken to Amherst, Mass.,where their cousin cared for them like a mother.Eugene was a happy, loving boy, very fond of pets.He had an odd name for every cat, dog, or bird, and talked with them as if they understood him.In after years he gave his children just such odd pet names.

His early education was received at Amherst.He was but an ordinary scholar, but had a marked talent for drawing and would often spend an hour decorating a letter with elves and brownies.His father was a great student, and the boys at one time carried on a correspondence with him in Latin.After studying at Williams and Knox Colleges, Eugene joined his brother at the University of Missouri, and there finished his education.

After a trip abroad, he was married to Miss Comstock, the sister of a college friend.He now began work in earnest on a newspaper in St.Louis, becoming quite famous in his line of writing.In 1883 he went to Chicago, where he remained the rest of his life.His poetic talent was very slow in showing itself, the first poem of any merit being written when he was thirty.His earlier writings were on the comic line, and it was not until after the publication of “Little Boy Blue” that the deeper fountains of his genius became apparent.

Unlike most writers, he loved to have others near him while he worked.He delighted in Nature, but wished some dear companion close at hand to share his pleasure in her.Many were the boyhood rambles he took over the hills about Amherst, and in later life his eye was quick to notice and delight in the changes in the landscape about him.He made friends everywhere, but was at his best in his family.Much of his tenderest verse is full of bright pictures of his home life.Mr.Field died in 1895.

1.Whilst you were sleeping, little Dear-my-Soul, strange things happened; but that I saw and heard them, I should never have believed them.The clock stood, of course, in the corner, a moonbeam floated idly on the floor, and a little mauve mouse came from the hole in the chimney corner and frisked and scampered in the light of the moonbeam upon the floor.

The little mauve mouse was particularly merry; sometimes she danced upon two legs and sometimes upon four legs, but always very daintily and always very merrily.

2.“Ah, me!” sighed the old clock, “how different mice are nowadays from the mice we used to have in the good old times! Now there was your grandma, Mistress Velvetpaw, and there was your grandpa, Master Sniff-whisker,—how grave and dignified they were!”

“Many a night have I seen them dancing upon the carpet below me, but always the stately minuet and never that crazy frisking which you are executing now, to my surprise—yes, and to my horror, too.”

“But why shouldn't I be merry?” asked the little mauve mouse, “To-morrow is Christmas, and this is Christmas eve.”

“So it is,” said the old clock, “I had really forgotten all about it.But, tell me, what is Christmas to you, little Miss Mauve Mouse?”

3.“A great deal to me!” cried the little mauve mouse, “I have been very good a very long time: I have not used any bad words, nor have I gnawed any holes, nor have I stolen any canary seed, nor have I worried my mother by running behind the flour barrel where that horrid trap is set.In fact, I have been so good that I'm very sure Santa Claus will bring me something very pretty.”

This seemed to amuse the old clock mightily; in fact, the old clock fell to laughing so heartily that she struck twelve instead of ten, which was exceedingly careless.

4.“Why, you silly little mauve mouse,” said the old clock, “you don't believe in Santa Claus, do you?”

“Of course I do,” answered the little mauve mouse, “Believe in Santa Claus? Why shouldn't I? Didn't Santa Claus bring me a beautiful butter-cracker last Christmas, and a lovely gingersnap, and a delicious rind of cheese, and—and—lots of things? I should be very ungrateful if I did not believe in Santa Claus, and I certainly shall not disbelieve in him at the very moment when I am expecting him to arrive with a bundle of goodies for me.”

5.“But if you believe in Santa Claus, why aren't you in bed?” said the old clock.

“That's where I shall be presently,” answered the little mauve mouse, “but I must have my scamper, you know.It is very pleasant, I assure you, to frolic in the light of the moon; only I cannot understand why you are always so cold and so solemn and so still, you pale, pretty little moonbeam.”

“Indeed, I do not know that I am so,” said the moonbeam, “But I am very old, and I have traveled many, many leagues, and I have seen wondrous things.Sometimes I toss upon the ocean, sometimes I fall upon a slumbering flower.I see the fairies at their play, and I hear mothers singing lullabies.Last night I swept across the frozen bosom of a river.”

6.“How strangely you talk,” said the old clock, “Now, I'll warrant me that, if you wanted to, you could tell many a pretty and wonderful story.You must know many a Christmas tale; pray, tell us one to wear away this night of Christmas watching.”

“I know but one,” said the moonbeam, “I have told it over and over again, in every land and in every home; yet I do not weary of it.It is very simple.Should you like to hear it?”

“Indeed we should,” said the old clock; “but before you begin, let me strike twelve, for I shouldn't want to interrupt you.”

7.When the old clock had performed this duty, the moonbeam began its story: —

“Upon a time —so long ago that I can't tell how long ago it was — I fell upon a hillside.It was in a far distant country; this I know, because, although it was the Christmas time, it was not in that country as it is won't to be in countries to the north.Hither the snow king never came; flowers bloomed all the year, and at all times the lambs found pleasant pasturage on the hillsides.

“The night wind was balmy, and there was a fragrance of cedar in its breath.There were violets on the hillside, and I fell amongst them and lay there.I kissed them and they awakened.‘Ah, is it you, little moonbeam？’ they said, and they nestled in the grass which the lambs had left uncropped.

8.“A shepherd lay upon a broad stone on the hillside; above him spread an olive-tree, old, ragged, and gloomy.The shepherd's name was Benoni.Wearied with long watching, he had fallen asleep; his crook had slipped from his hand.

“Upon the hillside, too, slept the shepherd's flock.I had counted them again and again; I had stolen across their gentle faces and brought them pleasant dreams of green pastures and of cool water-brooks.

“‘Ah, is it you, little moonbeam?’ quoth the violets, ‘You have come in good time.Nestle here with us, and see wonderful things come to pass.’

“‘What are these wonderful things of which you speak?’ I asked.

9.“‘We heard the old olive-tree telling of them tonight,’ said the violets.

“‘Do not go to sleep, little violets,’ said the old olive-tree, ‘for this is Christmas night, and the Master shall walk upon the hillside in the glory of the midnight hour.’

“So we waited and watched; one by one the lambs fell asleep; one by one the stars peeped out; the shepherd nodded and crooned and crooned and nodded, and at last he, too, went fast asleep, and his crook slipped from his keeping.

“Then we called to the old olive-tree yonder, asking how soon the midnight hour would come; but all the old olive-tree answered was, ‘Presently, presently,’ and finally we, too, fell asleep, wearied by our long watching, and lulled by the rocking and swaying of the old olive-tree in the breezes of the night.

10.“‘But who is this Master?’ I asked.

“‘A child, a little child,’ they answered, ‘He is called the little Master by the others.He comes here often and plays among the flowers of the hillside.Sometimes the lambs, gamboling too carelessly, have crushed and bruised us so that we lie bleeding and are likely to die; but the little Master heals our wounds and refreshes us once again.’

“I marveled much to hear these things.‘The midnight hour is at hand,’ said I, ‘and I will abide with you to see this little Master of whom you speak.’ So we nestled among the verdure of the hillside, and sang songs one to another.

11.“‘Come away!’ called the night wind; ‘I know a beauteous sea not far hence, upon whose bosom you shall float, float, float away out into the mists and clouds, if you will come with me.’

“But I hid under the violets and amid the tall grass, that the night wind might not woo me with its pleading.‘Ho there, old olive-tree!’ cried the violets; ‘do you see the little Master coming？Is not the midnight hour at hand ?’

“‘I can see the town yonder,’ said the old olive-tree,‘A star beams bright over Bethlehem, the iron gates swing open, and the little Master comes.’

12.“Two children came to the hillside.The one, older than his comrade, was Dimas, the son of Benoni.He was rugged and sinewy, and over his brown shoulders was flung a goatskin; a leathern cap did not confine his long, dark, curly hair.The other child was he whom they called the little Master; about his slender form clung raiment white as snow, and around his face of heavenly innocence fell curls of golden yellow.

“So beautiful a child I had not seen before, nor have I ever since seen such as he.And as they came together to the hillside, there seemed to glow about the little Master's head a soft white light, as if the moon had sent its tenderest, fairest beams to kiss those golden curls.

13.“‘What sound was that ?’ cried Dimas, for he was exceeding fearful.

“‘Have no fear, Dimas,’ said the little Master, ‘Give me thy hand, and I will lead thee.’

“Presently they came to the rock whereon Benoni, the shepherd, lay; and they stood under the old olive-tree, and the old olive-tree swayed no longer in the night wind, but bent its branches reverently in the presence of the little Master.It seemed as if the wind, too, stayed in its shifting course just then; for suddenly there was a solemn hush.

“‘Thy father sleeps,’ said the little Master,‘and it is well that it is so; for that I love thee, Dimas, and that thou shalt walk with me in my Father's kingdom, I would show thee the glories of my birthright.’

14.“Then all at once sweet music filled the air, and light, greater than the light of day, illumined the sky and fell upon all that hillside.The heavens opened, and angels, singing joyous songs, walked to the earth.More wondrous still, the stars, falling from their places in the sky, clustered upon the old olive-tree, and swung hither and thither like colored lanterns.The flowers of the hill-side all awakened, and they, too, danced and sang.

“The angels, coming hither, hung gold and silver and jewels and precious stones upon the old olive, where swung the stars; so that the glory of that sight, though I might live forever, I shall never see again.

“When Dimas heard and saw these things he fell upon his knees, and catching the hem of the little Master's garment, he kissed it.

“‘Greater joy than this shall be thine, Dimas,’ said the little Master; ‘but first must all things be fulfilled.’

15.“All through that Christmas night did the angels come and go with their sweet anthems; all through that Christmas night did the stars dance and sing; and when it came my time to steal away, the hillside was still beautiful with the glory and the music of heaven.”

“Well, is that all ?” asked the old clock.

“No,” said the moonbeam; “but I am nearly done.The years went on.Sometimes I tossed upon the ocean's bosom, sometimes I scampered o'er a battlefield, sometimes I lay upon a dead child's face.I heard the voices of Darkness and mothers' lullabies and sick men's prayers, —and so the years went on.

16.“I fell one night upon a hard and furrowed face.It was of ghostly pallor.A thief was dying on the cross, and this was his wretched face.About the cross stood men with staves and swords and spears, but none paid heed unto the thief.Somewhat beyond this cross another was lifted up, and upon it was stretched a human body my light fell not upon.

“But I heard a voice that somewhere I had heard before, —though where I did not know, —and this voice blessed those that railed and jeered and shamefully entreated.And suddenly the voice called ‘Dimas, Dimas!’ and the thief upon whose hardened face I rested made answer.

17.“Then I saw that it was Dimas; yet to this wicked criminal there remained but little of the shepherd child whom I had seen in all his innocence upon the hillside.Long years of sinful life had seared their marks into his face; yet now, at the sound of that familiar voice, somewhat of the oldtime boyish look came back, and I seemed to see the shepherd's son again.

“‘The Master!’ cried Dimas, and he stretched forth his neck that he might see him that spake.

“‘O Dimas, how art thou changed !’ cried the Master, yet there was in his voice no tone of rebuke save that which cometh of love.

18.“Then Dimas wept, and in that hour he forgot his pain.And the Master's consoling voice and the Master's presence there wrought in the dying criminal such a new spirit that when at last his head fell upon his bosom, and the men about the cross said that he was dead, it seemed as if I shined, not upon a felon's face, but upon the face of the gentle shepherd lad, the son of Benoni.

“And shining on that dead and peaceful face, I bethought me of the little Master's words that he had spoken under the old olive-tree upon the hillside :‘Your eyes behold the promised glory now, O Dimas,’ I whispered, ‘for with the Master you walk in Paradise.’”

19.Ah, little Dear-my-Soul, you know—you know whereof the moonbeam spake.The shepherd's bones are dust, the flocks are scattered, the old olive-tree is gone,the flowers of the hillside are withered, and none knoweth where the grave of Dimas is made.But last night again there shined a star over Bethlehem, and the angels descended from the sky to earth, and the stars sang together in glory.

And the bells, —hear them, little Dear-my-Soul, how sweetly they are ringing, —the bells bear us the good tidings of great joy this Christmas morning, that our Christ is born, and that with him he bringeth peace on earth and goodwill toward men.

老鼠与月光

（节选）

节选自《益智故事短篇集》，尤金·菲尔德著，版权隶属于斯克里布纳子公司（1889年）。

尤金·菲尔德是众所周知的作家，他的作品中包括大量的儿童与成人文学，名贯东西。

尤金·菲尔德的笔触温暖动人、充满爱心，内容深刻翔实，易于铭记。

尤金·菲尔德于1850年生于圣路易斯市，母亲在他6岁时去世。他与兄长斯维尔被带到马萨诸塞州的阿默斯特，在那儿得到表亲的照顾。孩提时的尤金十分可爱，热爱小动物。他为每只猫、狗和鸟都起了奇特的绰号，并与他们进行对话。多年之后，他给自己的孩子也起了一些类似的宠物昵称。

尤金在阿默斯特接受了早期教育，学业中等，却富于绘画才能，经常用上整整一小时画用小精灵和布朗尼装饰的信纸。他的父亲十分好学，某次，兄弟们曾在他的指导下学习拉丁文。在威廉及诺克斯学院深造后，尤金和他的兄弟一起进入了密苏里大学，并圆满毕业。

在一次国外旅行后，尤金与同窗的姐妹康斯托克小姐结婚。他现在开始在圣路易斯的一家报社勤奋工作，并凭借笔力建立起了一些名望。1883年，他去了芝加哥，并在那里终生居住。他在诗歌上的才能较晚时才得以展现，第一首好诗在他30岁时才问世。他早期的写作主要集中在漫画脚本方面，而直到《蓝色小男孩》发表之后，他的才能才为人们所熟知。

与大多数作家不同，尤金在工作时希望他人的陪伴。他热爱大自然，喜欢能与关系亲密的友人们共同欣赏美好风光。他经常与好友在阿默斯特山上漫步，眼光锐利，每当发现山脉景色的变迁便欢悦不已。他交友甚广，但最重视的还是自己的家人。他的诗作大多风格柔美，充满了对家园生活的鲜明写照。尤金死于1895年。

1.我亲爱的孩子，当你陷入梦乡时，总是会有些奇异的事情发生。而我看得清楚，听得分明，并且难以置信。一如既往，钟坐落在屋角，月光朦胧地倾泻在地板上。一只淡紫色的小老鼠正从烟囱里的洞穴中爬出来，活蹦乱跳地在地上的月光间奔跑。

小小的淡紫色老鼠其实很开心。有时她用两条后腿直立着跳舞，有时则四肢着地，但她总是非常优雅与快活。

2.“哎呀！老天！”老钟说道，“现在的老鼠可真不一样呀！我们过去那些好时光哟！你的奶奶肉爪夫人，还有你的爷爷嗅须老爷，他们过得可真是优雅又体面！”

“我曾经在夜里看见他们在我下方的地毯上翩翩起舞，但总是很低调，可不像你现在这么疯疯癫癫的。你可真是让我又惊又怕。”

“我就不能高兴高兴啦？”淡紫色的小老鼠问道，“明天就是圣诞，今天是圣诞前夜嘛。”

“这话没错，”老钟说，“我可忘得一干二净了。可是，告诉我，淡紫色老鼠小姐，圣诞跟你有什么关系呢？”

3.“关系可大啦！”淡紫色的小老鼠叫道，“我一直都表现得特别好，不说脏话，也不随便打洞；不偷金丝雀藤的种子，也没在放着陷阱的面粉桶那边乱跑让妈妈担心。事实上，我表现得这么好，我敢说圣诞老人一定会带漂亮的礼物给我的！”

对话似乎让老钟心情不错，事实上，她笑得那么厉害，以至于她将10下钟声敲成了12下，十分马虎。

4.“哎呀，你这只愚蠢的紫耗子，”老钟说，“你不会真的相信圣诞老人吧？”

“我当然相信了，”淡紫色的小耗子说，“圣诞老人？为什么不相信啊？去年的圣诞节，他不是给了我一块美味的黄油饼干、一块可爱的姜饼，还有一片好吃的奶酪，以及其他好多好多的东西吗？我要是不相信圣诞老人的话，那也太忘恩负义了。而且在我期盼着他能来，送给我好东西的这个当口儿，我必须得信啊。”

5.“可如果你相信圣诞老人的话，为什么不去床上睡觉？”老钟说。

“我现在是应该在那儿，”淡紫色的小老鼠回答道，“可我必须得溜达一会儿，我敢对你保证，在月光里玩耍可舒服极啦！只是我不明白，你为什么这样冷清又孤单，苍白又寂静呢，我小小的月光呀？”

“事实上，我也不知道为什么我是这样的啊。”月光开口了，“但我已经上了年纪，去过许许多多的国度，看过五花八门的事情。有时我越过海洋上空，有时我跌落于一朵安眠的花。我见过精灵们嬉戏，听到过母亲们的摇篮曲。昨天夜里，我还看清了冰冻的河底。”

6.“你的话可真是奇怪呀，”老钟说，“我敢说，如果你想的话，一定能为我讲述很多美丽而精彩的故事。你也一定了解很多圣诞的传说，请让我们一同在圣诞的前夕打发些时间！”

“我只知道一个故事，”月光说道，“我已经讲过不知多少遍了，在每块陆地上，在每个家庭里。故事本身很简单，但我依然对此毫无头绪，你们愿意听吗？”

“我们应该听听，”老钟说道，“不过在你开始之前，先让我敲12下，省得到时候打断你。”

7.当老钟执行完了自己的职责，月光便开口了：

“很久很久以前，我不记得到底过去了多久。又一次，我来到一块山坡之上。那是一个遥远的国度，这个我记得。因为虽然当时已经快到圣诞，可那个国家和北方国家并不一样。雪之国王从未到访过那里，花朵常年开放，而羔羊们无论何时都能在山腰找到丰美的草场。

“夜风十分和煦，空气中掺杂着雪松的方向。山腰上长着薰衣草，于是我落在它们之间，平躺下去。我亲吻它们，将它们从梦乡中唤醒。‘哎呀，是你，小月光。’它们说道，然后依偎着身边的牧草。

8.“一个牧羊人躺在山腰的石板上，在他上方是一棵老橄榄树，枝条斑驳、忧郁不堪。牧羊人的名字叫贝诺尼。在长时间的放牧之后，他因为疲倦而沉沉睡去，牧鞭从他的手中滑落了下去。

“在山腰上，还睡着牧羊人的羊群。我反反复复地数着它们，打量它们温和的面庞，为它们带去甜美的梦。梦里有碧绿的青草，和清凉的水源。

“‘哎呀，是你吗，小月光？’薰衣草说道，‘你来得正是时候呢，过来，和我们躺在一起，看看天上美妙的风景。’

“‘你们在说什么呀？’我问道。

9.“‘我们听老橄榄树说，它们今夜就要来。’薰衣草回答。

“‘可别睡着了，小薰衣草，’老橄榄树说，‘这可是圣诞夜啊，到了值得赞颂的午夜时分，我们的主会从山腰走过。’

“于是我们就等着看着，羊们一只接一只地陷入了睡眠，星星一个接一个地黯淡隐没，牧羊人又是打瞌睡，又是嘀咕，到了最后也睡了过去，鞭子从他的手心里滑落下去。

“然后，我们呼唤那棵老橄榄树，问它午夜在何时才能抵达；但老橄榄树只是说‘快了，快了’，而到了最后我们等得精疲力竭，也睡着了，夜色中只有老橄榄树轻轻摇曳。

10.“‘可主又是谁呀？’我问道。

“‘孩子，一个小小的孩子，’他们告诉我,‘他被其他人称为小小的主。他经常过来这里，在山腰上的花丛间嬉戏。有时，当羊群一不小心踩踏了弄伤了我们，让我们浑身流血，干枯致死。但小小的主治疗我们的创伤，让我们重新恢复活力。’

“这样的事令我亲眼见过很多，午夜快要到来，我会和你一起等待小小的主。‘于是我们在山腰碧绿的草丛里互相依偎着，对彼此悄悄唱着歌。

11.“‘离开吧!’夜风轻轻唱道，‘我知道不远之处有一汪美丽的海洋，跟我来。你可以在上面漂啊，漂啊，一直飘到云雾之中。’

“可我藏在高高的草丛中，藏在薰衣草的下面，这样夜风就没办法将我吹走。‘哎呀，老橄榄树！’薰衣草喊道，‘你看见小小的主来了吗？是不是快到午夜了呀？’

“‘我能看见那边的镇子，’老橄榄树说，‘星辰照耀着伯利恒，铁门已然开启，小小的主就要来了。’

12.“两个孩子走上山腰，大一点的那一个叫迪马斯，是贝诺尼的儿子。他邋遢却健壮，棕色的肩膀上覆着羊皮，长长的深色卷发从皮帽子下露出来。另一个孩子就是被称作主的人，雪白的长袍裹着他纤细的身体，脸庞是那样纯洁，还有一头金子般闪亮的发丝。

“我从未见过这么美丽的孩子。他们一同走到山腰，小小的主的前额上似乎在焕发着柔和的白光。就好像月亮在那头金色的卷发上印下最最轻柔的一个吻。

13.“‘那是什么声音啊？’迪马斯叫道，有点儿害怕了。

“‘别害怕，迪马斯。’小小的主说道，‘给我你的手，我将引导你前行。’

“眼下，他们到了贝诺尼躺着的岩石前方，站在老橄榄树下。老橄榄树不再在风中摇曳，而是弯下腰去，向小小的主致敬。而风也似乎突然急掠过来，因为空气里突然传来了严肃的嘘声。

“‘你的父亲在休息，’小小的主说，‘这样很好。因为我爱着你，托马斯，你应当和我一起，前往天父的国度，我会为你展示我与生俱来的荣光。’

14.“然后突然，空气中响起甜美的乐曲。比白昼里更为灿烂的光芒照亮天空与山腰。天堂之门缓缓开启，天使唱着赞美歌，走入凡世。而更神奇的还在后面，星星从天上坠下，降临到老橄榄树上，遍布各处，就像是缤纷的灯饰。山腰上的花朵们纷纷醒来，也开始跳舞与歌唱。

“天使们也过来了，将金银珠宝和奇异的石头挂在星光荟萃的老橄榄树上，我这辈子也没见过那么璀璨华美的景象，以后也不会见到了。

“当迪马斯听到、看到这些事情之后，他跪在地上，捉住小小的主的衣角，亲吻了上去。

“‘这样宏大的喜乐将归属于你，迪马斯。’小小的主说，‘但先要有一件事情必须完成。’

15.“整个圣诞夜里，天使们唱着甜蜜的赞美诗来来去去，星辰们载歌载舞。而等到我即将离开的时候，山腰依然被荣光与仙乐笼罩着。”

“好吧，就这些啦？”老钟问道。

“当然不是，”月光说道，“但我快讲完了。时光飞过，有时我在海中游荡，有时惊惶地掠过战场，有时我落在夭折孩子的遗容之上。我听见黑暗的声音、母亲的摇篮曲、病人的祈祷，年年月月，如此流逝。”

16.“在一个晚上，我照亮了一张坚毅而沧桑的面容，苍白而虚弱。一个贼即将死在十字路口，他的脸色凄惨。路边还站着拿着棍棒、剑和枪的人，谁也没注意到那个贼。不知怎的，从路口的另一边也走来了一个人，我一时半刻还照不见他。

“但我听见了一个似曾相识的声音，可是却想不起来。这声音在为那些辱骂、嘲笑与惭愧地恳求着的人祈祷。突然，这个声音叫道：‘迪马斯，迪马斯！’而那个贼猛地抬起头来，我便明白了。

17.“那的确是迪马斯，可堕落已经令当初那个山腰上孩子的纯洁所剩无几。常年的罪恶生活在他的脸上留下了痕迹。然而现在，一旦听见那个熟悉的声音，不知为何，旧日里稚气的神情又回来了，令我得以再度认出那位牧羊人的儿子。

“‘主啊！’迪马斯哭泣着，他伸长了脖子，好让自己看清说话的人。

“‘喔，迪马斯！你变得可真多！’主哭泣了，但他声音中毫无斥责，只有满满的爱。

18.“迪马斯也流下泪来，在那一刻他忘记了身上的痛楚。主安慰的声音与面容洗涤了这名垂死罪犯的灵魂。到了最后，他垂下头去。路口的人都说迪马斯已经死了，而我现在所照耀出的脸庞，不再属于恶人，只属于那个温柔的牧羊人贝奥尼之子。

“但那个我照向那张丧失了生机的安详面容，我又记起了小小的主在山腰上的老橄榄树下说过的话：‘你将看到荣光，托马斯。’我低声重复着，‘你将和主一同步入天堂。’”

19.啊，我亲爱的小宝贝。你可知道，在月光提到过的那个地方，牧羊人早已归于尘土，羊群也早已散去，老橄榄树也不见踪影，山坡上的花卉已经凋谢，谁都对迪马斯的墓地所在一无所知。但昨天晚上，星光再度在伯恒利上方山腰，天使们将从天堂降落于凡世，星辰将再度于荣光中放声歌唱。

还有那钟声，听见了吗，我亲爱的小宝贝，那声音是多么甜美啊！钟声将在清晨给我们带来喜悦。因为基督已然诞生，将把和平与祝愿带给世上众生。





THE STORY OF FLORINDA

By ABBY MORTON DIAZ

moccasin　messenger

鹿皮鞋 信使

especiall　ycourageous

特别是 勇气，胆量

1.Mr.Bowen came over from England more than two hundred years ago, bringing his family with him.The country was then covered with woods.Indians, deer, wolves, and foxes had it pretty much to themselves.

There was one other house in the valley, and only one, and that belonged to a man named Moore.Four miles away, at the Point, there were some dozen or twenty houses, a store, and a mill; no road between, only a blind pathway through the woods.Those woods reached hundreds of miles.

2.Mr.Bowen had lived in this country a little more than a year when his wife died, leaving three children, —Philip, not quite eleven, Nathaniel, six, and Polly, three.

He hired a young girl to take care of these children and to keep house for him.Her name was Florinda LeShore.She was born in France, but had spent the greater part of her life in England.She was only fifteen years old.

3.Florinda went to Mr.Bowen's house sometime in November.On the 29th of December, as Mr.Bowen and Mr.Moore were saddling their horses to go to the store, word came that they must start at once for a place about fifteen miles away to consult with other settlers as to what should be done to defend themselves against the Indians.

So the two men turned their horses' heads in the direction of Dermott's Crossing, and thought they should make good time and be back by noon of the next day.

4.Two days and two nights passed, and they had neither come nor sent any message.By that time there was not much left to eat in either house.Florinda and the children slept both nights at Mrs.Moore's.Mrs.Moore's house was built of heavy timbers, and its doors were oak, studded with spikes.

The Indians never attacked a strong house like that, especially if guarded by a white man with firearms.Mrs.Moore was a feeble woman.She had two little children, and her brother was then living with her, —a young man named David Palmer, at that time confined indoors on account of having frozen his feet badly.

5.On the second morning Philip said to Florinda that he would take his handsled and go through the woods to the store and get some meal and some bacon for them selves and Mrs.Moore.Florinda felt loath to let him go.It was a long distance, the snow was deep, —no track, and woods nearly all the way.But Philip said that he wasn't afraid; the oldest boy ought to take care of the family; and at last Florinda said he might go.For, unless he did, they might all starve, especially if there should come on a heavy snowstorm.

6.Florinda spent the day in spinning and in other work for the family.As soon as it began to grow dark, Mrs.Moore sent her little boy over to inquire.Florinda sent word back that Philip had not come, and that she should wait until he did come before going over to Mrs.Moore's.

After the boy had gone back, Florinda barred the door and shut all the window shutters but one.She left that open so that Philip might see the firelight shining through.The children began to cry because Philip was out all alone in the dark woods, and Florinda did everything she could to take up their minds.Nathaniel told after-ward of her rolling up the cradle quilt into a baby for little Polly, and pinning an apron on it, and of her setting him letters to copy on the bellows with chalk.

At last little Polly fell asleep and was put into bed.Nathaniel laid his head on Florinda's lap and dropped asleep there, and slept till she got up to put more wood on.It was then nearly twelve o'clock.Nathaniel woke in a fright.He had been dreaming about wolves, which made him cry.

7.In the midst of his crying there came a tap at the door.Florinda made no answer.Then a voice said softly, “Florinda?” It was the young man, David Palmer, Mrs.Moore's brother.He had crawled all the way between the two houses to see if they were safe and if they would not come over.Florinda said no, that she had plenty of work to do and was not afraid, and meant to stay and keep a good fire for Philip.

The young man told her the window shutter ought to be shut, to keep the light from shining out, in case any Indians might be going through the woods; that when Philip got within half a mile of the house he could keep his course by the brook.Florinda closed the shutter.He then told her something, in a tone of voice too low for the children to hear, which made her look quite thoughtful.He pointed to a knothole in the shutter, and she hung a shawl over it.Then he dried his fur mittens a few minutes longer at the blaze, and went back to stay with his sister.

8.When the young man had been gone a little while, Nathaniel climbed up and looked through the knothole, and told Florinda he saw a fire in the woods.Florinda said she thought not, may be it was the moon rising, and kept on with her spinning.By and by he looked again, and said he did see a fire and some Indians sitting down by it.

Florinda left her wheel then and looked through, and said yes, it was so.She kept watch afterwards, and saw them put out the fire and go away into the woods toward the Point.By this time it was pretty near morning.

On the back side of the hut, near the fireplace, there had been in the summer a hole or tunnel dug through to the outside under the logs.It was begun by a tame rabbit that belonged to Nathaniel.

9.The children at play dug the hole deeper and wider, and it came quite handy in getting in firewood.This passage was about four feet deep.They called it the “back doorway”.When winter came on it was filled up with sand and moss.No doubt Florinda planned exactly what to do in case of an attack, as she spent the latter part of that night in taking the filling from the “back doorway”.

She said a great deal to Nathaniel about taking care of little Polly, —told him that if any bad Indians came to the door, he must catch hold of her hand and run just as fast as he could, through the “back way” to Mrs.Moore's.

10.While she was talking to Nathaniel, in the way I have said, they all heard a step outside.It was then a little after daybreak.Some one tapped at the door, and a strange voice said, “A friend, open quick!” She opened the door and found a white man standing there.This white man told her that unfriendly Indians were prowling about to rob, to kill, and to burn dwelling-houses.

The man was a messenger sent to warn people.As soon as he had gone Florinda double-barred the door, raked up the fire, put on her things and the children's things, and got ready to go over with them to Mrs.Moore's.But before starting she opened the shutter a crack and looked out and saw two Indians coming toward the door.

She whispered to Nathaniel, “Run ! Run! You'll have time ! I'll keep them out till you get away!” He heard the Indians yell and saw Florinda brace herself against the door.

11.Nathaniel ran with little Polly, and on the way they met the young man, David Palmer, creeping along with his gun.He was coming to tell Florinda to hurry away.He presently saw two Indians start from the house and run into the woods.He then crept round the corner of the house.The door had been cut away.Florinda lay across the chest, dead, as he thought, —and indeed she was badly hurt.

David Palmer did everything he could do to make her show some signs of life.At last Florinda came to her senses.She soon recovered and lived to a good old age, and often told her adventure with the Indians to her grandchildren.

Glancing toward the door, David saw a man on horse-back, leading a horse with his right hand, and with his left drawing something heavy on a sled.

12.As the man on horseback came nearer, it proved to be Mr.Moore.He was leading Mr.Bowen's horse with his right hand, and with the other he was dragging along Mr.Bowen on Philip's hand-sled.

Coming home from Dermott's Crossing Mr.Bowen had been taken sick and was only able to travel slowly, with Mr.Moore's assistance.When they had nearly reached home, Mr.Moore's dog in racing through the woods found Philip's sled in a clump of bushes and barked till the men went to the spot.Mr.Moore covered the sled with boughs, laid Mr.Bowen on them, and drew him along.

13.During all this time Philip had met with strange adventures.The day he went to the Point he had to wait for corn to be ground, which made him late in starting for home.He heard a good many reports concerning the Indians, and thought that it would be safer to take a roundabout course back; by doing this he lost his way and wandered in the woods till almost twelve o'clock at night, when he came out upon a cleared place where there were several log huts.

The people in one of these let him come in and sleep on the floor, and they gave him a good meal of meat and potatoes.He set out again between four and five in the morning, guided by a row of stars that those people pointed out to him.

14.A little after daybreak, being then about a quarter of a mile from home in a hilly place, he thought he would leave his sled, the load was so hard to draw, and run ahead and tell the folks about the Indians.So he pushed it under some bushes, and then, to mark the spot, he took one of his shoestrings and tied one of his mittens high up on the limb of a tree.

He heard strange sounds and climbed up into a hemlock tree which overhung a brook to hide out of sight and to look about.He lay along a branch listening, and presently saw Nathaniel hurrying toward the brook, leading little Polly, and was just going to call out when he caught sight of three Indians standing behind some trees, watching the two children.

15.Philip moved a little to see better, and by doing this lost sight of them a moment, and when he looked again they were both gone.He heard a crackling in the bushes, and caught sight of little Polly's blanket flying through the woods, and knew then that those Indians had carried off Nathaniel and little Polly.Without stopping to consider, he jumped down and followed on, thinking to find out where they went and tell his father.

Philip, by one way or another, kept on the trail of the Indians the whole day.Once it was by seeing a shred of a blanket.Another time it was by coming across a knife the Indians had stolen from some house.And he had wit enough to break a limb or gash a tree now and then so as to find his way back; also to take the bearings of the hills.When the Indians halted to rest he had a chance to rest too.

16.At last they stopped for the night in a valley where there were two or three wigwams.He watched them go into one of these, and then he could not think what to do next.The night was setting in bitter cold.

The shoe he took the string from had come off in running, and that foot was nearly frozen, and would have been quite, only for his having tied some moss to the bottom of it with his pocket handkerchief.The hand that had no mitten was frozen.He had eaten nothing but boxberry plums and boxberry leaves.

He lay down on the snow.Then he began to feel sleepy, and knew nothing more till he woke inside of a wigwam, and found two Indian women rubbing him with snow.He did not see Nathaniel and little Polly.They were in another wigwam.There were two Indians squatting on the floor, one of them quite old.

Philip suffered dreadful pain in his foot and hand, but he shut his mouth tight for fear he might groan.He said afterward, when questioned about this part of his story, that he was not going to let them hear a white boy groan.

17.It was probably seeing him so courageous that gave them the idea of offering him to their chief's wife.It was a custom among them, when a chief's wife lost a male child by death, to offer her another, usually a captive taken in war.If, after seeing the child offered in this way, she refused to adopt him, he was not suffered to live.

Now one of those two squaws in the wigwam felt inclined to keep Philip from being carried to where the chief lived; so next morning before light, when the Indians went off hunting, she sent the other squaw out on some errand, and then told Philip in broken English that he must run away that very morning.She bound up his foot, gave him a moccasin to wear on it, a bag of pounded corn, and a few strips of meat.

18.As soon as it began to grow light he went along without much trouble by means of the signs on the trees.But as he got farther on, there being fewer of these signs, he took the wrong course, —very luckily as it proved, for by doing so he fell in with two men on horse-back, and one of these carried him home.

Philip described the place where the Indians were encamped, and that very night a party was sent out which captured the Indians and brought back Nathaniel and little Polly.

弗洛琳达的故事

艾比·莫顿·迪亚斯

1.伯恩先生200年前从英格兰来到这里，带着他的家人一起。当时这个村庄被森林所覆盖。印第安人、鹿群、狼以及狐狸让它变得十分美丽。

山谷中还有另一座房子，唯一的一座房子，那属于一个名叫摩尔的人。4英里外，在岬角之上，有十几二十栋房子，一家商店和一个磨坊。其间没有道路相连，只有一条穿过森林的隐秘小径。那些树木绵延了好几百里。

2.伯恩先生搬到这个村里1年多后，他的妻子去世了，留下了三个孩子：菲利普，不足11岁；纳撒尼尔，6岁；波利，3岁。

伯恩先生雇用了一个年轻女孩来照顾这些孩子并帮他做家务。她的名字叫作弗洛琳达·雷索尔，出生于法国，但在英国度过了更多的时光，年仅15岁。

3.在11月份，弗洛琳达到伯恩先生的房子去过一次。12月29日，正当伯恩先生和摩尔先生为他们的马套上马鞍打算去商店的时候，消息传来，他们必须立即出发去一个15英里外的地方与其他移民者集合，共同抵抗印第安人，为保卫自己而效力。

于是这两位男士将马头转向德莫特横渡的方向，想着他们可以快速前进然后在第二天的中午赶回来。

4.两天两夜过去了，他们既没有回来，也没有传回任何消息。在那时，两栋房中剩下的食物都不多了。弗洛琳达和孩子们在摩尔夫人的房中睡了两夜。摩尔夫人的房子是用沉重的木材建成的，房门是橡木，布满钉子。

印第安人不会袭击像这样坚固的房屋，尤其是如果还被一个武器的白人守卫着的话。摩尔夫人是一个柔弱的女人，她有两个很小的孩子，而她的兄长，一个名叫大卫·帕尔默的年轻人，因为被冻坏了双脚而不得不留在室内，与她住在一起。

5.第二天早晨，菲利普告诉弗洛琳达，他可以带上他的手拉雪橇，穿过森林到商店去买一些吃的和熏肉回来给摩尔夫人和他们自己。弗洛琳达十分不情愿让他去。那是一段很长的距离，积雪很深，没有道路，全程几乎都是森林。但是菲利普说他并不害怕，最年长的男孩理应照顾家族。最终，弗洛琳达允诺他去，因为假使他不去，他们恐怕全都会饿死，尤其是如果来一场暴风雪的话。

6.弗洛琳达把这一天的日子花在纺织和其他家庭工作上。刚开始天黑，摩尔夫人便派遣他的小儿子前来问询。弗洛琳达回答说菲利普还没有回来，她会一直等到他回来才到摩尔夫人那里去。

男孩走后，弗洛琳达挡住了门，关上所有百叶窗，只留下了一扇。她让那扇窗开着这样菲利普或许能看见窗内透出的明亮的火光。孩子们开始哭泣，因为菲利普还独自一人在黑暗的森林里。弗洛琳达做了自己能做的一切来转移孩子们的注意。纳撒尼尔在她背后告诉她把摇篮被子卷起来成为一个小婴儿给波利，然后别一条围裙在上面。而他自己被弗洛琳达遣去用粉笔在风箱上抄写书信。

最终，小波利被放到床上陷入了酣睡。纳撒尼尔把头放在弗洛琳达的膝盖上，就在那儿睡着了，一直睡到她起身将更多木柴扔进火里。已经快要到12点了。纳撒尼尔在恐惧中醒来，他梦见了狼群，这让他尖叫起来。

7.正当纳撒尼尔哭叫的时候，响起了轻轻的敲门声。弗洛琳达没有应声。这时一个声音轻轻地喊：“弗洛琳达？”这是那个年轻人，大卫·帕尔默，摩尔夫人的哥哥。他爬过了两栋房子间的小道来看他们是否安然无恙，问他们愿不愿意过来。弗洛琳达谢绝了，她有很多活儿要做，而且并不害怕，再说她还要待在这为菲利普守着火。

这年轻人告诉她百叶窗要关严，免得泄露灯光，以防印第安人从树林过来。如果菲利普离房子只有半英里，他应该沿着小溪走。弗洛琳达关了窗。他接着告诉了她一些事情，声音低得孩子们听不到，这让她陷入了沉思。他指出百叶窗上的一个木板节孔，她在上面挂了条围巾。然后他把皮手套在火上烤了一会儿，回去和他妹妹待在一起。

8.年轻人离开一会儿以后，纳撒尼尔爬起来透过那个小洞向外看，告诉弗洛琳达说他在树林里看到了火光。弗洛琳达说她觉得不是，也许只是月光，然后就继续纺纱。不一会儿他又看了看，说他真的看到了火而且有一些印第安人坐在火边。

于是弗洛琳达离开纺车去看了看，说确实是这样。之后她一直留心观察，看到他们扑灭了火走进树林，朝岬角的方向而去，这时已接近早晨。

在小屋的背后，壁炉附近，木材底下有个洞，或者说是地道通向外面。这个洞是纳撒尼尔养的一只很温顺的兔子掘通的。

9.孩子们玩耍的时候把这个洞挖得更深更宽了， 用来取柴火十分方便。这条通道有差不多4英尺宽。他们把它叫作“后门”。冬天来临时他们用沙子和苔藓把它填上。毫无疑问弗洛琳达已经想好万一受袭该怎么办，因为她那天后半夜都在忙着把“后门”里填的东西挖出来。

弗洛琳达对纳撒尼尔详细说明了怎么照顾小波利，告诉他如果有坏的印第安人来到门口，他要抓紧她的手尽快跑，穿过“后门”到摩尔夫人家。

10.当弗洛琳达正像我说的那样跟纳撒尼尔讲话的时候，他们都听到门外传来脚步声。这时天刚亮不久。有人敲门，一个陌生的声音说：“一个朋友，快开门！”她开了门发现一个白人站在那里。这个白人告诉她一些凶恶的印第安人正四处游荡抢劫、杀人、烧毁住宅房屋。

这人是个信使，来警告大家。他一走，弗洛琳达就给门上了两道闩，把炉火弄熄，给自己和孩子们穿戴好，准备和他们一起去摩尔夫人家。出发前她把百叶窗掀开一条缝往外看，看到两个印第安人朝门口走来。

弗洛琳达小声对纳撒尼尔说：“快跑！快跑！你们还有时间，我会在你们跑出去之前把他们拦在外面！”纳撒尼尔听到印第安人的叫喊声，看到弗洛琳达用身体抵住门。

11.纳撒尼尔带着小波利跑了，在路上遇到了那个年轻人，大卫·帕尔默，他正带着枪爬过来。他是来告诉弗洛琳达赶快离开。不久他看到两个印第安人从房里跑出来进了树林。他爬到房子角上，看到门被砍开，弗洛琳达躺在地上，当时他以为她死了，而且她确实伤得很重。

大卫·帕尔默竭尽所能让弗洛琳达醒转过来，最后她终于恢复了意识。她很快恢复了健康并且活到很大年纪，还常常对她的孙子们讲起她与印第安人的冒险经历。

瞥了一眼门外，大卫看到一个骑马的人，右手牵着一匹马，左手用雪橇拖着什么很重的东西。

12.等这个骑马的人走近了，原来他就是摩尔先生，他右手牵着伯恩先生的马，左手用菲利普的手橇拖着伯恩先生。

从德莫特横渡回家的途中，伯恩先生病了，只能在摩尔先生的帮助下慢慢走。当他们快到家时，摩尔先生的狗在树林里奔跑，在一丛灌木中发现了菲利普的雪橇并狂吠，把人们都叫到这里来。摩尔先生在雪橇上铺满树枝，把伯恩先生放在上面并拖了回来。

13.在这期间菲利普则另有奇遇。他去岬角的那天要等着玉米磨成粉，因此耽误了回家的时间。他听到了许多关于印第安人的传闻，觉得绕道回去会比较安全，但这么做的时候他迷了路，在树林里徘徊到大约午夜12点，这时他走到一块空地上，那里有几所木房子。

其中一家人让菲利普进屋打地铺睡觉，还给他大吃了一顿肉和土豆。他清早四五点钟之间出发，靠着那些人指给他的一行星星走了出来。

14.天亮后不久，在离家还有四分之一英里的一块坡地，他想要扔下雪橇，因为货物太重他都拖不动了，而且他要抢在前面告诉大家印第安人的事。因此他把雪橇藏在灌木中，为了给这地方做标记，他取下一根鞋带把他的露指手套绑在一根树枝上面。

这时菲利普听到奇怪的声响，于是爬上一棵横亘在小溪上的铁杉树，躲起来向外看。他趴在树枝上听着，不一会儿看到纳撒尼尔匆匆忙忙向小溪跑来，领着小波利。他正要喊出声，这时他看到三个印第安人站在几棵树后盯着两个孩子。

15.菲利普挪了一下想看得更清楚，视线短暂地离开了他们，等他再次看去时他们都不见了。他听到了树枝折断的声音，还看到小波利的毯子在树丛中飘过，他知道印第安人抓走了纳撒尼尔和小波利。他毫不迟疑地跳下来跟上去，想要找出他们去了哪里，然后告诉他们的父亲。

菲利普千方百计地跟着印第安人的踪迹走了一整天。有一次是看到毯子的碎片，还有一次偶然发现了印第安人从房子里偷去的小刀。而且他很聪明，会折断一根树枝或在树上刻下记号以便找到回去的路。也会利用山来记路。印第安人停下来休息的时候他也有机会休息。

16.最后印第安人在山谷里停下来过夜，那里有两三个棚屋。菲利普看着他们走进其中的一个，思考着下一步该怎么办。夜晚十分寒冷。

那只抽掉了鞋带的鞋子在奔跑中掉了下来，要不是菲利普用口袋里的手绢绑了些苔藓在底下，他的脚就要冻僵了。没戴手套的那只手也冻僵了。除了一些李子和李子叶以外，他什么也没吃。

菲利普躺在雪地上，开始感到困倦，然后就什么也不知道直到在一个棚屋中醒来。两个印第安妇女在用雪擦着他的身体，他没有看到纳撒尼尔和小波利，他们在另一个棚屋。有两个印第安人蹲在地上，其中一个年纪很老了。

菲利普感到手和脚痛得要命，但他紧闭上嘴害怕发出呻吟。他后来被问到故事的这部分的时候说，他不想让他们听到白人男孩呻吟。

17.或许是看到菲利普很有勇气，让印第安人想把他献给酋长的夫人。这是他们的习俗，如果酋长夫人的长子死去了，会送给她另一个孩子，通常是战场上的俘虏。如果看到这孩子以这种方式献给她，而她拒绝收养，那他就不用再活下去了。

而棚屋里两个妇女之一不想把菲利普送去酋长的住所，第二天天亮前，印第安人出去打猎了，她把另一个妇女支开，用断断续续的英语告诉菲利普他那天早上可以逃走。她解开了他脚上的绳索，给他一双鹿皮鞋穿，还有一包玉米面和几块肉。

18.天一亮菲利普就毫不费力地顺着树上的标记一路走来，但是他走得越远，这些标记越少，他走错了路。事后证明幸好他走错了，他才碰上两个骑马的人，其中一人带他回家了。

菲利普描述了印第安人扎营的地方，当晚一群人去抓住了那伙印第安人，带回了纳撒尼尔和小波利。





THE FATE OF THE INDIANS

By CHARLES SPRAGUE

generations(generation)　sedgy

一代人（复数）　莎草的

embellishes(embellish)　acknowledged(acknowledge)

美化（第三人称单数） 感谢（过去式）

Charles Sprague was born in Boston in 1791.Although he was employed for nearly forty years as cashier in a bank, he spent much time in writing.

He was a great favorite as an orator.His speeches were marked by strength and a brilliant style.

He was a large-hearted man, and the fate of the Indian race aroused his sympathy.He felt that they had been wronged by the white men.

The following selection is taken from a speech which he delivered at Boston on the Fourth of July, 1825.

1.Not many generations ago, where you now sit encircled by all that exalts and embellishes civilized life, the rank thistle nodded in the wind and the wild fox dug his hole unscared.

Here lived and loved another race of beings.Beneath the same sun that rolls over our heads the Indian hunter pursued the panting deer; gazing on the same moon that smiles for you, the Indian lover wooed his dusky mate.

Here the wigwam blaze beamed on the tender and the helpless, the council fire glared on the wise and the daring.

2.Now they dipped their noble limbs in your sedgy lakes, and now they paddled the light canoe along your rocky shores.Here they warred; the echoing whoop, the defying death-song, both were here; and when the tiger strife was over, here curled the smoke of peace.

Here, too, they worshipped; and from many a dark bosom went up a pure prayer to the Great Spirit.He had not written his laws for them on tables of stone, but he had traced them on the tables of their hearts.The poor child of nature knew not the God of Revelation, but the God of the universe he acknowledged in everything around.

3.He beheld him in the star that sank in beauty behind his lowly dwelling; in the sacred orb that flamed on him from his midday throne; in the flower that snapped in the morning breeze; in the lofty pine that had defied a thousand whirlwinds; in the fearless eagle whose untired pinion was wet in clouds.

And all this has passed away.Across the ocean came a Pilgrim bark, bearing the seeds of life and death.The former were sown for you, the latter sprang up in the path of the simple native.

4.Two hundred years have changed the character of a great continent, and blotted forever from its face a whole, peculiar people.

The Indian of falcon glance and lion bearing, the hero of the pathetic tale, is gone! And his degraded offspring crawl upon the soil, where he walked in majesty, to remind us how miserable is man when the foot of the conqueror is on his neck.

5.As a race, they have withered from the land.Their arrows are broken, their springs have dried up, their cabins are in the dust.Their council fire has long since gone out on the shore, and their war cry is fast dying away to the untrodden west.Slowly and sadly they climb the distant mountains and read their doom in the setting sun.

They are shrinking before the mighty tide which is pressing them away; they must soon hear the roar of the last wave which will settle over them forever.

印第安人们的命运

查尔斯·斯普拉格

查尔斯·斯普拉格生于1791年，尽管他曾在银行担任出纳40余年，却也将大量的时间精力投入到了写作当中。

查尔斯也是优秀的演说家，言辞充满力量，又别具优雅。

查尔斯为人胸怀宽广，而印第安种族的命运激起了他的同情。他认为这些人受到了白人的不公对待。

下面这段文字节选自查尔斯于1825年7月4日在波士顿发表的演讲。

1.区区数代之前，你们当前聚众一堂，盛赞文明之地，尚有野蓟随风摇摆，荒狐无惧掘穴。

就在此处，曾经有异族繁衍生息。就在同一个太阳照耀之下，印第安的猎人们追逐着狂奔的野鹿；而当印第安的男子在黑暗中向伴侣求爱，当时他头顶的那轮圆月，如今也在对你们绽露笑容。

就在此处，火焰曾在棚屋中温柔燃烧。长明灯万年不灭，将是非照得清晰分明。

2.然而现在，印第安人将高贵的肢体沉浸于莎草丛生的琥珀，他们划着独木舟在暗礁丛生的岸边前行。他们曾在这里抗争，在这里疾呼，视死如归地唱起战歌。而当战争结束，也曾在这里升起求和的狼烟。

也依然是在这里，印第安人崇敬祷告，在黑暗的簇拥中诚挚地祈求圣灵。他们的神灵从未在石桌上降下戒律，却依然令自己的信徒刻骨铭心。这些可怜的自然之子，对真神一无所知，但他们所感恩的宇宙之神却无处不在。

3.印第安人看见星辰壮丽，隐入他低矮的居所；正午时分，会有辉煌而神圣的星球在他的宝座上空燃烧；晨风之中，鲜花猛然绽放；松树高入云端，在狂风中岿然不动；鹰隼不羁，在云雨中也依然无畏。

而所有这些皆已逝去。一伙清教徒从大洋彼岸袭来，埋下颠覆生死的恶种。生，是为了你们；而死，则降临于天真的土著民众。

4.200余年过去，这片大陆上斗转星移。但我们对一群特殊的人群犯下的罪恶将永远无法被抹去。

印第安人有鹰一般的锐目，狮一般的勇猛。然而这悲凉传奇中的英雄们，已经永远地消失了！只有衰落的后裔们在地上卑下地残喘，那种被人踩着颈项挣扎前行的模样，实在惨不忍睹。

5.作为一个种族，他们再也无法在这块土地上复兴。他们的箭矢早已毁坏，他们的后代濒临断绝，他们的居所坍塌成尘。他们的长明灯在许久之前便于岸边熄灭，他们的战歌在荒凉的西部也渺无音迹。他们只能悲哀地、缓慢地登上高峰，试图从日光里预见自己的命运。

无常的怒潮即将把印第安人吞没，很快灭顶浪涛的咆哮就会传到他们的耳中。





CHARLES DICKENS

oppressed（oppress）　genuine　popularity

压迫（过去式）　真诚的　受欢迎

ignorance　chalet　sympathy

愚昧无知小屋　同情

1.There once lived in England a little boy whose name was Charles Dickens.He was born at Portsmouth, on the 7th of February, 1812, his father being a clerk in the Navy Pay Office at that place.Mr.Dickens lost this position and the family moved to Chatham when Charles was four years old.

Charles' first teacher was his mother, who taught him to read.When he was seven years old he attended a day school, and the master soon saw that his little pupil was very clever.The boy was not well and strong, so he could not join his playmates in their games of ball and cricket; but he would lie on the grass for hours watching them with great interest.

2.He was soon reading the best authors.Often when suffering from pain he turned to books for comfort, and the people of whom he read became real friends.His father had some books which he kept in an empty room, where Charles spent many an hour, and he would imagine for weeks at a time that he was some character in them.He said: “Robinson Crusoe and others came out, a glorious host, to keep me company.”

In spite of his ill health Charles was a light-hearted, merry little fellow, full of fun and very fond of singing.His sister Fannie was musical, and she and Charles sang together.When he became a man he amused his friends and his children with these funny songs.

3.It was fortunate that he had this happy nature, for it helped him through the dark days that came to him early in life.Soon after he was nine years old his father had to leave Chatham and moved to London.Charles was sorry to leave the place which was so dear to him.No more sailing trips with his father, no more happy days with his schoolmates.

The night before he went away his schoolmaster came in and gave him a book, “The Bee”, by Oliver Goldsmith.The boy prized this very highly and kept it many years.

His father had lost money and the new home was in a poor part of London.Charles could find no companions there, and he used often to sit in his little garret room and long for the home at Chatham with its woods and fields, and for his schoolmates.He had no companions of his own age, for there was no school for him to attend, and his sister Fannie was away studying music.

4.Darker days yet were before him.His father lost what little he had, and Charles went to work in a blacking factory.No more schooling for him now; he must bravely do his part and earn his own living.He was paid six shillings a week and felt very proud as he carried them home, gazing in at the shop windows and thinking of what his six shillings would buy.

Mr.Dickens, being unable to pay his debts, was sent to the debtor's prison soon after little Charles went to work.The boy now gave up all hope of ever going to school.Sadly, but bravely, he bade farewell to the hope of doing and being something in this world.He was alone and must struggle along by himself.

5.Mrs.Dickens and the other children went to the prison to live; but Charles was sent to lodge with an old lady in Camden Town.Every Sunday he used to walk to the prison, where he spent the day with the family.

The poor boy was so lonely that he finally begged his father to let him hire a room near the prison where he might see the family more often.His father consented and Charles found a little attic room near by.

Two years slowly passed by while the boy worked nobly in the smoky old factory.He was often too ill to do his work well, and the days were long and dreary.

He tried to study by himself, for he was not willing to grow up in ignorance, but was too tired after his day's work to accomplish much.These years of suffering made his heart very tender toward children who were alone in the world or oppressed in any way, and his beautiful nature was not harmed by his low surroundings.

6.But brighter days were at hand.His father had some money left to him, and was able to pay his debts and make a home for his family.

It was a happy day when little Charles said goodbye to the factory and went home again.He was able to attend school once more, and soon became a leader in all boyish sports.

His health improved, and at twelve years of age he was a bright, handsome boy, full of fun, but always kind and thoughtful of others.His books were dearer than ever to him, and his favorite motto was, “What is worth doing at all is worth doing well.”

His schoolmates soon discovered his talent for story-telling, and would listen with interest to his tales of adventure, and he and several of his friends published a little paper.

7.After his school course was over, his father wished him to study law, and he became a clerk in a lawyer's office.He held the position for over a year, then decided to be a reporter.He spent some time working at the study of shorthand, studying at the same time at the reading room of the British Museum.In his eighteenth year he entered the House of Commons as reporter.

He also found time to write for a magazine.These sketches were full of wit and humor, and the style was so new that they soon made the author famous.He signed them “Boz”, a nickname which he had given in sport to his youngest brother.

8.In 1836 Dickens published “Sketches by Boz” and “The Pickwick Papers”.These placed him at once in the highest rank of English authors.Many other books followed, and his writing increased in popularity.He was always hard at work, and lived in the book he was writing, suffering or rejoicing with his characters.

He was married in 1836, the year his first books were published, and his home was soon made glad with the sound of childish voices.How dear to the great man were these little ones, and what a gentle, loving father they had! He had never shut his heart against suffering, and was full of sympathy for every childish sorrow.

9.When he was a very small boy and lived in Chatham, he used once in a while to walk by a large old-fashioned house on the top of a hill called “Gadshill”.He had a great liking for this house, perhaps because of two fine cedars that grew near it.

His father used to tell him that if he worked hard he might live there when he was a man.After he became successful he bought this very house and spent many happy years in it.In this beautiful home he received his friends.

10.He had a little chalet or summer-house where he wrote.He says of it: “My room is up among the branches of the trees; and the birds and the butterflies fly in and out, and the green branches shoot in at the open windows, and the light and shadows of the clouds come and go with the rest of the company.”

Many of his stories were played on the stage, and he gave readings from his own books.There was a wonderful charm in his voice and expression, and his hearers were moved to tears or laughter by the magic of his tones.

He made two visits to this country, where he met with the heartiest reception.

11.Dickens died on the 9th of June, 1870, in his home at Gadshill, and lies buried among England's honored dead in Westminster Abbey.

Wreaths of flowers are placed by his fond admirers many times every year upon the stone that marks his burial place in the old Abbey.

查尔斯·狄更斯

1.英国曾经有个名叫查尔斯·狄更斯的小男孩。他于1812年2月7日生于朴茨茅斯，父亲是当地海军税务处的一名书记员。当他的父亲被解雇后，全家在查尔斯4岁时搬到了查塔姆。

查尔斯的启蒙老师是他的母亲，她教他阅读。7岁时，他去了日间学校。老师一眼就看出这个学生有非凡的才能。男孩的身体并不健康，因此无法参与玩伴的橄榄球与足球比赛，但他可以在草地上一躺就是几个小时，兴致勃勃地旁观。

2.查尔斯很快就开始阅读名著。当身遭病痛，他便转向书籍寻求慰藉，书中的人物是他的挚友。他的父亲有一些藏书，保存在一个空屋子里。查尔斯在那里花费了大量的时间，并且持续几周都想象着自己也成了书中的人物。他说过：“《鲁滨孙漂流记》和其他几本书对于我来说，是大方热情的主人，伴我左右。”

尽管身体羸弱，查尔斯依然具有乐观的心态，充满幽默感，还很喜欢唱歌。他的姐姐范妮是舞台演员，经常和他一起唱歌。当他长大成人后，也经常用一些有趣的歌曲让友人和孩子们开心。

3.查尔斯十分幸运地拥有乐观的本性，正是这一特质支持着他度过早年的艰苦时光。在他刚过9岁时，他的父亲就不得不搬去伦敦。离开查塔姆令查尔斯十分难过，他对这里十分留恋。无论是与父亲的航行，还是与同学共度的快乐时光都一去不复返了。

在查尔斯离开的前天晚上，他的同学前来拜访，送给他一本奥利佛·哥德史密斯的《蜜蜂》。他十分珍惜这份礼物，保存了很多年。

查尔斯的父亲财产尽失，新家也搬进了伦敦的贫民区。查尔斯在那里找不到玩伴，经常坐在自己阁楼小屋里，想念查塔姆的森林与田野，还有那些同学。他没有任何年龄相近的玩伴，也无法继续学业，而他的姐姐范妮远离家乡，深造乐理。

4.艰难的日子似乎永无尽头。他的父亲一无所有，查尔斯不得不去鞋油厂做工。他再也无法接受教育，只能勇敢地靠自己谋生。他一周能拿到6先令，非常自豪地带着薪水回家，一路盯着沿途的橱窗，在心里盘算着能买到什么东西。

狄更斯先生由于无法偿还债务，在查尔斯务工不久就被债权人投入监狱。男孩现在放弃了所有回归学校的希望。他心怀哀伤，却依然鼓起勇气，放弃了成就一番伟业的梦想。他现在独自一人，必须凡事都靠自己奋斗。

5.狄更斯夫人和其他的孩子也去了牢房生活，但查尔斯被送到卡姆登镇上一位老妇那里监管。每个星期天他都会去探监，与全家人度过周末。

可怜的男孩孤寂万分，最终不得不恳求自己的父亲帮忙在监狱附近找个工作，以便能更加频繁地探视。他的父亲满足了查尔斯的要求，查尔斯也住进了附近的一处小阁楼。

两年漫漫流逝，男孩在喷着浓烟的老工厂里勤恳地劳作。他经常因为得病而无法跟上工作进度，每一天都过着漫长而沉闷的生活。

因为不想成为文盲，查尔斯试着自学，但因为日间繁重的劳作，进步极微。这一苦难的时期在他心中孕育出对孤儿和被虐待的孩子的极大同情，而周边的恶劣环境也未能玷污他的高贵品格。

6.否极泰来的日子到了。查尔斯的父亲获得了一笔遗产，足够用来还债养家。

当小查尔斯向工厂辞职回家的那一天，是他最幸福的日子。他又能再次上学了，并很快就成了学生中的体育明星。

查尔斯的身体明显强壮了起来，到了12岁，他已经长成了聪明英俊、幽默和善的少年，时刻都懂得为他人着想。他依然钟情于读书，而最喜欢的格言则是：“倘若值得去做，就一定做到最好。”

查尔斯的同窗们很快就发现了他在讲述故事方面的才能，也对他那些冒险题材的故事兴致勃勃。他还与几名友人一同办了一份小报。

7.在毕业之后，查尔斯的父亲希望他能学习法律，而他也在律师事务所找了一份书记员的工作。一年多之后，他决定转行做记者。他学习了速记法，并同时在大英博物馆的阅览室里读书。18岁时，他以一名记者的身份进入了下议院。

查尔斯同时还抽空为杂志撰稿，那些短篇的文笔幽默而富于智慧、文风清新，很快就令他博得了声名。他以“鲍兹”作为笔名，旨在纪念自己的幼弟。

8.1836年，狄更斯出版了《鲍兹随笔》 《匹克威克外传》。这两部作品很快就将他推上英国一流作家的宝座。随着其他著作竞相问世，他的文章愈发受到欢迎。他一直笔耕不辍，在写作时极端投入，与自己笔下的人物同甘共苦。

狄更斯于1836年出版了最初一批书籍，并于同年结婚。没过多久，家中便充满了孩子的笑声。对于这名伟大的作家来说，小孩子们是多么可爱啊！而对于他的子女来说，他们有一位多么温柔慈爱的父亲！他从未因苦难而封闭自己的心灵，一直充满同情，对每个孩子的悲伤都感同身受。

9.当狄更斯还是个住在查塔姆的小男孩时，他曾经在偶然走进过一座位于盖兹山顶的巨大老式房屋。他非常喜爱那栋房子，或许是因为屋边栽着两棵漂亮的雪松。

狄更斯的父亲曾告诉过他，如果他努力工作，或许在他长大之后，就能住上那样的豪宅。而当狄更斯功成名就，就买了那栋房子，并在其中招待亲朋，度过了许多年的幸福时光。

10.狄更斯喜欢在小屋或消暑别墅中创作，关于这个，狄更斯曾说：“我的房间建造在树上的枝条间，飞鸟与蝴蝶飞进飞出，绿色的枝丫探进窗中。天上云卷云舒，光影交错，除此以外，再无一人。”

狄更斯的许多故事都被搬上了舞台，而他也经常亲自朗读自己的作品。他的嗓音中有种奇特的美丽，极富感染力。听众们往往被他神奇的嗓音带得时而哈哈大笑，时而潸然泪下。

狄更斯曾经两次回访故乡，并在那里受到了最隆重的接待。

11.狄更斯在1870年6月9日死于盖兹山的家中，并在死后被葬于象征着最高荣誉的威斯敏斯特教堂。

每年，狄更斯的读者会献上无数花圈，令石碑即使在如此悠久的教堂中也引人注目。





THE DOLLS' DRESSMAKER

By CHARLES DICKENS

unavoidable　previously　scissors

无法避免的　以前　剪刀

dexterity　accurately　inconsiderate

灵巧　精确地　不替他人着想的

This is a brief extract from “Our Mutual Friend”.This novel is not especially interesting to boys and girls save those parts of it which pertain to Jenny Wren, the dolls' dressmaker.Jenny is one of the quaintest and oddest creations of this masterly writer who has delineated so many lovable characters which appeal to the hearts of young people.

This extract has been compiled from Book II, Chapter I, of the novel.

More extended selections from this chapter and from several other chapters which describe Jenny Wren and her friends should be arranged by the teacher for the pupils, as time may permit.

1.Bradley Headstone and Charley Hexam crossed the bridge and made along the shore toward Millbank.At the point where Church Street and Smith Square joined, there were some little quiet houses in a row.At one of these they stopped.

The boy knocked at a door, and the door promptly opened with a spring and a click, and disclosed a child —a dwarf, a girl —sitting in a low, old-fashioned armchair which had a kind of a little working bench before it.

“I can't get up,” said the child, “because my back is bad and my legs are queer.But I'm the person of the house.What did you want, young man?”

“I wanted to see my sister.”

“Many young men have sisters,” returned the child, “Give me your name, young man.”

2.The queer little figure and the queer little face, with its bright gray eyes, were so sharp that the sharpness of manner seemed unavoidable; as if, turned out of that mould, it must be sharp.

“Hexam is my name.”

“Ah, indeed?” said the person of the house, “I thought it might be.Your sister will be in in about a quarter of an hour.I am very fond of your sister.She's my particular friend.And this gentleman's name ? ”

“Mr.Headstone, my schoolmaster.”

“Take a seat.And would you please to shut the street door first? I can't very well do it myself.”

3.They complied in silence.The little figure went on with its work of gluing together certain pieces of card-board and thin wood, previously cut into various shapes.

The scissors and knives upon the bench showed that the child herself had cut them.The bright scraps of velvet and silk and ribbon also strewn upon the bench showed that, when duly stuffed, she was to cover them smartly.

4.The dexterity of her nimble fingers was remarkable.As she brought two thin edges accurately together by giving them a little bite, she would glance at her visitors out of the corners of her gray eyes with a look that outsharpened all her other sharpness.

“You can't tell me the name of my trade, I'll be bound,” she said, after taking several of these observations.

“You make pincushions,” said Charley.

“What else do I make ? ”

“Penwipers,” said Bradley Headstone.

“Ha! ha! What else do I make? You're a school master, but you can't tell me.”

5.“You do something with straw,” he returned, pointing to a corner of the little bench, “but I don't know what.”

“Well done.I only make pincushions and penwipers to use up my waste.But my straw really does belong to my business.Try again.What do I make with my straw?”

“Ladies' bonnets?”

“Fine ladies',” said the person of the house, “Dolls'— I'm a dolls' dressmaker.”

“I hope it's a good business?”

6.The person of the house shrugged her shoulders and shook her head.

“No.Poorly paid.And I'm often so pressed for time.I had a doll married last week and was obliged to work all night.”

They looked at the little creature with a wonder that did not diminish, and the schoolmaster said, “I'm sorry your fine ladies are so inconsiderate.”

“It's the way with them,” said the person of the house, shrugging her shoulders again, “And they take no care of their clothes, and they never keep to the same fashions a month.I work for a doll with three daughters.Bless you, she's enough to ruin her husband!”

7.She gave a weird little laugh here, and another look out of the corners of her eyes.

“Are you always as busy as you are now?”

“Busier.I'm slack just now.I finished a large mourning order the day before yesterday.Doll I work for lost a canary bird.”

“Are you alone all day?” asked Bradley Headstone, “Don't any of the neighboring children—?”

8.“Don't talk of children !” cried the person of the house with a little scream, as if the word had pricked her.

“I can't bear children.I know their tricks and their manners.Always running about and screeching, always playing and fighting, always skip, skip, skipping on the pavement and chalking it for their games.

“And that's not all.Ever so often calling names in through a person's keyhole and imitating a person's back and legs.No, no, no! No children for me.Give me grownups.”

9.It was difficult to guess the age of this strange creature, for her poor figure furnished no clew to it, and her face was at once so young and so old.Twelve, or at the most thirteen, might be near the mark.

“I always did like grownups,” she went on, “and always kept company with them.So sensible.Sit so quiet.Don't go prancing and capering about.”

She listened to a step outside that caught her ear, and there was a soft knock at the door.Pulling at a handle within her reach, she said, with a pleased laugh, “Now, here is a grown-up that's my particular friend!” and Lizzie Hexam entered the room.

10.Taking her brother to her arms in the old way —of which he seemed a little ashamed —she saw no one else.

“There, there, there! All right, my dear.See! Here's Mr.Headstone come with me.”

Her eyes met those of the schoolmaster, and a mur-mured word of salutation passed between them.She was a little flurried by the unexpected visit, and the schoolmaster was not at his ease.

11.He fell to talking playfully to Jenny Wren.“I think of setting up a doll, Miss Jenny,” he said.

“You had better not,” replied the dressmaker.

“Why not?”

“You are sure to break it.All you children do.”

“But that makes it good for trade, you know, Miss Wren.”

“I don't know about that,” Miss Wren retorted; “but you had better by half set up a penwiper and turn industrious and use it.”

“If we all set to work as soon as we could use our hands it would be all over with the dolls' dressmakers.”

“Charley! You?”

“There's something in that,” replied Miss Wren, “You have a sort of an idea in your noddle sometimes.” Then in a changed tone, “Talking of ideas, Lizzie, I wonder how it happens that when I am work, work, working here all alone in the summer time I smell flowers.”

“As a commonplace individual, I should say,” suggested the schoolmaster, “that you smell flowers because you do smell flowers.”

12.“No, I don't,” said the little creature, resting one arm upon the elbow of her chair, resting her chin upon that hand, and looking vacantly before her; “this is not a flowery neighborhood.It's anything but that.And yet, as I sit at work, I smell miles of flowers.I smell roses till I think I see the rose leaves lying in heaps, bushels, upon the floor.

“I smell fallen leaves till I put down my hand —so —and expect to make them rustle.I smell the white and the pink May in the hedges, and all sorts of flowers that I never was among, for I have seen very few flowers indeed in my life.”

“Pleasant fancies to have, Jenny dear!” said her friend.

13.“So I think, Lizzie, when they come to me, and the birds I hear! Oh !” cried the little creature, holding out her hand and looking upward, “how they sing!”

There was something in the face and action for the moment quite inspired and beautiful.Then the chin dropped musingly upon the hand again.

“I dare say my birds sing better than other birds and my flowers smell better than other flowers; for when I was a little child,” in a tone as if it were ages ago, “the children that I used to see early in the morning were very different from any others that I ever saw.They were not like me; they were never in pain.

“They were not like the children of the neighbors; they never made me tremble all over by setting up shrill noises, and they never mocked me.Such numbers of them, too! All in white dresses and with something shining on the borders and on their heads that I have never been able to imitate with my work, though I know it so well.

14.“They used to come down in long, bright, slanting rows, and say all together : ‘Who is this in pain ? Who is this in pain?’ When I told them who I was, they answered, ‘Come play with us!’ When I said, ‘I never play! I can't play!’ they swept about me and took me up and made me light.

“Then it was all delicious ease and rest till they laid me down and said, all together: ‘Have patience, and we will come again.’

“Whenever they came back, I used to know they were coming before I saw the long, bright rows by hearing them ask, all together, a long way off: ‘Who is this in pain ? Who is this in pain ?’ And I used to cry out: ‘O my blessed children, it's poor me.Have pity on me.Take me up and make me light.’”

Lizzie, who had not taken off her bonnet, rather hurriedly proposed that as the room was getting dark they should go out into the air.

They went out, the visitors saying goodnight to the dolls' dressmaker, whom they left leaning back in her chair with her arms crossed, singing to herself in a sweet, thoughtful little voice.

玩偶的裁缝

查尔斯·狄更斯

这篇节选摘自《我们共同的朋友》。对于儿童读者来说，除了玩偶裁缝詹妮·瑞恩的部分，这本小说略显枯燥。詹妮是这名杰出的作家笔下造出的可爱人物中最为古灵精怪的一个，深受年轻读者的喜爱。

选段出自该书的第二部第一章。

对该章的剩余内容，以及其他章节中涉及詹妮·瑞恩及其友人的选段的阅读可由教师自行安排。

1.布拉德莱·海德思东和查理·赫克萨姆穿过桥梁，沿着河岸向米尔班克前进。在教堂街与史密斯广场交接的地方，有一排静悄悄的小房舍，他们在其中一栋边上停住了脚步。

男孩敲了敲门，门马上一弹动，咔嗒一声就打开了。之间一个小孩——一个矮矮的小姑娘坐在一只又小又低的老式扶手椅中，椅子前面放了一张类似工作台的小桌子。

“我站不起来，”那孩子说，“因为我的脊背有毛病，腿也有点奇怪。不过我是一家之主。您来做什么呀，年轻人？”

“我想见我的姐姐。”

“很多年轻人都有姐姐，”那个小孩回应道，“告诉我你的名字，年轻人。”

2.那个奇怪的小形体，那张同样奇怪的小脸，那双明亮的灰眼睛，目光那么犀利，因此她态度上的犀利似乎也是理所当然的。仿佛是，既然那是同一个模子里出来的，自然犀利得很了。

“我叫赫克萨姆。”

“啊，真的？”一家之主说，“我想大概是的，您姐姐大概还有一刻钟就过来， 我非常喜欢她。坐下吧，这位先生贵姓？”

“这是海德思东先生，我的教师。”

“坐下吧，劳驾您关上大门。我自己也没办法关。”

3.海德思东和赫克萨姆默然遵命，那个小小的人继续干自己的活儿，用一把骆驼毛刷子把几张事先裁成一定形状的硬纸片和薄木板用胶水或树脂粘在一起。

工作台上的小剪子和小刀，说明这些都是小孩子自己做的。台子上乱扔着的小块天鹅绒、绸缎和丝带，说明一等填充好之后，她还要灵活地将这些东西组装起来。

4.小姑娘纤细的十指异常灵巧，而她把薄薄两片东西凑在一起，用牙齿轻轻一咬，同时从那双灰色眼睛的眼角短短地瞥了来客们一眼。

“你们说不出我这个行业的名称，我敢肯定。”小姑娘在这样看过他们几眼之后说道。

“您是做针线活儿的。”查理说。

“还有呢？”

“您是做擦笔尖布的。”布拉德莱·海德思东说。

“哈！哈！还做什么呢？您是个教师，可您说不出来。”

5.“您还用稻草，”他又指着小工作台的一角回答，“但我不知道是什么。”

“猜得不错，我只是利用废料做些针插和擦笔尖布，但我确实是要用到稻草。再试试看，我用稻草做什么呢?”

“淑女们的软帽？”

“都是些漂亮淑女的呀，”房子的主人说，“我是给布娃娃做裁缝的。”

“我猜生意一定兴隆？”

6.一家之主耸了耸肩膀，又摇摇头。

“不啊，价钱低得可怜，可又催得急。上个礼拜我有个布娃娃要出嫁，只能熬夜加班。”

两个人依然惊讶不止地盯着这个小人儿，教师说：“真遗憾，您漂亮的淑女们这么不为您着想。”

“她们就是这样子啊，”一家之主说着，又耸了耸肩，“她们一点儿也不爱惜衣服，每个月都要换新款式。我为一个有三个女儿的布娃娃做衣服，老天啊！她快把她丈夫给穿穷了！”

7.一家之主古怪地笑了一声，然后又从眼角里瞥了一眼。

“您是不是从来都像今天这样忙？”

“还要更忙，这会儿我正放松着呢。前天我刚做完一大批办丧事的订货，那个布娃娃的金丝雀死了。”

“您今天一整天都在家？”布拉德莱·海德思东问，“就没有哪家邻居的孩子……”

8.“可别提孩子啦！”小姑娘尖叫了一声，好像被这句话刺痛了似的。

“我可受不了孩子，我知道他们的鬼把戏和做派，总是到处跑啊，叫啊， 玩啊，打啊，总归是在人行道上蹦来蹦去，用粉笔画着道道玩游戏！”

“这还不算呢，他们有时还常常冲着钥匙孔往屋里呼喊人名字，还学我脊背跟腿的样子。让我跟成人好好地打交道吧！”

9.要想猜准这个奇怪的人的年纪有些困难，因为小姑娘那可怜的身体并不能提供任何线索。而她的一张面孔又是那么年轻，却又同样苍老。12岁或者最多13岁吧，大约差不离。

“我一向是喜欢大人们的，”小姑娘继续说，“我总是跟他们在一起，那么通情达理，坐得安安静静。从来不来回乱跑。”

门外的脚步声传入小姑娘的耳中，她仔细倾听，没过多久就有人敲门。她推动一只能够得着的门把手，愉快地笑着说：“瞧这儿，一个大人，一个我的密友！”就在这时，莉齐·赫克萨姆走进屋里。

“查理！是你啊！”

10.莉齐像往常一般将弟弟搂在怀里——这让他有点儿觉得难为情——可她根本都不看别人。

“得了，得了！得了！好了，亲爱的，看！海德思东先生和我一起来了。”

莉齐的双眼与海德思东四目相对，彼此含糊地应酬了几句。他不期而至的来访令她有些慌张，而教师也不太自在。

11.海德思东去找詹妮聊天打趣。“我打算置一个布娃娃，詹妮小姐。”他说。

“您最好不要。”裁缝回答道。

“为什么不呢？”

“您一定会把它弄坏的，你们这些孩子都是这样。”

“但这样您生意就好了呀，是吧，瑞恩小姐。”

“这些事情我不懂，”瑞恩小姐回嘴，“不过您最好还是出上一半价钱，买一块擦笔尖的布，放勤恳些，去用用它。”

“如果我们都是刚一会使用双手就去找活干，那布娃娃的裁缝们可就没事可做了。”

“有点儿道理，”瑞恩小姐回答道，“您的脑袋里有时也还有那么点儿思想。”然后，她变换了口气说:“说到思想，我的莉齐呀，不知为什么，她在我这里缝啊缝的，大热天，就一个人，我却能闻到花香。”

“作为一个普普通通的人，我得说，”教师提议道，“您闻到花香，是因为真的有花。”

12.“不，我没有啊，”小人儿回答着，一只手撑在椅子扶手上，并用同一只手托住下巴，两眼茫然地向前方望着：“这一带不是种花的地方，什么都有，就是没有这个。可我在工作的时候，闻得到好多好多花儿的香气。我闻到玫瑰，香得让我都快看见地板上落着一大堆花儿了。

“我还闻到落叶的气息，于是就伸出手，想把它们捏出声响来。我还闻到树丛里白色和粉色的五月盛开的鲜花，以及各式各样从来没见过的花。因为我这个人，见过花确实很少的。”

“真是令人快活的幻想啊！亲爱的詹妮！”詹妮的朋友说。

13.“莉齐，当我那么想的时候，我还听见鸟鸣了呢！喔！”小人儿喊了一声，伸出一只手，眼睛向上望去，“唱得多好听啊！”

顷刻之间，在詹妮的面容和动作上，有种十分激动而美丽的东西。然后她又若有所思，下巴重新落在那只手掌上。

“我感受我的鸟儿的歌声比别处的好听，我的花的香气也是一样。因为，当我还是个小娃娃的时候，”听她的口气，似乎是好多年之前的事，“我每天清早看见那些孩子，跟我从前所见过的都大不相同。他们不像我，从来都没受过苦。

“他们也不像邻居家的孩子们，从不尖声吵闹得我浑身直打哆嗦，也从来不做怪样捉弄我。我说，他们有那么多啊！全都穿着白色的衣服，边上镶着闪亮亮的装饰。而头上戴的帽子，我很清楚，是无论如何也做不出来的。

14.“他们总是排成闪亮亮的斜队向我飞来，然后一起说着：‘谁在受苦？谁在受苦？’当我告诉他们我是谁的时候，他们就又说：‘过来和我们一起玩嘛！’当我说自己从来没玩过，也不会玩的时候，他们就从四面八方把我举了起来。

“我觉得轻松又安逸，直到他们把我放下来，一边说着：‘忍耐点儿，我们还会回来。’

“当他们再次回来的时候，没等那个队列出现，我就知道了。因为他们从很远很远的地方就开始问：‘谁在受苦？谁在受苦？’而我也总是喊：‘啊，上帝的孩子，是可怜的我呀。发发慈悲吧，把我抬起来，让我解脱吧。”

莉齐还没摘下软帽，就急急地提议屋子里很暗，需要去户外呼吸一下空气。

访客们走出去了，并对裁缝道了晚安。一家之主靠在椅子里，双臂交叠，为自己唱了一支甜蜜而意味深长的短调。





A STORY OF THE FLAG

By VICTOR MAPES

patriotic　amazement

爱国的　吃惊

boulevard　enthusiasm

大街　热情

1.I do not know how you feel about the American flag, but it has often occurred to me that most of us have very little feeling about it.

I do not mean by this that we are not patriotic—that we would not march up to the cannon's mouth, if we were called upon to do so, as quickly as the Englishman, the German, or anybody else.But our country is so peaceful, and we see so many flags drooping so lazily from flagpoles on the tops of big buildings, or carried on picnic parades, or stuck in the collars of horses, that we are very apt to pass by a flag without noticing it.

If it does chance to engage our attention, we remark, perhaps, that it is faded or bright, large or small, of silk or bunting, or something of the sort, and that is as much feeling as the sight of it ever inspires.

2.At any rate that is what a little boy I know thought about it when he went abroad with me last May.But two little adventures this boy took part in, some time after he arrived on the other side of the ocean, have changed this feeling somewhat.These two adventures that Frank, the little boy I speak of, had in Paris were, perhaps, worth while telling about.

When the Fourth of July came, we had been in Paris nearly two months, and during that time I think we had not seen a single American flag.

3.On the morning of the Fourth, however, we walked out on the boulevard, and a number of flags were hanging out from the American shops.They looked strange to us, and the idea came to Frank, for the first time, that the United States was one of a great many nations living next to one another in this world —that it was his own nation, a kind of big family to which he belonged.The Fourth of July was a sort of a big family birthday, and the flags were out to tell the Frenchmen and everybody not to forget the fact.

4.A feeling of this nature came over Frank that morning, and he called out “there's another” every time a new flag came in view.He stopped two or three times to count the number in sight, and showed in various ways that he, America, and the American flag had come to a new relation.

During the morning Frank's cousin George, a boy two or three years older than he, came to our hotel, and they went off together to see the sights and have a good time.

When Frank returned and came up to the room where I was writing, I noticed a small American flag pin stuck into the lapel of his coat.

5.“George had two,” he said in answer to my question, “and he gave me this one.He's been in Paris a year now, and he says we ought to wear them so people may know that we are Americans.But say, Uncle Jack, where do you think I got that?” He opened a paper bundle he had under his arm and unrolled a weather beaten American flag.

“Where?” asked I, supposing it had come from George's house.

“We took it off Lafayette's tomb.”

I opened my eyes in astonishment, while he went on:

6.“George says the American Consul put it on the tomb last Fourth of July for our government, because Lafayette helped.us in the Revolution.”

“They ought to put on a new flag every year, George says,” explained Frank, seeing my amazement, “on Fourth of July morning, but the American Consul is a new man, George thinks, for he forgot to do it.So we bought a new flag and we did it.We went to a store on the boulevard, and for twenty francs bought a new flag just like the old one.George and I each paid half.

“There were two women and a little girl at the tomb when we returned, and we waited till they went away.Then we unrolled the new flag and took the old one off the tomb.

7.“We thought we ought to say something when we put the new flag on, but we didn't know what to say.George said they always made a regular speech, thanking Lafayette for helping us in the Revolution, but we thought it didn't matter much.So we just took off our hats when we spread the new flag on the grave, and then we rolled up the old flag and came away.

“We drew lots for it afterward, and I am going to take it home with me.

“Somebody ought to have done it, and as we were both American boys, it was all right, wasn't it ?”

Right or wrong, the flag that travelers saw on Lafayette's tomb that year as a mark of the American nation's respect for that great Frenchman was the one put there by two boys.And the flag put there the year before, Frank has carefully hung on the wall of his little room in America.

8.Ten days after this adventure came the Fourteenth of July, —the great day on which the French people stormed the grim old Bastille and cried: “Down with the tyranny of kings!”

It is much the same sort of day to the French as our Fourth of July is to us, only they show a great deal more enthusiasm.The little French boys do not shoot off fire crackers all day in the streets, to frighten horses, scorch their fingers, and make mothers anxious.

There is a great military parade reviewed by the President, there are bands of music on the corners and public places throughout Paris; and at night, while fireworks are being set off, men, women, and children throng the streets and dance and sing till daylight is about ready to share the fun.

9.The morning of that great day George came round to the hotel, and I asked the two boys if they would like to go after lunch to see the great military parade, where President Carnot was going to have some thirty thousand French soldiers march by his stand and salute him.

George thought it would be more fun to take a carriage and drive about Paris to see all the people celebrating.It would be hot and crowded at the review and we could not hope to see President Carnot, so Frank and I agreed with George.

10.Before we started out, Frank suggested that we should buy two big flags, the same size, one American, red, white, and blue, and the other French, red, white, and blue, and take them with us.“Don't you see,” he explained, “we will carry the American flag to show that we are Americans, and the French flag will show that we're glad they are celebrating!”

So they bought the two flags, —fine large ones, —and Frank with the American flag sat with the coachman on the box, while George and I put the French flag between us, to fly out behind.

11.After driving about from place to place, we found ourselves once more back on the boulevards, when suddenly Frank gave a shout.

“Look!” he called out, “there come some soldiers!”

Yes, there were soldiers on horseback coming towards us.Then faraway shouts reached our ears from the crowds ahead, where the soldiers were.

“Look at the pistols,” cried Frank from the box, “They are holding them right up in the air.What is that for?”

“They are a bodyguard,” George said, “It must be somebody.”

“It is the President,” said the coachman, as the soldiers came toward us at a rapid pace.

12.We were within fifty yards of them now and could see everything.There in front were the two officers, with shining breastplates and helmets, each with a cocked revolver held out at arm's length.

Behind came the President's carriage drawn by four coal-black horses, then two more officers with drawn pistols, followed by a troop of cavalry.

On they came! Our coachman stopped his horses.

The people were shouting and cheering on all sides, “Le President!” “Carnot!”

He was almost abreast of us and close by when suddenly I noticed he was looking in our direction, and all eyes were turned toward our carriage.

It was the American flag!

There it was floating proudly aloft in the hands of our little boy in the front seat.

13.When Frank saw the President abreast of him and everybody looking at his flag, without a sign of hesitation he stood straight, held the flag as high as he could, and dipped a salute to the President of the French Republic!

The crowd cheered wildly.President Carnot moved forward in his seat, lifted his hat, and bowed low to Frank and the American flag.

And then in a second he had passed.

14.This flag, I think, is prized by Frank even more than the other, for whenever he takes anybody to his room, he always says first, “ This is the flag that was on Lafayette's tomb; and then, in a more impressive voice, “ That is the one President Carnot took off his hat to.”

But these two flags are not the only ones that are dear to him.Every flag he sees on the street he realizes might have been on Lafayette's tomb or saluted by President Carnot.

国旗的故事

维克多·梅普斯

1.我不知道你对美国国旗是怎么想的，但在我看来，总似乎觉得大多数人都对国旗没什么感情。

我不是说我们不爱国，也不是说我们不会在有必要的时候进行战争，而且还会走在英国人、德国人，或其他任何人的前头。但我们的国家这样和平，而我们看着这么多的旗帜懒洋洋地挂在建筑顶端的旗杆上，出现在阅兵式上，或者贴在马匹的项圈上，一不小心就会忽略。

但一旦机缘巧合，国旗被我们注意到了，那么不管旗帜是褪色还是鲜艳，大还是小，丝绸和彩旗，等等，只要看见国旗升起，心中就会涌起豪情。

2.不管怎样，我觉得这个故事里的小男孩，在和我一同出国时，心里就是这么想的。但也有可能，他是在到达大洋彼岸之后，经历了两次小小的冒险才改变了看法。而弗兰克——这是男孩的名字——在巴黎的那两次经历，或许值得一提。

7月4日的时候，我们已经在巴黎待了将近2个月的时间，在这段时间里，我认为我们没有看到过任何一面美国国旗。

3.然而，在4号的早晨，当我们走上大道，发现一些旗子被挂在美国人开办的商店门口。我们觉得有些奇怪，而弗兰克则第一次认识到美国是世界上众多伟大国家中的一个。那是他自己的祖国，是他生来隶属的家园。7月4日是一个大家庭的生日，国旗被挂出来就是要告诉法国人，不要忘记这个事实。

4.那天早上，弗兰克本能地感到了这种共鸣。每当又一面旗子出现，他便喊道：“还有一面！”他停下了两三次，目测着旗子的数量。他，美国，以及美国的国旗就以各种各样的方式融合到了一起。

在那天早上，弗兰克的表哥乔治到了我们酒店。那男孩比他大两三岁，他们一起出去了，打算看看风景，玩个痛快。

弗兰克回来的时候，我正在屋子里写作。我注意到一个小小的国旗胸针别在他的翻领外套上。

5.“乔治有两个呢，”他回答了我的疑问，“他给了我这个，他在巴黎已经一年了，说我们应该戴着这个，这样人们就知道我们是美国人了。可是杰克叔叔，你知道我是在哪儿拿到的吗？”他打开胳膊夹着的一个纸包，里面是一面陈旧的美国国旗。

“哪儿呀？”我问道，心想胸针可能是从乔治家拿出来的。

“拉法耶特的坟墓。”

我惊讶地睁开眼睛，他继续说下去：

6.“乔治说美国的大使会在每年的7月4日将国旗盖上去，因为拉法耶特曾在独立战争中帮助过我们。”

“他们应该每年换一面新的，乔治说的。”见到我吃惊的样子，弗兰克解释道，“每年的7月4日上午，但美国领事才上任，就把这条忘了。所以我们买了一面新的国旗，而且也成功了。我们去了林荫大道的一家商店，花20法郎买了一面新的，和旧的一模一样。乔治和我各付一半。

“我们回去的时候，目前有两位女士和一个小姑娘，我们一直等到他们走掉哦。然后我们两个展平了新国旗盖上去，把旧的从墓上撤下来。

7.“我们觉得应当在盖新旗的时候说点儿什么，却又想不出来。乔治说他们一般会做个演讲，感谢拉法耶特在独立战争中的贡献，但我们觉得那并不重要。所以我们只是在盖旗的过程中摘下了帽子，然后卷起旧旗离开了。

“之后，我们两个还争夺那面旧国旗来着，最后我是把它拿回家的人。

“总该有些人做这件事，而既然我们两个都是美国男孩，就应该没关系的，对吧？”

不管是对是错，那一年游客们在拉法耶特墓前看到美国为表敬意献上的国旗，其实是被两个小男孩放上去的。而早在那一年之前，弗兰克就在自己的房间里小心翼翼地挂起了一面国旗。

8.这场冒险后的10天，就到了7月14日，也就是法国人民呐喊着“打倒国王暴政！”解放了巴士底狱的那一天。

对于法国人来说，这一天的意义正如同我们的7月4日。法国的小男孩们在这一天绝不会玩爆竹，以免惊吓马匹，或者烧焦手指，让他们的妈妈万分焦急。

总统将会出行一场隆重的阅兵式，巴黎公共场所的各个角落都会有乐队表演。而到了夜间，当烟花升起，男人、女人和儿童就会涌入街巷，通宵达旦地唱歌跳舞。

9.那个隆重日子的早上，乔治到了旅馆。我问男孩子们愿不愿意在午饭后去看看阅兵，卡洛总统将检阅3万名战士，接受他们的欢呼。

乔治觉得如果能叫一辆马车，看看巴黎的欢庆会更有意思。因为天气炎热，人群十分拥挤，我们没什么希望看见卡洛总统，所以弗兰克和我就同意了。

10.在我们出发之前，弗兰克建议我们去买两面大旗，尺寸相当，一面美国国旗，一面法国国旗，都是红白蓝三色组成。“看见没？”他解释道，“我们要扛着美国的国旗，表明自己的身份，也要举着法国国旗，告诉大家我们乐于加入庆典呢！”

所以我们就买了两面漂亮的国旗。弗兰克扛着美国的，乔治和我则把法国国旗放在我们中间，跟在他后面。

11.在走遍大街小巷之后，我们又一次回到了林荫大道，然后弗兰克突然喊了起来。

“看啊！”他的声音很大，“那边来了些士兵！”

没错儿，战士们骑在马背上朝我们这边来了。然后，骑兵阵前方的呼喊声也远远地传到了我们耳边。

“看那些枪，”弗兰克从车厢里叫道，“他们把枪直直地冲着天空，想做什么呀？”

“他们是卫兵，”乔治说，“肯定来的是大人物。”

“是总统。”在士兵们快速通过我们身边的时候，马车夫说道。

12.我们离他们不到50码，看得一清二楚。在前方有两名军官，穿着闪闪发光的胸甲和头盔，每个人都举着跟手臂等长的火枪。

两名军官后面，是由四匹黑马拉着的总统马车。然后又是两名举着枪的军官，后面跟着一队守卫。

总统来了！我们的马车夫叫马停了下来。

人们夹道高声欢呼着：“总统！”“卡洛！”

总统几乎与我们擦肩而过，突然，我注意到他在注视着我们所在的方位。于是，所有的目光都转向了我们的马车。

美国的国旗！

坐在前排的小男孩带着自豪举高了手臂。

13.当弗兰克看见总统走到他身边时，每个人都看向了他手中的旗。毫不犹豫地，他站了起来，竭尽全力地举高旗帜，然后向法兰西共和国的总统敬了一个礼！

人群沸腾了。卡洛总统也从座位上站起来，脱下帽子，对着弗兰克与美国的国旗鞠躬致敬。

下一刻，卡洛总统走向了前方。

14.我觉得，弗兰克对那面国旗的珍视超过了任何其他的东西。因为每当他带什么人去自己的房间，总是会先说：“这面旗曾经被放在拉法耶特的墓上。”然后又会用更富于感染力的语调说:“那一面旗，曾经接受过卡洛总统的致敬。”

但这两面国旗并不是弗兰克唯一喜爱的东西。他知道，街上的每面国旗都可能曾被安放于拉法耶特的墓碑上，也可能都曾接受过总统的致意。





A WELCOME TO LAFAYETTE

By EDWARD EVERETT

During the visit of Lafayette the corner-stone of the monument was laid at Bunker Hill, the scene of one of the first and most celebrated battles of the Revolutionary War, fought June 17, 1775.This is a brief extract from an oration delivered by Mr.Everett at Cambridge in 1824.

1.With the present year will be completed the half-century from that most important era in human history, the commencement of our Revolutionary War.

A few still survive among us to reap the rich fruits of their labors and suffering, and one has yielded himself to the united voice of a people, and returned in his age to receive the gratitude of the nation to whom he devoted his youth.

2.It is recorded on the pages of American history that when this friend of our country applied to our commissioners at Paris, in 1776, for a passage to America, they were obliged to answer him that they possessed not the means nor the credit for providing a single vessel in all the ports of France.

“Then,” exclaimed the youthful hero, “I will provide my own”; and it is a literal fact that when all America was too poor to offer him so much as a passage to our shores, he left, in his tender youth, the bosom of home, of happiness, of wealth, of rank, to plunge in the dust and blood of our struggle.

3.Welcome, friend of our fathers, to our shores! Happy are our eyes that behold those venerable features.Enjoy a triumph such as never monarch enjoyed, —the assurance that throughout America there is not a bosom which does not beat with joy and gratitude at your name.Welcome, thrice welcome, to our shores; and whither soever throughout the limits of the continent your course shall take you, the ear that hears you shall bless you, the eye that sees you shall bear witness to you, and every tongue exclaim, with heartfelt joy, “Welcome, welcome, Lafayette!”

欢迎拉法耶特

爱德华.埃弗雷特

在拉法耶特访问期间，独立战争纪念碑在布克山奠基，1775年6月17日，在这里爆发了独立战争最早也是最著名的战役。下文节选自埃弗雷特先生于1824年在剑桥发表的致辞。

1.以独立战争为开端的半个世纪即将完成，人类历史上最重要的时代就要结束了。

我们当中的某一些人生存了下来，收割他们辛劳和痛苦所结下的硕果。其中之一放弃了自我，加入了一个民族的呼声，在他的年代里回归，收获了他曾奉献青春的民族的感谢。

2.这一切记录在美国历史上，当我们国家的这位友人为一条到美国的路于1776年联系了我们在巴黎的行政长官，他们不得不回答他，他们既无手段，也无信誉在法国任何一座港口提供哪怕一条船。

“那么，”年轻的英雄说，“我就自己给自己准备。”这是字面的事实，当时美国全体穷困潦倒，无法提供他任何通向我们海岸的东西。他在他青涩时代离开，离开家庭、快乐、财富和阶级的怀抱，一头跳进我们尘血飞扬的斗争中。

3.欢迎，我们父亲的朋友，来到我们的海岸！我们的眼睛注视那些庄严形象时是多么高兴，享受这份没有任何帝王享受过的胜利。贯穿整个美国，无人胸中不充满对您名字的欢喜和感激。欢迎您，无比欢迎，来到我们的海岸，穷尽大路的尽头，无论您到何处道路将引领您，听见您声音的人都将祝福您，看见您的人都将是您的见证，每个人都会打心底欢喜高呼：“欢迎，欢迎，拉法耶特！”





THE NATIONAL FLAG

By CHARLES SUMNER

Charles Sumner was one of our most prominent American statesmen.He was born in Boston, Mass., January, 1811, was graduated at Harvard, and then studied and practised law.

In 1845 he delivered the Fourth of July oration at Boston with so much eloquence and force that he gained high rank as an orator.Five years later he was elected to the United States Senate, and held that position until his death, in 1873.

Although there were many who disagreed with his views, they never questioned his honor and integrity.His speeches were finished and scholarly, and always impressed his audience with his power and sincerity.He was a great and good man, and gained the respect of the whole country.

1.There is the national flag! He must be cold indeed who can look upon its folds rippling in the breeze without pride of country.If he be in a foreign land, the flag is companionship and country itself with all its endearments.

Who, as he sees it, can think of a state merely? Whose eyes, once fastened upon its radiant trophies, can fail to recognize the image of the whole nation?

It has been called a floating piece of poetry, and yet I know not if it have an intrinsic beauty beyond other ensigns.Its highest beauty is in what it symbolizes.It is because it represents all that all gaze at it with delight and reverence.

2.It is a piece of bunting lifted in the air, but it speaks sublimely, and every part has a voice.Its stripes of alternate red and white proclaim the original union of thirteen states to maintain the Declaration of Independence.Its stars of white on a field of blue proclaim that, union of states constituting our national constellation, which receives a new star with every new state.

The two together signify union, past and present.The very colors have a language which was officially recognized by our fathers.White is for purity, red for valor, blue for justice; and all together, bunting, stripes, stars, and colors blazing in the sky, make the flag of our country—to be cherished by all our hearts, to be upheld by all our hands.

国旗

查尔斯·萨姆纳

查尔斯·萨姆纳是美国最杰出的政治家之一。他于1811年1月生于马萨诸塞州的波士顿，毕业于哈佛大学，之后从事法律研究和应用。

1845年的7月4日，查尔斯在波士顿发表了演说，凭借卓越的口才与魄力跻身于一流演说家。五年之后，他当选进入美国参议院，并终身占据一席之地。

尽管很多人并不赞同查尔斯的政治观点，但从未有人质疑过他的荣誉与正直。他的演讲用辞文雅，总能凭借力量与真诚获取听众的心。他是一名卓越而伟大的人物，获得了全国上下的尊敬。

1.国旗在飘扬，它一定万分寂寥，望着自己在微风中皱巴巴的样子，毫无爱国自豪感。倘若它身处国外，旗帜便是承托爱国之情的象征。

谁在看见国旗的时候，会一心一意地想着国家？谁看见它光芒万丈的旗帜，会认不出全国的版图？

国旗被人们称作飘扬的诗篇，而我清楚地明白，它的意义远远不局限于旗帜本身。它最大的魅力在于它所象征的国家。在充满喜悦与敬畏的视线之下，它就是一切。

2.国旗是风中的一面彩旗，却拥有至高的话语权，而每一部分都有自己的声音。红白相间的条纹代表独立宣言时期的13个州，蓝底上白色的星群代表组成联邦的辖区，每一颗星星都象征着一个新成立的州。

这两样象征，分别代表着曾经与现在。颜色的象征是由我们的国父勘定。白色象征自由，红色象征勇气，蓝色则象征正义。当这样的色彩在空中飞扬，令国旗被我们敬仰爱戴，高举在所有人的手中。

Bright flag at yonder tapering mast,

Fling out your field of azure blue;

Let star and stripe be westward cast,

And point as Freedom's eagle flew !

Strain home ! Olithe and quivering spars!

Point home, my country's flag of stars !

N· P· Willis

明艳的国旗在远处飘扬，

碧绿的田野上有灿烂星光。

星群与条纹前往西方，

像自由鹰隼般尽情翱翔！

旗杆抖擞，整装待发！

祖国的星条旗，指向故乡！

N·P·威利斯





ALFRED TENNYSON

marvelous　spiritual

精彩的 心灵的

incorruptible　laureate

不受腐蚀的 荣誉获得者

1.Alfred Tennyson was born in Somersby, England, on the sixth day of August, 1809.His father was the village rector, and there, in the white rectory house among the hills and beneath leafy elms, came the tiny babe who was destined to become the greatest poet of his age.

His mother was a gentle lady with a lively imagination, so kind-hearted that the bad boys of the village used sometimes to beat their dogs under her window in order to be bribed to leave off.

2.There were twelve children in the Tennyson family, and they lived in a little world of their own.The seven boys would play that they were knights defending a castle or rescuing maidens.Sometimes they fought mimic battles, dividing themselves into two camps, each having a willow wand set up in its midst for a king.Each party tried to overthrow the other's king with a stone.

The love of beauty was very strong in them, and they told marvelous tales and fancied themselves the knights and heroes of which they read.

They liked to write about their play, and used to put the histories of their battles under the potato bowl on the dinner table so that their father might read them.They were a very happy family, and the poems in which Tennyson refers to early days are full of warmth and tenderness.

But it was not all playtime.The children were taught at home and in the village school.The books surrounding them in the rector's library and the pleasant home instruction awakened an early fondness for learning.

3.Alfred showed thought beyond his years when very young.When he was five years of age, as the wind swept through the garden of the rectory, he spread out his little arms and was blown along by it, crying in great glee, “I hear a voice that's speaking in the wind,” and the voices which spoke in the babbling of the brook, the sighing of the pines, and the murmur of the waves soon shaped themselves into verse.

Alfred always loved the sea.He heard many voices in its varying sounds, and the music of the restless waves awakened an answering echo in the heart of the young poet.He once ran bareheaded from Somersby to the shore to listen to the moaning music of the sea.

4.Charles Tennyson, next older than Alfred, was his constant companion.He, too, had poetical tastes, and wrote throughout his life; but his genius was less than his brother's.The two boys were sent to the Louth Grammar School for a short time, but returned to Somersby and attended a school called “Cadney's”.During their course there they wrote verses.

In 1827 they carried their work to a publisher, who gave them twenty pounds for it and published it under the title of “Poems by Two Brothers.” The critics paid little attention to this work, and its sale was confined to the family friends.The world little dreamed that a great poet was springing up in its midst.

5.The following year Charles and Alfred went to Trinity College, Cambridge.Their older brother had spent two years there, and had taken the college prize for the Greek poem.This life was a great change from the sleepy village of Somersby, and the influence of the strong, thoughtful minds gathered there was of great benefit to Tennyson.

At that time there were a number of young men at Trinity who had unusual talent.The Tennyson boys found friends of their own age who had the same tastes, and they used to meet and tell stories and talk and plan for the future.Those college days were full of delight and profit.

6.It was here that Alfred Tennyson met Arthur Hallam, a young man of rare sweetness of character, who gave promise of great genius.Hallam and Tennyson were soon drawn to each other in a friendship closer than that of the two brothers.

Both young men wrote, and Tennyson afterward said, “He still outstripped me in the race.”

In 1829 Tennyson gained the Chancellors gold medal for a poem on Timbuctoo.This poem received praise from the critics, who said that it would have done honor to any man that ever wrote.In 1830 Tennyson published a little book of poems, which was most favorably received by some critics and ridiculed by others.

A great sorrow was hanging over the young poet.Arthur Hallam, who became dearer with every passing year, died suddenly while at Vienna.“God's finger touched him, and he slept.”7.The loss of this very dear friend stirred the young poet's soul to its inmost depths and turned his thoughts to the mysteries of life and death.For seventeen years he secretly relieved the burden of his grieving heart in a memorial poem; but his cry of sorrow and despair grew more confident in the later years, and the closing verses expressed the confidence that the God of love made life and death and is King of both.

Meanwhile he was writing other poems, and his work was becoming better known.The volume published in 1842 took the world by storm.These later poems showed a rare skill in poetic expression and melody.They were full of pictures of English scenery, —the castles and baronial halls, the homesteads and well-kept gardens, the glorious summer woods and the ever-changing sea.But beyond all these pictures and delicate fancies were spiritual feeling, heart throbs of emotion, and purity of thought.

Charles Dickens was one of the first to recognize Tennyson's genius.He was always a great admirer of the poet, and writes, “Tennyson I have been reading again and again.What a great creature he is!”

8.In 1850 Tennyson gave to the world “In Memoriam”, his lament for Arthur Hallam.These verses placed him at the head of all poets of his time, and he was made poet laureate.That was also the year of his marriage to Emily Sellwood.They had long been engaged, and it was her faithful love that had brought gladness into his life.

Two sons, Hallam and Lionel, were born at the beautiful home at Farringford.The house there is delightfully situated.Its park, grove, and pastures are fresh and green, and stately trees grow all about the house.

In the midst of all this beauty and comfort lived Tennyson, grand and noble, but always sad and gloomy.

He lived a very quiet life, spending his time in writing.His pen was never idle, and his last poems were as beautiful and full of melody as any that he ever wrote.

9.His most famous poems are, “Maud” “The Princess” and “Idyls of the King”, although some of his shorter poems sing themselves into many hearts.

His poems are high and noble and full of truth as well as beautiful visions.No blot, no stain mars their beauty.His verse is the most faultless in our language, both as regards the music of its flow and the art displayed in the choice of words.As a word-painter no modern poet has equaled him.

His language, although consisting for the most part of strong and pithy Saxon words, is yet the very perfection of all that is elegant and musical in the art of versification.

The great Poet's faith grew brighter and more hopeful during the last years of his life, and when he died in 1892 and was laid with kings and queens in Westminster Abbey his own words came to many a sorrowing heart:

“Come away; for Life and Thought

Here no longer dwell;

But in a city glorious, —

A great and distant city, —have bought

A mansion incorruptible.

Would they could have stayed with us!”

阿尔弗雷德·丁尼生

1.阿尔弗雷德·丁尼生于1809年8月6日在英国桑姆斯拜出生，他的父亲是镇上的牧师。在群山环绕的教堂中，在茂密的榆树荫下，当代最著名的诗人度过了他的童年。

阿尔弗雷德的母亲是一位温柔的淑女，富于鲜活的想象力。她天生善良，镇上的顽童因此有时会故意在她的窗下踢打自己的狗，好从她那里获得一点儿小玩意以换取宠物的安宁。

2.丁尼生一家共有12名子女，幸福地沉浸在自己的世界里。7个男孩会扮演骑士，攻陷城堡、拯救淑女。有时他们还会玩战争游戏，自发分成两个阵营，每一方都拿着一根柳枝，扮演国王，男孩们都试图用石头将对方的“国王”击倒。

大家的美学资质与生俱来，他们会编撰精彩的童话，并将自己想象成故事里的骑士与英雄。他们也很喜欢将自己的游戏记录下来，还曾经将“战争史”压在餐桌上面的土豆碗下，希望他父亲能够过目。家庭的生活十分美满，而丁尼生早期的诗作中永远充斥着温暖与柔和的情感。

但孩子们并没有荒废学业，他们在家中与镇上的学校里接受了教育。教堂图书馆里的藏书与寓教于乐的私塾令他们养成了好学的优秀品质。

3.在很小的时候，阿尔弗雷德就表现出了超越其年龄的智慧。他在5岁时，当风吹过教区的后花园，他伸出小小的手臂随风挥动，然后带着喜悦欢呼道：“我听见有人在风中说话呢!”

小溪的细语、松涛的叹息、海浪的呢喃，这些声音飞快地汇聚到一起，生成壮丽的旋律。

阿尔弗雷德一直钟情于大海。他能在海洋庞杂的怒吼中辨认出种种声音，海浪无休无止，形成悦耳的回声，震撼着年轻诗人的心灵。他曾经连帽子都不戴，从家中一直跑到海岸边，陶醉地倾听着海洋的乐章。

4.兄长查尔斯·丁尼生是他的良伴。他在家中排行与阿尔弗雷德相邻，也同样在诗歌方面品位不俗。他终生笔耕不辍，但才能却略逊于自己的弟弟。兄弟俩曾被短暂地送往劳斯文法学校学习，但很快就回到故乡，进入一所叫卡内的学校。在课业期间，他们创作了大量的诗歌。

1827年，丁尼生兄弟将作品投给一家出版社，《兄弟诗集》得以问世，并为两人带来了20英镑的稿酬。评论家对这部作品不甚关注，这本书的传播也只限于亲朋好友之间。谁也没想到，这本书会是一名伟大诗人的起点。

5.第二年，查尔斯和阿尔弗雷德前往剑桥的三一学院。他们的长兄已经在那里学习了两年，并凭借在希腊诗歌上的成绩获得了学校津贴。比起宁静的故乡，生活发生了翻天覆地的变化。丁尼生从学院独树一帜、严谨深思的作风中获益良多。

当时，三一学院可谓卧虎藏龙。丁尼生兄弟很快就结识了志同道合的同龄友人。他们经常聚集在一处，构思故事、畅想未来。丁尼生的大学时代充满了快乐与收获。

6.就是在那里，阿尔弗雷德·丁尼生遇见了亚瑟·海勒姆。这名青年善解人意，才华横溢。海勒姆与丁尼生很快就结下了胜似手足的亲密友谊。

两位青年都喜爱写作，日后丁尼生曾说过：“他文思敏捷，更胜于我。”

1829年，丁尼生凭借《廷巴克图》获得了校长金奖。该诗获得了众多评论家的赞赏，纷纷称其为有史以来的最高杰作。1830年，丁尼生出版了一册短篇诗集，反响赞否不一。

接着，年轻的诗人遭受了沉痛的打击。他与亚瑟·海勒姆的友谊日益深厚，然而对方却在前往维也纳后猝然离世。“上帝的手指碰触了他，令他坠入永眠。”

7.密友的离世深深地摧残了诗人的灵魂，并使他开始探索神秘的生死领域。接下来的17年里，他将不堪忍受的哀痛秘密地注入刻骨铭心的诗作，然而他的悲伤与绝望在晚年愈发沉重。晚期的诗作无不流露出人生无常、听天由命的思想。

与此同时，阿尔弗雷德也创作了许多其他题材的诗歌，很快声名远扬。1842年的诗集更是在全世界都掀起了波澜。这些作品体现出了作者在诗歌表达与旋律方面炉火纯青的造诣。它们翔实地描绘出英国的瑰丽风光：城堡、豪华的舞厅、农场、精心修葺的花园、夏日里葱郁的树林以及变化莫测的大海。但比这些淋漓的描绘与细致的想象更动人心扉的，是那些高尚的情操、真挚的悸动，以及纯粹无华的思绪。

查尔斯·狄更斯是最早意识到丁尼生才华的人之一。他总是对诗人不吝赞赏，并写道：“我总是反复品味丁尼生的作品。他是真正的文豪！”

8.1850年，丁尼生的《悼念》问世，这是他对亚瑟·海勒姆的追思。这些佳句将他推向了那个时代诗坛的巅峰，他被加冕为桂冠诗人。同年，他与艾米丽·塞尔伍德喜结连理。他们已经订婚多年，正是她忠诚的爱为他的生命带来了欢欣。

在丁尼生夫妇位于怀特岛法令福德的美丽庄园里，两个儿子先后出生，分别被命名为海勒姆与莱昂内尔。住宅的位置十分理想，庭院、树林、草坪都闪耀着悦目的碧色，周边种植着高大的树木。

丁尼生生活在这美丽安逸的家园中，高贵显赫，却永远愁眉不展。

丁尼生一直宁静度日，笔耕不辍，而晚年作品的文采与韵律更胜往日。

9.丁尼生最著名的作品包括：《莫德》《公主》《国王叙事诗》，除此之外，还有许多短诗也深受读者的喜爱。

丁尼生的诗作意象崇高，华丽却又不失真挚，闪耀着难以磨灭的光辉。用辞既注重韵律，又颇具品格，是英语文学中的典范。纵览当今诗坛，无人可与之争锋。

尽管丁尼生在创作中大量使用鲜明而简洁的撒克逊方言，成文却依然雅致而动听，毫无瑕疵。

在这位诗歌巨匠的晚年，宗教信仰为他的生命带来了光明与希望。当他在1892年离世后，被安葬在皇家御用的西敏寺，而墓碑上则刻着诗人哀婉的名句：

“离开吧，因为生命和思想

不再寓于此地；

但在灯火辉煌的城里

遥远的大城市，

已经买下坚固的大厦。

他们原本会与我们住在一起！”





SIR GALAHAD

By ALFRED TENNYSON

Space allows us to print only three of the seven stanzas of this beautiful poem, written nearly sixty years ago.Sir Galahad is a noble picture of a religious knight.

The remaining stanzas of the poem should be read to the class by the teacher.

My good blade carves the casques of men,

My tough lance thrusteth sure,

My strength is as the strength of ten,

Because my heart is pure.

The shattering trumpet shrilleth high,

The hard brands shiver on the steel,

The splintered spear-shafts crack and fly,

The horse and rider reel;

They reel, they roll in clanging lists,

And when the tide of combat stands,

Perfume and flowers fall in showers,

That lightly rain from ladies' hands.

When on my goodly charger borne,

Through dreaming towns I go,

The cock crows ere the Christmas morn,

The streets are dumb with snow.

The tempest crackles on the leads,

And, ringing, spins from brand and mail;

But o'er the dark a glory spreads,

And gilds the driving hail—

I leave the plain, I climb the height;

No branchy thicket shelter yields;

But blessed forms in whistling storms

Fly o'er waste fens and windy fields.

The clouds are broken in the sky,

And through the mountain-walls

A rolling organ-harmony

Swells up, and shakes and falls.

Then move the trees, the copses nod,

Wings flutter, voices hover clear:

“O just and faithful knight of God!

Ride on! the prize is near.”

So pass I hostel, hall, and grange;

By bridge and ford, by park and pale,

All-armed I ride, what e'er betide,

Until I find the Holy Grail.

加拉哈骑士

阿尔弗雷德·丁尼生

因为篇幅有限，我们这里只选了这首七节诗中的三节。这首优美的诗歌写于将近60年前。加拉哈骑士是一位非常高尚、虔诚的骑士。

本诗其余的部分建议由老师在课堂上向学生朗读。

我利刃能切开对手头盔，

我硬矛刺得稳又准，

我力气抵得别人十倍，

只因我内心纯真。

撕破长空的号角凄厉吹，

坚硬的钢甲片片颤动，

断成几截的矛柄横飞，

马驮着骑手陡一转，

便在铿锵的比武场里冲，

直打到难分难解的时候，

香水和鲜花纷纷落场中，

是女士手中的轻柔雨珠。

我跨着雄劲矫健的坐骑，

穿过睡梦中的城镇，

圣诞的黎明前公鸡在啼，

但积雪的街悄无声。

风雪在铅皮屋顶吹得响，

从甲片上铿铿溅落，

但黑夜之上现出一道辉光，

把冰雹镀得闪亮。

我离开平原，我登上高地，

没有多枝的灌木丛供我藏身；

但在荒泽野地飞奔于呼啸的风雪中，

那是上帝的祝福。

就在此时天开云散，

和谐的风琴声响起；

穿过了重峦叠嶂，

悠扬起伏，跌宕鸣颤。

大树摇晃，乔木点头，

翅膀在扑拍，清音耳畔响:

“上帝正直、忠诚的骑士啊！

前进，目标已接近！”

于是我驰过旅店、厅堂和农庄，

过桥涉水，穿园林越篱围，

全副武装疾行，不惧困难艰辛，

直到我终于找到那圣杯。





LITTLE ROSALIE（PART Ⅰ）

(Abridged)

By HARRIET PRESCOTT SPOFFORD

matinee　calculations(calculation)

日场　计算（复数）

chocolates（chocolate）　confidences

巧克力（复数）　知心话

Mrs.Spofford was born at Calais, Me., but she has spent the greater part of her life in the old town of Newburyport, Mass..She now lives near this quaint city, in a delightful home, on the banks of the Merrimac River.

She began writing when quite young, and her story “In a Cellar”, which appeared in one of the first numbers of the “Atlantic Monthly” was greatly admired.Her writings show a wide range of reading and insight into character.

Her magazine stories are especially fine, and are filled with music, beauty, and color.

1.It was a little “play-acting girl,” as the children's nurse called her.Her name, on the advertising bills posted up at every street corner, was “LITTLE ROSALIE”; and the great delight of the children was to be allowed to go to a matinee on a Saturday afternoon when they could hear and see her.

Sometimes Little Rosalie was one character in the play and sometimes she was another.Once she was a moonlight fairy in a little white silk gown whose long folds fell about her feet; her soft hair was loose on her shoulders, a star gleamed on her forehead, and another star tipped the lily's stem she held for a wand.

With her eyes uplifted and a white light on her face, Rosalie sang, and the children thought a little angel from heaven would sing and look in just that way.

2.And when, in another scene, she came dancing on in short, gauzy skirts, with two butterfly wings of peacock feathers upon her shoulders, and, springing upon a cloud, went sailing up out of sight as the play ended with soft music, they always found it difficult thoroughly to believe that she was not a fairy indeed.

“Going to see Little Rosalie,” said Tom, “isn't like going to the theater generally.It's—”

“It's just because we love her so,” said Bessy.

“And wish to see her,” added Johnny.

“And I really think she knows us now,” said Maidie， “I should have liked so much to throw her my bunch of violets, if I had dared, the very last time we were there.”

3.“Mamma,” said Kitten, “is she weally alive, or do they only wind her up and make her go?”

“I don't believe she's alive just as we are,” said Fanny, “She has those lovely wings, you know.”

“She doesn't have them all the time,” said Joe; “she doesn't have them when she's kneeling by her dying mother or selling the things in the street.”

“Oh, then,” said Bessy, “she's acting! And the wings are probably folded up under her ragged gown.”

“But I should think they'd show just a little bit.”

“Well, they don't.Oh, shouldn't you like to know her, Maidie, and talk with her once?”

4.“I am acquainted with her,” said their mother.

“You, mamma, you?” came a chorus, “O mamma, you can't mean so! How did it happen? Tell us all about it, please!”

“Is she a truly person?” asked Kitten.

“Yes, she is a ‘truly’ person,” answered their mother, “She lives on a street around the corner a little way from the theater.She has a mother, —a very sick mother, —and an old grandmother and a number of brothers and sisters.And she takes care of all of them.”

“Takes care?” said Maidie, drawing her puzzled brows together.

5.“Yes, actually takes care.In the first place, there is no money for the family but that which she herself earns.And more than that.This lovely little fairy creature who seems to you a being of wings and colors, of light, music, and grace, rises in the morning and makes the fire and dresses the children, —they are all younger than she herself.

“Then she prepares the breakfast and makes her mother comfortable, helps her poor old grandmother, and arranges the rooms.Some of the younger ones help her in that.And then she goes to rehearsal; that is, to the empty theater, where they practice portions of the evening work, with nobody to look on or applaud.”

6.“Well, then, rehearsal over,” resumed their mother, with a smile, “our Little Rosalie goes to market, and comes home, gets dinner, and clears it away.And if she has a new part to learn, she sits down to study it.She has to practice her dances sometimes for hours, and her songs, too.Oh, she works every day for many hours harder than you ever worked any hour in your lives.”

“When the play is over she comes out of the stage door into the night.It is often snowy and slippery, or dark and muddy from a heavy rain, with not a star to be seen.Sometimes she has a little supper with her grandmother before she creeps into bed, tired out; but often she goes to bed hungry.”

7.“O mamma,” cried Maidie, with tears in her sweet eyes, “I think it is so cruel.If she could only come and live with us!”

“And what would become then of her mother and grandmother, of her sisters and brothers? They have nobody but Rosalie to do anything for them, and would have to go to the almshouse or die of starvation if it were not for her earnings.”

“Oh, I forgot!”

“Papa could take care of them!” exclaimed Johnny.

“There are people worse off than these,” resumed mamma; “people who haven't even any Rosalie to earn money for them.And such people need all the time and money that papa and I have to spare.”

8.“But it all seems so strange,” said Fanny, “that I can't get quite used to it.She lives around the corner there, in some rooms, and cooks and sweeps and sews, and has a mother and brothers and sisters as we do ?”

“Yes, and I suppose her mother's heart aches to have poor little Rosalie doing so much; no doubt she often grieves over it.All the children look upon Rosalie as the one who gives them everything they have, as their guardian angel.

“When you saw her in that singing-play hovering over the children asleep in the wood, with the great rosy wings arching up above her head and pointing down below her feet, you didn't dream that she really was a guardian angel to so many, did you?”

9.“O mamma,” cried Maidie, with tears in her eyes, “and I am of no use at all! Can't we go and see her at her real home, mamma, or have her come to see us?” she added, wistfully.

“I am afraid it would do her no good, my dear.It is no kindness to make her discontented with her own home.And ours is very different.”

“We all wish Rosalie to like us,” said Maidie.

“Rosalie's too busy for that sort of thing!” said Tom, with great contempt.

“I don't know that she is,” said Maidie, “Once—I—I never told anybody—but once when she was so very near our box, you know, I really did throw her a little lace bag full of chocolates—those lovely chocolates that Uncle John gives us.And she caught it and looked over and laughed, and actually slipped one into her mouth—”

10.“Well,” interrupted Tom, looking up from the heavy calculations that he had been making, “we can't go next Saturday —unless Aunt Lydia ‘chips in.’” And, to everybody's amazement, Aunt Lydia did “chip in” a bright two-dollar-and-a-half gold piece on the spot.

That night, in their little beds in the big bedroom, most of the children, as usual, could hardly close their eyes for joy over the expected outing.

“Say, Maidie, are you asleep?” whispered Bessy.

“Of course not,”answered Maidie, “How do you suppose I can sleep when I'm going over in my mind the music that Rosalie is going to sing and dance to next Saturday ? And—O Bessy, how beautiful it is for anybody to do all the good that Rosalie does in the world! Oh, if I could only be of use to people—”

11.“Oh, you are, Maidie dear, you are of the greatest use to me! I don't know what I should do without you!” exclaimed her little bedfellow, clasping Maidie in her arms and able to speak her heart fully because it was dark, “You see to my work, and you make up our quarrels, and you get mamma to let us do things, and —and—”

“But, you see, if I died, —tomorrow, say, —you would all get along as well without me in a little while.I'm not really necessary to anybody.And she is really necessary just to keep ever so many people alive, and to bring them up and help them on in the world.

“And, then, think to how many people she gives pleasure; and how many children just count the days, the way we do, before they go to see ‘Little Rosalie’.Oh, if I could but be as useful in the world as she is—”

And there Maidie stopped her confidences, for the faintly murmured assents showed that Bessy would soon be sound asleep in spite of herself.

小罗莎莉

（节选）

哈莉叶特·普雷斯科特·斯波福德

（第一部分）

斯波福德夫人生于缅因州的卡利斯，但大半生都在马萨诸塞州的纽伯里波特度过。她现在定居于梅里麦克河畔，居住在一栋古色古香的怡人房屋之中。

斯波福德写作的才能苏醒得很早，她的《地窖之中》被早期的《大西洋月刊》收录，备受赞赏。斯波福德夫人的作品充分体现出自己渊博的学识，以及对人物性格的深刻理解。她刊登在杂志上的作品尤其出色，读起来绘声绘色、精彩纷呈。

1.照顾孩子们的护士管她叫“演戏的小姑娘”，而在大街小巷里每个角落的海报上，她的名字是“小罗莎莉”。每到星期六的下午，孩子们最高兴的事就是能被允许去看她的日场演出。

小罗莎莉的角色不太固定。有一次，她穿着一直垂到脚面的白色丝绸长袍，扮演月光仙子；她柔软的头发披散在肩上，前额上有颗星星熠熠生辉，而被她当作魔杖握在手里的百合花上也有这么一颗。

白色的聚光灯打在小罗莎莉脸上，她抬起眼睛，轻唱出声。在孩子们看来，从天堂来的小天使就应该像她那样。

2.而在别的戏里，小罗莎莉会穿着一条短纱裙跳舞，肩上覆着由孔雀的翎毛扎成的蝶翼。当快要落幕时，她便跃上云端，伴着轻柔的乐曲消失在大家的视野里，看上去就如同仙女一般。

“去看小罗莎莉，”汤姆说，“感觉就跟去歌剧院似的，对吧？这是……”

“那只是因为我们太喜欢她啦。”贝茜接话道。

“也渴望见到她。”约翰尼补充道。

“而且，我真的觉得现在她能认出我们了，”梅迪说道，“要是上次咱们去看的时候我再有点儿勇气，就能把自己手里的薰衣草扔给她了。”

3.“妈妈，”凯蒂插嘴了，“她到底是个活生生的人呢，还是上好了发条就能动弹呀？”

“我才不信她和我们这些人一样呢，”范妮说，“你知道，她长着那些可爱的翅膀呢。”

“她也不是一直都长着的啊，”琼说，“当她跪在自己垂死的母亲身边，或者在街上卖东西的时候，身上并没有翅膀。”

“喔，那么，”贝茜说道，“她就是在表演啦！那些翅膀可能是缩到她那件旧袍子底下去了。”

“但我觉得它们好像还露出来了一小块。”

“才没有呢。喔，梅迪，你们难道不想认识她，或者跟她说句话吗？”

4.“我挺了解她的。”他们的母亲说道。

“你？妈妈，你？”孩子们齐声问道，“喔，妈妈，你不是认真的吧？是怎么一回事？告诉我们吧，求求你啦！”

“她是个真人吗？”凯蒂问。

“当然了，她是个活生生的人呀。”他们的妈妈回答道，“她住在离剧院拐角处不远的一条街上，她妈妈病得很厉害。她还有一个上了岁数的奶奶，以及一大堆兄弟姐妹。是她一个人照顾着全家。”

“照顾？”梅迪问道，一面试着把这些讯息在脑子里整理出来。

5.“是的，她确实一直在养家。因为第一，她家里除了她自己的薪水之外，没有什么经济来源。而且，这个你们眼里长着好看的、戴着翅膀优雅地生活在光明和音乐中的可爱小精灵，其实每天一早就起床，生起炉火，给自己的弟弟妹妹们穿衣服呢。

“然后她开始做早餐，照顾她的妈妈，帮助可怜的奶奶，还得收拾房间。有些小孩子也会帮点儿忙。紧接着，她就去排演了，在空荡荡的剧场里联系着晚上的节目，没人观看也没人喝彩。”

6.“嗯，然后呢，当排演结束的时候，”他们的妈妈笑了一下，继续说道，“咱们的小罗莎莉就去市场，然后回家做饭，再打扫清理。要是她有新的角色，就会坐下来钻研一番。有时候，她得连续练习好几个小时的舞蹈，还有唱歌。对了，她在每天这几小时里，说不定比你们这辈子里的任何一个小时都要刻苦呢。”

“等到演出结束，她就走下舞台，钻进夜色里。夜里的路经常因为下雪而变得很滑，或者因为暴雨而泥泞又黑暗，一个星星都看不见。有时她会在睡觉前和奶奶一起吃一点儿东西，但在很多日子里，她都精疲力竭，空着肚子躺倒在床上。”

7.“喔，妈妈呀，”梅迪哭了起来，那双可爱的眼睛里涌出了泪水，“我觉得这太残酷了，要是她过来和我们一起生活该多好啊！”

“可她的奶奶、妈妈和兄弟姐妹们该怎么办呢？除了罗莎莉，没人能照顾他们。要是没有她赚钱，他们只能去救济院，或者干脆就饿死啦。”

“喔，我把这个忘记啦！”

“爸爸会照顾他们的！”约翰尼叫道。

“还有比他们更艰难的人呢，”妈妈继续道，“有些人连像罗莎莉那样能够依靠的人都没有，这样的人更需要我和爸爸付出时间和金钱去照料啊。”

8.“可这一切太奇怪了，”范妮说道，“我没办法理解。你是说，她住在那边街角的屋子里，会做饭、清扫和缝纫，还像我们一样有妈妈和兄弟姐妹吗？”

“没错。而且我敢说，可怜的小罗莎莉做这些事情，一定把她妈妈给心疼坏了。所有的孩子都把罗莎莉看成有求必应的人，就像是他们的守护天使。

“当你们在舞台下，看着她在树林里安眠的孩子们上空盘旋，扇动着背上玫瑰色的翅膀，还用双腿打着节拍的时候，做梦都没想过她其实真的是许多人的守护天使吧？”

9.“喔，妈妈，”梅迪再次流下了眼泪，“我真是没用啊！我们不能去她真正的家里看看吗？妈妈，或者叫她来拜访我们？”她又渴望地补上一句。

“恐怕这对她来说无济于事，我亲爱的。我们两家的差距太大，让她对自己的家庭产生不满可不是好事。”

“我们都想让罗莎莉喜欢我们啊。”梅迪说道。

“罗丽莎太忙了！”汤姆轻蔑地打断她。

“我不知道她是不是很忙，”梅迪说道，“有一次——我没对任何人说过，只有一次，她离我们的包厢很近的时候，要知道，我真的抛给了她一小包巧克力，就是约翰叔叔给我们的那些可爱糖果。她接住了，然后笑着看过来，还真的吃了一块呢。”

10.“好吧，”汤姆从自己深奥的数学作业上抬起头来，“但我们下周六不能去啊，除非莉蒂亚婶婶捐助咱们一下。”令大家吃惊的是，琳达婶婶真的拿出了一块闪亮亮的2.5个金币。

当天晚上，和往常一样，孩子们躺在大卧室里的小床上，因为即将外出而快活得睡不着了。

“喂！梅迪，你睡了吗？”贝茜悄悄地说。

“当然没有啦，”梅迪回答，“你怎么觉得当我想象着下周六罗莎莉的歌舞表演时，还能睡得着觉呢？而且贝茜，要是能有人像罗莎莉那样做那么多好事，该是多么美好啊！喔，为什么我就不能为大家做点儿事情呢？”

11.“喔，你能的啊，亲爱的梅迪，你对我最好啦！我可不知道自己要是没有你该怎么办！”梅迪小小的床伴叫道，一边捉着梅迪的胳膊，借着夜色诚心诚意地说道，“你看着我做作业，平息我们的争吵，还说服妈妈好让咱们能干这干那，而且，而且……”

“可是，你看，如果我死了——比如说明天的话，即使没有我，你还是可以照样生活的。我并不是必需的，可她却帮助养活了那么多人，真真正正地无可取代。

“而且你想想，她为那么多人带去了欢乐，有多少孩子都像我们一样，数着日子就为了去看小罗莎莉的演出啊！喔，我能像她一样对这世界有所贡献吗？”

梅迪不再说话了，因为贝茜那含混的附和声说明她马上就快睡着啦！





LITTLE ROSALIE（PART Ⅱ）

orchestra　sufficient

管弦乐队　足够的

pirouetting（pirouette）　admirable

旋转（现在分词）　令人钦佩的

1.What a merry party it was that set out for the “Old Prospero” that frosty Saturday afternoon.Something detained the mother at home; but Aunt Nan went in her place, and there was Nurse and Aunt Lydia and —the door-keeper laughed to see the rest of them; he didn't pretend to count them, and so why should I ?

Maidie laughed, though, —she couldn't help it, —when Aunt Lydia, after settling herself, took a phial of water from her muff.

“There!” said Aunt Lydia, “I never go to the theater without it.For, you know, if there should be a fire and one were in danger of suffocating from the smoke, only let the handkerchief be wet in cold water and held over the mouth and nose and one can breathe through that and keep alive a great while longer.”

2.“Nonsense, Lydia!” said Aunt Nan, “What do you want to frighten the children for?”

But as Maidie heard Aunt Lydia her eyes grew bigger and bigger, so big that she could see only the daily danger in which Little Rosalie lived.But after awhile, and when Little Rosalie had come on the scene, Maidie forgot that trouble in her present delight.

She was rapt in seeing a huge blossom open and let Rosalie out, to the sound of soft music.She leaned far from the box in her forgetful gazing; and soon it seemed as though Rosalie, whirling very near, gave them a smile of recognition, and then none of the children had either eyes or thoughts for anything but this floating, flashing sylph.

At that moment a child down in the audience cried about something and diverted from the stage the glances of the audience,—the glances of all but Maidie.In that brief moment her eye beheld a dreadful sight.

Some one on the stage, however, had seen it, and the next instant down rolled the drop scene and hid the stage from view.

3.But not a moment too soon.For a spark had shot out and one little flame had sprung up and another had followed it, racing and chasing upwards till a hundred tiny tongues of fire were flying up the inner drapery and far aloft.At the same instant some one in the back of the audience shouted “Fire!”

It is a terrible sound in a crowded building.It made Aunt Lydia's heart stop beating for a second, and then she began to cry, in spite of Aunt Nan's calm voice, and to huddle the children together to rush for the door.

But it came upon Maidie in that moment that if everybody rushed to the door at once nobody could get there.Those in front would be crowded and knocked down by others piling upon them, and all buried under one another, stifled and killed, —so that fire itself could do no more.

Oh, why was there nobody to prevent it? If papa were but there! Oh, thank Heaven, thank Heaven, he was not, —if there was no escape! Could nobody hinder?

4.This was all realized in two breaths.And in a third breath the drop scene was pulled aside a trifle, some of the orchestra took up the music that had stopped for only a few beats, and out bounded Little Rosalie with her long scarf and basket, spinning and pirouetting halfway across the stage, and pausing in the middle of the prettiest attitude of the “Great Bonbon Act”.

Out of the charming basket on her arm she caught and whirled hundreds of bonbons as far as her hand could throw them among the babies in the audience.

The thought rushed into Maidie's mind that the stage people were afraid of the panic and the crush, and so had sent Little Rosalie out with the bonbons to dance as if nothing were the matter, hoping thus to prevent the sudden attempt of so many to get out at once.

5.For Maidie herself had seen the fire.And she knew it was actually in there, climbing higher and higher; and she could hear from where she was the breathless movements of those behind the curtain who were trying to smother it.

But something else rushed over Maidie, too.It was that if Little Rosalie stayed there another moment she would herself be burned alive, and then what would become of the mother and the grandmother and the twins, who had nobody but Rosalie in the whole wide world?

And before Maidie fairly knew what she was doing she sprang from the box—it was but a single step—and had run across the stage before all the people and had clasped Little Rosalie, crying quickly and softly, —

“Oh, run, run, Little Rosalie, run! Save yourself! For I really saw the fire! And,” as Rosalie did not run, “what will they do at home without you if you are killed here ? And there are so many of us at home that nobody will miss me very much! I will stay instead of you!”

6.Poor Maidie! As if her staying would have been of the least use! But she never thought of that.She only thought that if some child must stay there it would better be she than Rosalie.And even while she pleaded up went the great drop scene, rolling to the top, and out flocked all the players of the scene.

And then a group of the strangest looking people were caressing Maidie, and little Rosalie herself was hanging on her neck one moment, and somebody took her by the hand and led her round by some back way to the box again.

Aunt Lydia was just resuming her seat, but was still quite determined to go out and take the children with her.The children were quite as determined not to go.And, indeed, their pleadings finally carried the day.

7.But that night Maidie's father came into the room where she lay in her little bed much too excited to sleep.“It was one of the bravest things I ever heard of,—Little Rosalie's act,” said he, “Such a child as that must not be wasted.And a subscription is to be taken up that will bring a sufficient sum to complete her education in whatever way is thought best.”

“Oh, you don't mean so, papa!” came a chorus from all the beds, “Oh, how glad I am! And to take care of all her folks at home, too, papa?”

“But as for you, my little darling,” continued her father to Maidie, “how could you possibly think you were of so little use at home as to be willing to break our hearts by risking the loss of your life? What if I had come home tonight and found no Maidie to meet me?”

8.And Maidie started up and threw her arms about her father, touched to the heart by her sudden feeling of what his grief might have been.“I want you never to forget, little daughter,” he went on, “that you are of great and important use in the family.Are you not my little comforter?”

“How are all these children to grow up without the example and the care of their eldest sister ? Our duties all begin at home.Heroic actions are great and admirable.But there are other actions just as admirable.

“Among these are the daily acts of duty done, with which you make life pleasant and easy for your mother and me, for Tom, for Kitten, and for all of us.When I remember that I never saw my Maidie out of temper in my life —”

9.“Nor heard her speak rudely to any one,” interrupted the listening Bessy.

“Nor knew; of her telling anything but the truth,” cried Tom from the other room.

“Nor heard her say ‘I can't’ when you ask her to tie your ribbons or to do your sum or to find your needle,” added Fanny.

“Nor knew her to do anything but to try to make everybody about her happy and keep her own sweet soul white in the eyes of Heaven，” continued her father, “When I remember this of Maidie, I think all this daily service is of as much worth as the one heroic deed that risks life to save the lives of others.”

小罗莎莉

（第二部分）

1.即使要在严寒的周六下午出门，能去“老普罗斯佩罗”也是件令人快活的事儿。妈妈因为有些事情需要留在家里，可纳恩婶婶、护士与莉蒂亚婶婶都能一起去。门人看着这一帮人微笑起来。他没查我们的人数，那我干嘛要这么做呢？

梅迪笑了起来，却又不由自主地数了一次。当莉蒂亚婶婶坐好之后，就从暖手筒里拿出一小瓶水。

“在这儿呢！”莉蒂亚婶婶说，“来看戏的时候我总得带着它。因为你知道，要是发生火灾，有了被烟熏晕的危险，用冷水沾湿手帕盖在口鼻上，人就能自由地呼吸，延长一下生命。”

2.“别胡说，莉蒂亚！”纳恩婶婶说，“你干什么吓唬孩子们啊？”

可当梅迪听到莉蒂亚婶婶的话，她的眼睛睁大了，心里只想着罗莎莉每天可能遭遇的危险。但等到小罗莎莉一登台，梅迪就高兴得把什么都忘了。

梅迪入迷地看着罗莎莉在轻柔的伴奏中从一朵大大的花里钻出来。她一直忘我地看着，身体从包厢里探出去老远。没过多久，罗莎莉转着圈走近的时候，就认出了他们，然后微笑了一下。孩子们全神贯注，紧紧地盯着这空灵又绚烂的精灵。

此时，舞台下的观众里突然有个孩子哭了起来，分散了大家的注意力。但梅迪不为所动，而就在那一刻，她的眼睛捕捉到了一幅可怕的景象。

舞台上也有人看出了端倪，于是立刻拉下帷幕，把舞台遮蔽了起来。

3.但还是晚了半步。火花迸溅，火苗一朵一朵地冒出来。它们飞快地蔓延升腾着，很快便有火焰开始吞噬着帷帐和吊索。与此同时，观众后方有人喊了起来：“着火了！”

人群发出恐慌的声音，把莉蒂亚婶婶吓得心脏都快停了。紧接着，她就开始哭。只有纳恩婶婶依然保持着镇静的语调，搂着孩子们一起冲向门口。

但梅迪发现，如果大家都一拥而上的话，反而谁都出不去。前面的人会被后方推搡、踩踏，一个一个地倒下去，最终窒息而死。这简直比火灾还要严重。

喔，为什么就没有人出来阻止一下呢？要是爸爸在这儿的话！喔，要是逃不出去的话，老天保佑他不在！大家能不能别碍事啊！

4.这些都是一眨眼的事情。而下一刻，帷幕就又被拉开了。乐队重新开始演奏，罗莎莉戴着长长的围巾，挎着小篮子跳了出来，在舞台中央立起脚尖旋转着舞动，摆出了《大软糖之歌》里最漂亮的一个姿势。

然后，罗莎莉从胳膊上那个迷人的小篮子里掏出许许多多的糖块，尽力朝观众席上的小孩子们抛过去。

梅迪突然意识到，剧团的人担心恐慌与拥挤愈演愈烈，就让小罗莎莉带着夹心糖果出来跳舞，好像什么都没发生一样。他们希望这样能让打算出去的人少一点儿。

5.可梅迪亲眼看见了火苗，而且清楚火势正越爬越高。从她的位置，能听见帷幕后正有人气喘吁吁地在灭火。

但与此同时，梅迪还想到了别的。如果小罗莎莉还待在舞台上，就随时都有被烧伤的危险。那样的话，只有靠她才能活下去的妈妈、奶奶和孩子们该怎么办呀？

而在梅迪意识到自己的行动之前，她就从包厢里三步并作两步地冲了出去，跑到舞台上，当着众人的面紧紧地抱住了小罗莎莉，轻轻地抽噎起来。

“喔，快跑，跑啊，小罗莎莉，跑！逃命去吧！我亲眼看见着火了！而且，”罗莎莉依然没有动，“你要是在这里死了，你的家人怎么办呢？我们家里有很多人，没人会非常想念我的！我替你留在这儿！”

6.可怜的梅迪！即使她留下来，也没什么意义呀！但她可没想到这一点，只是觉得要是必须有孩子留下来的话，也得是她，总好过罗莎莉留下来。哪怕在她走到帷幕那里，爬到高处开始疏散舞台上的演员时，也还是抱着这样的念头。

然后，一帮奇装异服的人围住了梅迪，小罗莎莉搂着她的脖子，其他的人捉着她的手，拉着她走过后方的通道，又送回了包厢。

莉蒂亚婶婶还是坐在那儿，却依然坚持着要把孩子们一起带出去。而孩子们则毫不相让，并且在最后赢得了胜利。

7.然而，在那天晚上，当梅迪躺在小床上激动地难以入眠的时候，她的父亲走进了卧室。“小罗莎莉的举动是我所听过的最勇敢的事迹，”他说，“这样一个孩子的才能可不能被白白浪费。我将筹集一笔捐款，资助她根据自己的兴趣进行深造。”

“喔，你真的这样想吗？爸爸！”床上的孩子们异口同声地说，“哎呀！我太高兴了！她的家人也会得到照顾的，对不对呀，爸爸？”

“但说到你，我亲爱的孩子，”父亲继续对梅迪说，“你怎么能认为自己对这个家毫无意义呢？你要是遭受着生命的危险，我们都会心碎的。要是我今晚回到家，找不到梅迪了，该怎么办啊？”

8.梅迪从床上跳了起来，冲着她的父亲伸出双臂。她突然明白了自己可能会令父亲伤心，并被这个想法深深地震动了。“我要你永远记住，女儿，”他继续说道，“你对这个家庭至关重要。难道你不是我的贴心小棉袄吗？”

“没有大姐姐做榜样的话，这些孩子该怎么成长啊？家庭是我们最根本的责任。英雄精神伟大而值得赞扬，但也有其他可贵的行为。

“履行自己的本分就是其中之一。你让我和你妈妈的生活更加轻松愉快，还有汤姆、凯蒂，对我们大家来说都是如此。我这辈子还没见过我的小梅迪发过脾气呢！”

9.“她也从没粗暴地对待过任何人。”一直听着的贝茜插话道。

“也从没说过谎。”汤姆从别的房间喊道。

“在你请她绑带子或是帮忙算术或是做针线活的时候也从没有听她说过‘我做不了……’”范妮补充道。

“她还总是试图让身边的人都快乐，有着最善良最甜蜜的灵魂。”父亲接着说，“当我想起梅迪的这些品质，就觉得这些看似平常的小事，其实是和舍己为人的英雄行为一样可贵啊！”





DOWN TO SLEEP

By HELEN HUNT JACKSON

November woods are bare and still;

November days are clear and bright;

Each noon burns up the morning chill;

The morning snow is gone by night;

Each day my steps grow slow, grow light,

As through the woods I reverent creep,

Watching all things lie “down to sleep”.

I never knew before what beds,

Fragrant to smell, and soft to touch,

The forest sifts and shapes and spreads;

I never knew before how much

Of human sounds there is in such

Low tones as through the forest sweep

When all wild things lie “down to sleep”.

Each day I find new coverlids

Tucked in and more sweet eyes shut tight;

Sometimes the viewless mother bids

Her ferns kneel down, full in my sight;

I hear their chorus of “goodnight”.

And half I smile, and half I weep,

Listening while they lie “down to sleep”.

November woods are bare and still;

November days are bright and good;

Life's noon burns up life's morning chill;

Life's night rests feet which long have stood;

Some warm, soft bed, in field or wood,

The mother will not fail to keep,

Where we can lay us “down to sleep”.

躺下入眠

海伦·亨特·杰克逊

十一月的树林荒凉而静寂，

十一月的天气晴朗而明亮，

每一个午间都烧尽早上的寒冷，

清晨的雪到了晚上便已不在，

每一天我的脚步越来越慢，越来越轻，

虔诚地匍匐过树林，

看着万物“躺下入眠”。

我从不知道森林会，

筛出、塑出、铺出，

芬芳而柔软的床铺。

我从不知道掠过森林的低暗调子里，

有着多少人类的声音，

当所有的野生之物“躺下入眠”。

每一天我发现新的眼睑，

被合上，更多可爱的眼眸紧闭；

有时候那无形的母亲命令，

她的蕨草下跪，就在我眼前；

我听见他们齐声道“晚安”，

我半笑，我半哭，

当我听着他们都“躺下入眠”。

十一月的树林荒凉而静寂，

十一月的天气晴朗而明亮，

每一个午间都烧尽早上的寒冷，

生命的夜晚休息着疲累的双脚，

母亲永远会保留一张温暖而柔软的床，

在田间或是在林间，

在那里我们能“躺下入眠”。





THE SHIPWRECK

By CHARLES DICKENS

From “David Copperfield”

agitation　infinitely　undulating（undulate）

鼓动　无限地　起伏（现在分词）

interminable　tumultuously　inconceivable

持续得过长喧闹的 无法想象的

exigency　communication　prodigious

紧急 交流惊人

anticipative

预期的

This is a selection from Chapter LV of “David Copperfield”, Dickens' masterpiece.This chapter contains the famous description of a great storm at Yarmouth.Ham Peggotty, one of the noblest characters in Dickens, attempts to reach the wreck and loses his life.Other parts of this chapter should be read to the pupil in connection with this brief extract.

1.I put up at an old inn at Yarmouth and went down to look at the sea, staggering along the street which was strewn with sand and seaweed and with flying blotches of sea foam, afraid of falling slates and tiles and holding by people I met at angry corners.

Coming near the beach, I saw, not only the boatmen, but half the people of the town lurking behind buildings; some now and then braving the fury of the storm to look away to sea, and blown sheer out of their course in trying to get zigzag back.

Joining these groups, I found bewailing women whose husbands were away in herring or oyster boats, which there was too much reason to think might have foundered before they could run in anywhere for safety.

2.Grizzled old sailors were among the people, shaking their heads as they looked from water to sky and muttering to one another.Even stout mariners, disturbed and anxious, leveled their glasses at the sea from behind places of shelter, as if they were surveying an enemy.

The tremendous sea itself, when I could find sufficient pause to look at it, in the agitation of the blinding wind, the flying stones and sand, and the awful noise, confounded me.As the high, watery walls came rolling in, and, at their highest, tumbled into surf, they looked as if the least would ingulf the town.

As the receding wave swept back with a hoarse roar, it seemed to scoop out a deep cave in the beach, as if its purpose were to undermine the earth.When some white-headed billows thundered on and dashed themselves to pieces before they reached the land, every fragment of the late whole seemed possessed by the full might of its wrath, rushing to be gathered to the composition of another monster.

3.Undulating hills were changed to valleys, undulating valleys (with a solitary stormbird sometimes skimming through them) were lifted up to hills; masses of water shivered and shook the beach with a booming sound.

Every shape tumultuously rolled on, as soon as made, to change its shape and place, and beat another shape and place away; the ideal shore on the horizon, with its towers and buildings, rose and fell; the clouds flew fast and quick; I seemed to see a rending and upheaving of all nature.

4.Not finding Ham among the people, I made my way to his house.It was shut, and as no one answered to my knocking, I went, by backways and bylanes, to the yard where he worked.I learned there that he had gone to Lowestoft to meet some sudden exigency of ship-repairing in which his skill was required, but that he would be back tomorrow morning in good time.

I went back to the inn; and when I had washed and dressed, and tried to sleep, but in vain, it was five o'clock in the afternoon.I had not sat five minutes by the coffee-room fire when the waiter, coming to stir it, told me that two colliers had gone down, with all hands, a few miles away; and that some other ships had been seen laboring hard in the Roads and trying in great distress to keep off shore.

5.If such a wind could rise, I think it was rising.The howl and roar, the rattling of the doors and windows, the rumbling in the chimneys, the apparent rocking of the very house that sheltered me, and the prodigious tumult of the sea were more fearful than in the morning.

But there was now a great darkness besides, and that invested the storm with new terrors, real and fanciful.At length, the steady ticking of the undisturbed clock on the wall tormented me to that degree that I resolved to go to bed.

6.When I awoke it was broad day—eight or nine o'clock; the storm was raging, and some one was knocking and calling at my door.

“What is the matter?” I cried.

“A wreck! Close by!”

I sprang out of bed, and asked, “What wreck?”

“A schooner, from Spain or Portugal, laden with fruit and wine.Make haste, sir, if you want to see her! It's thought, down on the beach, she'll go to pieces every moment.”

7.The excited voice went clamoring along the staircase; and I wrapped myself in my clothes as quickly as I could and ran into the street.

Numbers of people were there before me, all running in one direction to the beach.I ran the same way, outstripping a good many, and soon came facing the wild sea.Having upon it the additional agitation of the whole night, it was infinitely more terrific than when I had seen it last.

8.In the difficulty of hearing anything but the wind and waves, and in the crowd and the unspeakable confusion and my first breathless efforts to stand against the weather, I was so confused that I looked out to sea for the wreck and saw nothing but the foaming heads of the great waves.

A half-dressed boatman standing next to me pointed with his bare arm (a tattooed arrow on it, pointing in the same direction) to the left.Then I saw it close in upon us.

One mast was broken short off six or eight feet from the deck and lay over the side, entangled in a maze of sail and rigging; and all that　ruin, as the ship rolled and beat,—which she did without a moment's pause and with a violence quite inconceivable,—beat the side as if it would stave it in.

9.Some efforts were even then being made to cut this portion of the wreck away; for as the ship, which was broadside on, turned toward us in her rolling, I plainly descried her people at work with axes.

But a great cry, which was audible even above the wind and water, rose from the shore at this moment; the sea, sweeping over the rolling wreck, made a clean breach and carried men, spars, casks, planks, bulwarks, heaps of such toys into the boiling surge.

10.The second mast was yet standing, with the rags of a rent sail and a wild confusion of broken cordage flapping to and fro.The ship had struck once, the same boatman hoarsely said in my ear, and then lifted in and struck again.

I understood him to add that she was parting amidships, and I could readily suppose so, for the rolling and beating were too tremendous for any human work to suffer long.

There was a bell on board, and as the ship rolled and dashed, like a desperate creature driven mad, now showing us the whole sweep of her deck as she turned on her beamends toward the shore, now nothing but her keel as she sprang wildly over and turned toward the sea, the bell rang and its sound was borne toward us on the wind.

11.Again we lost her, and again she rose.The life boat had been bravely manned an hour ago and could do nothing; and as no man would be so desperate as to attempt to wade off with a rope and establish a communication with the shore, there was nothing left to try.

All at once I noticed that some new sensation moved the people on the beach and saw them part and Ham coming breaking through them to the front.I ran to him, held him back with both arms, and implored the men not to let him stir from off that sand! I might as hopefully have entreated the wind.

12.I was swept away, but not unkindly, to some distance, where the people around me made me stay, urging, as I confusedly perceived, that he was bent on going, with help or without, and that I should endanger the precautions for his safety by troubling those with whom they rested.

I don't know what I answered or what they rejoined; but I saw them hurrying on the beach and men running with ropes from a capstan that was there, and penetrating into a circle of figures that hid him from me.

Then I saw him standing alone in a seaman's frock and trousers, a rope in his hand or slung to his wrist, another round his body, and

several of the best men holding at a little distance to the latter, which he laid out himself, slack upon the shore at his feet.

13.The wreck was breaking up.I saw that she was parting in the middle and that the life of the solitary man upon the mast hung by a thread.Still he clung to it.

Ham watched the sea, standing alone, with the silence of suspended breath behind him and the storm before, until there was a great retiring wave, when, with a backward glance at those who held the rope which was made fast round his body, he dashed in after it, and in a moment was buffeting with the water, rising with the hills, falling with the valleys, lost beneath the foam, then drawn again to land.They hauled in hastily.

14.He was hurt, but he took no thought of that.He seemed hurriedly to give them some directions for leaving him more free—or so I judged from the motion of his arm—and was gone as before.

And now he made for the wreck, rising with the hills, falling with the valleys, lost beneath the rugged foam, borne in toward the shore, borne on toward the ship, striving hard and valiantly.The distance was nothing, but the power of the sea and wind made the strife deadly.

At length he neared the wreck.He was so near that with one more of his vigorous strokes he would be clinging to it, when a high, green, vast hillside of water moved on shoreward from beyond the ship.He seemed to leap up into it with a mighty bound, and the ship was gone!

15.Some eddying fragments I saw in the sea, as if a mere cask had been broken, in running to the spot where they were hauling in.Consternation was in every face.They drew him to my very feet—insensible, dead.

He was carried to the nearest house; and, no one preventing me now, I remained near him, busy while every means of restoration was tried; but he had been beaten to death by the great wave, and his generous heart was stilled forever.

海难

查尔斯·狄更斯

选自《大卫·科波菲尔》

本篇节选自《大卫·科波菲尔》的第55章。该章以对雅茅斯大暴雨的详尽描写而闻名。海穆斯·皮果提——狄更斯作品中最为高贵善良的角色之一——为营救海难而不幸丧生。建议学生阅读该章的其他部分，以便对接下来的节选有进一步的了解。

1.我在雅茅斯的那家老旅店订下床位后，便沿着沙草横飞、海沫四溅的街去看海。一路上我得小心提防着吹落的石板和瓦片，拉住被风吹得天旋地转的街角处过路人的衣角，艰难地往前行走。

来到海边时，我看到在建筑物后躲着的不仅仅是船夫，镇上一半的人都来了；一些人不时顶着风去看海，但很快就被吹得踉踉跄跄地回来了。

我站到这些人群中，发现妇人们在哭泣，因为她们的丈夫乘着捕鱼或捕蚝的船出海，而这样的船在到达安全地点后沉没的可能性太大了。

2.人群中还有头发已灰白的老水手，他们看着水面上的天，一边摇头，一边相互小声说着什么；还有激动而不安的健壮船夫，从掩护着他们的物体后用望远镜观察大海，好像观察一个敌人一样。

在一阵阵吹得人睁不开眼的狂风中，在飞舞旋转的沙石和可怕的喧闹声中终于得到一个暂时的间歇而足以看看海时，我被那海吓得不知所措了。高高的水墙一堵接一堵地冲过来，达到最高峰后跌下时，似乎连它们中最小的一堵也能吞没这个市镇。

退却的海涛轰隆一声往后撤去，似乎要在海边挖一个深深的坑，要把地面毁坏。白花花的巨浪轰轰然扑向海岸，在到达陆地前就撞击得粉碎，每一片碎浪都饱含了一切的愤怒力量，急急忙忙又重新组合成另一个怪物。

3.起伏的高山变成了深谷，起伏的深谷（不时从那中间飞过孤零零的海燕）又变成了高山。大量的海水发出震耳的轰鸣声震动、摇撼着海岸。

随着每声轰鸣而来的海潮聚成一种形象，然后马上变幻并离去，在这同时又把另一股奔腾的潮水击退、驱开。在地平线那头像彼岸的高塔和建筑的浪影时起时落。乌云急急地厚厚罩下。我似乎看到天崩地裂。

4.在人群中我没找到汉姆，便去了他家。他家门关着。由于没人应门，我便从小巷僻街去他工作的工场。在那里，我听说他已到罗斯托夫特去了，去干一个需要他的技术的、紧急的修船工作，不过他次日早晨可以按时回来。

我回到旅店。我洗澡，换了衣，想睡却睡不着，这时是下午5时。我在咖啡室的火炉边坐了还不到5分钟，借故拨火来找人说话的侍应生告诉我，说在几里外有两条运煤船已连同所有船员被沉入海底了。还有一些船仍在抛锚处吃力地挣扎，想艰难地躲开海岸。

5.如果那样的风还能再加强，那我想它正在加强。那怒号和咆哮，门窗的叮当撞击，烟囱的摇晃，我寄身的那幢房子明显地摆动，海水的喧腾，比早晨时更可怕了。

但这时又加上了一大片黑暗，黑暗给暴风增加了新的恐怖，是真的加上幻想的恐怖。只有墙上的时钟不受惊扰发出不变的嘀嗒声，终于让我苦恼得决心上床去睡了。

6.我在八九点钟醒来，暴风怒吼，有人敲我的门并叫喊着。

“什么事？”我叫道。

“一条船破了！就在附近！”

我一下从床上跳下，问道：“什么船？”

“一条从西班牙或葡萄牙运鲜果和酒的帆船。如果你想看，先生，就快点！据岸上人推测，它随时会成碎片呢。”

7.那紧张的声音沿着楼梯叫喊而去，我尽可能快地披上衣服往街上跑去。

我前面有很多人都朝海边跑。我赶过了许多人朝那里跑，不久就看到那发怒的海了。被搅动了整整一夜的海比我昨天见到的更可怕了。

8.由于那淹没了话语声的风浪声，由于那人群，由于说不出的混乱，由于我最初抵抗那恶劣气象几乎窒息的挣扎，我已昏沉沉了。我向海里那条破船望去，可是除了一个又一个喷着白沫的巨大浪头，我什么也看不见。

站在我身旁一个半裸的船夫伸出他那裸露的胳膊向左边指（上边刺了一个指向同一方向的箭头的文身）。于是，天哪，我看到了，离我们很近呢！

在离甲板6英尺或8英尺的地方，一条船桅折断了，向一边倒下，被乱纷纷的帆布和绳具纠缠住；当那船颠动和撞击时——它没有一刻静止过，那剧烈是无法想象的——那团破损断裂的东西撞着船侧，像要把它击穿。

9.就在那种时候，还有人用力去砍掉这一部分船体，因为当那已倾斜的船在颠动中转向我们时，我能清清楚楚看到船上的人在用斧子干活。

就在这时，冲击那条动荡着的船的海这时又掀起一个高浪，把人们、圆木、桶、板、上层船舷、还有那一堆像玩具一样的东西全卷入翻腾的海中。

10.副桅依然矗立，破帆和断绳索在上面晃来晃去。仍是那个船夫凑在我身边说，那只船已触了一次礁，抬起来后又触了礁。

我又听他说，那条船就要从中间折断了。我也这么想，因为那颠动和冲撞太猛烈了，任何人力做的东西都不可能长期经受得住的。

船上有座钟，当这条船像头被逼疯了的野兽那样翻腾滚动和抛动时（当它完全歪向岸这边时，我们能看见它的全部甲板；当它疯狂地蹦起而转向海那一边时，我们只能看见它的龙骨了），这座钟响了。钟声像为那些不幸的人而敲的丧钟，钟声随风飘向我们。

11.那只船有一会儿看不见了，但一会儿又露出。又有两个人看不见了。一个小时前，救生船就配备了船员，可是根本救不了人。没有人肯冒险捆着绳子涉水过去，使破船和岸之间能有种联系，那就再没别的方法可试了。

这时，我看到人群中又有了新的骚动，并看到他们自动让开，汉姆从他们中间走到了前面。我向他跑去，用双臂搂住他，并求我刚才求过的那些人，求他们别放他走，别听他的，别让他去死，别让他离开海滩！要动摇那个已毅然要拼命的人的决心，我等于向风祈求。

12.我被用力却并非粗暴地推到一边。周围的人把我挡住。我在昏乱中听到人劝我，说无论有没有帮手，他都决心要去。我这样阻拦那些人，只会不利于他们为他安全做的布置。

我不知道我回答了什么，也不知道他们又说了些什么，我只看到海边一阵忙乱，人们从那里的绞盘上取下绳子，钻进我看不进的人圈里。

后来，我看到他穿着水手衣裤，一个人站在那里，手里握着一条绳子，也许那绳子就系在他腕上；还有一条绳子一头拴在他身上，另一头松松地盘在沙滩上，由几个远远站在那里的助手拿着一点点放松。

13.这只破船就要裂开了。我看见它在中间裂开，桅上唯一的那个人生命如系于一发之上。他依然紧紧抱住船桅。

汉姆一个人站在那里望着海，他身后是紧张屏息的一片沉寂，身前是那暴风。有一个大浪退去时，他回头看了看那些握着紧系着他绳子的人，便随着浪头冲了进去，立刻和海浪拼搏起来，忽而与高山一起升腾而起，忽而与深谷同时降下。终于他又被推到岸上，人们赶快把绳子收了起来。

14.汉姆受伤了。我从我站的地方看到他脸上有血，可是他根本没想到这一点。他似乎急切切地在教他们把他放松一些——也许我只是从他胳膊的动作上这么推测——然后像先前那样出发了。

这时，汉姆奋力朝破船靠去。他时而随高山升腾，时而随深谷下降，时而沉入起伏的泡沫，时而朝岸的方向漂浮，时而又向船的方向漂浮。他艰难勇敢地挣扎着。那段距离并不算长，但是海和风的力量使得那挣扎变得可怕了。

终于，汉姆挨近了那条破船。他离得那么近，再向前靠一步，他就抓住它了。可就在这时，一股高山一样的深绿色海水从船的那边朝岸的方向涌来，他似乎一下就跃了进去，船也不见了！

15.我跑到他们收绳子的地方，只见海里有些团团转的木片，好像刚才不过打破了只木桶。每个人的脸上都露出惶恐。他们把汉姆拖到我脚前——没有知觉——死了。

汉姆被抬进最近的房子里，这时再没人阻拦我，我留在他身边，忙着用尽了一切急救方法。可他已被那巨浪打死了，他那颗宽厚的心也永远安静下来不动了。





MAGGIE TULLIVER AND THE GYPSIES

By GEORGE ELIOT

From “The Mill on the Floss”

reconciled(reconcile)　victualsemicircular

听从（过去式）　粮食　半圆的

dialogue　catechism　portentous

对话教科书 前兆的

Marian C.Evans, known to the literary world by her pen-name of “George Eliot”, was born in the north of England about 1820.She was an odd child and a great pet of her father, who delighted in her quaint speeches and thoughts.She had a brother three years older than herself who was very dear to her, and the little girl would follow him about the farm with eyes full of love and admiration.

In her novel “The Mill on the Floss” is a picture of their early home life, Maggie and Tom being herself and her brother.

Her school life began when she was five years old, but she learned slowly.In her ninth year she was sent to a larger school and began to love her books, reading everything she could find.She was full of enthusiasm for all that was brave and heroic, and thirsty for knowledge.

During her girlhood she went to London and there took a course of severe study.She did not begin writing for the public until she was over thirty, “Adam Bede”, her first book, being published in 1857.

Her pen was busy the rest of her life, and she took her place as one of the ablest English writers.She wrote a large number of novels, each making her more famous.

Her genius is best shown in her pictures of country life and studies of character.Her busy life closed in 1880.

Maggie Tulltver was an odd little girl, but she was devoted to her brother Tom.A pretty little cousin named Lucy was visiting at her house, and Tom paid so much attention to her that Maggie was neglected.

This made her so angry that she pushed Lucy into the mud and then ran away, thinking she would go and live with the gypsies.

1.The gypsies, Maggie considered, would gladly receive her and pay her much respect on account of her superior knowledge.She had once mentioned her views on this point to Tom, and suggested that he should stain his face brown and they should run away together; but Tom rejected the scheme with contempt, observing that gypsies were thieves and hardly got anything to eat and had nothing to drive but a donkey.

Today, however, Maggie thought her misery had reached a point at which gypsydom was her only refuge, and she rose from her seat on the roots of the tree with the sense that this was a great crisis in her life; she would run straight away till she came to Dunlow Common, where there would certainly be gypsies, and cruel Tom and the rest of her relations who found fault with her should never see her any more.

2.She thought of her father as she ran along, but she reconciled herself to the idea of parting with him by determining that she would secretly send him a letter by a small gypsy, who would run away without telling where she was, and just let him know that she was well and happy and always loved him very much.

Maggie soon got out of breath with running and stopped to pant a little, reflecting that running away was not a pleasant thing until one had got quite to the common where the gypsies were.But her resolution had not abated; she presently passed through the gate into the lane, not knowing where it would lead her.

3.She was used to wandering about the fields by herself, and was less timid there than on the highroad.Sometimes she had to climb over high gates, but that was a small evil; she was getting out of reach very fast.

At last, however, the green fields came to an end, and Maggie found herself looking through the bars of a gate into a lane with a wide margin of grass on each side of it.

She crept through the bars of the gate and walked on with new spirit, though not without haunting images of a highwayman with a pistol and a blinking dwarf in yellow with a mouth from ear to ear; for poor little Maggie had at once the timidity of an active imagination and the daring that comes from impulse.

4.It was not without a leaping of the heart that she caught sight of a small pair of bare legs sticking up, feet uppermost, by the side of a hillock.It was a boy asleep; and Maggie trotted along faster and more lightly, lest she should wake him.

It did not occur to her that he was one of her friends, the gypsies, who in all probability would have very genial manners.But the fact was so, for at the next bend in the lane Maggie actually saw the little semicircular black tent, with the blue smoke rising before it, which was to be her refuge.

She even saw a tall female figure by the column of smoke, —doubtless the gypsy mother, who provided the tea and other groceries; it was astonishing to herself that she did not feel more delighted.

5.It was plain she had attracted attention, for the tall figure, who proved to be a young woman with a baby on her arm, walked slowly to meet her.Maggie looked up in the new face rather tremblingly as it approached.

“My little lady, where are you going to?” the gypsy said, in a tone of coaxing deference.

It was delightful and just what Maggie expected; the gypsies saw at once that she was a little lady, and were prepared to treat her accordingly.

“Not any farther,” said Maggie, feeling as if she were saying what she had rehearsed in a dream, “I'm come to stay with you, please.”

“That's pretty; come, then.Why, what a nice little lady you are, to be sure,” said the gypsy, taking her by the hand.Maggie thought her very agreeable, but wished she had not been so dirty.

6.There was quite a group round the fire when they reached it.An old gypsy woman was seated on the ground; two small shock-headed children were lying prone and resting on their elbows, and a placid donkey was bending his head over a tall girl, who, lying on her back, was scratching his nose and indulging him with a bite of excellent stolen hay.

The slanting sunlight fell kindly upon them, and the scene was very pretty and comfortable, Maggie thought, only she hoped they would soon set out the teacups.Everything would be quite charming when she had taught the gypsies to use a washing-basin and to feel an interest in books.

7.It was a little confusing, though, that the young woman began to speak to the old one in a language which Maggie did not understand, while the tall girl who was feeding the donkey sat up and stared at her without offering any salutation.At last the old woman said:

“What, my pretty lady, are you come to stay with us? Sit down and tell us where you come from.”

It was just like a story; Maggie liked to be called pretty lady and treated in this way.She sat down and said:

“I'm come from home because I'm unhappy, and I mean to be a gypsy.I'll live with you, if you like, and I can teach you a great many things.”

8.“Such a clever little lady,” said the woman with the baby, sitting down by Maggie and allowing baby to crawl; “and such a pretty bonnet and frock,” she added, taking off Maggie's bonnet and looking at it, while she made an observation in the unknown language to the old woman.The tall girl snatched the bonnet and put it on her own head hind-foremost, with a grin; but Maggie was determined not to show any weakness on this subject.

“I don't want to wear a bonnet,” she said; “I'd rather wear a red handkerchief like yours.”

“Oh, what a nice little lady!—and rich, I'm sure,” said the old woman, “Didn't you live in a beautiful house at home?”

9.“Yes, my home is pretty, and I'm very fond of the river where we go fishing; but I'm often very unhappy.I should have liked to bring my books with me, but I came away in a hurry, you know.But I can tell you almost everything there is in my books, I've read them so many times, and that will amuse you.And I can tell you something about geography, too—that's about the world we live in —very useful and interesting.Did you ever hear about Columbus?”

10.Maggie's eyes had begun to sparkle and her cheeks to flush—she was really beginning to instruct the gypsies and gaining great influence over them.The gypsies themselves were not without amazement at this talk, though their attention was divided by the contents of Maggie's pocket, which the friend at her right hand had by this time emptied without attracting her notice.

“Is that where you live, my little lady?” said the old woman at the mention of Columbus.

“Oh, no!” said Maggie, with some pity; “Columbus was a very wonderful man who found out half the world, and they put chains on him, and treated him very badly, you know— it's in my catechism of geography? but perhaps it's rather too long to tell before tea.I want my tea so.”

11.“Why, she's hungry, poor little lady,” said the younger woman, “Give her some o'the cold victual.You've been walking a good way, I'll be bound, my dear.Where's your home?”

“It's Dorlcote Mill, a good way off,” said Maggie, “My father is Mr.Tulliver; but we mustn't let him know where I am, else he'll fetch me home again.Where does the queen of the gypsies live?”

“What! do you want to go to her, my little lady?” said the younger woman.

“No,” said Maggie; “I'm only thinking that if she isn't a very good queen you might be glad when she died and you could choose another.If I was a queen, I'd be a very good queen and kind to everybody.”

“Here's a bit o'nice victual, then,” said the old woman, handing to Maggie a lump of dry bread, which she had taken from a bag of scraps, and a piece of cold bacon.

12.“Thank you,” said Maggie, looking at the food without taking it; “but will you give me some bread and butter and tea instead? I don't like bacon.”

“We've no tea nor butter,” said the old woman, with something like a scowl, as if she were getting tired of coaxing.

“Oh, a little bread and treacle would do,” said Maggie.

“We've no treacle,” said the old woman crossly; whereupon there followed a sharp dialogue between the two women in their unknown tongue, and one of the small children snatched at the bread and bacon and began to eat it.

At this moment the tall girl, who had gone a few yards off, came back and said something which produced a strong effect.The old woman, seeming to forget Maggie's hunger, poked the skewer into the pot with new vigor, and the younger crept under the tent and reached out some platters and spoons.

13.Maggie trembled a little and was afraid the tears would come into her eyes.But the springing tears were checked by a new terror when two men came up.The elder of the two carried a bag, which he flung down, addressing the women in a loud and scolding tone, while a black cur ran barking up to Maggie and threw her into a tremor.

Maggie felt that it was impossible she should ever be queen of these people or ever communicate to them amusing and useful knowledge.

Both the men now seemed to be inquiring about Maggie, for they looked at her, and the tone of the conversation became of that kind which implies curiosity on one side and the power of satisfying it on the other.At last the younger woman said, in her coaxing tone:

“This nice little lady's come to live with us; aren't you glad?”

14.“Ay, very glad,” said the younger, who was looking at Maggie's silver thimble and other small matters that had been taken from her pocket.He returned them all, except the thimble, to the younger woman, and she immediately restored them to Maggie's pocket, while the men seated themselves and began to attack the contents of the kettle, —a stew of meat and potatoes, —which had been taken off the fire and turned out into a yellow platter.

Maggie began to think that Tom must be right about the gypsies; they must certainly be thieves, unless the man meant to return her thimble by and by.She would willingly have given it to him, for she was not at all attached to her thimble; but the idea that she was among thieves prevented her from feeling any comfort in the revival of attention toward her.All thieves except Robin Hood were wicked people.The woman saw that she was frightened.

15.“We've got nothing nice for a lady to eat,” said the old woman, in her coaxing tone, “And she's so hungry, sweet little lady.”

“Here, my dear, try if you can eat a bit o' this,” said the younger woman, handing some of the stew on a brown dish with an iron spoon to Maggie, who, remembering that the old woman had seemed angry with her for not liking the bread and bacon, dared not refuse the stew, though fear had chased away her appetite.

If her father would but come by in the gig and take her up! Or even if Jack the Giant-killer, or Mr.Greatheart, or St.George, who slew the dragon on the half-pennies, would happen to pass that way! But Maggie thought with a sinking heart that these heroes were never seen in the neighborhood of St.Ogg's.Nothing very wonderful ever came there.

16.Her ideas about the gypsies had undergone a rapid modification in the last five minutes.From having considered them very respectful companions, she had begun to think that they meant perhaps to kill her as soon as it was dark.It was no use trying to eat the stew, and yet the thing she most dreaded was to offend the gypsies.

“What! you don't like the smell of it, my dear,” said the young woman, observing that Maggie did not even take a spoonful of the stew, “Try a bit, come.”

“No, thank you,” said Maggie, trying to smile in a friendly way, “I haven't time, I think; it seems getting darker.I think I must go home now and come again another day, and then I can bring you a basket with some jam tarts and nice things.”

17.Maggie rose from her seat; but her hope sank when the old gypsy woman said, “Stop a bit, stop a bit, little lady; we'll take you home, all safe, when we've done supper.You shall ride home like a lady.”

Maggie sat down again, with little faith in this promise, though she presently saw the tall girl putting a bridle on the donkey and throwing a couple of bags on his back.

“Now, then, little missis,” said the younger man, rising and leading the donkey forward, “tell us where you live; what's the name o'the place?”

“Dorlcote Mill is my home,” said Maggie eagerly, “My father is Mr.Tulliver; he lives there.”

“What! a big mill a little way this side o'St.Ogg's?”

“Yes,” said Maggie, “Is it far off ? I think I should like to walk there, if you please.”

18.“No, no, it'll be getting dark; we must make haste.And the donkey'll carry you as nice as can be; you'll see.”

He lifted Maggie as he spoke and set her on the donkey.

“Here's your pretty bonnet,” said the younger woman, putting that recently despised but now welcome article of costume on Maggie's head; “and you'll say we've been very good to you, won't you? and what a nice little lady we said you was?”

“Oh, yes, thank you,” said Maggie, “I'm very much obliged to you.But I wish you'd go with me, too.” She thought anything was better than going with one of the dreadful men alone.

“Ah! you're fondest o' me, aren't you?” said the woman, “But I can't go; you'll go too fast for me.”

19.It now appeared that the man also was to be seated on the donkey, holding Maggie before him.When the woman had patted her on the back and said “Goodbye,” the donkey, at a strong hint from the man's stick, set off at a rapid walk along the lane toward the point Maggie had come from an hour ago.The tall girl and the rough urchin, also furnished with sticks, obligingly escorted them for the first hundred yards, with much screaming and thwacking.

Much terrified was poor Maggie in this entirely natural ride on a short-paced donkey, with a gypsy behind her, who considered that he was earning half a crown.

The red light of the setting sun seemed to have a portentous meaning, with which the alarming bray of the second donkey with the log on its foot must surely have some connection.

20.Two low, thatched cottages—the only houses they passed in this lane—seemed to add to its dreariness; they had no windows to speak of, and the doors were closed.It was probable that they were inhabited by witches, and it was a relief to find that the donkey did not stop there.

At last—oh, sight of joy! —this lane, the longest in the world, was coming to an end, was opening on a broad highroad, where there was actually a coach passing! The gypsy really meant to take her home, then; he was probably a good man, after all, and might have been rather hurt at the thought that she didn't like coming with him alone.

This idea became stronger as she felt more and more certain that she knew the road quite well, and she was considering how she might open a conversation with the injured gypsy when, as they reached a crossroad, Maggie caught sight of some one coming on a white-faced horse.

21.“Oh, stop, stop!” she cried out, “There's my father! O, father, father!”

The sudden joy was almost painful, and before her father reached her she was sobbing.Great was Mr.Tulliver's wonder, for he had made a round from Basset and had not yet been home.

“Why, what's the meaning o'this?” he said, checking his horse, while Maggie slipped from the donkey and ran to her father's stirrup.

“The little miss lost herself, I reckon,” said the gypsy, “She'd come to our tent at the far end o'Dunlow Lane, and I was bringing her where she said her home was.It's a good way to come arter being on the tramp all day.”

22.“Oh, yes, father, he's been very good to bring me home,” said Maggie, “A very kind, good man!”

“Here, then, my man,” said Mr.Tulliver, taking out five shillings, “It's the best day's work you ever did.I couldn't afford to lose my darling girl; here, lift her up before me.”

“Why, Maggie, how's this? how's this?” he said as they rode along, while she laid her head against her father and sobbed, “How came you to be rambling about and lose yourself?”

23.“O father,” sobbed Maggie, “I ran away because I was so unhappy.Tom was so angry with me.I couldn't bear it.”

“Pooh! Pooh!” said Mr.Tulliver soothingly, “you mustn't think o'running away from father.What would father do without his little girl?”

“Oh, no, I never will again, father —never.”

Mr.Tulliver spoke his mind very strongly when he reached home that evening.Maggie never heard one reproach from her mother or one taunt from Tom about her running away to the gypsies.

Maggie was rather awestricken by this unusual treatment and sometimes thought that her conduct had been too wicked to be alluded to.

玛吉·杜立弗和吉卜赛人

乔治·艾略特

选自《弗洛斯河上的磨坊》

玛丽安·C·伊万斯于1820年出生于英国北部。然而在文学界，她却以“乔治·艾略特”这个笔名为人铭记。她在孩提时期是个精灵古怪的小姑娘，那些有趣的言语与想法常令她的父亲乐不可支。她还有一个年长三岁的兄长，对她倍加宠爱。女孩经常跟着自己的哥哥在农场里四处玩耍，沐浴着众人慈爱与欣赏的目光。

玛丽安的小说《弗洛斯河上的磨坊》中，描绘了大量作者自身的家园生活。自然，兄妹两人便成了玛吉和汤姆的原型。

玛丽安5岁就去了学校，但学得很慢。到了9岁，她被送到一所更大的学校，并在那里爱上了阅读，涉猎颇广。她对英雄题材的书籍十分喜爱，并且求知似渴。

在少女时期，玛丽安去了伦敦深造。然而直到她已过而立之年，才于1857年发表了处女作《亚当·比德》。

自此，玛丽安终生笔耕不辍，并最终成为英国最杰出的作家之一。她创作了大量的小说，每一部都为她赢得了更多的名望。

玛丽安尤其擅长描写乡村风光与深入刻画人物性格。1880年，玛丽安勤奋的一生画上了句号。

玛吉·杜立弗是个精灵古怪的小姑娘，但她深深地爱着自己的兄长汤姆。他们美丽的表妹露西过来拜访，汤姆对露西十分在意，而这令玛吉感到不快。

玛吉最后变得忍无可忍，将露西推进了泥沼。然后她跑掉了，并考虑着离开家园，和吉卜赛人一同生活。

1.玛吉觉得吉卜赛人会欢迎自己、尊敬自己，因为她有高超的学识。她有一次跟汤姆提起自己的这个想法，劝他把脸涂成棕色，和她一起逃走。可是汤姆轻蔑地拒绝了她这个计划，说吉卜赛人是小偷，他们几乎没有食物，除了驴子外，也没有什么东西可以用来拉车。

不过，到了今天，玛吉认为她的痛苦已经到达了顶点，只有过吉卜赛人的生活才是她唯一的逃避办法。于是她从树根上站起来，觉得这是她一生中的一个紧要关头。她要一直逃到登罗大篷车去，那儿准有吉卜赛人。狠心的汤姆和专爱找她碴儿的亲戚，再也不会看见她了。

2.跑着跑着，玛吉就想起了她的爸爸，她离开了他觉得非常难过，不过她想到了一个主意。她可以差一个小吉卜赛人偷偷地给他送一封信去，送到了就跑，不让他知道她在哪儿，只要他知道她身体健康，生活愉快，而且永远爱他。

不久，玛吉就跑得上气不接下气了。她停下来喘息了一会儿，心想在到达吉卜赛人住的大篷车以前，逃走并不是什么愉快的事。不过她的决心并没有动摇。她穿过通小路的大门，虽然对前方一无所知。

3.玛吉经常一个人在田野里闲逛，在那里，并不像在公路上那么胆小。有时候，她还得爬过高高的大门，但那只是个微不足道的麻烦。她觉得自己很快就要到了。

最后，那绿油油的田地总算走完了，玛吉从一道木栅栏的门朝小路望进去，小路的两边都有宽阔的草地。

玛吉从木栅栏门中间爬过去，又精神抖擞地往前走，不过她脑子真出现了好些可怕的形象：像是穿黄衣服、眨着眼睛、嘴快咧到耳边的侏儒。活跃的想象立刻就为可怜的小玛吉带来了恐慌，但也令她更有冲劲儿了。

4.当玛吉在小丘旁看到两条光着的小腿倒竖着，脚底朝天的时候，不禁吓了一跳。可那只是个睡着了的男孩子，于是玛吉继续往前走，步子愈发迅疾轻巧，就怕吵醒了他。

玛吉可没想到他就是自己吉卜赛朋友中的一员，他们的态度很可能十分和蔼。但事实上，在小路的下一个拐弯处，玛吉真的看到了一个半圆形的黑色小帐篷。帐篷前面青烟袅袅上升，这儿就将成为她的庇护之所。

玛吉甚至看到一个高个子女人站在那炉灶旁边——毫无疑问，是那家吉卜赛人家的主母。她在准备茶和别的吃食。玛吉并没有因此而高兴起来，这令她自己也觉得奇怪。

5.玛吉引起了众人的注意，那个高个子女人慢慢地朝她走过来，手里抱着个小孩。在她走过来的时候，玛吉微微有点打战地抬起头望着那张陌生的脸。

“我的小姐，你上哪儿去啊?”吉卜赛人说，她的语气里掺杂着诱哄与尊敬。

这和玛吉料想的一样令人轻松愉快，吉卜赛人一眼看出她是一名淑女，并打算谦恭地招待她。

“不走了。”玛吉告诉她，觉得自己仿佛是在梦里背熟了似的，“我是来和你们住在一起的。”

“很好，那么，来吧。啊呀，你真是一位可爱的小姐啊！”吉卜赛女人牵着玛吉的手说，玛吉认为她很和蔼，但暗暗希望她能更干净一点儿。

6.玛吉的吉卜赛人走到火堆跟前，那儿正围着一大群人。一个吉卜赛老婆子抱膝而坐，两个头发蓬松的小孩支着胳臂肘趴在地上，一匹安静的驴子低着头俯在一个高大的女孩子上面，女孩子仰面躺在地上，一边搔着它的鼻子，时而喂它几口偷来的美味干草。

斜阳温和地照耀着他们，玛吉认为这一片景象真是美丽又舒适。她只希望他们能马上把喝茶的杯子拿出来。她要教他们使用脸盆，启迪他们对书本的兴趣，到那时候一切事情将是多么有趣啊！

7.但有些奇怪的是，那个年轻女人开始用一种玛吉不懂的语言跟老婆子讲话。而那个喂驴子吃草的高个女孩子坐了起来，连招呼也不向她打一个，就瞪着她。最后，老婆子说话了：

“什么，我漂亮的小姐，你是要和我们住在一起吗？坐下吧，告诉我们你的来历。”

这简直就像是故事情节一样。玛吉喜欢人家叫她漂亮的小姐，也喜欢人家这样款待她。于是她坐下来，然后开口：

“我是离家出走的，因为在家里我不高兴。我打算做吉卜赛人，和你们住在一起，如果你们愿意的话，而且我能够教你们很多东西。”

8.“真是一位聪明的小姐，”抱着娃娃的那个女人说道，她在玛吉旁边坐下，让娃娃在地上爬，“还穿着这么漂亮的帽子和衣服。”她又补了一句，然后把玛吉的帽子取下来，一边看着，一边对老婆子用玛吉听不懂的话说了一句什么。那个高大的女孩子一把抢过帽子，笑嘻嘻地往自己头上戴，而且还戴反了。可是玛吉决定毫不示弱，对此装得满不在乎。

“我不需要戴帽子，”她说，“我情愿跟你们一样，裹一块红头巾。”

“啊，多可爱的一位小姐啊，——我看您一定很有钱。”老婆子说，“你的家，是不是住在一所华丽的房子啊？”

9.“是的，我家的房子很漂亮，我也非常喜欢那一条河，我们去钓过鱼；可是我常常很不开心。我真希望能把我的书带来，可是，你知道，我来的时候太匆忙了。不过，书里的东西，我差不多完全都可以讲给你们听，我看过好多次了，你们听了一定会觉得有趣的。我还会告诉你们一些地理知识——就是讲我们的这个世界的——很有用处，而且也很有趣。你们有没有听过哥伦布？”

10.玛吉的眼睛开始闪出光芒，脸也红了起来。她真的在教吉卜赛人了，而且在他们中造成了很大的影响。那些吉卜赛人虽然对她口袋里的东西感兴趣，可他们听着她的讲述，在她右手一侧的人闲了下来，并没有吸引她的注意力。

“我的小姐，那里是不是你住的地方？”老婆子听了哥伦布这个名字以后问道。

“哦，不是的！”玛吉带着点儿怜悯告诉她，“哥伦布是个非常了不起的人，他发现了另一半世界，但人们用链子把他锁了起来，对他非常凶。你明白吗？我的那本地理教科书上就是这么写的，不过那就说来话长了，吃茶以前讲不完。我真想喝茶啊。”

11.“哎呀，她饿了，可怜的小姐，”年轻女人说，“给她一点儿冷东西吃吃，你一定走了很多路。你家在哪儿呀？”

“在陶尔考特磨坊，离这儿很远，”玛吉回答道，“杜立弗先生就是我的父亲；可我们一定不能告诉他我在哪儿。不然，他会把我领回去的。吉卜赛人的女王住在哪儿？”

“什么，我的小姐，你要到她那儿去吗？”年轻女人问道。

“不，”玛吉说，“我只是在想，如果她不是个很好的女王，她死了之后，你们一定会很高兴。你们可以另外再选一个。而如果我是女王，一定会做得很好，会慈爱地对待我的人民。”

“这里有点儿好吃的。”老婆子说，一边递给玛吉一块干面包和一块冷培根，都是她从一袋杂碎里掏出来的。

12.“谢谢你，”玛吉看看面包和培根，但并没有接过去，“请问你能不能给我一点儿面包、黄油和茶呢？我不太喜欢培根。”

“我们没有茶，也没有黄油。”老婆子发出咆哮似的声音，仿佛已经有些不耐烦了。

“啊，一点儿糖浆和面包也行。”玛吉又说。

“我们也没有糖浆。”老婆子的语气愈发暴躁了。然后，两个女人又用她们自己的语言激烈地交谈了片刻。而一个小孩子过来抢走了面包和培根，吃了起来。

就在这时，之前走到一边去的高个子女孩子，折回来说了些什么，引起了一阵骚动。老婆子仿佛将玛吉的饥饿忘得一干二净，重新振作起精神用肉叉去搅拌锅子里的东西。年轻女人钻进帐篷里，拿了些盆子和勺子出来。

13.玛吉在微微地发抖，生怕眼泪会涌出来。可当两个男人走进来时，她即将夺眶而出的眼泪被一种新的恐惧抑制住了。年纪大的一个带了一只袋子，把袋子扔在地上，用骂人似的高声对那两个女人说话，女人们也毫不客气地尖声回嘴。一条黑狗吠着跑到玛吉跟前，吓得她直打战。

玛吉觉得自己不可能成为吉卜赛人的女王，也不可能把既有趣而又有益的知识灌输给他们。

两个男的好像是在问与玛吉有关的事情，因为他们在瞧她，而谈话的声调中掺杂着好奇与若有所悟。临了，那个年轻的女人用她以前那种诱哄式的恭敬语气问道：

“这位好小姐是来跟我们一起过活的，你们不高兴吗？”

14.“唔，很高兴啊。”那个年轻一点儿男人说，一面看着玛吉的银顶针和其他从她口袋里掏出来的小东西。除了顶针以外，他把别的东西都交还给那个年轻的女人，而她马上把这东西重新放进了玛吉的口袋。锅子里的土豆炖肉已经被从火上取了下来，倒进一只黄盘子里，两个男的就坐下来，狼吞虎咽地大吃起来。

玛吉开始觉得，汤姆对吉卜赛人的看法一定是对的：他们一定都是些小偷，除非那个男人打算过一会儿再把顶针还给她。她倒是很愿意把顶针给他的，因为她根本就不喜欢这个顶针；可是尽管他们重新对她恭敬起来并表示出关心，她一想到自己是身处在小偷中间，就没法再高兴起来了。除了罗宾汉以外，所有的盗贼都是坏人。

15.两个女人看出了玛吉的恐惧。“我们没有好东西给小姐吃，”老婆子用哄骗的声调说，“她饿了，可爱的小姐。”

“这儿，我的宝贝，试试看你能不能吃一些这个。”年轻的女人说，一面把盛在棕色盘子里的一点儿炖肉和一把铁勺子递给她。玛吉虽然已经吓得胃口都没有了，可一想到刚才老婆子因为她不喜欢培根和面包就发脾气，就连炖肉也不敢拒绝了。

要是她父亲路过大篷车把她接走，那该有多么好啊！哪怕是战胜了巨人的杰克，或者半便士钱币上的那个杀龙的圣乔治偶然经过，也成啊！但玛吉很快就垂头丧气地想，这些英雄是不会在圣奥格附近出现的，这里从来就没有发生过什么精彩的事情。

16.在之前的5分钟里，她对吉卜赛人的看法有了快速的转变。她原先认为他们是非常可敬的朋友，现在却觉得自己天一黑就会被杀掉。她实在吃不下炖肉，但她最害怕的却是泄露出自己的想法。

“怎么，亲爱的，你不喜欢菜的味道吗？”年轻的女人看见她连一点儿肉都不吃，就说，“再尝一口嘛。”

“不，谢谢你，”玛吉试着亲密地笑了一笑，“我看没有时间了，天好像暗下来了。我想我现在得回家去了，过几天再来。我会给你们带一篮子果酱饼和别的什么东西。”

17.玛吉站起身来，可令她失望的是，吉卜赛老婆子说：“等一等，等一等，小姐。等我们吃好晚饭，就会平平安安地送你回家的。你应该像个小姐的样子，骑着驴回去。”

玛吉又坐了下来，虽然不久就看见那高大的女孩子给驴子套上了笼头，还往背上扔了两只袋子，她还是很难相信老婆子的承诺。

“那么，小姐，”年轻的男人站起来，牵着驴子走过来，“告诉我你住在哪儿，地名叫什么？”

“陶尔考特磨坊，”玛吉热切地说，“杜立弗先生是我的父亲，他就住在那儿。”

“什么？就是圣奥格那个离这边很近的大磨坊吗？”

“是的，”玛吉说，“路远不远？要是你同意的话，我想我还是喜欢走着回去。”

18.“不，不，天快要黑了；我们得赶快才行。骑着驴子去很舒服——你会知道的。”

他说着，就把玛吉抱起来，放在驴子背上。

“这是你的漂亮的帽子，”年轻的女人说着，把玛吉不久以前还瞧不起的、现在却非常渴求的饰物戴在她头上，“你会说我们待你很好，对不对呀？我们不是还说你是个可爱的小姐吗？”

“是的，谢谢你，”玛吉回答，“我非常感激你，尤其希望你能跟我一起回去。”她想不管怎样，总比单独和那个可怕的男人回去的好。

“啊，你最喜欢我了，是不是？”那个女人说，“不过我不能跟你走；你骑着驴子，走得太快，我跟不上。”

19.现在看起来那个男人也打算骑在驴子背上，把玛吉抱在他前面。而那女人则拍拍她的背，说了声“再会”。那个男人用棍子狠狠地打了一下驴子，它就很快地沿着小路朝玛吉一个钟头以前来的那个方向出发了。高大的女孩子和粗野的顽童都拿了棍子，一边叫嚷一边啪啪地打着驴子，亲切地送了他们头100码远的路。

骑驴回家的整个途中，可怜的玛吉靠在那个认为可以从自己身上谋一大笔钱的吉卜赛人身前，吓得魂都快飞了，落日的红光看上去仿佛是一个不吉的预兆，而这个预兆和脚上缚了根木头的驴子受惊般的呼声一定是有一点儿关系的。

20.玛吉和那个男人一路沿着小路走过来，只看到两所小房子，这两所低矮的草屋使周围的景象更显得凄凉。里面可能是住着女巫，驴子没有在那儿停下来，总算令她放了心。

最后——啊，多么令人高兴的景象啊！这条小路，这条世界上最长的小路，总算走完了。小路通到一条宽阔的公路上去，一辆四轮大马车正从那儿经过。这么看来，吉卜赛人真的是送她回家去了。也许他真是一个好人，而且可能会因为她不喜欢跟他单独走而有点伤心。

这个念头越来越坚定了，因为她越来越相信自己是熟悉这条路的。她在想，自己该怎么样来开始和那位受了委屈的吉卜赛人交谈呢。而就在他们走到十字路口的当口儿，玛吉看见一个人骑着匹白脸的马走过来。

21.“喔，停一停，停下！”她嚷道，“那是我爸爸！喂，爸爸！爸爸！”

这突如其来的快乐几乎可以说是痛苦的，而在她爸爸还没有走到她跟前，她就已经抽抽搭搭地哭起来了。

“啊，这是怎么回事呀？”他勒住马说。玛吉从驴子背上溜下来，跑到她父亲的马镗那儿。

“我猜这位小姐是迷了路了，”吉卜赛人说，“她跑到我们的帐篷那儿去，我现在按着她说的地址送她回家，这路可真不短。”

22.“啊，是的，爸爸，他很好，肯送我回家，”玛吉说，“一个非常和气的好人。”

“那么，这儿，我的朋友，”杜立弗先生掏出五个先令来，说,“这是你平生所做过的最好的事。我可不能丢掉这个小姑娘。来，把她抱到我前面来。”

“喂，玛吉，你是怎么搞的，怎么搞的？”他们骑着马继续往前走的时候，玛吉的父亲问她。玛吉把头靠在她父亲身上，抽噎了起来。

23.“哦，爸爸，”她啜泣着说，“我逃走，因为我那么的不快活。汤姆跟我生那么大的气。我受不了。”

“得了，得了，”杜立弗先生安慰她说，“你不应该离开爸爸逃走。爸爸没有了他的小姑娘，该怎么办啊？”

“啊，不了，我以后再也不逃走了。爸爸，永不。”

杜立弗先生当天晚上回到家以后，强烈地表述了自己的观点。玛吉干了逃到吉卜赛人那儿去的这桩傻事，却既没听见她妈妈的责备，也没被汤姆嘲笑。

玛吉受到了这种不平常的待遇，甚至感到有点诧异。有时候她觉得，可能自己的行动实在是太不入流了，别人都不愿提起。





THE SHELL

By ALFRED TENNYSON

See what a lovely shell,

Small and pure as a pearl,

Lying close to my foot,

Frail, but a work divine,

Made so fairily well,

With delicate spire and whorl,

How exquisitely minute,

A miracle of design!

What is it? A learned man

Could give it a clumsy name.

Let him name it who can,

The beauty would be the same.

The tiny cell is forlorn,

Void of the living will，

That made it stir on the shore.

Did he stand at the diamond door

Of his house in a rainbow frill ?

Did he push, when he was uncurled,

A golden foot or a fairy horn

Through his dim water world?

Slight, to be crushed with a tap

Of my finger nail on the sand!

Small, but a work divine!

Frail, but of force to withstand,

Year upon year, the shock

Of cataract seas that snap

The three-decker's oaken spine

Athwart the ledges of rock,

Here on the Breton strand!

贝壳

阿尔弗雷德·丁尼生

看呀，多么美丽的贝壳，

娇小纯净如珍珠，

躺在我的脚旁，

脆弱，但仍为天造，

鬼斧神工，

雅致的螺旋与圆纹，

多么精致小巧，

设计中的奇迹！

它是什么呢？一个学者，

能给它一个笨拙的名字。

让他去取名吧，

那美丽不会被打扰。

那小小的贝壳绝望而孤独，

失去了那让它在海滩上振动的生之意志。

他可曾站在这虹色褶边的小屋的钻石之门前？

当他被打开的时候，

他可曾从昏暗的水之世界中伸出一只金色的脚、一只精灵的角？

单薄得能让我在沙滩上用指甲轻敲一次就粉碎了！

娇小，但仍为天造！

脆弱，但年复一年，

足以承受得起那能将三层高的橡树船桅折断，

横着投向布列塔尼海滨的礁石那瀑布一般的大海！





THE TWO HERD-BOYS

(Abridged)

By BAYARD TAYLOR

manufacture　intelligence　establishments（establishment）

生产　智力　企业（复数）

countenance　groschen　kobolds（kobold）

表情　铜板　地精（复数）

thaler　disinclined

泰勒(德国15～19世纪的银币)　不愿的

1.When I was in Germany I spent several weeks of the summer time in a small town among the Thuringian Mountains.There is not much farming land.The men cut wood, the women spin flax and bleach linen, and the children gather berries, tend cattle on the high mountain pastures, or act as guides to the summer travelers.

A great many find employment in the manufacture of toys, for which there are several establishments in this region, producing annually many thousands of crying and speaking dolls, bleating lambs, barking dogs, and roaring lions.

2.Behind the town where I lived, there was a spur of the mountains, crowned by the walls of a castle built by one of the dukes who ruled over that part of Saxony eight or nine hundred years ago.

In many places the forest had been cut away, leaving open tracts where the sweet mountain grass grew thick and strong, and where there were always masses of heather, harebells, foxgloves, and wild pinks.

Every morning all the cattle of the town were driven up to these pastures, each animal with a bell hanging to its neck, and the sound of so many hundred bells tinkling all at once made a chime which could be heard at a long distance.

3.One of my favorite walks was to mount to the ruined castle and pass beyond it to the flowery pasture slopes, from which I had a wide view of the level country to the north and the mountain ridges on both sides.

One day during my ramble I came upon two smaller herds of cattle, each tended by a single boy.They were near each other, but not on the same pasture, for there was a deep hollow, or dell, between.

As I came out of a thicket upon the clearing on one side of the hollow, the herd-boy tending the cattle nearest to me was sitting among the grass and singing with all his might the German song commencing,“Tra, ri, ro!

The summer's here, I know!”His back was towards me, but I noticed that his elbows were moving very rapidly.Curious to learn what he was doing, I slipped quietly around some bushes to a point where I could see him distinctly, and found that he was knitting a woolen stocking.Presently he lifted his head, looked across to the opposite pasture, and cried out, “Hans! The cows!”

4.I looked also, and saw another boy of about the same age start up and run after his cattle, the last one of which was entering the forests.Then the boy near me gave a glance at his own cattle, which were quietly grazing on the slope a little below him, and went on with his knitting.

I prevailed upon him to tell me his name and age.He was called Otto and was twelve years old; his father was a woodcutter, and his mother spun and bleached linen.

“And how much,” I asked him, “do you get for taking care of the cattle?”

5.“I am to have five thalers” (about four dollars), he answered, “for the whole summer.But it doesn't go to me; it's for father.But then I make a good many groschen by knitting, and that's for my winter clothes.

“Last year I could buy a coat, and this year I want to get enough for trousers and new shoes.Since the cattle know me so well, I have only to talk and they mind me; and that, you see, gives me plenty of time to knit.”

“I see,” I said; “it's a very good arrangement.I suppose the cattle over on the other pasture don't know their boy ? He has not got them all out of the woods yet.”

“Yes, they know him,” said Otto, “and that's the reason they slip away.But then cattle mind some persons better than others; I've seen that much.”

6.Here he stopped talking and commenced knitting again.He evidently wanted to make the most of his time.Then I again looked across the hollow, where Hans—the other boy—had at last collected his cows.

He stood on the top of a rock flinging stones down the steep slope.When he had no more he stuck his hands in his pockets and whistled loudly to draw Otto's attention; but the latter pretended not to hear.

7.A few days afterwards I went up to the pasture again, and came, by chance, to the head of the little dell dividing the two herds.The first object which attracted my attention was Otto, knitting, as usual, beside his herd of cows.

Then I turned to the other side to discover what Hans was doing.His cattle this time were not straying; but neither did he appear to be minding them in the least.He was walking on the mountain side with his eyes fixed upon the ground.

Sometimes he would walk on, pull a blue flower and then a yellow one, look at them sharply, and throw them away.“What is he after?” I said to myself.

8.The cattle were no doubt acquainted with his ways (it is astonishing how much intelligence they have) and they immediately began to move towards the forest and would soon have wandered away if I had not headed them off and driven them back.Then I followed them, much to the surprise of Hans, who had been aroused by the noise of their bells as they ran from me.

“You don't keep a very good watch, my boy!” I said.

As he made no answer, I asked, “Have you lost anything?”

“No,” he then said.

“What have you been hunting so long?”

He looked confused, turned away his head, and muttered, “Nothing.”

9.This made me sure he had been hunting something, and I felt a little curiosity to know what it was.But, although I asked him again and offered to help him hunt it, he would tell me nothing.He had a restless and rather unhappy look, quite different from the bright, cheerful eyes and pleasant countenance of Otto.

His father, he said, worked in a mill below the town and got good wages; so he was allowed half the pay for tending the cattle during the summer.

“What will you do with the money?” I asked.

“Oh, I'll soon spend it,”he said, “I could spend a hundred times that much if I had it.”

“Indeed!” I exclaimed, “No doubt it's all the better that you haven't it.”

10.He did not seem to like this remark and was after wards disinclined to talk; so I left him and went over to Otto, who was as busy and cheerful as ever.

“Otto,” said I, “do you know what Hans is hunting all over the pasture? Has he lost anything?”

“No,” Otto answered, “he has not lost anything, and I don't believe he will find anything, either.Because, even if it's all true, they say you never come across it when you look for it, but it just shows itself all at once when you're not expecting it.”

“What is it, then?” I asked.

11.Otto looked at me a moment and seemed to hesitate.He appeared also to be a little surprised.He finally asked, “Don't you know, sir, what the shepherd found, somewhere about here, a great many hundred years ago?”

“No,” I answered.

“Not the key-flower ?”

Then I did know what he meant and understood the whole matter in a moment.But I wanted to know what Otto had heard of the story, and therefore said to him, “I wish you would tell me all about it.”

12.“Well,” he began, “some say it was true and some that it wasn't.At any rate, it was a long, long while ago, and there's no telling how much to believe.My grandmother told me; but, then, she didn't know the man.She only heard about him from her grandmother.He was a shepherd and used to tend his sheep on the mountain—or maybe it was cows, I'm not sure—in some place where there were a great many kobolds and fairies.

13.“It was in summer, and he was walking along after his sheep, when all at once he saw a wonderful, sky-blue flower, of a kind he had never seen before in all his life.Some people say it was sky-blue and some that it was golden yellow; I don't know which is right.Well, however it was, there was the wonderful flower, as large as your hand, growing in the grass.

“The shepherd stooped down and broke the stem; but just as he was lifting up the flower to examine it he saw that there was a door in the side of the mountain.Now, he had been over the ground a hundred times before and had never seen anything of the kind.

“He looked into it for a long time and at last plucked up heart and in he went.After forty or fifty steps he found himself in a large hall full of chests of gold and diamonds.There was an old kobold with a white beard sitting in a chair beside a large table in the middle of the hall.

“The shepherd was at first frightened, but the kobold looked at him with a friendly face and said, ‘Take what you want, and don't forget the best!’

14.“So the shepherd laid the flower on the table and went to work and filled his pockets with the gold and diamonds.When he had as much as he could carry the kobold said again, ‘Don't forget the best!’ ‘That I won't,’ the shepherd thought to himself, and took more gold and the biggest diamonds he could find, and filled his hat so that he could scarcely stagger under the load.

“He was leaving the hall when the kobold cried out, ‘Don't forget the best!’ But he couldn't carry any more and went on, never minding.When he reached the door on the mountain side, he heard the voice again for the last time, ‘Don't forget the best!’

15.“The next minute he was out on the pasture.When he looked around, the door had disappeared; his pockets and hat grew light all at once, and instead of gold and diamonds he found nothing but dry leaves and pebbles.He was as poor as ever, and all because he had forgotten the best.

“Now, sir, do you know what the best was? Why, it was the flower which he had left on the table in the kobold's hall.That was the key-flower.When you find it and pull it, the door is opened to all the treasures under ground.

“If the shepherd had kept it, the gold and diamonds would have stayed so; and, besides, the door would have been always open to him, and he could then help himself whenever he wanted.”

16.“Did you ever look for the key-flower?” I asked Otto.

He grew a little red in the face, then laughed, and answered: “Oh, that was the first summer I tended the cattle, and I soon got tired of it.But I guess the flower doesn't grow any more now.”

“How long has Hans been looking for it?”

“He looks every day,” said Otto, “when he gets tired of doing nothing.But I shouldn't wonder if he was thinking about it all the time, or he'd look after his cattle better than he does.”

17.As I walked down the mountain that afternoon I thought a great deal about these two herd-boys and the story of the key-flower.Up to this time the story had only seemed to me to be a curious and beautiful fairy tale; but now I began to think it might mean something more.Here was Hans neglecting his cows and making himself restless and unhappy in the hope of some day finding the key-flower; while Otto, who remembered that it can't be found by hunting for it, was attentive to his task, always earning a little, and always contented.

Therefore, the next time I walked up to the pastures I went straight to Hans.“Have you found the key-flower yet?” I asked.

18.There was a curious expression upon his face.He appeared to be partly ashamed of what he must now and then have suspected to be a folly, and partly anxious to know if I could tell him where the flower grew.

“See here, Hans,” said I, seating myself upon a rock, “Don't you know that those who hunt for it never find it? Of course you have not found it, and you never will, in this way.But even if you should, you are so anxious for the gold and diamonds that you would be sure to, forget the best, just as the shepherd did, and would find nothing but leaves and pebbles in your pockets.”

“Oh, no!” he exclaimed; “that's just what I wouldn't do.”

19.“Don't you forget your work every day?” I asked, “You are forgetting the best all the time, —I mean the best that you have at present.Now, I believe there is a key-flower growing on these very mountains; and, what is more, Otto has found it!”

He looked at me in astonishment.

“Don't you see,” I continued, “how happy and contented he is all the day long ? He does not work as hard at his knitting as you do in hunting for the flower; and, although you get half your summer's wages and he nothing, he will be richer than you in the fall.He will

have a small piece of gold, and it won't change into a leaf.Besides, when a boy is contented and happy he has gold and diamonds.”

20.I saw that Hans was not a bad boy; he was simply restless, impatient, and perhaps a little inclined to envy those in better circumstances.I knew it would be difficult for him to change his habits of thinking and wishing.But, after a long talk, he promised me he would try, and that was as much as I expected.

Now you may want to know whether he did try, and I am sorry that I cannot tell you.I left the place soon afterwards and have never been there since.Let us all hope, however, that he found the real key-flower.

两个牧童

（节选）

白亚德·泰勒

1.当我在德国的时候，曾经有几个星期在图林根山脉间的一个小镇里避暑。当地没有多少农田，男人们伐木，女人们纺织和漂染亚麻，孩子们则收集浆果，在高山上的草地上放牧家畜，或是为夏季的游人做向导。

也有很多人以贩卖玩具为生，这个地区有几家玩具厂，每年生产出成千上万能哭能笑的洋娃娃、会咩咩叫的小羊、会汪汪叫的小狗和能咆哮的玩具狮子。

2.在我居住的镇子后面是山脉的一条支线，顶峰上有一座城堡，是在八九百年前统辖着萨克森的伯爵建造而成。

森林里有很多处都被砍伐殆尽，丰美的野草覆盖了裸地，长得旺盛而茂密。草丛里还有一片一片的石楠花、蓝铃花、毛地黄和石竹草。

每天清晨，镇子里的牲畜都被赶到草地上，每一头的脖子上都系着铃铛。数百只铃铛齐刷刷地响起，那嘹亮的声音能传到很远的地方。

3.我最喜欢的一条散步路线。就是先经过城堡的废墟，然后向上爬到野花缤纷的草地。我从那里能看到背面整个乡村的景色，也能远眺东西两侧的山脊。

有一天，我在漫步的时候巧遇了两头小奶牛，每一头都被一个小男孩驱赶着。他们彼此离得很近，但并不是在一块草地上。两个人之间隔着一道深深的裂缝，也可能是道峡谷。

我穿过灌木丛，走向裂谷一侧的林间空地。不远处，赶着牛的牧童坐在草地上，开始无忧无虑地唱起了德语的牧歌：

“啦！哩！喔！

我知道！夏天就要来喽！”牧童背对着我，但我能看得见他正飞快地挥动着手臂。我有点好奇他在做什么，就悄悄地绕过一丛灌木，到了能看得更清楚一些的地方，发现他原来正在编羊毛袜子。眼下他抬起头来，望向对面那块草坪，然后喊了一嗓子：“汉斯！看好牛啊！”

4.我也看过去，发现另外一个差不多大的男孩子跳起来去追他的牛，有一头已经快要钻到林子里去了。我眼前的男孩又盯了自己的牛一眼，发现它们都在稍下方的草坪上慢悠悠地吃草，便又接着编了起来。

我问出了他的名字和年龄。他叫奥托，今年12岁，父亲是伐木工，母亲从事纺染麻布的工作。

“那你看牛的工作，”我又问道，“能拿到多少报酬呢？”

5.“整个一个夏天的话，”他回答道，“我能挣到5个泰勒（大概价值4美元）。但我拿不到钱的，直接就给我爸爸了。不过我靠编织能赚上一大把铜板，那样的话就有钱买冬天的衣服啦。”

“去年我只能买得起一件外套，今年我还想攒够钱，买新的裤子和鞋子。牛已经跟我混熟啦，我只要喊几声它们就乖乖听话。这样，就像您看到的，我就有足够的时间编东西。”

“我明白了，”我说，“你安排得不错，据我看，对面那块草地上的牛不太听话啊？他还没把牛从森林里弄出来呢。”

“它们也认识他啊，”奥托说，“所以才想溜走呢。据我所知，牛听不听话也要看人的。”

6.然后奥托不再说话了，继续争分夺秒地编了起来。于是，我再次看向裂谷的另一侧，那个叫汉斯的男孩终于把牛又赶到一起去了。

汉斯站在一块岩石上，气呼呼地往陡峭的山坡下扔石子。当手里的石子都扔完了，他就双手揣着兜，冲着奥托大声吹起口哨来。可奥托理都不理他。

7.几天之后，当我再次攀到草坪那里，又偶然遇见了待在裂谷两边的那两个牧童。最先被我注意到的是奥托，像往常一样，在自己的牛群边编着东西。

然后我转向另一边，去看看汉斯在做什么。这一次，他的牛没再逃走，可他好像也不怎么在乎。他正沿着山边来回逡巡，眼睛盯着地面。

汉斯有时迈上几步，揪起一朵蓝花，再揪一朵黄的，使劲瞪了几眼，然后随手一扔。“他是在干什么啊？”我自言自语道。

8.毫无疑问地，牛群对汉斯的举动早就见怪不怪了（它们可真聪明)。它们又开始往林子那边移动，如果不是我赶到牛群前面，把它们往回轰赶的话，说不定牛又跑光了。然后我跟在它们身后，发现汉斯吃了一惊，然后被牛往回走时所发出的铃铛声弄得有些不耐烦。

“小朋友，你这牛看得不怎么样嘛！”我说。

汉斯一言不发，我就又问：“你是丢了什么东西吗？”

“没有。”汉斯回答。

“那你这么久都是在找什么啊？”

汉斯看上去有些困扰，于是转过头去嘀咕着：“没什么。”

9.这令我确信了汉斯真的是在找东西，于是有点好奇。但当我又问了他一遍，并提出帮他一起找的时候，他什么都没告诉我。他脸上总是带着忧郁与不安的神色，与奥托明亮快乐的目光和活泼的表情大相径庭。

据汉斯所言，他的父亲在山下镇子的磨坊工作，报酬还算不错，所以他能从夏季放牧的薪水里抽上五成。

“你拿这些钱想做什么呢？”我问。

“喔，我很快就能花光的。”汉斯说，“即使再多一百倍，我也能花得掉。”

“可不是嘛！”我大声附和道，“花掉总比从来都没钱好嘛。”

10.汉斯似乎不太喜欢我的评论，然后就再也不跟我讲话了。于是，我离开他那里，去了奥托那儿。他依然忙碌又快活，就像之前一样。

“奥托，”我说，“你知道汉斯在草坪上找什么吗？他丢了什么东西呀？”

“没有啊，”奥托回答道，“他什么也没丢，我也不信他能找到任何东西。因为，即使真丢了什么，你要是刻意去翻找反而找不到；不留心的话，它就自己回来了。”

“那到底是什么啊？”我问。

11.奥托看了我一会儿，有些犹豫，也有些惊讶。最后他问道：“先生，您难道不知道，几百年前，牧羊人曾经在这附近找到过什么吗？”

“一无所知。”我回答。

“那您知道宝藏之花吗？”

我这才明白了奥托的意思，并很快想清楚了整件事情。但我还想知道奥托对那个故事知道多少，于是就说：“我希望你能跟我讲讲。”

12.“好吧，”奥托开始了，“有人说那是真的，但有人说不是。不管怎样，这是很久很久以前的事儿了，也不知道有多少可信。我是从奶奶那里听说的，但她并不认识故事的主角。她只是从自己的奶奶那儿听的。有这么一个牧羊人，在山上放养绵羊，也可能是奶牛——我不太肯定——在一个有很多地精和仙人们出没的地方。”

13.“那是一个夏天，当他在羊群后面走着，突然就看见一只天蓝色的花。它漂亮极了，那个牧人这辈子就没见过这样的东西。有些人说那是天蓝色，但也有人坚持是金黄色，我不知道哪个说法是对的。不过总之，那朵花特别美，跟你的手掌一般大，亭亭玉立地长在草地上。

“牧羊人弯下腰去，折断了花茎。在他站直身子拿着花端详的时候，山上突然出现了一扇门。他在这一带已经走过几百次了，却从来没见过它。

“他仔细地瞧了很久，最后大着胆子走了进去。在前行了四五十步之后，他发现自己进入了一个大厅，里面放着成箱成箱的黄金和钻石。在大厅的中央，一个长着白胡子的老地精坐在椅子上，旁边是一张大桌子。

“起初，那个牧羊人很害怕。但地精却慈祥地看着他，然后说：‘拿你想要的，别忘了最好的！’

14.“所以，牧羊人就把花放在桌子上，然后扎进宝藏里用黄金和钻石装满衣袋。当他尽可能地装了个够之后，地精又说了一句：‘别忘了最好的！’‘我才不会呢！’牧羊人心想，然后又抓起更多的黄金，和所能找到的最大的钻石。他连帽子也塞得满满的，几乎都快走不动了。

“在他要离开大厅的时候，地精又喊了一句：‘别忘了最好的！’可他再也拿不了更多了，于是毫不介意地走开了。当他走到山壁上的那扇门前，又听到那声音最后喊了一次：‘别忘了最好的！’

15.“下一刻，他就站到草地上了。当他打量四周，发现门早已消失。他的衣袋和帽子立刻变得轻飘飘的。里面不再是黄金和钻石，只有枯叶和卵石。他又变回了穷光蛋，只因为没拿上最好的东西。

“现在，先生，你明白最好的东西是什么了吧？嗯，就是那朵被他忘在地精大厅里的花——那是朵宝藏之花。当你发现了它，把它拔起来，通往地下宝藏的门就会开启。

“如果牧羊人留着那朵花，黄金和钻石就会保持原状。而且，那扇门将永远为他开着，无论什么时候想要财宝，他都能去拿。”

16.“你找过那朵花吗？”我问奥托。

奥托的脸微微红了一下，然后笑着回答：“喔，那是我来放牧的第一个夏天，不过我很快就厌倦了。但我敢说，现在不再会有那样的花了。”

“汉斯又找了多久呢？”

“他每天都找，”奥托说道，“只要他觉得无聊了。但我猜要是他不再一直想着这事儿，就能把牛看得更好些。”

那个下午，我在下山的途中一直想着那两个牧童和那朵花的事。

17.在这之前，这个故事对我来说不过是一个新奇又美丽的童话。但现在我开始思考，这其中或许有更为深刻的寓意。汉斯将牛群抛于脑后，每天一直闷闷不乐地沉浸在有朝一日能找到宝藏之花的幻想中。而奥托却坚信，如果有意去找，最终只能落空，他一心一意地做自己的活，总是脚踏实地、心满意足。

于是，等到下一次再去草地上的时候，我直接问了汉斯：“你找到那朵宝藏之花了吗？”

18.好奇与羞愧的表情竞相浮现在他的脸上。他既觉得自己可能会被笑话是个傻瓜，又有点儿期盼着我能告诉他花长在什么地方。

“听好，汉斯。”我坐在石头上，然后开口了，“你难道没听过‘踏破铁鞋无觅处’这句话吗？要是这样下去的话，你永远都找不到的。而即使你真发现它了，你也会因为急着去拿黄金和钻石，然后就像地精说的那样，‘忘记了最好的’。那样，你的衣服口袋里就只有落叶和卵石啦。”

“喔，不！”他喊道，“我才不会那么干呢！”

19.“你没忘记自己每天的工作是什么吧？”我问他，“你一直都把最好的事弃之不顾。我是说，眼下对你最好的事情。我敢说，宝藏之花就在这座山上，而且我还知道，奥托已经找到它了！”

汉斯惊讶地望着我。

“你没发现，”我继续道，“他每天都是多么快乐又满足吗？你找花找得多起劲，他编织就有多努力。而且，你还能得到自己报酬的一半，他可是一个子儿都捞不着呢！但到了秋天，他会比你还有钱。他能拿到一小块金子，而且那不会变成叶子。何况，当一个男孩子既满足又快活的时候，就等于有了黄金和钻石呀。”

20.我看得出，汉斯不是个坏孩子，他只是有些好动、欠缺耐心，还可能有点儿嫉妒富人的倾向。要他改变思维的方式和意愿确实很难，但在一番促膝长谈之后，他对我保证自己会试着改正。而我的期望也正是如此。

于是，你们可能会想知道，他后来真的改正了吗？抱歉的是，我无可奉告。我很快就离开了那里，而且再也没有回去过。但是，让我们祈愿，他最终能找到那朵真正的宝藏之花。





INCIDENT OF THE FRENCH CAMP

By ROBERT BROWNING

A great English poet, much praised by his admirers, and yet by no means popular or widely read, is Robert Browning.He was born near London in 1812, and received a good education.

At an early age he began to write poetry and continued to write during all his long life.From the first he showed originality and was little governed by popular opinion.He married Elizabeth Barrett, the author of many beautiful poems.

Mr.Browning is best known by a few short poems which have been widely read.Among these are the following：“Incident of the French Camp” “How we Brought the Good News from Ghent to Aix” and “The Pied Piper of Hamelin”.

Mr.Browning died in Venice in 1889.

You know, we French stormed Ratisbon;

A mile or so away,

On a little mound, Napoleon

Stood on our storming day;

With neck out thrust, you fancy how,

Legs wide, arms locked behind,

As if to balance the prone brow

Oppressive with its mind.

Just as perhaps he mused, “My plans

That soar to earth may fall,

Let once my army leader Lannes

Waver at yonder wall.”

Out'twixt the battery smokes there flew

A rider, bound on bound

Full-galloping; nor bridle drew

Until he reached the mound.

Then off there flung in smiling joy,

And held himself erect

By just his horse's mane, a boy;

You hardly could suspect

So tight, he kept his lips compressed,

Scarce any blood came through—

You looked twice ere you saw his breast

Was all but shot in two.

“Well,” cried he, “Emperor, by God's grace

We've got you Ratisbon!

The Marshal's in the market-place,

And you'll be there anon

To see your flag-bird flap his vans

Where I, to heart's desire,

Perched him!” The chief's eye flashed; his plans

Soared up again like fire.

The chief's eye flashed; but presently

Softened itself, as sheathes

A film the mother eagle's eye

When her bruised eaglet breathes.

“You're wounded!” “Nay,” the soldier's pride

Touched to the quick, he said,

“I'm killed, Sire!” And his chief beside,

Smiling, the boy fell dead.

法国兵营的插曲

罗伯特·勃朗宁

罗伯特·勃朗宁，伟大的英国诗人，备受其崇拜者所赞，作品广为人知，流传广泛。勃朗宁于1812年生于伦敦近郊，并接受了良好的教育。

在幼年时，勃朗宁便开始创作诗歌，并在其漫长的一生中持续着写作。从一开始他便展现出独创性，不为大众观点所左右。他娶了伊丽莎白·巴莱特，一位创作了大量美丽诗歌的作家。

勃朗宁最为人所知的是广泛流传的短篇诗歌。其中包括如下几首：

《法国兵营的插曲》《我们怎样将好消息从根特带到埃克斯》以及《哈梅林的花衣吹笛人》。

1889年，勃朗宁逝于威尼斯。

你知道，我们法国人冲进了雷根斯堡；

一里或左右开外，

在小山包上，拿破仑

伫立在我们的进攻日上；

伸长了脖子，你想象得到，

弯着腿，手臂操在背后，

仿佛是为了平衡皱起的眉头抑制它们的思绪。

或许正如他所沉思的:“我驰骋全球的计划

或许会失败，

让我军队的首领兰内斯

在那墙边颤抖一次。”

冲出缭绕在排炮间隙中的烟雾

一名骑兵，打着绷带

全力奔驰；手不离缰

直至他抵达土墩。

随后带着微笑的愉悦离开此地

将他的身体直直挺立

在他的马鬃旁边，一个男孩，

你几乎无法不怀疑

他将自己的嘴唇抿起，如此地紧，

几乎没有流血

你望了两次，你看到他胸前的所有，

除了两道枪伤。

“还好吧，”他喊叫道，

“皇帝陛下，靠着上帝的恩典

我们有您在雷根斯堡！

元帅在集市上，

而不久后您也将在那里

看着您的旗鸟拍打他的运货车

在那里，我从心底里渴望着，替代他！”

长官的眼睛闪闪发光，他的计划

像火焰般再次熊熊燃起。

长官的眼睛闪烁着光芒；但是不久

目光柔和下去，仿佛母鹰的双眼

被薄膜所覆

当她受伤的雏鹰在呼吸着。

“你受伤了！”“不，”士兵的骄傲

几乎是立刻的，他说，

“我被杀死了，陛下！”在他的长官旁边，

微笑着，男孩倒下死去了。





MARY ELIZABETH

HER TRUE STORY

(Abridged)

By ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS

desperation　dissipated

绝望 披散的

debauch　corridor

堕落 走廊

It may be remembered that we had in the Third Reader a most interesting selection by Miss Phelps, called “Tiny's First and Only Lie”.

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps was the daughter of Austin Phelps, a famous preacher and professor at the Theological Seminary in Andover, Mass., and also the grand daughter of Moses Stuart, another famous professor at the same theological school.

Miss Phelps began to write stories at an early age and has been busy with her pen for these many years.Her “Trotty” and “Gypsy” books have been widely read.These popular juveniles still hold a high rank with young readers.

You will wish to read someday her sketch entitled “The Tenth of January,” a most vivid and romantic story of the terrible catastrophe at Lawrence, almost forty years ago, when the Pemberton Mill fell.

While Miss Phelps has written notable juvenile books, she is most favorably known by her novels intended for'adult readers.She gained fame by the signal ability shown by the publication of “Gates Ajar”, published in 1868.

No doubt you will wish to read, when you are older, “The Silent Partner”; “Hedged In”; “A Singular Life”; “Jack the Fisher-man”; “A Madonna of the Tubs”; and other famous books by this talented author.

Miss Phelps was married a few years ago to Mr.Ward, but she is known to the literary world by her maiden name.

1.Mary Elizabeth was a little girl with a long name.She was poor, she was sick, she was ragged, she was dirty, she was cold, she was hungry, she was frightened.She had no home, she had no mother, she had no father.She had no supper, she had had no dinner, she had had no breakfast.She had no place to go and nobody to care whether she went or not.

In fact, Mary Elizabeth had not much of anything but a short pink calico dress, a little red cotton-and-wool shawl, and her long name.Besides this, she had a pair of old rubbers too large for her.

2.She was walking up Washington Street in Boston.It was late in the afternoon of a bitter January day.Already the lamplighters were coming with their long poles, and gas-lights began to flash upon the grayness—neither day nor night—through which the child watched the people moving dimly, with a wonder in her heart.This wonder was as confused as the half-light in which the crowd hurried by.

“God made so many people,” thought Mary Elizabeth, “he must have made so many suppers.Seems as if there'd ought to been one for one extry little girl.”

But she thought this in a gentle way.She was a very gentle little girl.All girls who hadn't anything were not like Mary Elizabeth.

…

3.So now she was shuffling up Washington Street, not knowing exactly what to do next, —peeping into people's faces, timidly looking away from them, hesitating, heartsick (for a very little girl can be very heart-sick), colder, she thought, every minute and hungrier each hour than she was the hour before.

The child left Washington Street at last, where everybody had homes and suppers without one extra one to spare for a little girl, and turned into a short, bright, showy street, where stood a great hotel.

4.Whether the doorkeeper was away, or busy, or sick, or careless, or whether the head waiter at the dining-room door was so tall that he couldn't see so short a beggar, or whether the clerk at the desk was so noisy that he could n't hear so still a beggar, or however it was, Mary Elizabeth did get in; by the doorkeeper, past the head waiter, under the shadow of the clerk, over the smooth, slippery, marble floor the child crept on.

She came to the office door and stood still.She looked around her with wide eyes.She had never seen a place like that.Lights flashed over it, many and bright.Gentlemen sat in it smoking and reading.They were all warm.Not one of them looked as if he had had no dinner and no breakfast and no supper.

5.“How many extry suppers，”thought the little girl, “it must ha' taken to feed'em all.I guess maybe there'll be one for me in here.”

Mary Elizabeth stood in the middle of it, in her pink calico dress and red plaid shawl.The shawl was tied over her head and about her neck with a ragged tippet.

She looked very funny and round behind, like the wooden women in the Noah's ark.Her bare feet showed in the old rubbers.She began to shuffle about the room, holding out one purple little hand.

6.One or two of the gentlemen laughed; some frowned; more did nothing at all; most did not notice, or did not seem to notice, the child.One said:

“What's the matter here?”

Mary Elizabeth shuffled on.She went from one to another, less timidly; a kind of desperation had taken possession of her.The odors from the dining-room came in, of strong, hot coffee and strange, roast meats.Mary Elizabeth thought of Jo.

It seemed to her she was so hungry that, if she could not get a supper, she should jump up and run and rush about and snatch something and steal, like Jo.She held out her hand, but only said:

“I'm hungry!”

7.A gentleman called her.He was the gentleman who had asked, “What's the matter here?” He called her in behind his daily newspaper which was big enough to hide three of Mary Elizabeth, and when he saw that nobody was looking he gave her a five-cent piece in a hurry, as if he had committed a sin, and quickly said:

“There, there, child! go, now, go!”

Then he began to read his newspaper quite hard and fast and to look severe, as one does who never gives anything to beggars, as a matter of principle.

But nobody else gave anything to Mary Elizabeth.She shuffled from one to another hopelessly.Every gentle man shook his head.One called for a waiter to put her out.This frightened her and she stood still.

8.Over by a window, in a lonely corner of the great room, a young man was sitting, apart from the others.He sat with his elbows on the table and his face buried in his arms.He was a well-dressed young man, with brown, curling hair.

Mary Elizabeth wondered why he looked so miserable and why he sat alone.She thought, perhaps, if he weren't so happy as the other gentlemen, he would be more sorry for cold and hungry girls.She hesitated, then walked along and directly up to him.

9.One or two gentlemen laid down their papers and watched this; they smiled and nodded at each other.The child did not see them, to wonder why.She went up and put her hand upon the young man's arm.

He started.The brown, curly head lifted itself from the shelter of his arms; a young face looked sharply at the beggar girl, —a beautiful young face it might have been.

It was haggard now and dreadful to look at, —bloated and badly marked with the unmistakable marks of a wicked week's debauch.He roughly said:

“What do you want ? ”

“I'm hungry,” said Mary Elizabeth.

“I can't help that.Go away.”

“I haven't had anything to eat for a whole day —a whole day!” repeated the child.

10.Her lip quivered.But she spoke distinctly.Her voice sounded through the room.One gentleman after another had laid down his paper or his pipe.Several were watching this little scene.

“Go away!” repeated the young man irritably, “Don't bother me.I haven't had anything to eat for three days!”

His face went down into his arms again.Mary Elizabeth stood staring at the brown, curling hair.She stood perfectly still for some moments.She evidently was greatly puzzled.She walked away a little distance, then stopped and thought it over.

And now paper after paper and pipe after cigar went down.Every gentleman in the room began to look on.The young man with the beautiful brown curls and dissipated, disgraced, and hidden face was not stiller than the rest.

The little figure in the pink calico and the red shawl and big rubbers stood for a moment silent among them all.The waiter came to take her out, but the gentlemen motioned him away.

11.Mary Elizabeth turned her five-cent piece over and over slowly in her purple hand.Her hand shook.The tears came.The smell of the dinner from the dining-room grew savory and strong.The child put the piece of money to her lips as if she could have eaten it, then turned and, without further hesitation, went back.

She touched the young man—on the bright hair this time—with her trembling little hand.

The room was so still now that what she said rang out to the corridor, where the waiters stood, with the clerk behind looking over the desk to see.

“I'm sorry you are so hungry.If you haven't had anything for three days, you must be hungrier than me.I've got five cents.A gentleman gave it to me.I wish you would take it.I've only gone one day.You can get some supper with it, and—maybe—I—can get some somewheres! I wish you'd please to take it!”

12.Mary Elizabeth stood quite still, holding out her five-cent piece.She did not understand the stir that went all over the bright room.She did not see that some of the gentlemen coughed and wiped their spectacles.

She did not know why the brown curls before her came up with such a start, nor why the young man's wasted face flushed red and hot with noble shame.

She did not in the least understand why he flung the five-cent piece upon the table, and, snatching her in his arms, held her fast and hid his face on her plaid shawl and sobbed.Nor did she know what could be the reason that nobody seemed amused to see this gentleman cry.

The gentleman who had given her the money came up, and some more came up, and they gathered round, and she in the midst of them, and they all spoke kindly, and the young man with the bad face that might have been so beautiful stood up, still clinging to her, and said aloud:

“She's shamed me before you all, and she's shamed me to myself! I'll learn a lesson from this beggar, so help me God!”

13.So then he took the child upon his knee, and the gentlemen came up to listen, and the young man asked her what her name was.

“Mary Elizabeth, sir.”

“Names used to mean things—in the Bible—when I was as little as you.I read the Bible then.Does Mary Elizabeth mean angel of rebuke?”

“Sir?”

“Where do you live, Mary Elizabeth?”

“Nowhere, sir.”

“Where do you sleep ? ”

“In Mrs.O'Flynn's shed, sir.It's too cold for the cows.She's so kind, she lets us stay.”

“Whom do you stay with ? ”

14.“Nobody, only Jo.”

“Is Jo your brother? ”

“No, sir.Jo is a girl.I haven't got only Jo.”

“What does Jo do for a living?”

“She—gets it, sir.”

“And what do you do?”

“I beg.It's better than to—get it, sir, I think.”

“Where's your mother?”

“Dead.”

“What did she die of?”

“Drink, sir,” said Mary Elizabeth, in her distinct and gentle tone.

“Ah—well.And your father ?”

“He is dead.He died in prison.”

“What sent him to prison ? ”

“Drink, sir.”

“Oh!”

15.“I had a brother once,” continued Mary Elizabeth, “who grew quite eloquent with so large an audience, but he died, too.”

“I do want my supper,” she added, after a pause, speaking in a whisper, as if to Jo or to herself, “and Jo'll be wondering for me.”

“Wait, then,” said the young man, “I'll see if I can't beg enough to get you your supper.”

“I thought there must be an extry one among so many folks!” cried Mary Elizabeth; for now, she thought, she should get back her five cents.

And, truly, the young man put the five cents into his hat, to begin with.Then he took out his purse, and put in something that made less noise than the five-cent piece and something more and more and more.

Then he passed around the great room, walking still unsteadily, and the gentleman who gave the five cents and all the gentlemen put something into the young man's hat.

16.So when he came back to the table he emptied the hat and counted the money, and, truly, it was forty dollars.

“Forty dollars!”

Mary Elizabeth looked frightened.

“It's yours,” said the young man, “Now come to supper.But see! This gentleman who gave you the five-cent piece shall take care of the money for you.You can trust him.He's got a wife, too.But we'll come to supper now.”

…

17.So the young man took her by the hand, and the gentleman whose wife knew all about what to do with orphans took her by the other hand, and one or two more gentlemen followed, and they all went out into the dining-room, and put Mary Elizabeth in a chair at a clean white table, and asked her what she wanted for her supper.

Mary Elizabeth said that a little dry toast and a cup of milk would do nicely.So all the gentlemen laughed.And she wondered why.

And the young man with the brown curls laughed, too, and began to look quite happy.But he ordered chicken and cranberry sauce and mashed potatoes and celery and rolls and butter and tomatoes and an ice cream and a cup of tea and nuts and raisins and cake and custard and apples and grapes.

18.And Mary Elizabeth sat in her pink dress and red shawl and ate the whole; and why it didn't kill her nobody knows; but it didn't.

The young man with the face that might have been beautiful —that might yet be, one would have thought who had seen him then —stood watching the little girl.

“She's preached me a better sermon,” he said below his breath; “better than all the ministers I ever heard in all the churches.May God bless her! I wish there were a thousand like her in this selfish world!”

And when I heard about it I wished so, too.

玛丽.伊丽莎白

她的真实故事

（节选）

伊丽莎白·斯图尔特·菲尔普斯

读者们或许还有印象，在本书的第三卷（即本套教材的第四册，译者注）里，我们摘取了菲尔普斯女士一段非常有趣的作品《小不点儿的谎言》。

伊丽莎白·斯图尔特·菲尔普斯的父亲是奥斯汀·菲尔普斯，一位著名的演说家、马萨诸塞州安度佛神学院的神学教授。她的外祖父摩西·斯图尔特在同一学院担任过教授，也具有极高的名望。

菲尔普斯女士很小时便开始写作，多年来一直笔耕不辍。她的著作《特洛蒂》与《吉卜赛人》广为人知，作为优秀的少年读物，十分有助于提升年轻读者的品位。

菲尔普斯女士还创作了题为《第十个一月》的短篇小说，描写了40年前在劳伦斯发生的惨剧——彭伯顿磨坊坍塌事故。语言生动，又颇具浪漫色彩，值得一读。

菲尔普斯女士不但撰写了一系列优秀的少年读物，在成人文学上也建树颇丰。 她非凡的才能在1868年出版的《门扉半掩》中淋漓尽致地体现了出来，该书亦是她的成名之作。

这位才华横溢的作家还有《安静的同伴》《重围》《数奇人生》《渔夫杰克》《浴缸里的圣母像》等杰出的作品，十分推荐年龄稍大的读者阅读。

数年之前，菲尔普斯女士与沃德先生喜结连理，但她曾经的姓名始终在文学界占有一席之地。

1.玛丽·伊丽莎白是个有着长长名字的小姑娘。她处境寒酸，病体羸弱，邋遢肮脏，饥寒交加，还很胆小。她没有家，也没有父母，三餐不继。她无处可去，也不被任何人照料关心。

实际上，除了一件粉色的印花短裙、一条毛棉混织的小红披肩和她长长的名字之外，玛丽·伊丽莎白一无所有。喔，除了这些，她还有一双大得出奇的胶鞋。

2.玛丽在波士顿的华盛顿街上走着。一月的下午，天气酷寒。灯夫带着点灯用的长竿子走到街上来了，昏暗中闪烁着煤气灯的微光。在这昼夜更替的罅隙里，小姑娘好奇地注视着来往穿梭的行人。她的思绪迷茫而朦胧，就如同眼前这笼罩人流的暮色。

“上帝造了好多人呀，”玛丽·伊丽莎白想道，“他一定做了很多顿饭，好像也应该有一个小女孩的份儿吧。”

但玛丽只是悄悄地这样想着，她是个非常文静温柔的小姑娘，没有哪个一无所有的小女孩会像玛丽这样。

……

3.玛丽慢慢地在华盛顿街上走着，漫无目的，只是偷偷地打量着行人的面容，然后羞怯地闪避他们的视线。她犹犹豫豫，闷闷不乐（一个很小的女孩子，也是会非常不快乐的）。“好冷呀。”她想道。每一分钟，每一小时，她都觉得愈发饿了。

后来，所有人都已经回到了家中享用晚餐，只是唯独没有小玛丽的份儿。小女孩最终离开了华盛顿街，转到一条明亮而华丽的小街里，那里有一座大旅馆。

4.门童要么是不在或者太忙，要么就是得了病或是大意疏忽；餐厅门边的领班要么是个子太高，没注意到矮矮的小乞丐，要么就是因为环境太吵闹，没听见她的脚步声。总之，不管怎样，伊丽莎白成功地走了进去。她走过门童，走过领班，越过接待台的阴影，蹑手蹑脚地在滑溜溜的大理石地板上前行。

玛丽走到办公室的门前站定，睁大了眼睛打量四周。她从未见过这种地方，灯光从头顶投射下来，充足而明亮。绅士们在室内吸烟、阅读，他们都穿得很暖和，没有一个人看起来像是没吃饱饭的样子。

5.“得要多少饭，”小姑娘想，“才能把他们喂饱呀？我猜应该还有一份我的吧。”

玛丽.伊丽莎白走到了大厅中央，穿着粉色的印花棉布短裙和红披肩。披肩被她系在头上，然后皱皱巴巴地垂到颈部。

从后面看去，玛丽看起来又鼓胀又滑稽，像是诺亚方舟里的木头人。老旧的胶鞋里露出她赤裸的双脚，她开始在屋子里拖着步子走，一边伸着被冻得发紫的小手。

6.一两个绅士笑出了声，有些皱起眉，更多的人无动于衷；有些人根本没注意这孩子，有些则是视若无睹。

“这儿出了什么事啊？”有人问。

玛丽·伊丽莎白继续晃悠着，她从一个人走向另一个，羞怯渐渐被不顾一切的感情取代了。餐厅里浓烈的香味传了进来：热乎乎的咖啡，香喷喷的烤肉。玛丽·伊丽莎白想起了乔。

玛丽是那么的饿，如果吃不上晚饭的话，她一定会跳起来，跑过去抢或者偷一些食物，就像乔一样。可她只是伸出手，开口说道：

“我好饿！”

7.一个绅士把玛丽叫了过去，是那个之前发问的人。

“怎么了？”绅士手里拿着一张大得能盖住三个小玛丽的报纸，从那后面问道。当发现没别人在看他们的时候，绅士偷偷摸摸地快速塞给了她一个五美分的硬币，然后急速地呵斥道：

“行啦，行啦，小鬼！走开！现在，走开！”

然后绅士沉下脸色，死死地盯着报纸开始阅读，表现得就像是一个在原则上反对施舍的人。

其他人什么都没给玛丽·伊丽莎白。她无助地从这个人走到那个人，每位先生都在摇头。有人还叫了侍应生赶她走，这可把她吓坏了，她僵硬地站着。

8.在大屋子里的一个角落，有个青年人独自一个坐在窗边。他用手肘支着桌子，脸埋进双臂。他有一头棕色的卷发，穿着十分体面。

玛丽·伊丽莎白不明白为什么他看起来那么凄凉，又为什么独自一个人坐着。可能——她猜想，如果他不像其他的绅士们那么快乐的话，就更能怜悯饥寒交迫的女孩。她犹豫了一下，然后直直地走过去。

9.一两个绅士放下报纸看着这情形，他们冲彼此心照不宣地点头微笑。但女孩对此一无所知。她走到那人面前，将手放在对方的胳臂上。

青年人直起身来。棕色卷发的头颅从双臂的掩护下抬起来，年轻的脸庞锐利地注视着小乞丐。他应该曾经很英俊。

然而眼下青年人却形容憔悴，带着明显的纵情堕落的残迹，叫人不忍目睹。

“你想要什么？”青年人粗鲁地问道。

“我好饿。”玛丽·伊丽莎白说。

“我帮不了你，走开。”

“我一天都没吃东西了，一整天呀！”女孩又说。

10.青年人的嘴唇扭曲了起来。可玛丽还是在说话，声音传遍了整个房间。绅士们一个接一个地放下手中的报纸或烟斗。有些人开始看起了好戏。

“走开！”青年人暴躁地开口了，“别烦我，我三天都没吃饭了呢！”

青年人又把脸埋进手臂里去。玛丽·伊丽莎白站在那儿，盯着那头棕色的卷发，直愣愣地待了片刻。她完全被弄糊涂了。她稍微退后了几步，然后停下来努力思考着。

眼下，报纸、烟斗和雪茄都被搁置下去。屋子里的每位先生都开始看着这两个人。青年人那被掩饰的憔悴脸孔也似乎有了些动摇。

穿着小粉裙子、红披肩和大胶鞋的小姑娘在他们的围观下静静地站了一会儿。侍应生赶来想把她轰走，却被绅士们制止了。

11.玛丽·伊丽莎白用她冻得发紫的小手慢慢地摩挲着那枚五美分硬币。她的手颤抖着，眼泪夺眶而出。餐厅里传来美味晚餐的气味，愈发强烈与诱人。小女孩将那枚钱币放在嘴边，仿佛这样就能吃掉它果腹。然后，她转过身去，毫不犹豫地往回走去。

这一次，玛丽用轻颤的小手碰了碰青年人的头发。

屋子里现在一片寂静，玛丽的嗓音清亮得一直传到了走廊。侍应生站在廊下，而接待员则从前台远远地望了过来。

“我很遗憾你也在挨饿。如果你三天都没吃饭了，一定比我要饿得多。我这里有五美分，一个善良的绅士送给我的。我想你会需要它，我只是一天没吃。你可以用这个买些食物，我或许能在别的地方找到饭的。请你收下！”

12.玛丽·伊丽莎白站得笔直，举着那五美分。她不明白为什么这间明亮的房间里突然微微地骚动了起来，也没有看见一些绅士轻咳着，一边擦拭他们的眼镜。

玛丽也不知道为什么那棕色卷发的青年人突然猛地抬起头，颓废的面容上泛起羞赧的红色与诚挚的愧疚。

玛丽更不清楚为什么他将那五美分接过去放在桌上，然后猛地一把抱住了她，紧紧地搂着，将脸埋在她的小红披肩里哭泣。而在这青年流泪的时候，没有一个人出言取笑。

之前给玛丽钱的绅士先走了过来，然后是更多的人。他们聚在一起，将小姑娘围在中央，和颜悦色地对她讲话。而那名面色颓唐的英俊青年则抱着她站了起来，大声说道：

“她令我在你们面前无地自容，也让我自己都鄙视自己！我从这名乞儿身上学到了一课，上帝怜我！”

13.然后青年人将小女孩放在膝上，问她的姓名，绅士们也竖起了耳朵。

“我叫玛丽·伊丽莎白，先生。”

“名字在《圣经》里都是有意义的，当我像你这么点儿的时候，也读过《圣经》。玛丽·伊丽莎白的意思是‘劝诫的天使’吗？”

“先生？”

“你住在哪里，玛丽·伊丽莎白？”

“我没有家，先生。”

“那你在哪儿过夜？”

“在奥·弗林太太的小棚子里，先生。那里对牛来说太冷了，她人很好，叫我们在那里待着。”

“你和谁在一起？”

14.“只有乔。”

“乔是你的兄弟？”

“不，乔是个女孩，我只有她。”

“乔怎么谋生？”

“她偷东西，先生。”

“你呢？”

“我乞讨。我觉得这样比偷窃好一点儿，先生。”

“你妈妈在哪儿？”

“她死了。”

“她是怎么死的？”

“她喝了太多酒，先生。”玛丽·伊丽莎白清晰而柔和地回答。

“喔？好吧。那么你父亲呢？”

“他也死了，死在监狱里。”

“他是怎么进监狱的？”

“也是酗酒，先生。”

“喔！”

15.“我曾经有一个兄弟，”玛丽·伊丽莎白继续说道，“要是他面对这么多人，一定可会说话啦，可他也死了。”

“我真的很想吃饭，”在停顿了片刻后，玛丽又悄悄地说了一句，像是自言自语或是跟乔对话似的，“而且，乔可能在找我了。”

“那么，等一下，”青年人说道，“我看看能不能给你讨一顿饭来。”

“我还以为这里这么多人，一定能多出一份儿饭的呀！”玛丽·伊丽莎白哭了起来，眼下，她有些想拿回自己那五美分了。

青年人把那五美分放进自己的帽子里，然后真的开始乞讨了。他先拿出自己的钱袋，往帽子里放进一些没有硬币那么响亮的东西，然后又放了好多好多。

然后青年人开始在大房子里转圈，脚步依然有些踉跄。包括那个之前给钱的绅士，所有人都在青年的帽子里放了些东西。

16.青年人回到桌边，把帽子里的钱都倒出来数——一共是40美元。

“40美元！”

玛丽·伊丽莎白被吓坏了。

“这是你的，”青年人说，“现在去吃饭吧。但是听好！之前给你五美分的那位先生替你管着这些钱，你可以信任他。他还有个妻子，不过，我们现在该吃饭了。”

……

17.于是，青年拉起玛丽的小手，而之前那位先生的妻子经常照料孤儿们——此时拉起了玛丽的另一只手。几名绅士站起来跟随，大家一起进了餐厅，让玛丽·伊丽莎白坐在一张干净的白色餐桌旁边，问她想在晚饭是吃什么。

玛丽·伊丽莎白回答说，要一小块干面包和一杯牛奶就很好了。所有人都笑了起来，这令她有些迷惑。

有一头棕色卷发的青年也笑了，从他的神色里终于看到了一丝快乐。后来他点了一些鸡肉、红莓酱和土豆泥，还有香芹、肉卷、黄油、西红柿、冰淇淋、茶、坚果、葡萄干、蛋糕、蛋羹、苹果和葡萄。

18.穿着小粉裙子和小红披肩的玛丽·伊丽莎白把这些吃得精光，大家以为她会被撑坏，可她却好好的。

那个或许曾经很英俊，还有些眼熟的青年人站起来，看着这个小姑娘。

“她为我布了一次道，”青年人低低地说道，“比所有教堂里的牧师做得都好。愿上帝保佑她！我希望在这自私的世界里，有许多像她这样的人！”

当我听说了这个故事后，心里也是一样的想法。





THE OLD WAR HORSE TELLS HIS STORY

By ANNA SEWALL

bayonets（bayonet）　slaughter

刺刀（复数）　屠杀

“Black Beauty” is well known to many of the boys and girls.It is the story of a horse and his companions which has been widely read, and each reader becomes one of Black Beauty's friends before he finishes the book.

Mrs.Sewall has studied animals until she understands what they would wish to say if they could talk, and her delightful story makes us more thoughtful and kind to them.

The old war horse was in the stable with Black Beauty and told him his story.

1.Captain had been broken in and trained for an army horse; his first owner was an officer of cavalry going out to the Crimean War.He said he quite enjoyed the training with all the other horses,trotting together, turning together to the right hand or the left, halting at the word of command, or dashing forward at full speed at the sound of the trumpet or signal of the officer.

He was, when young, a dark, dappled, iron gray, and considered very handsome.His master, a young, high-spirited gentleman, was very fond of him, and treated him from the first with the greatest care and kindness.

He told me he thought the life of an army horse was very pleasant; but when it came to being sent abroad over the sea in a great ship he almost changed his mind.

2.“That part of it,” said he, “was dreadful! Of course we could not walk off the land into the ship; so they were obliged to put strong straps under our bodies, and then we were lifted off our legs, in spite of our struggles, and were swung through the air over the water to the deck of the great vessel.”

“There we were placed in small, close stalls, and never for a long time saw the sky or were able to stretch our legs.The ship sometimes rolled about in high winds, and we were knocked about and felt bad enough.

“However, at last it came to an end, and we were hauled up and swung over again to the land; we were very glad and snorted and neighed for joy when we once more felt firm ground under our feet.

3.“We soon found that the country we had come to was very different from our own and that we had many hardships to endure besides the fighting; but many of the men were so fond of their horses that they did everything they could to make them comfortable, in spite of snow, wet, and all things out of order.”

“But,what about the fighting?” said I, “Was not that worse than anything else?”

“Well,” said he, “I hardly know.We always liked to hear the trumpet sound and to be called out, and were impatient to start off, though sometimes we had to stand for hours, waiting for the word of command.When the word was given we used to spring forward as gayly and eagerly as if there were no cannon balls, bayonets, or bullets.”

“I believe so long as we felt our rider firm in the saddle and his hand steady on the bridle not one of us gave way to fear, not even when the terrible bombshells whirled through the air and burst into a thousand pieces.

4.“I, with my noble master, went into many actions together without a wound; and, though I saw horses shot down with bullets, pierced through with lances, and gashed with fearful saber cuts, though we left them dead on the field or dying in the agony of their wounds, I don't think I feared for myself.

“My master's cheery voice, as he encouraged his men, made me feel as if he and I could not be killed.I had such perfect trust in him that whilst he was guiding me I was ready to charge up to the very cannon's mouth.

“I saw many brave men cut down, many fall mortally wounded from their saddles.I had heard the cries and groans of the dying, and frequently had to turn aside to avoid trampling on a wounded man or horse; but until one dreadful day I had never felt terror.That day I shall never forget.”

5.Here old Captain paused for a while and drew a long breath; I waited, and he went on.

“It was one autumn morning, and, as usual, an hour before daybreak our cavalry had turned out, ready for the day's work, whether it might be fighting or waiting.The men stood by their horses waiting, ready for orders.

“As the light increased there seemed to be some excitement among the officers; and before the day was well begun we heard the firing of the enemy's guns.

“Then one of the officers rode up and gave the word for the men to mount.In a second every man was in his saddle and every horse stood expecting the touch of the rein or the pressure of his rider's heels, all animated, all eager.

“We had been trained so well that, except by the champing of our bits and the restive tossing of our heads from time to time, it could not be said that we stirred.

6.“My dear master and I were at the head of the line, and, as all sat motionless and watchful, he said,‘We shall have a day of it to-day, my beauty; but we'll do our duty as we have done.’ He stroked my neck that morning more, I think, than he had ever done before, —quietly, on and on, as if he were thinking of something else.

“I loved to feel his hand on my neck and arched my crest proudly and happily; but I stood very still, for I knew all his moods and when he liked me to be quiet and when gay.

“I cannot tell all that happened on that day, but I will tell of the last charge that we made together.It was across a valley right in front of the enemy's cannon.By this time we were well used to the roar of heavy guns, the rattle of musket fire, and the flying of shot near us; but never had I been under such a fire as we rode through on that day.

7.“From the right, from the left, and from the front shot and shell poured in upon us.Many a brave man went down, many a horse fell, flinging his rider to the earth.

“Many a horse without a rider ran wildly out of the ranks, then, terrified at being alone, with no hand to guide him, came pressing in amongst his old companions, to gallop with them to the charge.

“Fearful as it was, no one stopped, no one turned back.Every moment the ranks were thinned, but as our com-rades fell we closed in to keep them together; and, instead of being shaken in our pace, our gallop became faster and faster as we neared the cannon, all clouded in white smoke, while the red fire flashed through it.

8.“My master, my dear master, was cheering on his comrades with his right arm raised on high, when one of the balls, whizzing close to my head, struck him.I felt him stagger with the shock, though he uttered no cry.

“I tried to check my speed, but the sword dropped from his right hand, the rein fell loose from the left, and, sinking backward from the saddle, he fell to the earth.The other riders swept past us, and by the force of their charge I was driven from the spot where he fell.

“I wanted to keep my place by his side and not leave him under that rush of horses' feet, but it was in vain; and now, without a master or a friend, I was alone on that great slaughter ground.

“Fear took hold on me, and I trembled as I had never trembled before; and I, too, as I had seen other horses do, tried to join in the ranks and gallop with them.But I was beaten off by the swords of the soldiers.

9.“Just then a soldier, whose horse had been killed under him, caught at my bridle and mounted me; and with this new master I was again going forward.But our gallant company was cruelly overpowered, and those who remained alive after the fierce fight for the guns, came galloping back over the same ground.

“Some of the horses had been so badly wounded that they could scarcely move from the loss of blood; other noble creatures were trying on three legs to drag themselves along.After the battle the wounded men were brought in and the dead were buried.”

“And what about the wounded horses?” I said, “Were they left to die?”

“No; the army farriers went over the field with their pistols and shot all that were ruined.Some that had only slight wounds were brought back and attended to; but the greater part of the noble,willing creatures that went out that morning never came back! In our stables there was only about one in four that returned.

10.“I never saw my dear master again.I believe he fell dead from the saddle.I never loved my other master so well.I went into many other engagements, but was only once wounded, and then not seriously; and when the war was over I came back again to England, as sound and strong as when I went out.”

I said, “I have heard people talk about war as if it was a very fine thing.”

“Ah!” said he, “I should think they never saw it.No doubt it is very fine when there is no enemy, when it is just exercise and parade and sham fight.Yes, it is very fine then; but when thousands of good, brave men and horses are.killed or crippled for life it has a very different look.”

老战马的故事

安娜·斯维尔

《黑美人》是一部为孩子们所熟知的作品。故事中那匹马与它同伴们的故事广为传播，每个读者在读完全书之前就成了黑美人的朋友。

斯维尔女士曾研究动物多年，对它们的思维与感情有细致入微的理解。而她动人的故事令读者更加关怀身边的动物。

在下面的这段节选中，马厩里的一匹老战马告诉了黑美人它自己的故事。

1.“上尉”生来就是作为战马被训练的，他的第一任主人是克里米亚战争中骑兵队的军官。据“上尉”说，它非常享受与其他的马匹一起受训的日子：一同小跑、一起练习转头；听到命令就停步，或是听到来自号手或军官的号召时就全速飞驰。

在“上尉”年轻的时候，它有着铁灰色的皮毛，上面点缀着黑色的条纹，可以说是相当的英俊。它的主人是一位年轻而高尚的绅士，对“上尉”爱护有加，并从一开始就耐心又和善地训练它。

“上尉”告诉我，当战马的日子可以说是十分惬意的，但当它乘上一艘大船，远渡重洋去国外服役的时候，感觉就大大不一样了。

2.“那段时间，”“上尉”说，“糟糕透啦！当然我们没办法从地上直接上船，所以我们不得不被皮带绑着，然后我们就被四脚离地地拎起来，不管怎么挣扎，还是被从水上空运过去，放到大船的甲板上。”

“我们被关进又小又封闭的马厩里，很长一段日子里既没办法看到蓝天，也不能活动活动腿。有时候船会在狂风里摇摇晃晃，我们也就跟着跌跌撞撞的，感觉差劲极了。”

“不过呢，到了最后，我们又一次被吊起来运到陆地上了。等到蹄子再次接触到地面的时候，大家都很高兴，快乐地打着响鼻欢叫起来。”

3.“我们很快就发现，自己来到的国家与祖国有很大的差异。除了战斗之外，还有要忍受许多其他的苦难。但很多战士都热爱自己的战马，力所能及地让我们在冬雪、潮湿和一片混乱中舒适一点儿。”

“可是，战斗是什么样的呢？”我问道，“难道那不是最糟糕的吗？”

“这个嘛，”“上尉”回答我，“我说不好。我们总是喜欢听到冲锋号的召唤，并且迫不及待地想要飞奔。然而有些时候我们要等上好几个小时才能听到发令。当命令一下，我们就一跃而出，兴高采烈、迫不及待，对炮弹、刺刀和子弹没有任何的顾虑。”

“我相信，只要我们还能透过马鞍感觉到骑手的重量，只要他握住缰绳的手依然稳定，那么即使炮弹在空中呼啸而过，炸个不停，也没有什么需要害怕的。

4.“我，和我高贵的主人，已经共同参加了无数次战斗却依然毫发无伤。而且，虽然我见过战马们被子弹击中、被军刀刺穿、被割出恐怖的伤口，虽然它们都带着伤痛在战场上奄奄一息，我却从来没有感到恐惧。

“我的主人激励他战友们的激昂话语也令我感动，他和我都会活下来的。我对他有完全的信任，只要有他引导，哪怕冲着加农炮的炮口我也能扑过去！

“我见过无数勇敢的战士们受了致命的伤，从马鞍上滑落下去。我也听过将死之人的哭泣与呻吟，我还要经常左右躲避，以免踩上那些受伤的战士和战马。但直到那个令我永远无法忘记的可怕日子之前，我从来没有感到畏缩。”

5.老“上尉”停顿了一下，然后长长地叹了一口气。我等着，然后他再次开始讲了。

“那是一个晴日的早晨，和往常一样，在黎明前一小时，我们骑兵队就已经整装待发，不论是否会有战斗，都准备就绪。战士们站在战马的身边，等待着命令。

“天空渐渐明亮起来，军官们似乎有些激动。到了早上，我们听到了敌军的枪声。

一名军官骑马过来，发出了上马的号令。转瞬之间，每个士兵都跨上了鞍子，而每匹马都等待着缰绳被勒紧，或是骑手膝间传来的力度。整个阵营都蓬勃鼓舞、跃跃欲试。

“我们都非常训练有素，除了一点儿咀嚼声与偶尔的摇头声，大家几乎是纹丝不动。

6.“我亲爱的主人和我一同站在头阵，在安静而警惕地等待的时候，他对我说：‘美人儿，今天或许会是你我的最后一天，但我们要像以往一样，履行自己的职责。’我记得在那天早上，他比往常更频繁地轻抚着我的脖颈。动作轻柔，反反复复，好像在心里琢磨着什么别的事情。

“我喜欢被他用手那么摸，总是会快乐又自豪地拱起脖颈。但那一天我一动不动地站着，因为很清楚他什么时候喜欢我安静，又是什么时候喜欢我活泼。

“我没办法告诉你那一天到底发生了什么，但我可以讲讲我们最后一次共同出战时的情景。在敌军的加农炮阵前，正好挡着一条山谷。那时，我们已经对重型机枪的声音适应良好，也习惯了火枪的嗒嗒声和擦身而过的子弹。然而那天之前，我从来没有经历过如此密集的炮火。

7.“子弹从四面八方袭来，炮弹雨点一般地在我们头顶炸开。许多勇敢的士兵倒下了，很多匹马也倒了，把它们的骑手摔在地上。

“没了主人驾驭的马匹从队列里跑了出去。因为缺少指引，又害怕落单，它们便和自己的老朋友们挤在一起，跟着一同狂奔。

“尽管情形是这样恐怖，但谁都没有停下或后退。阵容一点一点地松散下去，但每当我们的战友倒下，我们就凑上去补齐队形。这样的战势没能让我们退缩，反而令大家跑得越来越快了。我们很快就接近了加农炮，每一只都被白色的烟尘笼罩，炮口闪着红光。

8.“我的主人，我那可敬的主人，一直高扬着右臂，激励着自己的战友。但紧接着，一颗子弹擦过我的头颅击中了他。他一声未吭，可我能感到他因为这冲击而摇晃了一下。

“我试着减缓速度，可这时剑从他右手里落了下去，左手也松开了缰绳。然后，他在鞍子上向后仰去，坠到了地上。其他的骑兵们飞快地掠过了我们，而我被裹挟在他们中间向前带去，离他越来越远。

“我想停在原地，留在他身边，而不是任他躺在那里被马蹄践踏，但我没有办法。于是，没有了主人和朋友，我在那片惨烈的战场上落了单。

“恐惧笼罩了我，我从来没有颤抖得那么厉害过。我试着像其他的战马一样，努力加入队列跟着一起跑，可来自别人军刀的抽打令我退缩。

9.“就在那个时候，一名自己战马阵亡的士兵捉住了我的缰绳，骑了上来。在新主人的驾驭之下，我再次得以前进。但我们的队伍实在是伤亡惨重，而在这场惨烈的枪战里幸存下来的那些都在拼命地往回跑。

“有些马的伤势很重，失血过度，无法移动；还有一些勇敢的马试着用三条腿往前挪。战争结束后，伤员们被送去抢救，死者则就地掩埋。”

“那么那些受伤的马呢？”我问道，“它们就被留在原地等死吗？”

“不，军队里的兽医会带着手枪去战场，杀死那些丧失行动能力的马。一些负了轻伤的马会被带回来照料，但绝大多数高尚而顺服的伙伴们都一去不回。在我们的马厩里，幸存下来的不过四分之一。

10.“我再也没有见过自己亲爱的主人，我想他在从马鞍上落下去之后就死了。我从来没有像爱他那样爱过我其他的主人。我还参加了许多次战斗，但只受过一次轻伤。当战争结束后，我便回到英国，和出发时一样健康强壮。”

“我听人们谈论过战争，那似乎是一件好事。”我说。

“哈！”他说，“我猜他们从没有亲眼见过战场。当然了，没有敌人的时候很不错，也就是一些训练、检阅和演习。但成千上万的优秀又勇敢的军人和战马丧命或落下终生残疾，那便是另一码事了。”





WASHINGTON IRVING

privileges（privilege）　conveyance

特权（复数）　交通工具

1.Washington Irving, one of the most eminent of American authors, was born in the city of New York in the year 1783.His father came from one of the Orkney Islands and belonged to one of the best and oldest Scottish families.

During the War of the Revolution Mr.and Mrs.Irving were very kind to the American prisoners, giving them food, clothes, and other comforts.

The Irvings were so deeply interested in the war and the struggle for liberty that they decided to name their boy Washington, for the great and noble man who had done so much toward making his country free.His mother said: “Washington's work is ended, and the child shall be named for him.” His name was the means of his being introduced to the Father of his Country when he came to New York, then the seat of the government.

2.A young Scotch maid, seeing how the President was honored, followed him into a shop and, pointing to the boy, said: “Please,your honor, here's a bairn was named after you.” Washington smiled at the little fellow and, placing his hand upon the boy's head, gave him his blessing.

Washington Irving was sent to school in his fourth year to a Mrs.Kilmaster.He spent two years there, but learned very little.He was then sent to a school taught by Benjamin Romaine, who had been a soldier in the War of the Revolution.The boy cared little for study, but was very fond of reading.

3.When Irving was eleven years old, he became deeply interested in books of travel.“Sinbad the Sailor” and “Robinson Crusoe” were the first books of the kind that awakened this feeling, and then he came across a set of twenty volumes of voyages called “The World Displayed.” This set of books was a mine of treasure to the boy, and he longed to visit other countries.He explored every nook and corner of his own city and spent his holidays in long walks about the country.

He had already shown a talent for writing, and when he was thirteen years old, wrote a little play which was acted at the house of one of his friends.

4.Young Irving left school when he was sixteen.His health was poor and he cared more for reading and exploring than for study.His two older brothers had been sent to Columbia College, and he wished in his afterlife that he had received the same advantages.

On leaving school, Irving joined his brother John who was studying in a law office.He spent two years there, but law books were only a small share of his reading.During this time he made his first voyage up the Hudson.There were no steamboats in those days, and he sailed on board a sloop.

5.During this trip were planted the seeds of future writing, for it was then that he received his first impression of the Catskill Mountains, where is laid the scene of “Rip Van Winkle” and “Sleepy Hollow”.He says that the Catskill Mountains had the most witching effect on his boyish imagination.

During this visit to his sisters, who were living in the Hudson and Mohawk Valleys, Irving spent much time in rambling about the forests and along the Hudson.He thus became familiar with the country, with its legends and old customs.Some of his best tales owe their charm to these rambles.

6.When Irving was nineteen, he began writing for a newspaper published by his brother Peter.These articles, signed “Jonathan Oldstyle”, were filled with the same humor shown in his later writings and were copied extensively by other newspapers.

The young author was invited the year following, in 1803, to join Judge Hoffman and a party on a journey to Ogdensburg, Montreal, and Quebec.He gladly accepted the invitation.They had a very exciting trip, traveling in whatever conveyance they could find through the wild country, meeting with Indians, sleeping in hunters' cabins, and were once unable to get food for a whole day.

7.The next year Irving's health failed so rapidly that his two brothers sent him to Europe, and he sailed for France the 19th of May, 1804.The captain as he saw him helped on board thought he would never reach his journey's end.

He was very heavy-hearted as the boat sailed away; but the sea air and the thought of the new scenes before him cheered him, and he began to gain strength.At the end of the voyage, which was six weeks long, he was quite able to climb the mast.Imagine his feelings as his vessel entered the port and he saw the land of which he had so often dreamed.

8.After two years abroad, Irving returned to New York and became a lawyer.There was much to make his return happy.He was improved in health, and the little fame he had gained was increased by this trip.

Washington and his older brother William, together with Mr.James K.Paulding, started a serial called “Salmagundi”.It was filled with witty articles about the follies of the times and was very popular during its year of publication.

9.Irving's next work was a humorous history of New York, which is one of the wittiest books ever written.Just before it was finished he received a blow that left him little heart for writing.Matilda Hoffman, who was to have been his wife, died in the eighteenth year of her age.He bravely went on with his work, but felt the loss so deeply that he could never bear to speak of her.The dearest hope of his life was overthrown.

Irving was never married, and after his death there were found among his private papers her picture, —a sweet, girlish face, —a braid of fair hair, her Bible and prayer book, and these words : “She died in the beauty of her youth, and in my memory she will ever be young and beautiful.”

10.In 1813 Mr.Irving edited a magazine in Philadelphia.The year following he joined the staff of General Tompkins, and the next year he went a second time to Europe.After spending some time in travel he was obliged to return to his writing on account of his brothers' failure in business.

He wrote “The Sketch Book” under the name of “Geoffrey Crayon” and sent it to New York, where it was published.It was afterwards published in London through the influence of Sir Walter Scott, who read it and admired it greatly.

This book met with a hearty reception in both countries.The delicate pathos and humor, the freshness of feeling, and the refined and finished style gave it a high position in the literary world.

11.This was in 1818.In 1822 he published “Brace-bridge Hall”.This was written in Paris, where the author was a companion of the poet Moore.It was a success, but not so popular as “The Sketch Book”.In December, 1824, he published “The Tales of a Traveler”.These were followed, in 1828, by “The History of the Life and Voyages of Columbus” and other works.

In 1832 he returned to America, where he was heartily welcomed.Soon after his return he made a journey to the country west of the Mississippi.

Washington Irving was appointed minister to Spain in 1842.He lived there four years and then came home.His last and most elaborate work was “The Life of Washington”, in five volumes.

12.In 1835 Mr.Irving had bought an estate in Tarry-town on the Hudson.His brother Peter and others of his family lived there, and it was in this charming country seat that Irving spent the last years of his life.

He called this home “The Roost”, but it was renamed “Sunnyside”.The house was originally a small Dutch cottage built of stone; but Mr.Irving remodeled and enlarged it and planted ivy slips from Melrose Abbey all about it.

Here, surrounded by loving relatives, Washington Irving died on the 28th of November, 1859.His life had been a successful one.His bright, happy nature never deserted him, and he kept his simple tastes and sweet temper to the last.

He was an artist in his style, and his works excite our admiration and love.

华盛顿·欧文

1.华盛顿·欧文是美国最为杰出的作家之一。他于1783年出生于纽约市，父亲来自奥尼克郡的岛屿，隶属于苏格兰最为古老且优秀的家族。

在独立战争期间，欧文夫妇对美国俘虏们十分友好，送给他们食物与衣服，并给予了悉心的照料。

欧文夫妇对于这场为获得自由而发起的战争十分关注，并且决定将自己的儿子命名为华盛顿。因为那位高贵而伟大的人为解放自己的国家作出了卓越的贡献。“华盛顿完成了他的事业，”欧文夫人说，“那么这个孩子将以他命名。”这个名字令他机缘巧合地被介绍给了国父华盛顿，并在日后于政府中取得了一个职位。

2.当时，一个非常尊敬总统的年轻的苏格兰女仆跟着总统进了一家商店，然后指着男孩说：“请看，尊敬的总统，这里有个孩子是用您的名字命名的。”总统对着那个小家伙微笑起来，将手放在男孩的头顶为他祝福。

华盛顿·欧文在4岁的时候进了学校，师从于奇尔马斯特夫人。他在学校里度过了两年时光，却没学到什么指示。接下来，他又转学到本杰明·罗迈尼执教的学校，而后者恰恰在独立战争中服过兵役。男孩对功课不甚热心，唯独喜欢读书。

3.欧文11岁的时候，他对旅行题材的书籍表现出浓厚的兴趣。最初，是《辛巴达航海记》《鲁宾逊漂流记》等几本小说启蒙了他，紧接着，他便开始阅读一部长达20卷的航海志，《世界总览》。在男孩看来，这套书如同一座宝藏，令他渴望着造访异国他乡。他还探索过自己城市的每一处隐蔽的角落，在假日里跋涉于全国各地。

彼时，欧文依然显露出写作的才能。13岁时，他撰写了一部短剧，并在友人的家中公开表演。

4.16岁时，年轻的欧文离开了学校。他的身体状况堪忧，比起钻研学业，他更喜欢博览群书。他的两位兄长已经去了哥伦比亚大学深造，而华盛顿只得期望能在来世获得同样的机遇。

毕业之后，欧文去了兄长约翰实习的法律事务所。他在那里度过了两年时光，但只读了很少的法律书籍。在这段期间，他第一次出航，去了哈德孙河。那个时代还没有汽船，欧文驾驶的是一艘帆船。

5.旅途期间的经历为欧文将来的写作埋下了伏笔。他第一次目睹了卡茨基尔山脉，并在《瑞普·凡·温克尔》与《沉睡谷传奇》的场景中描绘了它。据他本人所言，卡茨基尔山是他充满孩子气的想象中浓墨重彩的一笔。

在拜访欧文住在哈德孙与莫霍克谷的姐妹期间，欧文花费了大量的时间在哈德孙河边的森林中漫步。他也因此熟悉了乡村景色，以及村中的种种悠久习俗与传说。他的一些最精彩的故事便是基于这些见闻架构而成的。

6.欧文在19岁时开始为兄长彼得执编的报纸撰稿。那些文稿以“乔纳森·奥尔德斯泰尔”署名，这名字与他的文笔一样颇具幽默色彩，并被其他报社纷纷效仿。

在第二年，也就是1803年，年轻的撰稿人被邀请加入霍夫曼法官发起了一次前往奥格丁斯堡、蒙特利尔与魁北克的团体旅行。他高兴地应邀而往。整个旅途颇为激动人心，他们使用在荒野中能寻找到的任何交通工具赶路，与印第安人狭路相逢，在猎人的小棚里过夜，还曾经整整一天粒米未进。

7.第二年，欧文的健康状况迅速恶化，被两位兄长送往欧洲疗养。1804年5月19日，他乘船去了法国。当船长目睹欧文被搀扶着上船时，并不认为他能坚持到旅途的最后。

当渡船起航时，欧文万分忧虑。然而海上清新的空气与前方的新世界鼓舞着他，令他渐渐康复。等到为时六周的航行结束，他已经健壮得能够爬上桅杆了。当船驶进港湾，目睹梦寐已久的陆地时，他的心情可想而知！

8.出国两年后，欧文返回纽约，成了一名律师。他是兴高采烈地回来的，因为他不但恢复了健康，还因为这次远航有了一点名气。

华盛顿与他的兄长威廉，以及詹姆斯·K·波尔丁一同创办了期刊《杂拌》。刊物中充斥着讽刺时事的文章，文笔诙谐幽默，在发行当年便备受好评。

9.欧文的下一项成就是撰写《纽约外史》，这是他创作过的最奇特的作品。而在成书前夕，噩耗令他无心继续：他18岁的未婚妻马尔蒂达·霍夫曼香消玉殒。他勇敢地继续写作，却被沉重的失落感缠绕着，连谈论死者的勇气都丧失殆尽。他人生中最甜蜜的希望化为了泡影。

欧文一生未婚，他去世后，人们在他遗留的个人文件中发现了她的画像——玛尔蒂达有一张甜美而妩媚的面容、一束金发，她的圣经与祈祷书，以及一行文字：“她在青春靓丽时死去，而在我的记忆中，她的美貌将成为永恒。”

10.1813年，欧文在费城创办了一部杂志。第二年，他成了汤普金斯将军的幕僚，并在1815年再度访问了欧洲。稍作游览后，他便被迫回国进行写作事业，以便弥补自己兄弟们在商业上的亏损与债务。

欧文化名“杰弗里·克里昂”，写出了《见闻札记》，并寄到纽约出版。沃尔特·斯科特爵士在读过这本书后大加赞赏，经他的引荐，该书后来在伦敦得以出版。

这本书在两国皆引起了热烈反响。纤细的哀伤与幽默，翔实鲜活的情感与精练成熟的笔锋，令这部作品在文学界获得了极高的地位。

11.这些事情都发生在1818年。而到了1822年，欧文创作了《布雷斯布里奇田庄》，该书是于作者与诗人摩尔在巴黎共同度过的时期写成。这部作品同样获得了成功，但不及《见闻札记》。1824年12月，欧文撰写了《旅者见闻》。而在1828年，他又发表了《哥伦布的生平及其航海生涯》等其他几部作品。

1832年，欧文返回美国，并受到了热情的欢迎。回国不久，他便前往西部的密西西比游览观光。

1842年，华盛顿·欧文被任命为西班牙公使。他在那里生活了4年。他的最后一部，也是最耗心血的作品则是五卷本的《华盛顿传》。

12.1835年，欧文在哈德孙河边的泰瑞镇购置了一处地产，他的兄长彼得及其他亲属也在那里定居。当地风景怡人，欧文在那里度过了晚年。

欧文将自己的家宅称为“栖息地”，后来又改名为“日光居”。房屋本来是一间石造的荷兰式小屋，欧文将其改造扩建，还效仿梅尔罗斯修道院，用常青藤覆满了房屋的周身。

1859年，在自己的家中，被欧文深爱的亲人们环绕着的情况下他离开了人世。他一生成就卓越，始终乐观而聪慧，并一直保持着善良体贴的性格与简朴的品位。

华盛顿·欧文是一名卓尔不群的艺术家，他的作品将永远被爱戴与传颂。





RIP VAN WINKLE（PART Ⅰ）

(Abridged)

By WASHINGTON IRVING

From “The Sketch Book”

designated(designate)　fatigued　perseverance

命名（过去式） 累的恒心

precipice　rubicund　alacrity

悬崖峭壁 脸色红润的 敏捷

alternative　familiarity

两者选一的 熟悉，亲近

1.Whoever has made a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Catskill Mountains.When the weather is fair and settled they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky; but sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.

At the foot of these fairy mountains the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up from a village whose shingle roofs gleam among the trees.It is a little village of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists in the early times of the province.

In that same village and in one of these very houses there lived many years since, while the country was yet a province of Great Britain, a simple, good-natured fellow of the name of Rip Van Winkle.

2.He was a great favorite among all the good wives of the village, and the children, too, would shout with joy whenever he approached.He made their playthings, taught them to fly kites and shoot marbles, and told them long stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians.

Whenever he went dodging about the village he was surrounded by a troop of them hanging on his skirts and clambering on his back.Not a dog would bark at him throughout the neighborhood.

The great error in Rip's composition was an aversion to all kinds of profitable labor.It could not be from the want of perseverance; for he would sit on a wet rock, with a rod as long and heavy as a Tartar's lance, and fish all day without a murmur, even though he should not be encouraged by a single nibble.

3.He would carry a fowling-piece on his shoulder for hours together, trudging through woods and swamps and up hill and down dale, to shoot a few squirrels or wild pigeons.He would never refuse to assist a neighbor even in the roughest toil, and was a foremost man at all country frolics for husking Indian corn or building stone fences.

In a word, Rip was ready to attend to anybody's business but his own; but as to doing family duty and keeping his farm in order, he found it impossible.

His fences were continually falling to pieces; his cow would either go astray or get among the cabbages; weeds were sure to grow quicker in his fields than anywhere else; and the rain always made a point of setting in just as he had some outdoor work to do.

4.His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to nobody.His son, Rip, promised to inherit the habits with the old clothes of his father.He was generally seen trooping like a colt at his mother's heels, equipped in a pair of his father's cast off breeches, which he had much ado to hold up with one hand, as a fine lady does her train in bad weather.

Rip Van Winkle if left to himself would have whistled life away in perfect contentment; but his wife kept continually dinning in his ears about his idleness, his carelessness, and the ruin he was bringing on his family.

5.Rip's sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much henpecked as his master; for Dame Van Winkle regarded them as companions in idleness, and even looked upon Wolf with an evil eye as the cause of his master's going so often astray.

The moment Wolf entered the house, his crest fell, his tail drooped to the ground or curled between his legs.He sneaked about casting many a sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the least flourish of a broom stick or ladle he would fly to the door yelping.

6.Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle.For a long while he used to console himself, when driven from home, by frequenting a kind of club of idle person ages of the village, which held its sessions on a bench before a small inn, designated by a rubicund portrait of his majesty George the Third.

Here they used to sit in the shade of a long, lazy summer's day, talking listlessly over village gossip or telling endless, sleepy stories about nothing.

From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at length routed by his wife, who would suddenly break in upon the tranquillity of the assemblage and call the members all to naught.

7.Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair, and his only alternative to escape from the labor of the farm and the clamor of his wife was to take gun in hand and stroll away into the woods.Here he would sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree and share the contents of his wallet with Wolf, with whom he sympathized as a fellow sufferer.

In a long ramble of the kind, on a fine autumnal day, Rip had scrambled to one of the highest parts of the Catskill Mountains.He was after his favorite sport of squirrel shooting, and the still solitudes had echoed and reechoed with the reports of his gun.Panting and fatigued, he threw himself, late in the afternoon, on a green knoll that crowned the brow of a precipice.

8.From an opening between the trees he could over look all the lower country for many a mile of rich wood land.He saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far below him, moving on its silent but majestic course, with the reflection of a purple cloud or the sail of a lagging bark here and there sleeping on its glassy bosom and at last losing itself in the blue highlands.

For some time Rip lay musing on this scene.Evening was gradually advancing; the mountains began to throw their long, blue shadows over the valleys.He saw that it would be dark long before he could reach the village, and he heaved a heavy sigh when he thought of encountering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle.

9.As he was about to descend he heard a voice from a distance hallooing, “Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!” At the same time Wolf bristled up his back and, giving a low growl, skulked to his master's side, looking fearfully down into the glen.

Rip looked anxiously in the same direction, and perceived a strange figure slowly toiling up the rocks and bending under the weight of something he carried on his back.He was surprised to see any human being in this lonely place, but, supposing it to be some one of the neighborhood in need of his assistance, he hastened down to yield it.

10.On nearer approach he was still more surprised at the stranger's appearance.He was a short, square-built old fellow, with thick, bushy hair and a grizzled beard.His dress was of the antique Dutch fashion, —a cloth jerkin strapped round the waist, several pairs of breeches, the outer one of ample volume, decorated with rows of buttons down the sides, and bunches at the knees.

He bore on his shoulders a stout keg that seemed full of liquor, and made signs for Rip to approach and assist him with the load.Though rather shy and distrustful of this new acquaintance, Rip complied with his usual alacrity, and they clambered up a narrow gully, apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent.

11.As they ascended, Rip every now and then heard long, rolling peals, like distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of a deep ravine, toward which their rugged path conducted.Passing through the ravine, they came to a hollow surrounded by precipices.

During the whole time Rip and his companion had labored on in silence; for though the former marveled greatly what could be the object of carrying a keg of liquor up this wild mountain, yet there was something strange about the unknown that inspired awe and checked familiarity.

12.On entering the hollow, new objects of wonder presented themselves.On a level spot in the center was a company of odd-looking personages playing at ninepins.They were dressed in a quaint, outlandish fashion; some wore short doublets, others jerkins, with long knives in their belts, and most of them had enormous breeches of similar style to that of the guide's.

Their faces, too, were peculiar; one had a large head, broad face, and small, piggish eyes; the face of another seemed to consist entirely of nose, and was surmounted by a white sugar-loaf hat, set off with a little red cock's tail.They all had beards of various shapes and colors.

13.There was one who seemed to be the commander.He was a stout old gentleman, with a weather-beaten countenance; he wore a laced doublet, broad belt and hanger, high-crowned hat and feather, red stockings, and high-heeled shoes with roses in them.

What seemed particularly odd to Rip was that though these folks were evidently amusing themselves, yet they maintained the gravest faces, the most mysterious silence, and were, withal, the most melancholy party of pleasure he had ever witnessed.

Nothing interrupted the stillness of the scene but the noise of the balls, which, whenever they were rolled, echoed along the mountains like rumbling peals of thunder.

As Rip and his companion approached them they stared at him with such strange, uncouth countenances that his heart turned within him and his knees smote together.

14.His companion now emptied the contents of the keg into large flagons and made signs to him to wait upon the company.He obeyed with fear and trembling; they drank the liquor in silence, and then returned to their game.

By degrees Rip's awe and fear subsided.He even ventured, when no eye was fixed upon him, to taste the beverage, which he found had much the flavor of excellent Hollands.He was naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to repeat the draught.

One taste provoked another, and he repeated his visits to the flagon so often that at length his eyes swam in his head, his head gradually declined, and he fell into a deep sleep.

瑞普·凡·温克尔

（节选）

华盛顿·欧文

选自《见闻札记》

（第一部分）

1.每个游览过哈德孙河的人都一定会记得卡兹吉尔山脉。当天气晴朗时，山峰身披蔚蓝与淡紫的霓彩，轮廓在澄澈的夜空之下清晰可见。可有些时候，即使别处没有一丝云彩，它们也会头顶着厚重的灰云，在夕阳暮霭的烘托之下，宛若荣耀的冠冕。

而就在这些山脉脚下，航行者们可以看见缕缕青烟从一个小镇里袅袅升起，小镇的木瓦屋顶在树木间微光闪动。乡镇有些年头了，是被早期迁徙到该处的荷兰移民们建起来的。

就在这个小镇上的一座年代悠久的小房子里——那时美国还只是英国的一个省——住着瑞普·凡·温克尔，一个朴素单纯、性格温和的家伙。

2.瑞普·凡·温克尔在村子里所有的良家妇女中很受欢迎，在孩子们中间也一样。瑞普·凡·温克尔一来， 他们总是欢叫起来。他总是为他们做玩具，教他们怎么玩各种游戏，还给他们讲关于幽灵、巫婆和印第安人的长长的故事。

不管瑞普·凡·温克尔去哪儿，他的四周常常围着一群孩子，捉着他的外衣下摆，或是挂在他背上。村子里甚至没有哪条狗冲着他狂吠过。

但瑞普·凡·温克尔有一个大大的缺点：什么赚钱的活儿他都不喜欢。但这并非因为缺乏恒心与耐力，因为他能坐在一块湿乎乎的石头上，举着像鞑靼人的矛一样又长又重的竿子钓上一整天鱼，就算从没被鱼咬钩也不发牢骚。

3.瑞普·凡·温克尔也能把鸟枪在肩膀上连扛好几个小时，在树林与沼泽里跋涉，翻山越谷，就为了捉几只松鼠或野鸽。他也从不拒绝帮助邻居，哪怕是干最粗的活儿，像是剥玉米壳或是砌墙。整个镇子里无论是谁叫他，绝对随传随到。

换句话说，除了自个儿的事情之外，别人家的事瑞普都乐意管。可要是养家糊口，收拾农场，他就觉得自己绝对做不来。

瑞普·凡·温克尔的围墙一块一块地松垮腐朽，牲口不是迷路就似乎跑去糟蹋圆白菜田，田地里必然有野草疯长，而一旦快要下雨，他就总能找到理由出门。

4.瑞普·凡·温克尔的孩子也是一副邋遢样儿，没教养得就跟死了父母似的。儿子小瑞普总是穿着他父亲的旧衣服，也继承了同样一副德行。他总是像匹小马似的跟在他母亲的身后，穿着一条父亲不要了的旧裤子。他不得不用一只手提着裤子，像个在雨天里的小淑女似的。

如果由着瑞普·凡·温克尔的性子，他会非常心安理得地虚度一生。但他的妻子一直在他耳朵边不停地数落着，说他游手好闲，对家庭漠不关心，这个家快给他毁了。

5.在家里，瑞普唯一的朋友就是他的狗，名叫沃尔夫。而这狗也怕他老婆，因为沃尔夫常常是凡·温克尔太太的出气筒，凡·温克尔太太把他们看作了一对游手好闲的难兄难弟，有时她甚至指责说：瑞普之所以吊儿郎当都是这条狗的错。

每当沃尔夫走进家门，他总是耷拉着脑袋，尾巴垂掉在地上或夹在两腿间。他在屋里溜达着，一脸心虚的样子，时刻从眼角观察着凡·温克尔太太，一看到她有一丝不快的迹象，便拔腿开溜。

6.随着岁月的推移，瑞普·凡·温克尔的麻烦也越来越多了。有很长一段时间，每当被凡·温克尔太太逼得夺门而出，他总是和镇上的其他闲人坐在一块儿，聊以慰藉。他们常坐在村里以英王乔治三世那张容光焕发的肖像命名的小酒馆前面。

漫长的夏天里，瑞普和那些闲人常常坐在树荫下，没完没了地讲那些镇子里的八卦，或是能让人打盹的无聊故事。

可是就连这帮能安慰瑞普的人也最终被迫离开倒霉的瑞普。他老婆总会突然破门而入，直接冲着谈笑正欢的俱乐部开火，将成员们骂得一文不值。

7.可怜的瑞普因此几乎被逼上了绝路。他唯一能逃避的办法就是拿着猎枪到深山老林去。在山林里，他有时和他忠实的狗一起坐在树下，沃尔夫是他同病相怜的伙伴。

在一个秋高气爽的日子里，漫步许久之后，瑞普爬到了卡茨基尔山脉中最大的山峰上。他专心于他喜爱的消遣——打猎，枪声划破了山林荒凉的宁静。到了傍晚，他累得气喘吁吁，便在悬崖上一个长满绿草的小土丘上躺了下来。

8.瑞普从树林的空隙之间遥望着下方的乡村与广阔的林地。远处，壮丽的哈德孙河安静而肃穆地奔流着。平坦的河面上倒映着淡紫色的云影，航船缓缓前行，点缀其间。河流蜿蜒不息，最终隐入蔚蓝的高峰之间。

有一会儿，瑞普躺在地上观看着这美丽的景色。夜色快要降临，群山开始在山谷投下长长的蓝色阴影。他知道没等他赶回村里，天早就黑了。一想到凡·温克尔太太生气的脸，他就深深地叹了口气。

9.就在瑞普准备下山时，他突然听到远处有人喊他，“瑞普·凡·温克尔！瑞普·凡·温克尔！”而与此同时，他的狗竖起浑身的毛发，跑到主人身边，恐怖地望着山谷。

瑞普不安地朝着同一方向看过去，发现一个奇怪的身影在岩石上攀登着，背上驮着什么沉甸甸的东西。瑞普感到惊讶——在这样荒无人烟的地方竟然有人。然而一想到可能是哪一个需要帮忙的邻居，他就赶紧冲了下去。

10.等瑞普再往前一靠近，陌生人古怪的模样就让他更加吃惊了。那是一个矮小的老头，膀大腰粗、头发浓密，还留着一撮灰白色的山羊胡子。他穿的是以前的老式荷兰服装——系着腰带的短布外套着层层相叠的裤子。最外面一层裤子又大又宽，裤脚管两侧镶着几排纽扣，膝盖上扎着束带。

老头肩上扛着一只木桶，里面似乎装满了酒。他示意瑞普过来帮他卸下肩上的东西。虽然对这个长相古怪的陌生人有些畏惧和怀疑，瑞普还是走了过去帮他一把。他们合力抬着木桶，沿着山腰狭窄的溪沟小道向高耸的岩石山峰攀登。

11.在爬坡的时候，瑞普开始听到一些异常的声音，有点儿像打雷，似乎是从山峰间狭窄的山谷深渊中传出来的。他止步听了听，觉得一定是不远处经过的雷暴。穿过溪沟小道后，他们来到了位于峭壁上的一个小山洞。

一路上，瑞普和他的同伴一声不吭地前行。瑞普虽然对有人竟然在这荒山野岭里扛着酒桶而好奇得不行，可他也觉得这个陌生人身上有种奇怪的特质，令他不由自主地觉得钦佩敬畏，还有些似曾相识。

12.走进山洞后，各种令人惊奇的新鲜玩意儿出现在他们眼前。洞里的中央有一小块平地，一帮面貌古怪的人正在玩九木柱游戏。他们身着非常奇特的异国衣装：有些人穿着短短的紧身上衣；有些则是无袖上衣，腰带上还佩着刀。他们大部分人都穿着又长又宽的裤子，和瑞普向导的样式差不多。

山洞里的人的长相也是古里古怪的：有人长着一张大而宽阔的脸，和一双贪婪的小眼睛；另一个人的大鼻子几乎遮住了整张脸，头上戴着一顶白色的圆锥形帽子，帽子上插着红色的小公鸡尾巴。他们都有胡子，形状和颜色各异。

13.其中有一位似乎是这帮人的头儿。那是个身体厚实的老者，饱经风霜。他穿着绣着花边的短上衣，佩着宽腰带，戴着一顶插着羽毛的高顶帽，脚上穿着红袜子和高跟鞋，鞋袜上绣着玫瑰花。

还有一点让瑞普感到特别奇怪。这帮人显然是在玩游戏，可是他们个个表情认真严肃。大家都默默地打着球，简直是瑞普见过的最死气沉沉的游戏聚会了。

场上除了球的滚动声外，没有任何响动。而每当柱球滚动时，撞击声就像雷声一样响彻山空。

当瑞普和他的同伴走近他们时，他们突然停下手中的游戏，用奇怪的眼光盯着他看，直看得他浑身发毛、两腿颤抖。

14.此时，瑞普的同伴将木桶里的东西倒进几个大金属杯子里，示意他端给那帮人。他胆战心惊地照做了。他们一声不吭地喝掉了杯中之物，然后继续他们的游戏。

瑞普的紧张和害怕渐渐消除了。他甚至趁别人不注意的时候壮着胆子尝了一口酒。酒很香，像是上等的荷兰酒。瑞普天生嗜酒，于是没过多久就又忍不住再犯。

瑞普一口接着一口，从酒壶里接了好几杯。到了最后，他的眼睛怎么也睁不开，头也耷拉在胸前。他进入了梦乡。





RIP VAN WINKLE（PART Ⅱ）

occurrences(occurrence)　haranguing(harangue)　abandoned(abandon)

事件（复数） 高谈阔论（现在分词）丢弃（过去式）

refugee　assemblage　corroborated（corroborate）

难民　一群人 证实（过去式）

1.On waking he found himself on the green knoll from whence he had first seen the old man of the glen.He rubbed his eyes—it was a bright, sunny morning.The birds were hopping and twittering among the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft and breasting the pure mountain breeze.

“Surely，”thought Rip, “I have not slept here all night.” He recalled the occurrences before he fell asleep.“Oh, that wicked flagon!” thought Rip; “what excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle?”

He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean, well-oiled fowling-piece he found an old firelock lying by him, the barrel encrusted with rust, the lock falling off, and the stock worm-eaten.

He now suspected that the grave jokers of the mountain had put a trick upon him and, having dosed him with liquor, robbed him of his gun.Wolf, too, had disappeared.

2.He determined to revisit the scene of the last evening's gambol and if he met with any of the party to demand his dog and gun.As he rose to walk,he found himself stiff in the joints and wanting in his usual activity.

With some difficulty he got down into the glen.He found the gully up which he and his companion had ascended the preceding evening; but, to his astonishment, a mountain stream was now foaming down it.

He, however, made shift to scramble up its sides, and at length reached to where the ravine had opened through the cliffs; but no trace of such opening remained.The rocks presented a high wall, over which the torrent came tumbling in a sheet of feathery foam.Here, then, poor Rip was brought to a stand.

3.What was to be done? The morning was passing away, and Rip felt famished for want of his breakfast.He grieved to give up his dog and gun; he dreaded to meet his wife; but it would not do to starve among the mountains.He shook his head, shouldered the rusty firelock, and with a heart full of trouble and anxiety turned his steps homeward.

As he approached the village he met a number of people, but none whom he knew, which somewhat surprised him, for he had thought himself acquainted with every one in the country round.Their dress, too, was of a different fashion from that to which he was accustomed.

They all stared at him with equal marks of surprise, and whenever they cast eyes upon him invariably stroked their chins.This gesture induced Rip to do the same, when, to his astonishment, he found his beard had grown a foot long!

4.He had now entered the skirts of the village.A troop of strange children ran at his heels, hooting after him and pointing at his gray beard.The dogs, too, not one of which he recognized for an old acquaintance, barked at him as he passed.The very village was altered.

There were rows of houses which he had never seen before, and those which had been his familiar haunts had disappeared.Strange names were over the doors—strange faces at the windows—everything was strange.His mind now misgave him; he began to doubt whether both he and the world around him were not bewitched.

5.It was with some difficulty that he found his way to his own house, which he approached with silent awe, expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice of Dame Van Winkle.He found the house gone to decay, —the roof fallen in, the windows shattered, and the doors off the hinges.

He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van Winkle had always kept in neat order.It was empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned.

He now hurried forth and hastened to his old resort, the village inn; but it, too, was gone.A large, rickety wooden building stood in its place and over the door was painted, “The Union Hotel, by Jonathan Doolittle”.

Instead of the great tree, that used to shelter the quiet little Dutch inn of yore, there now was reared a tall pole with something on the top that looked like a red night-cap, and from it was fluttering a flag on which was a singular assemblage of stars and stripes.

6.He recognized on the sign, however, the ruby face of King George, under which he had smoked so many a peaceful pipe; but even this was singularly changed.

The red coat was changed for one of blue and buff, a sword was held in the hand instead of a scepter, the head was decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath was painted in large characters, GENERAL WASHINGTON.

There was, as usual, a crowd of folks about the door, but none that Rip recollected.A fellow with his pockets full of handbills was haranguing about election—members of Congress—liberty—Bunker Hill—heroes of seventy-six—and other words which were a perfect jargon to the bewildered Van Winkle.

7.The appearance of Rip, with his long, grizzled beard, his rusty fowling-piece, his uncouth dress, and the army of women and children that had gathered at his heels, soon attracted attention.

A knowing, self-important old gentleman in a sharp, cocked hat made his way through the crowd, putting them to the right and left with his elbows as he passed, and, planting himself before Van Winkle, demanded in an austere tone, “what brought him to the election with a gun on his shoulder and a mob at his heels, and whether he meant to breed a riot in the village ? ”

8.“Alas! gentlemen,” cried Rip, somewhat dismayed, “I am a poor, quiet man, a native of the place, and a loyal subject of the king, God bless him!”

Here a general shout burst from the bystanders: “A tory! A tory! A spy! A refugee! Hustle him! Away with him!”

It was with great difficulty that the self-important man in the cocked hat restored order.Rip humbly assured him that he meant no harm, but merely came there in search of some of his neighbors who used to keep about the tavern.

“Well, who are they ? Name them.”

Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired, “Where's Nicholas Vedder?”

9.There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replied in a thin, piping voice, “Nicholas Vedder? Why, he is dead and gone these eighteen years!”

“Where's Brom Dutcher ?”

“Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the war; some say he was killed at the storming of Stony Point, others say he was drowned in the squall at the foot of Antony's Nose.I don't know —he never came back again.”

“Where's Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?”

“He went off to the wars, too; was a great militia general, and is now in Congress.”

10.Rip's heart died away at hearing of these sad changes in his home and friends and finding himself thus alone in the world.Every answer puzzled him, too, by treating of such enormous lapses of time and of matters which he could not understand; war —Congress—Stony Point—he had no courage to ask after any more friends, but cried out in despair, “Does anybody here know Rip Van Winkle?”

“Oh, Rip Van Winkle!” exclaimed two or three,“Oh, to be sure! that's Rip Van Winkle yonder leaning against the tree.”

11.Rip looked and beheld a precise counterpart of himself as he went up the mountain, —apparently as lazy and certainly as ragged.The poor fellow was now completely confounded.He doubted his own identity and whether he was himself or another man.In the midst of his bewilderment the man in the cocked hat demanded who he was and what was his name.

“God knows,” exclaimed he, at his wit's end; “I'm not myself?I'm somebody else.I was myself last night, but I fell asleep on the mountain, and they've changed my gun and everything's changed and I'm changed and I can't tell what's my name or who I am!”

12.At this critical moment a fresh, comely woman passed through the throng to get a peep at the gray-bearded man.She had a chubby child in her arms, which, frightened at his looks, began to cry.“Hush, Rip,” cried she, “hush; the old man won't hurt you.”

The name of the child, the air of the mother, the tone of her voice all awakened a train of recollections in his mind.

“What is your name, my good woman?” asked he.

“Judith Gardenier.”

“And your father's name?”

“Ah, poor man, his name was Rip Van Winkle; it's twenty years since he went away from home with his gun and never has been heard of since.His dog came home without him; but whether he shot himself or was carried away by the Indians nobody can tell.I was then but a little girl.”

13.Rip had but one question more to ask; but he put it with a faltering voice:

“Where's your mother?”

“Oh, she, too, had died but a short time since.”

The honest man could contain himself no longer.He caught his daughter and her child in his arms.“I am your father!” cried he, “Young Rip Van Winkle once, old Rip Van Winkle now.Does nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle?”

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from among the crowd, put her hand to her brow, and, peering under it in his face for a moment, exclaimed, “Sure enough! it is Rip Van Winkle—it is himself.Welcome home again, old neighbor.Why, where have you been these twenty long years?”

Rip's story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been to him but as one night.The neighbors stared when they heard it; some were seen to wink at each other and put their tongues in their cheeks, and the self-important man in the cocked hat screwed down the corners of his mouth and shook his head.

14.It was determined, however, to take the opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk, who was seen slowly advancing up the road.He recollected Rip at once and corroborated his story in the most satisfactory manner.

He assured the company that it was a fact handed down from his ancestor, the historian, that the Catskill Mountains had always been haunted by strange beings.

That it was affirmed that the great Hendrick Hudson, the first discoverer of the river and country, kept a kind of vigil there every twenty years with his crew of the Half-moon, being permitted in this way to revisit the scenes of his enterprise and keep a guardian eye upon the river and the great city called by his name.

That his father had seen them in their old Dutch dresses playing at ninepins in the hollow of the mountain; and that he himself had heard one summer afternoon the sound of their balls like distant peals of thunder.

15.Rip's daughter took him home to live with her, and he resumed his old walks and habits.

He took his place once more on the bench at the inn door and was reverenced as one of the patriarchs of the village.It was some time before he could be made to comprehend the strange events that had taken place.

How there had been a revolutionary war—that the country had thrown off the yoke of old England—and that, instead of being a subject of his majesty George the Third, he was now a free citizen of the United States.

16.He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at the hotel.He was observed at first to vary on some points every time he told it, which was doubtless owing to his having so recently awakened.Some always pretended to doubt the reality of it and insisted that Rip had been out of his head.

The old Dutch inhabitants, however, almost universally gave it full credit.Even to this day they never hear a thunder storm about the Catskill but they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their game of ninepins.

瑞普·凡·温克尔

（第二部分）

1.醒来时，瑞普发现自己躺在那个长满绿草的小土丘上，他就是在这儿看到那个扛着木桶的老者的。他擦了擦眼睛，知道现在已经是阳光明媚的早晨。鸟儿在树丛中欢唱，老鹰乘着清新的山风，翱翔于长空之上。

“哎呀，”瑞普心想，“我可没在这儿睡上一夜吧！”他记得自己睡着前发生的一切。“哦！好酒壶！那神奇的酒壶！”瑞普想起来了，“我该找个什么借口对凡·温克尔太太说呢？”

他环顾四周找他的枪，可是在他身边找到的不是那支擦得锃亮的、上好了油的猎枪，而是一支年久不用生了锈的枪。

瑞普现在知道了，是山里那帮九木柱游戏者捉弄了他。他们用酒将他灌醉，然后偷了他的枪。他的狗沃尔夫也不见了。

2.瑞普决定回到昨晚游戏聚会的地方。“如果我见到他们，”他自言自语道，“我就向他们要我的狗和枪。”他正准备起身要走的时候，却发现自己的腿似乎不如平时灵便了。

瑞普有些吃力地往山下走，来到了山谷。他找到了他和他的伙伴前一天晚上走过的那条溪沟山道，可让他非常吃惊的是，这条沟道现在流淌着溪流。

不过，瑞普还是试着沿小溪水边攀行，并在最后经过悬崖到达深谷，可现在连那块开阔地的影子也没有，岩石现在变成了一堵不可逾越的高墙屏障，山涧溪流从这里哗哗地落到下面的水塘里。于是，可怜的瑞普被迫在这里止住了脚步。

3.到底怎么了啊？早晨将过去，瑞普早已饥肠辘辘，非常想大吃一顿。他最终放弃了寻找自己的狗和枪，也怕见到自己的妻子，可人要是饿着在山里可不成。他摇了摇头，把枪扛在肩膀上，怀着迷惑与不安向家里走去。

快到村子的时候，瑞普碰见了好几个人，可他一个也不认识，这让他感到惊讶，因为他以为这一带无论什么人他都挺熟。这些人的衣着打扮也和他的朋友和邻居们不一样，令他万分吃惊。

而这些人也同样惊异地盯着瑞普看，还总是抬手摸着自己的下巴。这种频繁的举动促使瑞普也不假思索地效仿，然后吃惊地发现，自己的胡须比以前长了1英尺！

4.现在瑞普已经到了村口。一群陌生的孩子跟在他后面跑，指着他灰白的胡子喊叫。那些狗也变得同他以前认得的不一样，在他经过时狂吠个不停。就连村子的面貌也变了。

村子前的一排排房子，瑞普以前从未见过，而他熟悉的那些屋子都消失了。门上写着陌生的名字，窗户里看到的是陌生的面孔，一切的一切全是陌生的。这时，瑞普更加不安和迷惑了，他开始觉得自己和这整个世界都被施了法术。

5.费了好大一会儿工夫，瑞普找到了回家的路。他内心带着惧怕向自己的房子走去，时刻等待着凡·温克尔太太的叫骂声。然后他发现家里的房子破烂不堪，屋顶塌了、窗户破了、门板倒在地上。

瑞普走进屋子里。说实话，凡·温克尔太太以前总是收拾得井井有条。可眼下这屋子破落又荒凉，明显是被遗弃了。

瑞普匆匆赶到村子里的酒馆，可那也不复存在了。取而代之的是一幢大旧木楼，门上有一个招牌，上面写着：“联合酒店，乔纳森·督利特尔”。

原来遮蔽着冷清的小荷兰酒馆的大树也没有了。一根很高的杆子取而代之，上面挂着一面像红色睡帽般的旗帜，旗帜上奇怪地组合着许多星条。

6.但瑞普认得招牌上的画像，那是乔治国王的画像，他在下面平静地抽过许多斗烟。可就连这画像也变得有些古怪了起来。

陛下的红色外套变成了蓝色与浅黄，他头上戴的是帽子而不是皇冠。而画像下面有一行字：“华盛顿将军”。

和以往一样，门口有一群人，但瑞普谁也不记不起来。一个衣袋里满是传单的家伙正在高声谈论着“公民权”“选举”“国会成员”“自由”“邦克山的76位英雄”，以及其他令凡·温克尔困惑不解的新名词。

7.酒店里的人很快就注意到了瑞普：他蓄着长长的灰白胡子，一身过时的服装，手里拿着一杆生锈的猎枪，身后还跟着一大帮好奇的妇女和孩子。

一个戴着顶尖帽子、模样自负的老绅士用手肘挤开人群，站在瑞普·凡·温克尔面前，严厉地问他：“你为什么扛着枪来参加革命选举，后面还跟着嘈杂的人群？你是不是想在村里制造混乱？”

8.“哎呀，先生！”瑞普惊讶地叫道，“我是个不爱闹事的可怜人，是这个地方土生土长的村民，国王陛下的忠实臣民，愿上帝保佑他！”

一听到这句话，众人愤怒地喊道：“保守党！顽固派！间谍！通缉犯！把他轰走！送他坐监狱！”

那个高傲的绅士费了好大的工夫才让大家平静下来，然后又问瑞普为什么来这儿，他来找谁？瑞普低声下气地向他保证自己绝无恶意，他来这里只是为了寻找一些以前常坐在客栈前面的邻居。

“那么，他们都是谁？说出他们的名字。”

瑞普想了想，然后问道：“尼古拉斯·维达在哪儿？”

9.人群中一时没有人答应。过了片刻，有一个老头用尖细的声音答道：“尼古拉斯·维达？他早已不在人世了，他死了18年了！”

“布洛姆·答契尔在哪儿？”

“哦，战争一开始的时候他就去当兵了。有人说他在斯陡尼要塞的那场战役中阵亡了。也许是的，也许不是，我不清楚。但他再也没有回来过。”

“那个小学教员凡·巴梅尔在哪儿？”

“他也去打仗了，”那老人说，“成了个伟大的将军，现在进了国会。”

10.听到家里和朋友发生了这么大的变化，瑞普心里感到很悲伤，感到自己成了这个世界上孤苦伶仃的人。同时，每个答案又都让他困惑不解。这些人的回答说明，不知有多少年过去了。而他们提到的事情——战争、国会、斯陡尼要塞——他都不明白。他没敢再往下打听其他朋友，而是绝望地喊道：“这儿有人认识瑞普·凡·温克尔吗？”

“哦，瑞普·凡·温克尔，”有两三个人惊叫起来，“是的，是他！瑞普·凡·温克尔在那儿呢，倚在树上的那一个。”

11.瑞普在人群中看到了一个长得和他上山时的模样一样的男人。显然，这个人和他以前一样懒惰而邋遢。可怜的瑞普现在彻底被搞糊涂了。他都开始怀疑自己的身份了——他究竟是自己呢，还是某个其他人。而就在他困惑不定时，戴着高帽子的人问了他的身份和名字。

“天知道！”瑞普绝望地高声喊道，“我不是我自己，我是另一个人。那儿的那个人是我。昨天晚上我还是我来着，可我在山上睡着了，他们换了我的枪，什么都变了样。我也变了模样，我说不出我的名字，也说不出我是谁啦！”

12.而就在这个当口，一个漂亮的年轻女人挤到人群前面来，看了一眼这位灰白胡子的老人。她怀里的孩子被瑞普的外貌吓得哭了起来。“嘘，瑞普，”她对孩子说，“安静，这个老人不会伤害你的。”

孩子的名字、那位母亲的姿态和她说话时的声调，都在瑞普·凡·温克尔脑海里勾起了一连串的回忆。

“您叫什么名字，好心的夫人？”他问道。

“朱蒂丝·嘉顿妮尔。”

“您父亲叫什么？”

“哦，可怜的人！他叫瑞普·凡·温克尔。20年前，他带着猎枪离家出走了，此后谁也没有他的消息。他的狗回来了，可他没有。他是开枪自杀了，还是被印第安人掳走了，谁也不知道。我当时只是一个小女孩。”

13.于是，瑞普只有一个问题要问了，他声音颤抖地开口了：

“你母亲在哪儿？”

“哦，她也死了，就在不久前。”

这个诚实的老人再也控制不住自己的感情了。他一把抱住他的女儿和她的孩子。“我是你的父亲！”他哭着说道，“从前是年轻的瑞普·凡·温克尔，现在成了老瑞普·凡·温克尔了。这儿再没人认得可怜的瑞普·凡·温克尔了吗？”

大伙儿都站在那儿，目瞪口呆，直到一个老太太挤出人群，手搭成凉棚状，抬头打量了他片刻，然后惊叫起来：“没错！是瑞普·凡·温克尔！就是他本人啊。欢迎回家，老邻居！可是这20年来你都去哪儿了呀？”

瑞普很快讲完了他的故事，因为对他来说这整整20年不过一夜。邻居们听了这个故事都睁大了眼睛，有些不以为然的邻居彼此笑笑，表露出打趣的神色。那位自负的老绅士拉下嘴角，摇了摇头。

14.然而，大家一致同意听听老彼得·范德栋克怎么说，因为有人看到他慢慢向这边走来，彼得是这个村子上年龄最大的。他马上想起了瑞普，令人信服地旁证了他的故事。

彼得还对众人说，从先祖那里流传下来一个说法，卡茨基尔山里时常出没着奇怪的生灵。

据说，每隔20年，伟大的亨德里克·哈德孙——也就是这条河与这个村庄的发现者，会带着半月号上的水手们回归，重温自己当年探险时的情景，并以这样的方式守卫着以自己的姓名命名的河流与村庄。

老人自己的父亲就曾目睹过那帮人穿着老式的荷兰衣装，在山洞里玩着九柱戏。而他自己则在某个下午亲耳听过那些木球滚来滚去，就像是远方的雷声。

15.瑞普的女儿领他回了自己的家，而他又捡回了从前的生活方式。

瑞普再次坐回了村里小酒馆前的长椅上。在那里，他被看作村里的长者，受人尊敬。他可以讲讲“战争前”旧时代发生的事情。过了一段时间，他才真正搞明白了过去发生的事件。

比如，令这个国家脱离英国统治的那场独立战争到底是怎么发生的？以及他不再是乔治三世陛下的臣民，而是美利坚的自由公民啦！

16.瑞普常对每个来酒店的陌生人讲起自己的故事。人们注意到，他每次讲述的时候，总要改变一些细节，很可能是还没怎么睡醒的缘故。而有些人则一直对这个故事的真实性保持怀疑，并坚信瑞普其实是疯了。

然而，那些有些年头的荷兰家庭都对这个故事的真实性确信无疑。即使到了今天，每当听到卡茨基尔山脉附近的雷暴时，他们就会说，这是亨德里克·哈德孙和他的水手们在玩九柱戏呢。





POCAHONTAS

By WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY

One of the most eminent novelists of our time was William M.Thackeray, who was born in Calcutta in 1811.His father left him a large fortune, which enabled the future author to secure an university education.Although Thackeray's first ambition was to become an artist, he devoted himself to literature after the loss of his fortune.He wrote for many years before he gained a reputation, but at last his great novels, “Pendennis” “Henry Esmond” and “The New-comes”, secured for him the highest rank among the great masters of fiction.

No writer of his time had such a command of English, and his language is full of purity and strength.

Thackeray had a wonderful insight into human nature.He had no patience for falsehood or wrong; but there was a world of ten dearness and sympathy in his heart.

Thackeray was highly respected and deeply beloved for his rare personal qualities.He died on the morning of December 24, 1863.

Wearied arm and broken sword

Wage in vain the desperate fight;

Round him press a countless horde,

He is but a single knight.

Hark! a cry of triumph shrill

Through the wilderness resounds,

As, with twenty bleeding wounds,

Sinks the warrior, fighting still.

Now they heap the funeral pyre,

And the torch of death they light;

Ah! It is hard to die by fire!

Who will shield the captive knight?

Round the stake with fiendish cry

Wheel and dance the savage crowd;

Cold the victim's mien and proud,

And his breast is bared to die.

Who will shield the fearless heart?

Who avert the murderous blade?

From the throng with sudden start,

See, there springs an Indian maid.

Quick she stands before the knight:

“Loose the chain, unbind the ring!

I am daughter of the king,

And I claim the Indian right!”

Dauntlessly aside she flings

Lifted axe and thirsty knife;

Fondly to his heart she clings,

And her bosom guards his life!

In the woods of Powhatan,

Still't is told by Indian fires

How a daughter of their sires

Saved a captive Englishman.

波卡洪塔斯

威廉·梅克皮斯·萨克雷

威廉·梅克皮斯·萨克雷是我们这个时代最为著名的小说家之一。他在1811年生于印度的加尔各答。父亲丰厚的遗产令这名未来的作家得以完成大学的学业。萨克雷的第一志愿是成为艺术家，但在家境没落之后，他便忘我地投入了文学的怀抱。他耕耘多年才崭露头角。但最终，他的伟大著作《潘登尼斯》《亨利·埃斯蒙德》和《新人》令他得以跻身小说巨匠之列。

与他同时代的作家无人能如此驾驭英语，他的语言充满纯粹与力量。

萨克雷对人性具有惊人的洞察力。他对虚假或错误毫无耐心，但在心中有着一个亲切与同情的世界。

萨克雷因其珍贵的个人品质而被高度尊重并深深爱戴着。他逝于1863年12月24日的清晨。

在绝望的战斗中不停挣扎，

在他四周群群敌人涌上，

而他不过是骑士一人。

听！尖厉的得胜啸声响起，

当战士浑身流血倒地，

仍在抵抗。

眼下他们堆起了火葬的坟堆，

亮起了死亡的火把；

啊！火刑是多么可怕！

谁会保护被俘虏的骑士？

野蛮的人群如魔鬼呼吼，

立起木桩，翻滚舞蹈；

受害者的表情冷淡而高贵，

露出他等待死亡的胸膛。

谁会保护这颗无畏的心？

谁会挡开这把凶残的刀？

突然，从人群之中

闪出一位印第安少女。

她敏捷地站到了骑士面前：

“松开他的锁链，解开他的镣铐！

我是国王的女儿，

而我要得到我应有的！”

举起的斧头和嗜血的刀子，

她无畏地将它们拨开；

她温柔地依偎在他的心口，

用她的胸膛来保护他的生命！

在波瓦坦的森林中

印第安人仍在篝火旁传颂

他们的首领的一个女儿

是如何拯救了一个被俘虏的英国人。





RAIN IN THE GARRET

By DONALD GRANT MITCHELL

patronizing（patronize）　magnificent　mischievous

居高临下（现在分词）　壮丽的　淘气的

chivalry　puncheons(puncheon)　venturesome

骑士　精神支柱（复数）　冒险的

Donald G.Mitchell, widely known by his pen-name of “Ik Marvel”， was born in Norwich, Conn., in April, 1822.Not being very strong, he was sent for a few years to his grandfather's farm.The farm life interested him greatly, and he loved the country.The breadth of a country life was a delight to him.He says, “In the fields of God's planting there is room.The boy grows to manliness instead of growing to be like men.”

In 1841 he graduated at Yale College.Three years later he went to England, traveling through every county on foot, and wrote letters about his trip for the newspapers.

On his return he wrote a book of travels.A few years later he went abroad again, and wrote a second book of travel.His most popular works are “Dream Life” and “Reveries of a Bachelor”.

In 1853 he was sent as consul to Venice.He returned in 1855 and bought a beautiful farm near New Haven, Conn., which he called Edgewood.

There he leads a happy life, enjoying his home and writing.His books are full of beauty and grace, and the later writings are strong, healthful, with a dash of wit and fun.

The following selection is from “Dream Life”, and is probably one of Mr.Mitchell's memories of the days spent in the old farmhouse where his grandfather lived.

Mr.Mitchell wrote a book for children called “Among Old Story Tellers,” which is very interesting.

1.It is an old garret with big brown rafters, and the boards between are stained with the rainstorms of fifty years.And as the sportive April shower quickens its flood, it seems as if its torrents would come dashing through the shingles upon you and upon your play.But it will not, for you know that the old roof is strong.

You love that old garret roof, and you nestle down under its slope with a sense of its protecting power that no castle walls can give to your maturer years.

It seems a grand old place, and it is capital fun to search in its corners and drag out some bit of quaint old furniture with a leg broken, and lay a cushion across it, and fix your reins upon the lion's claws of the feet, and then—gallop away!

And you offer sister Nellie a chance if she will be good; and throw out very patronizing words to little Charlie, who is mounted upon a much humbler horse—as he of right should be, since he is three years your junior.

2.I know no nobler forage ground for a romantic, venturesome, mischievous boy than the garret of an old family mansion on a day of storm.It is a perfect field of chivalry.

The heavy rafters, the dashing rain, the piles of spare mattresses to carouse upon, the big trunks to hide in, the old white coats and hats hanging in obscure corners like ghosts—are great!

There is great fun in groping through a tall barrel of books and pamphlets, on the lookout for startling pictures; and there are chestnuts in the garret, drying, which you have discovered on a　ledge of the chimney, and you slide a few into your pocket and munch them quietly—giving now and then one to Nelly and begging her to keep silent, for you have a great fear of its being forbidden fruit.

3.But you grow tired of this; you tire even of the swing and of the pranks of Charlie, and you glide away into a corner with an old dog's-eared copy of “Robinson Crusoe”.

And you grow heart and soul into the story, until you tremble for the poor fellow with his guns behind the palisade, and are yourself half dead with fright when you peep cautiously over the hill with your glass and see the cannibals around the fire.

Yet, after all, you think the old fellow must have had a capital time with a whole island to himself; and you think you would like such a time yourself, if only Nelly and Charlie could be there with you.

But this thought does not come till afterward; for the time you are nothing but Crusoe—you are living in his cave with Poll the parrot and are looking out for your goats and man Friday.

4.You dream what a nice thing it would be for you to slip away some pleasant morning—not to York, as young Crusoe did, but to New York—and take passage as a sailor; and how, if they knew you were going, there would be such a world of goodbyes, and how, if they did not know it, there would be such a world of wonder!

And then the sailor's dress would be altogether such a jaunty affair, and it would be such rare sport to lie off upon the yards far aloft, as you have seen sailors in pictures looking out upon the blue and tumbling sea.

No thought now in your boyish dreams of sleety storms and cables stiffened with ice and crashing spars and great icebergs towering fearfully around you!

5.You would have better luck than even Crusoe; you would save a compass and a Bible and stores of hatchets and the captain's dog and great puncheons of sweetmeats (which Crusoe altogether overlooked); and you would save a tent or two, which you could set up on the shore, and an American flag and a small piece of cannon, which you could fire as often as you liked.

At night you would sleep in a tree—though you wonder how Crusoe did it—and would say the prayers you had been taught to say at home, and fall to sleep, dreaming of Nelly and Charlie.

6.At sunrise, or thereabouts, you would come down, feeling very much refreshed, and make a very nice breakfast off of smoked herring and sea-bread with a little currant jam and a few oranges.After this you would haul ashore a chest or two of the sailor's clothes, and, putting a few large jackknives in your pocket, would take a stroll over the island and dig a cave somewhere and roll in a cask or two of sea-bread.

And you fancy yourself growing after a time very tall and wearing a magnificent goatskin cap trimmed with green ribbons and set off with a plume.You think you would have put a few more guns in than Crusoe did and charged them with a little more grape.

7.After a long while, you fancy, a ship would arrive which would carfy you back, and you count upon very great surprise on the part of your father and little Nelly as you march up to the door of the old family mansion with plenty of gold in your pocket and a small bag of cocoanuts for Charlie, and with a great deal of pleasant talk about your island far away in the south seas.

And so, with your head upon your hand, in your quiet, garret corner, over some such beguiling story, your thought leans away from the book into your own dreamy cruise over the sea of life.

雨中的阁楼

唐纳德·格兰特·米契尔

唐纳德·格兰特·米契尔——另一个广为人知的笔名是依克·马维尔，于1822年4月出生于康涅狄格州的诺维奇。幼时的唐纳德身体羸弱，曾被送到祖父的农场疗养数年。他热爱乡村，非常喜欢农场。而多彩的乡间生活也令他如鱼得水。他曾回忆道：“在上帝的田园间有一栋房屋，男孩在那里成为坚毅的男人，而不只是徒有其表。”

1841年，唐纳德从耶鲁大学毕业，并在三年之后去了英国。他徒步游遍了整个英国，并以沿途风貌为题材向报纸投稿。

在返回的途中，唐纳德将旅游时的见闻集合成书。数年之后，他再度离开美国，创作出第二本游记。他最为著名的作品有《梦想生活》与《单身汉的白日梦》。

唐纳德于1853年出任威尼斯的领事，在两年后回国。他在康涅狄格州置办了一处地产，并将其命名为埃奇伍德。

唐纳德在当地过得十分惬意，充分享受着创作与家庭生活的双重乐趣。他文章的用辞优美而典雅，后期的作品则色彩鲜明，积极向上，充满智慧与幽默。

接下来的这段节选摘自《梦想生活》，本书应当是唐纳德基于对早年与祖父在农场中共同生活的追忆创作而成。

唐纳德还撰写过一本题为《听老人们讲故事》的儿童读物，也十分值得一读。

1.阁楼十分老旧，有着粗大的棕色椽木，顶棚的木板被风吹雨打了50年，满目斑驳。每当喧嚣的春雨愈发淋漓，你就总会觉得水流似乎会从屋顶的木板间漏下来，泼到自己和玩具的身上。但那当然不会发生，因为你明白这屋顶虽老，却坚固得很。

你相当喜爱阁楼的那片老屋顶，总是在倾斜的坡度下方蜷缩起来，体味着它带来的那种安全感。这样的感觉，即使在成年后身处堡垒，也再难寻觅。

对于一个颇有年头的地方来说，似乎最有趣的就是搜寻它的角落，挖掘出一件断了条腿儿的古旧式家具。你在上面摆个靠垫，使出浑身解数摆弄好那些狮爪脚——然后，驾！

要是内莉姐姐跟你玩得不错的话，你便也会请她过来坐上一坐。然后居高临下地对小查理发话，他骑着的那匹马可不怎么样。那是应该的，因为他比你要小三岁嘛。

2.对于一个喜爱幻想又富于冒险精神的淘气男孩来说，暴雨袭来时，没有比家族老宅的阁楼更理想的地方了——这里是骑士的疆场。

沉重的椽木、淋漓的雨水、任凭嬉戏的闲置床垫、随意躲藏的行李箱，还有昏暗角落里那些幽灵般挂立着的衣衫鞋帽——这一切真是棒极了！

在林林总总的书籍刊册里探索也十分令人着迷，总能看到奇异的插画。当你往壁炉的架子上瞧去，还能发现晾晒着的栗子，你悄悄地嚼着，还拿了几个放进衣袋里——等会儿要给内莉一个，同时还得请她别声张，因为你非常担心这东西其实是什么禁果。

3.但渐渐地你厌倦了：你甚至懒得闲晃，也不想捉弄查理，于是你悄悄地跑到角落里去，带着一本满是折痕的《鲁宾逊漂流记》。

你全心全意地沉浸在故事里，为栅栏后那个拿着枪的可怜人颤抖。而当主人公用望远镜谨慎地窥视山顶，发现篝火边的食人族时，你的心脏都快被吓破了。

当然啦，不管怎样，你还是觉得那个老家伙一个人在岛上过得着实不错，而要是能跟内莉和查理在一起的话，你自己也很愿意来一番类似的冒险。

但你是在过后才有了这样的想法，而眼下，你除了故事本身再无暇他顾。你觉得自己如同身临鲁滨孙的洞穴，和鹦鹉波尔在一起过日子，一边看管着山羊们和星期五。

4.你也会梦想着，如果能在某个可爱的清晨悄悄离家出走，那该有多好哇！不是说去纽约，而是像水手一样去闯荡。要是别人知道你要走，那就得说一大堆告别的话。而要是他们毫不知情的话，就有一大堆的冒险等着你啦！

等你穿上了水手服，那就皆大欢喜啦！而且，在高高的桅杆顶上当眺望员也一定非常刺激，在许多幅插画里，你都见到过水手们眺望着蔚蓝而浩瀚的海洋。

眼下，你一定会孩子气地想象着那些裹着雪花的暴雨和冻得硬硬的缆绳，或许还会有噼啪裂开的船梁横梁或者恐怖的巨大冰山等着你呢！

5.你的运气会比鲁滨孙还好！你能保住指南针、《圣经》、几柄斧子，还有船长的狗和一堆蜜饯（鲁滨孙可是把这个给疏忽了）；你还能带着一两顶帐篷，然后在海岸边搭起来；然后再来面星条旗，外加一架什么时候都能开火的加农炮。

到了夜里，你就在树上休息——虽然你还没弄明白鲁滨孙是怎么做到的——然后像在家中被教导的那样祈祷，然后睡觉，一边梦着内莉和查理。

6.等到日出时分，你就回到树下，精神焕发地做一顿丰盛的早餐。会有熏鲱鱼、硬面包，一点儿葡萄果酱和几个橘子。饭后，你便会把一两箱水手的衣物拖去海边。然后衣袋里揣上一把大大的折叠刀，在岛上闲逛，在什么地方挖个洞。最后喝杯酒，或是吃两块硬面包。

你还幻想着自己会长大成人，高大异常，戴着奢华的羊皮帽，上面点缀着翠绿的缎带，还有一只羽毛。你还觉得，应该比鲁滨孙多带几只枪，用葡萄子弹给他们上好膛。

7.在很久之后——你想着，一艘船会到达小岛，将你载回家乡。当你走进家族老宅的房门，父亲和小内莉会是多么吃惊呀！你将带着一堆金子，一小包给查理的椰果，还有很多很多在遥远海岛上的趣事回来。

于是，当你在阁楼安静的角落里，双手捧脸读着这些五光十色的故事时，你的思绪早已飘离了书本，进入了自己梦想中的漂流生活。





THE SEA VOYAGE

By JOSIAH GILBERT HOLLAND

hypocrite　encouragingly

伪君子 奖励的

interrogatively　dubiously

讯问地 半信半疑的

From “Arthur Bonnicastle.” Copyright, 1882, by Charles Scribner's Sons.

Josiah G.Holland, widely known by the pen-name of “Timothy Titcomb”, was born July, 1819, in a Massachusetts village called Belchertown.He began life as a doctor, but after a few years of practice gave up this profession and went to Vicksburg as superintendent of schools.

From this city he went to Springfield, Mass., and became an editor of “The Springfield Republican”.He wrote first for the papers, but soon devoted more time to general literary work.He wrote a number of novels, two very popular poems, “BitterSweet” and “Kathrina”, and several volumes of essays.

In 1870 he became editor of “Scribner's Monthly” in New York.

Dr.Holland was a delightful man and made many friends.His novels are very interesting as stories.They contain many pictures of village life, and the thought and lessons taught by them are strong and helpful.His numerous essays, first published in periodicals and afterwards in book form, are widely read.They are full of homely wisdom and kindly advice.

Dr.Holland died in 1881.

The following selection is taken from “Arthur Bonnicastle”, one of Holland's best novels.

Arthur, the hero of the book, was visiting a lady who was very fond of him.He and Jenks, the stable man, were friends, although his eccentric hostess did not know of their friendship.

1.After dinner I asked liberty to go to the stable.I was fond of horses and all domestic animals.I made my request in the presence of Jenks, and that old hypocrite had the hardihood to growl and grumble and mutter.I looked at him inquiringly.

“Don't mind Jenks,” said Madame.

Jenks went growling out of the room, but as he passed me I caught the old cunning look in his little eyes and followed him.When the door was closed he cut a pigeonwing, and ended by throwing one foot entirely over my head.

Then he whispered: “You go out and stay there until I come.Don't disturb anything.” So I went out, thinking him quite the queerest old fellow I had ever seen.

2.I passed half an hour patting the horse's head, calling the chickens around me, and wondering what the plans of Jenks would be.At length he appeared.Walking tiptoe into the stable, he said: “The old woman is down for a nap, and we've got two good hours for a voyage.Now, messmate, let's up sails and be off!”

At this he seized a long rope which depended from one of the great beams above, and pulled away with a “Yo! heave, oh!” (letting it slide through his hands at every call), as if an immense spread of canvas were to be the result.

“Belay there!” he said at last, in token that his ship was under way and the voyage begun.

“It's a bit cold, my hearty, and now for a turn on the quarter-deck,” he said, as he grasped my hand and walked with me back and forth across the floor.I was seized with a fit of laughter, but walked with him, nothing I loth.“Now we plow the billow,” said Jenks; “this is what I call gay.”

3.After giving our blood a jog and getting into a glow, he began to laugh.

“What are you laughing at?” I inquired.

“She made me promise that I wouldn't tease or trouble you, she did!” and then he laughed again.Then he suddenly sobered, and suggested that it was time to examine our chart.Dropping my hand, he went to a bin of oats, built like a desk and opening from the top with a falling lid.

Then he brought forth two three-legged milking-stools and placed them before it, and, plunging his hand deep down into the oats drew out my atlas neatly wrapped in an old newspaper.This he opened before me, and we took our seats.

“Now where are we?” said Jenks.

4.I opened to the map of the world, and said: “Here is New York and there is Boston.We can't be very far from either of 'em, but I think we are between 'em.”

“Very well; let it be between'em,” said Jenks, “Now what?”

“Where will you go?” I inquired.

“I don't care where I go; let us have a big sail now that we are in for it,” he replied.

“Well, then, let's go to Great Britain,” I said.

“Isn't there something that they call the English Channel?” inquired Jenks with a doubtful look.

“Yes, there is,” and, cruising about among the fine type, I found it.

“Well, I don't like this idea of being out of sight of land.It's dangerous, and if you can't sleep there is no place to go to.Let's steer straight for the English Channel.”

5.“But it will take a month,” I said; “I have heard people say so a great many times.”

“My! A month? Out of sight of land? Hey de diddle! Very well, let it be a month.Hullo! It's all over! Here we are; now where are we on the map? ”

“We seem to be pretty near to Paris,” I said, “but we don't quite touch it.There must be some little places along here that are not put down.There's London, too; that doesn't seem to be a great way off, but there's a strip of land between it and the water.”

“Why, yes, there's Paris,” said Jenks, looking out of the stable window and down upon the town, “Don't you see ? It's a fine city.I think I see just where Napoleon Bonaparte lives.But it's a wicked place; let's get away from it.Bear off now”; and so our imaginary bark, to use Jenks' large phrase, “swept up the Channel.”

6.Here I suggested that we had better take a map of Great Britain, and we should probably find more places to stop at.I found it easily with the “English Channel” in large letters.

“Here we are!” I said; “see the towns!”

“My! Ain't they thick!” responded Jenks, “What is that name running lengthwise there right through the water?”

“That's the ‘Strait of Dover,’” I replied.

“Well, then, look out! We're running right into it! It's a narrow place, anyway.Bear away there; take the middle course.I've heard of the Straits of Dover before.They are dangerous; but we're through, we're through.Now where are we? ”

“We are right at the mouth of the Thames,” I replied, “and here is a river that leads straight up to London.”

7.“Cruise off! cruise off!” said Jenks, “We're in an enemy's country.Sure enough, there's London”; and he looked out of the window with a fixed gaze as if the dome of St.Paul's were as plainly in sight as his own nose.

ARTHUR AND JENKS ON THEIR OCEAN VOYAGE

亚瑟和詹克斯在航海中After satisfying himself with a survey of the great city, he remarked interrogatively, “Haven't we had about enough of this ? I want to go where the spicy breezes blow.Now that we have got our sea-legs on let us make for the equator.Bring the ship round; here we go; now what?”

8.“We have got to cross the Tropic of Cancer, for all that I can see,” said I.

“Can't we possibly dodge it?” inquired Jenks, with concern.

“I don't see how we can,” I replied, “It seems to go clean around.”

“What is it, anyway?” said he.

“It doesn't seem to be anything but a sort of dotted line,” I answered.

“Oh, well, never mind; we'll get along with that,” he said encouragingly, “Steer between two dots.”

9.Here Jenks covered his mouth and nose, and held them until the danger was past.At last, with a red face, he inquired, “Are we over? ”

“All over,” I replied; “and now where do you want to go?”

“Isn't there something that they call the Channel of Mozambique?” said Jenks.

“Why?” I asked.

“Well, I've always thought it must be a splendid sheet of water! Yes; Channel of Mozambique—splendid sheet of water! Mozambique! Grand name, isn't it ? ”

10.“Why, here it is,” said I, “away round here.We've got to run down the coast of Africa and around the Cape of Good Hope and up into the Indian Ocean.Shall we touch anywhere ? ”

“No, I reckon it isn't best.The natives will think we are after'em and we may get into trouble.But look here, boy! We've forgot the compasses.How we ever managed to get across the Atlantic without'em is more than I know.That's one of the carelessest things I ever did.I don't suppose we could do it again in trying a thousand times.”

Thereupon he drew from a corner of the oat-bin an old pair of carpenter's compasses, between which and the mariner's compass neither he nor I knew the difference, and said: “Now let us sail by compasses in the regular way.”

“How do you do it ?” I inquired.

11.“There can't be but one way, as I see,” he replied, “You put one leg down on the map where you are, then put the other down where you want to go and just sail for that leg.”

“Well,” said I, “here we are, close to the Canary Islands.Put one leg down there and the other down here at St.Helena.”

After considerable questioning and fumbling and adjusting of the compasses, they were held in their place while we drove for the lonely island.After a considerable period of silence, Jenks broke out with: “Doesn't she cut the water beautiful?”

“Here we are,” he exclaimed at last, “Now let's double over and start again.”

12.So the northern leg came round with a half circle and went down at the Cape of Good Hope.The Tropic of Capricorn proved less dangerous than the northern corresponding line, and so, at last, sweeping around the Cape, we brought that leg of the compasses which we had left behind toward the equator again, and, working up on the map, arrived at our destination.

“Well, here we are in the Channel of Mozambique,” I said.

“What's that blue place there on the right-hand side of it?” he inquired.

“That's the Island of Madagascar.”

“You don't tell me!” he exclaimed, “Well! I never expected to be so near that place.The Island of Madagascar! The Island of Mad-agascar! Let's take a look at it.”

13.Thereupon he rose and took a long look out of the window.“Elephants—mountains—tigers—monkeys—golden sands—cannibals,” he exclaimed slowly.Then he elevated his nose and began to sniff the air as if some faroff odor had reached him on viewless wings.“Spicy breezes, upon my word!” he exclaimed.“Don't you notice'em, boy? Smell uncommonly like hay; what do you think?”

We had after this a long and interesting cruise, running into various celebrated ports and gradually working toward home.I was too busy with the navigation to join Jenks in his views of the countries and islands which we passed on the voyage, but he enjoyed every league of the long and eventful sail.At last Jenks cast anchor by dropping a huge stone through a trapdoor in the floor.

14.“It really seems good to be at home again and to feel everything standing still, doesn't it?” said he， “I wonder if I can walk straight，” he went on, and then proceeded to ascertain by actual experiment.

I have laughed a hundred times since at the recollection of the old fellow's efforts to adapt himself to the imaginary billows of the stable floor.

I enjoyed the play quite as well as my companion did, but even then I did not comprehend that it was simply play with him.I supposed it was a trick of his to learn something of geography before cutting loose from service and striking out into the great world by way of the ocean.So I said to him: “What do you do this for?”

“What do I do it for ? What does anybody go to sea for?” he inquired, with astonishment.

“Well, but you don't go to the real sea, you know,” I suggested.

15.“Don't I! That's what the atlas says, anyway, and the atlas ought to know,” said Jenks, “At any rate, it's as good a sea as I want at this time of year, just before winter comes on.If you only think so, it's a great deal better sailing on an atlas than it is sailing on the water.You have only to go a few inches and you needn't get wet and you can't drown.”

“You can see everything there is in the world by looking out of the window and thinking you do; and what's the use spending so much time as people do traveling to the ends of the earth? If I could only have had a real sail on the ocean and got through with it, I don't know but I should be ready to die.”

“But you will have some time, you know，” I said encouragingly.

“Do you think so?”

“When you run away you will,” I said.

“I don't know,” he responded dubiously, “I think perhaps I'd better run away on an atlas a few times first, just to learn the ropes.”

航行海上

乔纳森·吉尔伯特·霍兰

本文摘自《亚瑟·博尼卡斯特》，版权属于斯克里布纳之子公司（1882年）。

乔纳森·吉尔伯特·霍兰——其笔名蒂莫西·提科布被人广为熟知，于1819年7月出生于马萨诸塞州的一个叫贝尔切墩的小镇。他先是有志从医，但在开始实习不久便放弃了这一职业，去维克斯堡做了一名校长。

后来乔纳森又去了该州的斯普林菲尔德市，在《斯普林菲尔德共和国》担任了一名编辑。他先是撰写新闻稿，但很快就将精力投入在通俗文学创作上。他写了几本小说，还有两首著名的诗歌《甘苦参半》与《卡特里娜》，以及几本随笔。

1870年，乔纳森成为了纽约《斯克里布纳月刊》的编辑。

霍兰性格热情开朗，广交诸友。他小说的情节鲜活有趣，描述了大量的乡镇风光，蕴含的思想与寓意也都发人深省。他也创作了大量散文，刊登在期刊上后又被集结成册，广为传播。这些散文无不充满简洁的智慧与善意的劝诫。

霍兰于1881年去世。

接下来的节选是摘自霍兰的杰作之一《亚瑟·博尼卡斯特》。

书中的英雄主角亚瑟去拜访一位对自己青睐有加的淑女。他与一位名为詹克斯的可靠绅士是朋友，然而他古怪的情妇却对两人的交情一无所知。

1.晚餐之后，我便抽空去了马厩。我对马与各类家畜都十分喜爱。我请詹克斯也过来，可那个伪君子却咕哝抱怨个不停。我于是试探地看着他。

“别在意，詹克斯。”那位夫人说道。

詹克斯嘀咕着走出了房间，可当他经过我身边时，我注意到那双小眼睛里闪过熟悉的狡狯光芒，便也跟了上去。房门一关上，他便一个滑步，转身一只脚从我头上甩过。

然后詹克斯悄声开口了：“你出去，等我去找你的时候再回来。可别搞砸了。”于是我走了出去，一边觉得他可真是我的铁哥们儿里最古怪的家伙。

2.我轻拍着马头，又逗了逗身边的鸡，等了足足半小时，一边琢磨着詹克斯到底有什么计划。最后他终于现身了，蹑手蹑脚地走进马厩，一边说：“那个老女人现在睡着了，我们有整整两个小时出海去玩呐。那么，我的朋友，咱们上船出发吧！”

说这话的时候，他捉着吊在粗大房梁上的一条长绳子，一边喊着“哟！哟！嘿！”的号子往外拉去。每喊一声，就用双手往下再扯一截，像是在升帆布似的。

“系帆！”他最后说道，仿佛船已鼓帆待命，航行在即。

“有点儿冷，我亲爱的朋友。现在，我们去后甲板看看。”詹克斯这样说着，然后捉起我的手，朝后方的地板走去。我有点儿想笑，但还是自觉自愿地跟着他走。“现在我们正乘风破浪。”詹克斯又开口了:“这才有意思呢！”

3.我们来回跑了一小会儿，直到浑身微微发热，然后詹克斯笑出声来。

“你在笑什么啊？”我问。

“她让我保证，既不会捉弄你，也不会给你难堪。她就是这么说的！”然后詹克斯再次笑了起来。然后他突然恢复了冷静，指出到了检视航海图的时间。他放下我的手，走到一箱子燕麦跟前。箱子四四方方，顶端盖着盖子。

于是，詹克斯拿出两个三条腿的白木凳，然后放在箱子前面。接着，他将手深深插进燕麦堆里，拿出我被旧报纸牢牢包裹的地图集。他在我眼前把它铺平，我们相继落座。

“现在我们身处何地？”詹克斯问。

4.我打开世界地图，然后回答：“这里是纽约，那里是波士顿。我们离哪儿都不太远，所以应该是在两地之间吧。”

“非常好，就在两地之间。”詹克斯说，“那么接下来呢？”

“你打算去哪儿？”我问。

“我不在乎去哪儿，总之咱们来一次浩浩荡荡的远航，现在就出发。”他回应道。

“好吧，那么，咱们去大不列颠。”我提议。

“那儿是不是被叫作英吉利海峡的地方？”詹克斯有些拿不准地问道。

“是的，就是那儿。”在琐细的图形里寻觅了一番后，我找到了它。

“唔，我不太喜欢到陆地上看不见的地方去。那太危险了，如果你没办法安眠的话，就哪儿都去不成了。咱们直接向着英吉利海峡出发吧。”

5.“但那要花上一个月。”我说，“我听人们这样说过很多次了。”

“老天啊！一个月？离陆地那么远吗？我的个乖乖哟！成啊，一个月就一个月。好啊！到地方啦！那么，现在我们是在地图上的哪儿？”

“我们似乎是在巴黎附近。”我说，“但也不算是紧挨着，一定有些小地方没被记载在地图上。那儿还有伦敦，看上去离得并不远，可实际那里应该有边界，还有海洋。”

“喔，是的，那儿是巴黎，”詹克斯说着，一边透过马厩的窗子眺望着镇子，“看见了吗？这个城市真是不错。我想我刚刚看到了拿破仑·波拿巴生活的地方。但那地方挺邪恶的，咱们离它远点儿，现在启程！”于是，我们装模作样地喊了起来：“横扫海峡！”

6.这时，我建议最好拿出一张大不列颠的地图来，这样就能找到更多停泊的地点。在那张地图上，我轻而易举地找到了大写的“英吉利海峡”。

“我们在这里！”我说，“看看那些城镇！”

“老天啊！它们可真多！”詹克斯回应道，“在河右侧纵排的那个地名是什么？”

“那是‘多佛海峡’。”我告诉他。

“那么，好吧！注意！我们正驶入其中！无论如何，这地方挺狭窄的。离开侧边，走中间路线。我曾经听说过多佛海峡，这里十分险峻。但我们通过，顺利地通过了！现在我们在哪儿？”

“我们正处在泰晤士河口，”我说，“这条河直接通往伦敦。”

7.“撤退！撤退！”詹克斯说，“我们是在敌国的地盘。千真万确，那里就是伦敦。”然后他又往窗外凝视了一眼，好像圣保罗大教堂就在他自己鼻子底下似的。

在饱览了这座宏伟城市的风景之后，詹克斯带着些犹疑评论道：“我们也该看够了吧？我想去生产香料的国度。我们必须继续航行，前往赤道。开船起航，我们前往远方……然后呢？”

8.“我们必须要穿越北回归线，我只明白这个。”我说。

“我们不能绕开它吗？”詹克斯有些担忧地询问。

“我找不出可能的办法，”我告诉他，“这条线完全是环形的啊。”

“不管怎样，那是什么啊？”詹克斯说。

“那很可能是条虚线。”我回答道。

“喔，好吧，别在意，我们能处理好这个问题的，”他意志昂扬地说，“掌舵，从两点之间穿过去。”

9.于是，詹克斯蒙住了口鼻，直到危机安然度过后才放松下来。最后，他脸憋得通红地问：“我们过去了没？”

“过去啦，”我回答，“现在你想去哪儿？”

“是不是还有个叫莫桑比克海峡的地方？”詹克斯说。

“怎么了？”我问。

“哎呀，我总觉得那里的海面一定特别漂亮。没错！莫桑比克海峡！美丽的海面！莫桑比克！真是个不错的名字啊，对吧？”

10.“嗯，它在这儿呢，”我说，“就在这附近，我们必须得往南走到非洲海岸，然后绕过好望角，进入印度洋。我们要在什么地方停靠一下吗？”

“不，我不这么建议。当地的土著会以为我们侵略他们的，这可能引起大麻烦。但是男孩，看这儿！我们忘记了用圆规啦。不用它们，我可不知道咱们是怎么跨越大西洋的。这是我干过的最大意的事儿，我都不敢相信，在咱们做过这么多次之后，还能犯这种错误呐。”

于是，詹克斯从装燕麦的箱子角落里挖出一对木匠用的圆规来。要问这和海图用的圆规有什么不同，我们两个谁都说不上来。“现在，咱们就能规规矩矩地靠圆规航行啦。”詹克斯说。

“你想怎么做？”我问。

11.“我觉得，路线肯定不止一条。”詹克斯对我说，“你把圆规的一脚钉在地图中现在的位置上，然后将另一点放在目的地上，然后出发就可以了呗。”

“好吧，”我说，“我们在这里，靠近加纳利群岛。一边在这儿，另一边放在圣海伦娜。”

经过深思熟虑的质疑、笨拙生涩的尝试与反复调整之后，圆规的两脚各就各位。我们向着目标的岛屿出发了，并在路上久久地沉默了。直到詹克斯开口问道：“难道这船劈风破浪的样子不漂亮吗？”

“我们到这儿了，”最后詹克斯宣布道，“现在，让我们把圆规折好，再次启程吧。”

12.于是，北边的那只圆规脚转了半圈，移动到好望角的位置上。事实上，与北极圈相比，北回归线要安全多了。所以后来，当我们跨越了好望角，就把圆规再次指向赤道，然后继续奋力航行，最终抵达了目的地。

“那么，这里就是莫桑比克海峡了。”我说。

“在右手方向那块蓝色的区域是哪里？”詹克斯又问。

“那是马达加斯加岛。”

“你不是说真的吧！”詹克斯叫道，“哎呀！我没想到能离那儿这么近！马达加斯加岛！马达加斯加岛啊！咱们去看一眼。”

13.于是，詹克斯站起身来，从窗子里朝外望了好一会儿。“大象、群山、老虎、猴子、金色的沙滩，还有食人族呢。”他不紧不慢，娓娓道来。然后，他皱了皱鼻子，在空气里嗅闻起来，好像有什么气味无声无息地飘过来了似的。“我敢说，这是香料的气味！”他宣布道，“你没注意到吗，老兄！这味道像是干草，你以为如何啊？”

在经历了漫长而精彩的“航行”之后，我们跑到左舷，狂奔着庆贺了一番，然后登上了返程。我一心忙着导航，没法集中注意力听詹克斯对沿途各国与岛屿发表评论，然而他在漫长航途中的每一里格都十分快活。最终，詹克斯将一块大石头扔进地上的活门里，宣布抛锚。

14.“能再次回到家乡，看到什么都没改变，可真是不错啊，对吧？”他开口了，“我希望自己还能走直道。”他继续说着，还走了几步实地确认了一番。

后来，每当想起这位老兄作出努力适应离开浪涛、在平地上行走的样子，我就总是乐不可支。

对于这样的游戏，我与詹克斯一样乐在其中。然而当时我没能明白，这其实只是单纯的玩耍。我以为这是在摆脱冗务，奔向浩瀚的海洋之前，他用以学习地理知识的方式。于是我就问他了：“你为什么做啊？”

“我为什么？谁不会想去大海啊？”他惊异地反问道。

“没错，可你并没有真正地出海，你明白的。”我委婉地说道。

15.“我没有吗？不管怎样，地图描绘了那些地方。而且地图集里还提到，”詹克斯说，“无论如何，眼下这个时节出海是最好的，就在冬季来临之前。你可以这么想，在地图上航海，要比在水面上的航行好得多啊。你只需要挪动几英寸，既不会弄湿身体，也不会溺死。”

“只要带着想象，通过那扇小窗，就能看见世上的所有东西。而人们花费那么大的精力前往世界尽头，又有什么意义呢？如果我要真真正正地出海的话，可能就得抱着丧命的觉悟了。”

“可你会有机会的，你知道？”我鼓励他说。

“你这么认为？”

“时机一到，你就能溜之大吉了。”我说。

“我不知道，”詹克斯半信半疑地回答，“我觉得，自己最好还是先在航海图上预演上那么几次，好掌握点儿诀窍。”





WILL O'THE MILL

(Abridged)

By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

eminence　innumerable　barouche

高地　无数的 四轮大马车

ecstasy　weir　artificial

狂喜　堰　人工的

Robeat Louis Stevenson was born November 30, 1850, at Edinburgh, Scotland, within sight of the great Edinburgh Castle.

His father and grandfather were famous lighthouse engineers.He was proud, when a boy, to think of his father as the builder of the great sea lights along the northern coast of Great Britain.He liked to think of the sailors that were watching far out on the ocean for the first glimpse of the rays they flashed.

Robert expected to follow the same profession; but he was not strong, and soon learned that he would never be able to become an engineer.He was fond of rambling about the wild Scottish coast, and often made sketches of it.

The Stevensons had a beautiful country home at Swanston, and there he spent many happy days.He was an “awful laddie for asking questions”, said an old Scotchman of Swanston, “and when your back is turned he goes and writes it down.”

He took a course at the University of Edinburgh, and later studied law, but gave it up because of his ill health.He was a great reader and especially fond of the writings of Charles Dickens.After giving up law he went to France, where he studied art, and there began to write for the magazines.

A large part of his life was spent in traveling.He journeyed through the mountains of France, driving a donkey to carry his camp-kit, paddled a canoe through the canals of Holland, hunted and fished in the Adirondacks, crossed America with an emigrant train, and sailed among the islands of the Pacific.

In 1879 he went to California for his health, and made his home in that state for some years.

His life so full of adventure and his wonderful power and genius as a writer soon placed him among the foremost of modern authors.One of them calls him “the dear king of us all”.

In 1887 he built a beautiful home on the Island of Samoa.The house was on the side of a mountain, and as he looked up from its broad veranda he could see the great forests, and tiny silver water-falls glistening among the foliage.

The dull roaring of the breakers as they dashed against the coral reefs which formed the island never ceased, and the sound came softly up to the house a thousand feet from the shore.

And there, within sight and sound of the sea, so dear to him, this great writer of fiction died in December, 1894.

1.The mill where Will lived with his adopted parents stood in a falling valley between pine woods and great mountains.A long gray village lay some way up like a seam, or a rag of vapor on a wooded hillside; and when the wind was favorable the sound of the church bells would drop down, thin and silvery, to Will.

Below, the valley grew ever steeper and steeper and at the same time widened out on either hand.From an eminence beside the mill it was possible to see its whole length and away beyond it over a wide plain where the river turned and shone and moved on from city to city on its voyage toward the sea.

2.It chanced that over this valley there lay a pass into a neighboring kingdom.All through the summer traveling carriages came crawling up or went plunging briskly downward past the mill; and, as it happened that the other side was very much easier of ascent, the path was not much frequented except by people going in one direction.

Of all the carriages that Will saw go by, five-sixths were plunging briskly downward and only one-sixth crawling up.

Much more was this the case with foot passengers.All the light-footed tourists, all the peddlers laden with strange wares were tending downward, like the river that accompanied their path.

3.Whither had they all gone? Whither went all the tourists and peddlers with strange wares? Whither the water of the stream, ever coursing downward and ever renewed from above?

Even the wind blew oftener down the valley, and carried the dead leaves along with it in the fall.They all went downward, fleetly and gayly downward, and only he, it seemed, remained behind like a stock upon the wayside.

It sometimes made him glad when he noticed how the fishes kept their heads upstream.They, at least, stood faithfully by him while all else were posting downward to the unknown world.

4.One evening he asked the miller where the river went.

“It goes down the valley,” answered he, “ and turns a power of mills—six score mills, they say—and is none the wearier after all.And then it goes out into the low-lands and waters the great corn country and runs through a sight of fine cities (so they say) where kings live all alone in great palaces, with a sentry walking up and down before the door.”

“And it goes under bridges with stone men upon them looking down and smiling so curious at the water, and living folks leaning their elbows on the wall and looking over, too.

“And then it goes on and on and down through marshes and sands, until at last it falls into the sea where the ships are that bring parrots and tobacco from the Indies.Ay, it has a long trot before it as it goes singing over our weir, bless its heart! ”

5.“And what is the sea? ” asked Will.

“The sea!” cried the miller, “Lord help us all, it is the greatest thing God made! That is where all the water in the world runs down into a great salt lake.”

“There it lies as flat as my hand and as innocent-like as a child; but they do say when the wind blows it gets up into water mountains bigger than any of ours and swallows down great ships bigger than our mill and makes such a roaring that you can hear it miles away upon the land.”

From that day forward Will was full of new hopes and longings.Something kept tugging at his heart strings; the running water carried his desires along with it as he dreamed, over its fleeting surface.

6.He spent long whiles on the hilltop looking down the river shed and abroad on the flat lowlands, and watched the clouds that traveled forth upon the sluggish wind and trailed their purple shadows on the plain.He would linger by the wayside and follow the carriages with his eyes as they rattled downward by the river.

It did not matter what it was; everything that went that way, were it cloud or carriage, bird or brown water in the stream, he felt his heart flow out after it in an ecstasy of longing.

Bit by bit he pieced together broken notions of the world below: of the river, ever moving and growing until it sailed forth into the majestic ocean; of the cities, full of brisk and beautiful people, playing fountains, bands of music and marble palaces, and lighted up at night from end to end with artificial stars of gold.

7.The true life, the true, bright sunshine lay far out upon the plain.And, oh ! to see this sunlight once before he died! to hear the trained singers and sweet church bells and see the holiday gardens !

“And oh, fish!” he would cry, “if you would only turn your noses downstream, you could swim so easily into the fabled waters and see the vast ships passing over your head like clouds, and hear the great water hills making music over you all day long!” But the fish kept looking patiently in their own direction, until Will hardly knew whether to laugh or cry.

8.A time came at last when this was to be changed.The miller turned the mill house into a little wayside inn.It now became Will's duty to wait upon people as they sat to break their fasts in the little arbor at the top of the mill garden; and you may be sure that he kept his ears open and learned many new things about the outside world.

One day, when Will was about sixteen, a young man arrived at sunset to pass the night.He was a contented-looking fellow with a jolly eye, and carried a knapsack.While dinner was preparing he sat in the arbor to read a book; but as soon as he had begun to observe Will, the book was laid aside.

Will soon began to take a great deal of pleasure in his talk, which was full of good nature and good sense, and at last conceived a great respect for his character and wisdom.

9.They sat far into the night; and Will opened his heart to the young man and told him how he longed to leave the valley and what bright hopes he had connected with the cities of the plain.The young man whistled and then broke into a smile.

“My young friend,” he remarked, “you are a very curious little fellow, to be sure, and wish a great many things which you will never get.Why, you would feel quite ashamed if you knew how the little fellows in these fairy cities of yours are all after the same sort of nonsense and keep breaking their hearts to get up into the mountains.

And, let me tell you, those who go down into the plains are a very short while there before they heartily wish themselves back again.The air is not so light nor so pure; nor is the sun any brighter.As for the beautiful men and women, you would see many of them in rags.”

10.“You must think me very simple,” answered Will， “Although I have never been out of this valley, believe me, I have used my eyes.I do not expect to find all things right in your cities.That is not what troubles me.But you would not have me die and not see all that is to be seen and do all that a man can do? You would not have me spend all my days between this road here and the river, and not so much as make a motion to be up and live my life? ”

“Thousands of people,” said the young man, “live and die like you and are none the less happy.”

“Ah!” said Will, “if there are thousands who would like, why should not one of them have my place? ”

11.It was quite dark; there was a hanging lamp in the arbor which lighted up the table and the faces of the speakers, and along the arch the leaves upon the trellis stood out, illuminated against the night sky, a pattern of transparent green upon a dusky purple.

The young man rose, and, taking Will by the arm, led him out under the open heavens.

“Did you ever look at the stars?” he asked, pointing upward.

“Often and often，” answered Will.

“And do you know what they are?”

“I have fancied many things.”

“They are worlds like ours,” said the young man.

“Some of them less; many of them a million times greater; and some of the least sparkles that you see are not only worlds, but whole clusters of worlds turning about each other in the midst of space.

12.“We do not know what there may be in any of them, —perhaps the answer to all our difficulties or the cure of all our sufferings; and yet we can never reach them.Not all the skill of the craftiest of men can fit out a ship for the nearest of these our neighbors, nor would the life of the most aged suffice for such a journey.

“When a great battle has been lost or a dear friend is dead, there they are unweariedly shining overhead.We may stand down here, a whole army of us together, and shout until we break our hearts and not a whisper reaches them.We may climb the highest mountain and we are no nearer them.”

Will hung his head a little and then raised it once more to heaven.The stars seemed to expand and emit a sharper brilliancy; and, as he kept turning his eyes higher and higher, they seemed to increase in multitude under his gaze.

13.One day after dinner Will took a stroll among the firs.He kept smiling to himself and the landscape as he went.The river ran between the stepping-stones with a pretty wimple; a bird sang loudly in the wood.

His way took him to the eminence which overlooked the plain; and there he sat down upon a stone and fell into deep and pleasant thought.

The plain lay abroad with its cities and silver river; everything was asleep except a great eddy of birds which kept rising and falling and going round and round in the blue air.The river might run forever; the birds fly higher and higher till they touched the stars.

He saw it was empty bustle, after all; for here, without stirring a foot, waiting patiently in his own narrow valley, he also had attained the better sunlight.

磨坊的威尔

（节选）

罗伯特·路易斯·史蒂文森

罗伯特·路易斯·史蒂文森于1850年11月30日在苏格兰著名的爱丁城堡边呱呱坠地。

他的父亲与祖父都是有名的灯塔工程师。当还是个孩子的时候，罗伯特十分以自己的父亲为傲。他建造了大不列颠北岸那些高大的灯塔，而那是水手们从遥远的海上第一眼望见的光芒。

罗伯特希望自己能继承家业，可身体羸弱。很快，他就意识到自己与工程师的职业无缘。他开始喜欢上在苏格兰广阔的海岸边漫步，也经常将彼处纳入自己的画作。

史蒂文森一家在居留地上拥有一处美丽的农庄，他在那里也度过了漫长的时光。据当地的一位老人所说，他“是个喜爱打破砂锅问到底的小家伙，而你一转身，他就立刻把那些答案给写下来了。”

罗伯特先是在爱丁堡大学听讲，并开始研习法学，却因病弱而不得不辍学。他极其热爱读书，尤其喜爱查尔斯·狄更斯的著作。肄业之后，罗伯特转道法国，在那里学习艺术，并开始为杂志撰稿。

罗伯特的大半生都在旅途中度过。他曾用一头驴驮着行李，游遍了法国的山脉；也曾浮一叶扁舟，航行于荷兰的运河之上；他还曾在阿迪朗达克山区钓鱼狩猎，坐在满是移民的列车里横穿了美洲；而在太平洋的许多岛屿上，都留下过他的足迹。

1879年，罗伯特去了加利福尼亚疗养，并在那里定居了数年。

冒险充斥了罗伯特的生活，而卓越的精力与天赋很快就令他跻身于现代作家名流。他们之中还有人称他为“我们亲爱的国王陛下”。

1887年，罗伯特在萨摩亚岛上建起了一座漂亮的住宅。房子傍山而筑，从它宽阔的露台上可以看见宏大的森林，浓密翠叶之间，有细细的水流闪烁着银色的光华。

海浪冲刷着珊瑚礁，咆哮不休，正是这浪涛造就了岛屿。而当那声响自海岸穿越1000英尺到达房屋之所在时，已经大大地低柔了下去。

1894年12月，被自己喜爱的景色与海浪声环绕着，这名伟大的作家离开了人世。

1.威尔和养父母居住的磨坊位于松林与山脉之间的斜谷。镇子坐落在他们住地上方的高地，仿佛一条狭长的灰色裂缝，又像是飘浮在林坡上方的一缕轻烟。当风向对头的时候，威尔便能听到教堂里的清脆响亮的钟声从镇子里飘下来。

在威尔家的下面，山谷的地势渐渐宽阔，却也愈发陡峭。从磨坊旁边的一处高地上望去，就能看清整个山谷，以及谷外无垠的平原。河流便在那里转弯，穿越过诸多城市，最终汇入海洋。

2.山谷里碰巧有一条通向邻国的小道，每到夏天，载货的马车们便蜿蜒而上，又轻巧地顺着谷道而下，路过磨坊。返回时从别的道路上山要容易得多，所以，这条小道上的人大多都是走单程。

在威尔见过的马车里，大概有六分之五都是只下坡，而有六分之一的车辆是沿着原路返回。

步行跋涉的路人们也是如此。所有轻装的旅客与担着奇异物件的小贩都顺道而下，如同河水般从高往低，一路前行。

3.这些人的目的地在哪里？旅客与买卖奇货的小贩都往哪儿去了呢？为什么水总是向下奔流，又总是自高处发源呢？

风更加频繁地光顾山谷，带来秋日里的落叶。它们都向下飘去，轻快迅速，兴高采烈。看来，只有威尔滞留不前，如同路边的一块顽石。

有时，回溯上流的鱼儿们令他稍微释怀。至少，当其他万事万物都去往下方那个未知的世界时，它们一直忠诚地陪伴左右。

4.某天晚上，威尔在河边询问了磨坊的主人。

“它顺着山谷流淌，”磨坊主回答说，“然后转变为磨坊的动力。足足六座呢，而且永不停休。当它离开盆地之后，会浇灌村子里的麦地，流过富裕美丽的城市（人们都是这么说的）。国王就住在城里宏伟的宫殿中，有守卫在宫门前来回巡逻。”

“当它从石桥下流过，桥上的人会低下头去，带着微笑好奇地看向水面。在城里生活的寻常百姓们也会挑起眉毛，眺望着水流。

“然后它会继续前行，穿过沼泽与沙漠，最终汇入大海。海上的商船会从印第安人那里带来鹦鹉和烟草。上帝保佑它！在唱着歌儿经过我们这里的堤坝之前，它可是走了好长一段路呐！”

5.“那么海洋又是什么？”威尔问。

“大海！”磨坊主叫道，“上帝垂怜我等，那可是他最伟大的造物！那是个大大的盐湖，世上所有的水最终都会流到那儿去。”

“它就在那里，平坦得像是我的手掌，又纯粹得像个孩子。但人们说，当狂风吹起来的时候，水面会形成比我们这儿那一座山都要大的高峰，能淹没比咱们的磨坊还大的船只。它还能发出怒吼，你在几英里之外的陆地上都能听得清清楚楚。”

从那一天起，威尔的心中就充满了崭新的希望与期盼，有什么东西在鼓动着他的心。在梦中，奔流的河川裹挟着他的渴望，飞驰而去。

6.威尔久久地待在山顶，时而俯瞰着河面与坦荡的低地，时而仰望随风漫移的云朵，它们在平原上投下紫色的影子。他还在路边徘徊，目光追随着沿着河边碌碌前行的马车。

其实是什么都无所谓。任何往海洋那边去的东西，不管是云彩还是马车，鸟儿还是褐色的河水，威尔的心都被它们牵走了，带着渴望与沉醉。

一点一点地，威尔拼凑起了谷下世界的模样：那里有河流，永远奔流汇聚，前行至壮丽的海洋；那里有城市，鳞次栉比，里面有许多美好的人；也有喷泉、乐队和大理石筑成的宫殿。到了夜里，那里灯火通明，金碧辉煌。

7.真正的生活就在那里，明亮而纯粹的阳光高高在上，照耀着平原。喔！要是能在活着的时候去看一眼！听一听歌手的乐音、教堂甜美的钟声，看一看那些花园！

“喔！还有你们这些鱼！”威尔都快哭了，“你们都应该掉过头去下游，轻轻松松地在水中前行，一抬头就有大大的航船像云朵一样掠过，还能整天听着那些巨大的浪山歌唱！”但鱼儿们只是一心一意地注视着自己的方向，弄得威尔有些哭笑不得。

8.最终，转折的时刻来临了。磨坊主将磨坊改造成了一个小客栈。而威尔的职责就是在旅人们歇脚的时候将早餐带到磨坊花园高处的凉亭里去。当然啦，他一直都竖着耳朵，听着外面世界的那些新鲜事儿。

在威尔快到16岁的某一天，一个青年人在黄昏时分过来度夜。他是个长相不错的小伙子，眼神总是很快活，背着个包。等待晚饭的时候，他坐在凉亭里读书。可一旦他发现了威尔，就把书放下了。

没过多久，威尔就开始津津有味地听他闲侃。他的言语丰富，颇为得体。到最后，威尔深深地为他的智慧与品格所倾倒了。

9.威尔和这个人一直坐到深夜，威尔对这青年敞开了心扉，倾诉了自己对于离开山谷的渴望，对平原上城市的美好想象。青年吹了下口哨，然后微笑了起来。

“我年轻的朋友，”他开口道，“你是个非常有好奇心的小家伙，当然啦，也有些异想天开。听着，如果你清楚城里那些跟你差不多大的孩子也在琢磨着这些荒唐的事儿，而且发疯地想要进山里来的话，一定会无地自容。”

“而且，我告诉你，下了山谷去平原上的那些人，没过多久就会心心念念地想要返回。那里的空气既不清新，也不干净；阳光也没有这么明亮。至于漂亮的男男女女，你会发现其实很多人都挺寒酸的。”

10.“你一定觉得我无知又简单，”威尔回应道，“虽然我从未出过山谷，但请相信，我一直在仔细地观察。我并不指望你的城市就是十全十美，这不会令我烦扰的。可我总不能什么都没见识过，什么都没做过就死了呀？总不能让我整天待在路边或者河边，日复一日地活着啊？”

“有千千万万的人，”青年开口了，“都像你一样活着，可大家都挺高兴的。”

“啊！”威尔叫道，“要是有那么多人都挺高兴的，干嘛不来跟我换换呢？”

11.夜色已经很深了，凉亭里有一盏灯，照亮了饭桌与两人的脸庞。而在亭檐边缘，枝叶从格架里探进来。鲜绿的叶子在夜空的照耀之下，呈现出一种深暗的紫色。

青年站起身来，拉着威尔的胳膊，将他带到亭外，走到空地上。

“你曾经眺望过那些星辰吗？”青年向上指着天空问道。

“经常，很多次了。”威尔回答道。

“你知道它们是什么吗？”

“我有过很多猜想。”

“它们每一个都是世界，像我们一样。”青年说，“有些要比我们这里要大上100万倍，有些会小一点儿。而你看到的一些细微的闪光，其实是宇宙中很多世界紧紧地聚拢在一起。”

12.“我们不知道那里都有些什么，或许能解释我们所有的疑难、治愈我们所有的创伤，可我们却永远无法到达那里。凝聚所有最聪慧的人的技能，也无法造出一艘到达最近星球的航船。更不用提没人能有足够长的寿命完成这个旅程。”

“当我们输掉了一场战役，或者失去了一位亲密的友人，它们却依然在上空闪烁，亘古不变。我们站在地上，成群结队地冲着它们撕心裂肺地喊，也无法将一丁点儿的声音传递过去。我们或许能征服最高的山峰，但也不能接近那里分毫。”

威尔微微仰起头，又一次看向天空，星空看上去浩瀚而璀璨。他久久地仰望着，在他的眼中，星群似乎愈发庞大了。

13.某天吃过晚饭之后，威尔在杉林里闲逛。他一直兀自微笑着观赏着沿路的风景。河流在垫脚石之间穿行，泛起悦目的涟漪。林子里有鸟儿，鸣声嘹亮。

威尔渐渐走到高处，眺望着平原。然后他在一块大石头上坐下来，陷入了愉悦的深思。

平原宽阔，城市与银色的河流点缀其上。一切都是那样平静，只有鸟群起起落落，在蓝天上盘旋飞翔。河流永不停息，鸟儿们则越飞越高，直到抵达星辰之所在。

到头来，威尔觉得一切都是庸人自扰。因为就在眼下，在他自己狭窄的山谷里，他也能不费吹灰之力，享受美妙的日光。





THE CLOUD

(Abridged)

By PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY

Percy Bysshe Shelley was the son of a wealthy English baronet, and was born in Sussex, England, in 1792.

He led a somewhat roving life, but is said to have been upright and generous.

Shelley is best known through some of his shorter poems.“The Cloud” “To the Skylark” and “The Sensitive Plant” are filled with pictures and overflow with beauty of thought and language.The poet was drowned in the Bay of Spezzia in 1822.

I bring fresh showers for the thirsting flowers,

From the seas and the streams;

I bear light shade for the leaves when laid

In their noonday dreams.

From my wings are shaken the dews that waken

The sweet birds, every one,

When rocked to rest on their mother's breast，

As she dances about the sun.

I wield the flail of the lashing hail,

And whiten the green plains under;

And then again I dissolve it in rain,

And laugh as I pass in thunder.

I sift the snow on the mountains below,

And their great pines groan aghast;

And all the night't is my pillow white,

While I sleep in the arms of the blast.

Sublime on the towers of skyey bowers

Lightning, my pilot, sits;

In a cavern under is fettered the thunder;

It struggles and howls by fits;

Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion,

This pilot is guiding me.

That orbed maiden, with white fire laden,

Whom mortals call the moon,

Glides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor,

By the midnight breezes strewn;

And wherever the beat of her unseen feet,

Which only the angels hear,

May have broken the woof of my tent's thin roof,

The stars peep behind her and peer;

And I laugh to see them whirl and flee,

Like a swarm of golden bees,

When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent

Till the calm river, lakes, and seas,

Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high,

Are each paved with the moon and these.

云

（节选）

珀西·比希·雪莱

珀西·比希·雪莱于1792年出生于英国的苏克萨斯郡，父亲是一名富有的男爵。

雪莱一生颠沛流离，为人却正直、慷慨大方。

雪莱在短诗创作上颇有名望。《云》《致云雀》《含羞草》等诗极富表现力，洋溢着哲思与华丽的文辞。1822年，这位诗人在斯佩齐亚海湾溺水身亡。

我为焦渴的鲜花，从河川，从海洋，

带来清新的甘霖；

我为绿叶披上淡淡的凉荫，当他们

歇息在午睡的梦境。

从我的翅膀上摇落下露珠，去唤醒

每一朵香甜的蓓蕾，

当她们的母亲绕太阳旋舞时摇晃着

使她们在怀里入睡。

我挥动冰雹的连枷，把绿色的原野

捶打得犹如银装素裹；

再用雨水把冰雪消融，我哄然大笑，

当我在雷声中走过。

我筛落雪花，洒遍下界的峰岭山峦，

巨松因惊恐而呻吟呼唤；

皑皑的积雪成为我通宵达旦的枕垫，

当我在烈风抚抱下酣眠。

在我那空中楼阁的塔堡上，端坐着

庄严的闪电——我的驭手，

下面有个洞穴，雷霆在其中幽囚，

发出一阵阵挣扎怒吼；

越过大地，越过海洋，我的驭手

轻柔地指引着我。

焕发着白色光芒的圆脸姑娘，

凡人将她称为月亮，

朦胧生辉，滑行在夜风铺展开的

我的羊毛般的地毯上；

不论她无形的双足在何处轻踏，

轻得只有天使才能听见，

若是把我帐篷顶部的轻罗踏破，

群星便从她身后窥探；

我不禁发笑，看到他们穷奔乱窜，

像拥挤的金蜂一样，

当我撑大我那风造帐篷上的裂缝，

直到宁静的江湖海洋

仿佛是穿过我落下去的一片片天空，

都嵌上这些星星和月亮。





TOM, THE WATER BABY,MAKES FRIENDS

By CHARLES KINGSLEY

ousel　caddis　impudence

乌鸫 小罐 粗鲁

undefiled　ridiculous　conjurers（conjurer）

纯净的 荒谬的 魔术师（复数）

A little village, called Holne, in England, was the early home of Charles Kingsley.His father was the rector there, and was also somewhat of an artist and sports-man.Charles was like him, but had the force and romance of his mother.

When Charles was eleven years old the family removed to Clovelly, on the coast.Here Charles and his brothers had their boat and ponies and began to study natural history.In the little story of the “Water Babies”, from which this selection has been made, he tells some of the wonderful changes which take place in the water.

The rector's parish was largely made up of fishermen's families, and when the fishing fleets went out to sea, Mr.Kingsley, his wife, and the boys always went to the quay to hold a short service, where they all joined in singing the one hundred and twenty-first psalm.Kingsley's poem of the “Three Fishers” is a picture from real life.

After his education was finished, Charles became a rector also and went to Everly, which was his home for thirty years.In addition to his parish work he wrote a number of books which made him famous.

Several years were spent in travel, and, among other places, he visited America.The climate in this country delighted him, and he enjoyed meeting Mr.Longfellow and other literary men.

On his return to England he found much sickness among his people, and he overworked in caring for them.The serious illness of his wife was too great a shock for him in his feeble health, and he died in December, 1874.

1.Tom was a poor little chimney sweep.He was treated unkindly by his master and was always dirty and black.One day when he was very hungry and thirsty he longed to go to the river and bathe in it.

He could hear it sing:

“Clear and cool, clear and cool,

By laughing shallow and dreaming pool;

Cool and clear, cool and clear,

By shining shingle and foaming weir;

Under the crag where the ousel sings,

And the ivied wall where the church bell rings；

Undefiled for the undefiled,

Play by me, bathe in me, mother and child.”

2.Tom was so hot and thirsty and longed so to be clean for once that he tumbled himself as quick as he could into the clear, cool stream.

He had not been in it two minutes before he fell fast asleep—into the quietest, cosiest sleep that he had ever had in his life.

The reason for his falling into such a delightful sleep was that the fairies took him.And now comes the most wonderful part of this story.When Tom awoke he found himself swimming about in the stream.He was about four inches long.

3.In fact, the fairies had turned him into a water baby.He had nothing to do now but enjoy himself and look at all the pretty things which are to be seen in the cool, clear water world.

Now, you must know that all the things under the water talk; only not such a language as ours, but such as horses and dogs and cows and birds talk to each other.

And Tom soon learned to understand them and to talk to them, so that he might have had very pleasant company if he had only been a good boy.But, I am sorry to say, he was too like some other little boys, very fond of hunting and tormenting creatures for mere sport.

Some people say that boys cannot help it; that it is nature.But, whether it is nature or not, little boys can help it and must help it.

4.But Tom did not know that, and he pecked and jerked the poor water things about sadly, till they were all afraid of him and got out of his way or crept into their shells; so he had no one to speak to or play with.

The water fairies, of course, were very sorry to see him so unhappy and longed to tell him how naughty he was and teach him to be good and to play and romp with him, too; but they had been forbidden to do that.

Tom had to learn his lesson for himself, as many another foolish person has to do, though there may be many a kind heart yearning over him all the while and longing to teach him what he can only teach himself.

At last, one day, he found a caddis and wanted it to peep out of its house; but its house door was shut.He had never seen a caddis with a house door before, so what must he do but pull it open to see what the poor lady was doing inside.

5.So Tom broke to pieces the door, which was the prettiest little grating of silk, stuck all over with shining bits of crystal; and when he looked in, the caddis poked out her head, and it had turned into just the shape of a bird's.

But when Tom spoke to her she could not answer, for her mouth and face were tight tied up in a new night-cap of neat pink skin.However, if she didn't answer, all the other caddises did; for they held up their hands and shrieked, “Oh, you horrid boy; there you are at it again!”

“And she had just laid herself up for a fortnight's sleep, and then she would have come out with such beautiful wings and flown about and laid such lots of eggs; and now you have broken her door and she can't mend it because her mouth is tied up for a fortnight, and she will die.”

6.So Tom swam away.He was very much ashamed of himself and felt all the naughtier, as little boys do when they have done wrong and won't say so.

Then he came to a pool full of little trout and began tormenting them and trying to catch them; but they slipped through his fingers and jumped out of the water in their fright.

But as Tom chased them, he came close to a great dark hover under an alder-root, and out jumped a huge old brown trout ten times as big as he was and ran right against him and knocked all the breath out of his body; and I don't know which was the more frightened of the two.

7.Then he went on, sulky and lonely, as he deserved to be; and under a bank he saw a very ugly creature sitting, about half as big as himself, which had six legs and a big stomach and a most ridiculous head with two great eyes and a face just like a donkey's.

“Oh,” said Tom, “you are an ugly fellow, to be sure!” and he began making faces at him, and put his nose close to him and halloed at him like a very rude boy.

8.When, hey presto! All the thing's donkey face came off in a moment, and out popped a long arm with a pair of pincers at the end of it and caught Tom by the nose.It did not hurt him much, but it held him quite tight.

“Yah, ah! Oh, let me go!” cried Tom.

“Then let me go,” said the creature, “I want to be quiet.I want to split.”

Tom promised to let him alone and he let go.“Why do you want to split?” said Tom.

“Because my brothers and sisters have all split and turned into beautiful creatures with wings; and I want to split, too.Don't speak to me.I am sure I shall split.I will split!”

9.Tom stood still and watched him.And he swelled himself and puffed and stretched himself out stiff, and at last—crack, puff, bang—he opened all down his back and then up to the top of his head.

And out of his inside came the most slender, elegant, soft creature, as soft and smooth as Tom, but very pale and weak, like a little child who has been ill a long time in a dark room.It moved its legs very feebly; and then it began walking slowly up a grass stem to the top of the water.

Tom was so astonished that he never said a word.And he went up to the top of the water, too, and peeped out to see what would happen.

10.And, as the creature sat in the warm, bright sun, a wonderful change came over it.It grew strong and firm; the most lovely colors began to show on its body, blue and yellow and black, spots and bars and rings.

Out of its back rose four great wings of bright brown gauze; and its eyes grew so large that they filled all its head and shone like ten thousand diamonds.

“Oh, you beautiful creature!”said Tom; and he put out his hand to catch it.

But the thing whirred up into the air and hung poised on its wings a moment and then settled down again by Tom, quite fearless.

11.“No!” it said, “you cannot catch me.I am a dragon fly now, the king of all the flies; and I shall dance in the sunshine and over the river and catch gnats and have a beautiful wife like myself.I know what I shall do.Hurrah!” And he flew away into the air and began catching gnats.

“Oh! come back, come back,” cried Tom, “you beautiful creature! I have no one to play with and I am so lonely here.If you will but come back I will never try to catch you.”

“I don't care whether you do or not,” said the dragon fly, “for you can't.But when I have had my dinner and looked a little about this pretty place I will come back and have a little chat about all I have seen in my travels.”

12.The dragon fly did come back and chatted away with Tom.He was a little conceited about his fine colors and his large wings; but you know he had been a poor, ugly creature all his life before, so there were great excuses for him.

He was very fond of talking about all the wonderful things he saw in the trees and the meadows, and Tom liked to listen to him.So in a little while they became great friends.

And I am very glad to say that Tom learned such a lesson that day that he did not torment creatures for a long time after.And then the caddises grew quite tame and used to tell him strange stories about the way they built their houses and changed their skins and turned at last into winged flies; till Tom began to long to change his skin and have wings like them some day.

13.And the trout and he made it up.So Tom used to play with them at hare and hounds, and great fun they had.And he used to try to leap out of the water, head over heels, as they did before a shower came on; but somehow he never could manage it.

And very often Tom caught the alder flies and the caperers and gave them to his friends the trout.Perhaps he was not quite kind to the flies; but one must do a good turn to one's friends when one can.

And at last he gave up catching even the flies, for he made acquaintance with one by accident and found him a very merry little fellow.This was the way it happened; and it is all quite true.

14.He was basking at the top of the water one hot day in July, feeding the trout, when he saw a dark gray little fellow with a brown head.He was a very little fellow indeed; but he made the most of himself, as people ought to do.

Instead of getting away, the little fellow hopped upon Tom's finger and sat there as bold as nine tailors, and he cried out in the tiniest, shrillest, squeakiest little voice you ever heard:

“Much obliged to you, indeed; but I don't want it yet.”

“Want what?” said Tom, quite taken back by his impudence.

“Your leg, which you are kind enough to hold out for me to sit on.I must just go and see after my wife for a few minutes.When I come back I shall be glad of it, if you'll be so good as to keep it sticking out just so”; and off he flew.

15.Tom thought him a very cool sort of personage; and still more so when in five minutes he came back and said, “Ah, you were tired waiting? Well, your other leg will do as well.”

And he popped himself down on Tom's knee and began chatting away in his squeaking voice.

“So you live under the water? It's a low place.I lived there for some time and was very shabby and dirty.But I didn't choose that that should last.So I turned respectable and came up to the top and put on this gray suit.It's a very business-like suit, you think, don't you?”

“Very neat and quiet, indeed,” said Tom.

“But I'm tired of it, that's the truth.I've done quite enough business, I consider, in the last week to last me my life.So I shall put on a ball dress and go out and be a smart man and see the gay world and have a dance or two.Why shouldn't one be jolly if one can? And here I go.”

16.And as he spoke he turned quite pale and then quite white.

“Why, you're ill!” said Tom.But he did not answer.

“You're dead,” said Tom, looking at him as he stood on his knee, as white as a ghost.

“No, I'm not!” answered a little squeaking voice over his head, “This is me up here in my ball dress, and that's my skin.Ha, ha! You could not do such a trick as that!”

And no more Tom could, nor all the conjurers in the world.For the little rogue had jumped out of his own skin and left it standing on Tom's knee, eyes, wings, legs, tail, exactly as if it had been alive.

“Ha, ha!” he said, and he jerked and skipped up and down, never stopping an instant, “Am I not a pretty fellow now?”

17.And so he was; for his body was white and his tail orange and his eyes all the colors of a peacock's tail.And, what was the oddest of all, the whisks at the end of his tail had grown five times as long as they were before.

“Ah!” said he, “now I will see the gay world.My living won't cost me much, for I have no mouth, you see, and no inside; so I can never be hungry nor have the stomach-ache neither.”

No more he had.He had grown as dry and hard and empty as a quill, as such silly, shallow-hearted fellows deserve to grow.

18.But, instead of being ashamed of his emptiness, he was quite proud of it, as a good many fine gentlemen are, and began flirting and flipping up and down and singing:

“My wife shall dance and I shall sing,

So merrily pass the day;

For I hold it one of the wisest things

To drive dull care away.”

And he danced up and down for three days and three nights till he grew so tired that he tumbled into the water and floated down.But what became of him Tom never knew and he himself never minded; for Tom heard him singing to the last as he floated down:

“To drive dull care away-ay-ay!”

水孩子汤姆找朋友

查尔斯·金斯利

查尔斯·金斯利在英国一个名为豪奈的小镇度过了早年时光。他的父亲是当地的教区长，并精通艺术和体育。查尔斯很像他的父亲，但也从母亲那里继承了决断力与浪漫的性格。

在查尔斯11岁的时候，全家搬迁至海边的克洛维利。查尔斯和兄弟们在那里骑马、划船，并开始研习自然史。本段故事节选自《水孩子》，在这篇童话中，他描述了一些水中神奇的景象。

查尔斯所在的教区有很多渔民家庭，当渔船出海时，金斯利夫人和她的儿子们就会去码头送别。他们喜欢在码头上和声唱起第121首赞美诗。金斯利的诗作《三个渔民》便蕴含了对真实生活的写照。

在从学校毕业之后，查尔斯也成了一名牧师。他被派往埃弗斯利，在那里居住了30年。在履行神职之余，他还发表了几部作品，获得了一些名望。

在为时数年的旅途中，查尔斯造访了美国。他十分喜爱当地的气候，也与朗费罗等美国文学家进行了愉快的会谈。

在返回英国的途中，查尔斯竭尽全力地照料船上染病的众人。妻子的病情对他本身虚弱的病体带来了沉重的负担。他于1874年12月去世。

1.汤姆是个扫烟囱的可怜小孩。他总是脏兮兮、黑乎乎的，他的师父对他也不好。有一天，他饥渴交加，就去了河边，在里面洗了个澡。

汤姆能听见河水在歌唱：

“又清又凉，又清又凉，

流过嬉笑的浅滩、做梦的池塘；

又凉又清，又凉又清，

流过光耀的卵石、溅沫的堤堙；

在画眉鸟歌唱的悬崖下，

在钟声悠扬的楼墙下，

清清白白的，留待清白的人；

在我水边嬉戏吧，

在我水里洗浴吧，

母亲和孩子。”

2.汤姆这时又热又渴，而且非常希望使自己干净一下，所以赶忙一头钻进那清凉的河水里去。

汤姆钻进水里没有两分钟，立刻就沉沉睡去，而且有生以来从没有睡得这样安静、这样畅快、这样舒服过。

汤姆所以能够这样快活地睡去，是因为那些仙女把他收留了下来。现在就到了这故事最精彩的部分了：汤姆醒来时，发现自己只有四英寸长。

3.事实上，那些仙女已经把他变做一个水孩子了。他除了尽情享受，看看清凉河水里那许多美丽的东西外，什么事都用不着做。

你要知道，水底下的东西全都是会讲话的，不过不是讲我们讲的那种话，而是像马啊、狗啊、牛啊、鸟啊同类交谈的那种话。汤姆不久也学会了它们的话，而且学会跟它们交谈。如果汤姆是个好孩子的话，他很可以交到许多合意的朋友。可惜的是，他也跟别的小男孩子一样，都喜欢捕捉和虐待动物来取乐。

有人说，小孩子总是管束不了自己的，天性如此。可是不管天性怎样，小孩子一定能管束得了自己，而且一定要管束得了自己。

4.可是汤姆并不懂得这些道理。他向水里那些可怜的动物扔石子，叫骂着赶走它们，弄得那些小东西非常惨。后来全都怕了他，都远远避开他，或者爬进自己的壳里去。这样一来，汤姆就找不到跟他谈话或者玩耍的对象了。

当然啦，当然啦，那些水里的仙女，看到他这么不快活都很难过，她们想帮他，告诉他不要淘气，教他学得礼貌些，并且同他一起游戏玩耍。可是仙女们不允许这样做。

汤姆必须通过自己的亲身经历来学习什么是好，什么是不好。就像其他那些傻傻的人一样，即使有许多善良的人想帮他们学好，但是能教他们的只有他们自己。

后来有一天，汤姆发现了一条石蚕，想看看它的房子里面是什么样，可它却关着门。汤姆从来没有见过一条关着门的石蚕，所以这个爱多管闲事的小家伙，就上去把那个门给拽开了。

5.汤姆把那个用精致的丝编的、嵌着好多像水晶一样闪闪发光的小石头的房门一下子给砸成了碎片。他朝里面一看，一条石蚕正抬着像小鸟一样的脑袋望着他。

可汤姆向她叫喊时，她却什么也回答不了。因为她的嘴和脸都被紧紧包在一层整洁的、睡帽般的、粉红色的薄膜里面。不过她虽然没有作声，旁边的石蚕却都叫了起来，他们举着触手，就像小猫一样尖声叫道：“你这个讨厌的淘气包！你又在闯祸了！”

“她正准备做一次半个月的休眠，本来可以变出漂亮的翅膀，还能大量产卵。可你却把她的门给砸碎了。现在她什么也做不了，因为她的嘴有半个月都不能动，现在她只能等死了。”

6.于是，汤姆溜走了。他非常为自己害臊，却变得更淘气了。就像所有小男孩一样，虽然知道自己错了，但就是不肯认错。

后来，汤姆遇上了一群小鳟鱼，就开始吓它们，还想捉住它们。可是它们从他的指缝中滑走了。小鳟鱼被吓得跳出水面。

可就在他追逐它们的时候，在一棵老桤树根下面的黑树洞里，忽然蹿出来一条有汤姆10倍那么大的老斑鳟，它从他身边直直冲出去，撞得他直往外吐气泡。真不知道他们两个谁因此受的惊吓更大些。

7.这以后汤姆变得更孤单也更容易生气了，这也是他活该这样。他在一个河堤底下发现了一个非常肮脏的丑东西，大约有他一半高，长着六条腿和一个大肚子，还有一个难看得要命的脑袋，一张长驴脸上凸着两个大大的眼睛。

“噢，”汤姆说，“你可真是个丑家伙！”然后就对着它做起鬼脸来。他把鼻子凑过去，冲着它大呼小叫，很没礼貌。

8.说时迟，那时快，那张驴脸忽然不见了，从那里伸出一只末端带有一双钳子的长长手臂来，一下子夹住了汤姆的鼻子。它并没有伤着他，可却夹得非常紧。

“呀，啊！噢，放了我！”汤姆哭叫道。

“那么你也要放过我，”那个东西说，“我想要安静一会儿。我要蜕壳了。”

汤姆保证说他会让它安静，于是他被放掉了。

“为什么你要蜕壳了？”汤姆问。

“因为我的兄弟姐妹都得蜕壳，然后变成会飞的漂亮生物，所以我也要。不要和我说话了。我马上就要变了。我变了！”

9.汤姆静静地站着，看着那小东西。它正在膨胀，僵硬地向外挺着自己的身体，最后啪地一声——它的整个后背都裂开了，然后它的头露了出来。

从那个被蜕下的躯壳里，钻出了一个最纤细、精致、柔软的生命来，就像汤姆一样光溜溜的，却很是苍白和虚弱，如同一个在黑房间里生病得太久了的小孩子。它无力地移动着自己的腿，然后慢慢地爬到一根伸出水面的草茎上去了。

汤姆惊讶地看着这一切，一句话也说不出来。他也跟着来到了水面，想看看接下来会发生什么事情。

10.当那个小东西坐在温暖明亮的太阳光底下时，一种奇妙的变化就开始了。它变得坚硬和强壮起来，它的身上显出最漂亮的颜色，蓝、黄、黑相间，有些是斑点，有些是条纹。

在它的背上伸出了四个透明的褐色大翅膀，它的两只大眼睛占据了整个脑袋，就像上万颗钻石一样闪闪发光。

“噢，你多漂亮啊！”汤姆说。他伸出手想去捉它。

可那个小东西呼地飞到了空中，平展着翅膀在那里停留了一会儿，就又大胆地落在了汤姆身边。

11.“不！”它说道，“你不能捉我。我现在是一只蜻蜓了，是所有飞虫的国王。我要在阳光下飞舞，在河流上盘旋，去吃蚊子，享受我美好的一生。我知道自己要做些什么。多好哇！”于是它飞上天空，开始捕捉蚊子。

“噢！回来，回来，”汤姆叫道，“漂亮的小东西。我没有一个朋友，我在这里很孤单。如果你愿意回来，我绝不会再捉你了。”

“我不在乎你会不会再捉我，”蜻蜓说道，“因为你是捉不到我的。不过等我吃过了晚饭，再去四处看一番风景之后，我还会回来的，和你聊聊我旅行时的见闻。”

12.那只蜻蜓真的又回来了，并且和汤姆聊起天来。它因为自己漂亮的外表和大翅膀而有些自以为是。不过你得知道，它过去一直就是一只丑陋肮脏的小虫子，所以它有充分的理由对现在的自己感到满意。

蜻蜓滔滔不绝地谈论着自己在树林和草地上看到的那些奇妙的事物。而汤姆也很喜欢听它说话。很快，他们两个就成了非常要好的朋友啦！

可喜的是，汤姆那一天受了那么一个大教训，使他很久都不去虐待动物。后来那些石蚕幼虫也变得很温驯了，时常跟他讲些稀奇有趣的事情，讲它们怎样造房子、怎样换皮肤，最后怎样变成飞虫。汤姆听得巴不得自己也换换皮肤，而且有一天也像它们一样长出一对翅膀。

13.那些鳟鱼也跟他和好了。汤姆时常和它们玩猎犬逐兔的游戏，而且玩得非常开心。汤姆总是想翻身跳出水面，就像那些鳟鱼在大雨来时那样跳法，可是不知什么缘故，总是做不到。

汤姆还捉到些赤蝇和飞蛾，全送给他的朋友鳟鱼吃。也许他对这些飞虫残忍了一点，可是一个人力量办得到时，总得帮帮朋友的忙啊！

终于汤姆连飞虫也不去捉了，原因是他碰巧和一只飞虫做了朋友，发现它是个有趣的小家伙。事情的经过是这样的，而且完全是真事。

14.那是七月里的一个大热天，汤姆正在水面上晒太阳，捉些蜉蝣给鳟鱼吃。这时他看见一个新东西，小小的深灰色的身体，褐黄头，看上去十分神气活现。

看见汤姆它并不溜走，反而跳上汤姆的指头，坐在那里，用极其尖细的声音向汤姆叫道：“很感谢你的盛意，可是我现在还不需要。”

“需要什么？”汤姆问，看见它这样老脸厚皮，很是吃惊。

“你的腿啊，承你的好意伸出来给我坐，可是我得去看望我的妻子。等我回来，我倒愿意坐坐，如果你还是这么好心的话，就照这样把腿伸出来。”说完它就飞走了。

15.汤姆觉得这家伙有点不近人情。五分钟后，那家伙回来，给他的印象更深了。“啊，你等得烦了吗？好吧，你的另一只大腿也行。”

这家伙跳上汤姆的膝盖，开始用尖细喉咙聊起天来。

“原来你住在水底下面吗？那儿地势很低。我也住过些时候，又冷又脏。可是我不甘心就这样住下来。我总算争气，爬了上来，穿上这套灰色衣服。这套衣服很正式，你觉不觉得？”

“的确很整齐，而且素淡。”汤姆说。

“不过我已经弄得腻了，说实话。我觉得，在上个星期为了延续自己的生命，我已经够忙的了。现在我要穿上赴宴的衣服，出去逛逛，神气一下。我要看看外面的花花世界，跳两支舞。于是，我就在这儿啦。”

16.这家伙说着说着，脸色变得苍白，接着又变得雪白。

“怎么回事，你病了吧？”汤姆问道。可是没有回答。

“你死了？”汤姆说。汤姆盯着它站在自己的膝盖上，发白得像一只幽灵。

“没有，没有死！”汤姆头上一个尖细的声音回答，“我现在是在你头上了，穿着我赴宴的衣服；你膝上是我蜕下的壳。哈哈！你可变不出这种把戏来！”

的确，汤姆变不出来，世界上所有的魔术家全都变不出来。原来那个小家伙已经完全蜕去自己的躯壳。再看汤姆膝上的那只外壳，眼睛、翅膀、大腿、尾巴一样不少，就跟活的一模一样。

“哈哈！”这家伙说，随即连蹦带跳，上上下下飞个不停，“我现在是不是个漂亮人物了？”

17.这家伙确实漂亮，因为它的身体是白的，尾巴是橘黄的，眼睛就像孔雀的尾巴一样有着各种各样的色彩。最奇怪的是，它尾巴梢上的尖刺已经比以前长出了五倍。

“啊！”这家伙说，“现在我要去看看这个花花世界了。我的生活是不用花费什么的，因为，你瞧，我没有嘴，而且也没有肚、肠，所以我永远不会饥饿，也不会发胃病。”

这家伙的确不会。它已经变得像一根鹅毛管一样干、硬、空洞了。凡是这一类头脑愚蠢、心胸狭小的家伙到头来都会变成这样。

18.可是这家伙对自己这样腹内空空不但不觉得惭愧，反而非常得意，就像许许多多的漂亮人物一样。它一面上下跳跃，一面唱歌：“我妻子跳舞呀我唱歌，一天里快乐不曾停；聪明人要做聪明事，穷愁苦闷别放在心！”

就这样这家伙飞舞了三天三夜，最后疲倦到极点，一跤跌在水里，冲了下去。后来它是怎样的情形，汤姆没有打听出来，也不放在心上。因为汤姆听见它被水冲下去时，最后还是唱着：“穷愁苦闷别放在心——心——心！”





THE SUGAR CAMP

By CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER

evaporated（evaporate）　perpetually　clarified（clarify）

蒸发（过去式）　永恒的　澄清（过去式）

peculiarity　crystallize　congealed

特性　明确　凝固的

Charles Dudley Warner is one of our best-known American writers.He was born at Plainfield, Mass., in September, 1829.His early home was in the country, and he delighted in outdoor life and nature.He has given his readers many pictures of his boyhood days, as well as of his travels in later years.There is much kindly humor in his view of nature and of his garden experiences.

Mr.Warner was graduated at Hamilton College in 1851.He spent several years exploring the West with a surveying party, and then studied law, practising for several years in Chicago.

In 1860 he went to Hartford, Conn., and is still living there.His home is beautifully located on a hill near the home of Mark Twain and that of the late Mrs.Stowe.

Mr.Warner devotes his time to writing and the study of literature.His essays and novels are widely read.

The following piece is taken from a well-known juvenile book by Mr.Warner, entitled “Being a Boy”.

1.I think there is no part of farming the boy enjoys more than the making of maple sugar; it is better than blackberrying and nearly as good as fishing.

In my day maple-sugar-making used to be something between picnicking and being shipwrecked on a fertile island, where one saved from the wreck tubs and augers and great kettles and pork and hens' eggs and rye-and-indian bread, and began at once to lead the sweetest life in the world.

2.I am told that it is the custom now to carefully collect the sap and bring it to the house, where there are built brick arches, over which it is evaporated in shallow pans, and that pains is taken to keep the leaves, sticks, and ashes and coals out of it, and that the sugar is clarified.

In short, that it is a money-making business, in which there is very little fun, and that the boy is not allowed to dip his paddle into the kettle of boiling sugar and lick off the delicious syrup.

3.As I remember the New England boy, he used to be on the alert in the spring for the sap to begin running.I think he discovered it as soon as anybody.Perhaps he knew it by a feeling of something starting in his own veins, —a sort of spring stir in his legs and arms, which tempted him to stand on his head or throw a handspring, if he could find a spot of ground from which the snow had melted.

The sap stirs early in the legs of a country boy and shows itself in uneasiness in the toes, which get tired of boots and want to come out and touch the soil just as soon as the sun has warmed it a little.

4.The country boy goes barefoot just as naturally as the trees burst their buds which were packed and varnished over in the fall to keep the water and the frost out.

Perhaps the boy has been out digging into the maple trees with his jackknife; at any rate, he is pretty sure to announce the discovery as he comes running into the house in a great state of excitement with “Sap's runnin'!”

And then, indeed, the stir and excitement begin.The sap-buckets, which have been stored in the garret over the woodhouse, are brought down and set out on the south side of the house and scalded.The snow is still a foot or two feet deep in the woods, and the ox-sled is got out to make a road to the sugar camp.

5.It is a great day when the cart is loaded with the buckets and the procession starts into the woods.The sun shines into the forest, for there are only naksd branches to bar it, and the snow is soft and beginning to sink down, leaving the young bushes spindling up every where.The snowbirds are twittering about, and the noise of shouting and of the blows of the axe echoes far and wide.

In the first place, the men go about and tap the trees, drive in the spouts, and hang the buckets under.The boy wishes that sometime when a hole is bored in a tree the sap would spout out in a stream as it does when a cider barrel is tapped; but it never does, it only drops, sometimes almost in a stream, but on the whole slowly.

6.Then the camp is to be cleared of snow.The shanty is recovered with boughs.In front of it two great logs are rolled nearly together, and a fire is built between them.

Forked sticks are set at each end, and a long pole is laid on them, and on this are hung the great kettles.The huge hogsheads are turned right side up and cleaned out to receive the sap that is gathered.

The great fire that is kindled up is never let out, night or day, as long as the season lasts.Somebody is always cutting wood to feed it; somebody is busy most of the time gathering in the sap; somebody is required to watch the kettles that they do not boil over and to fill them.

7.The boy has his own little sap-yoke and small pails, with which he gathers the sweet liquid.He has a little boiling-place of his own with small logs and a tiny kettle.

In the great kettles the boiling goes on slowly, and the liquid, as it thickens, is dipped from one to another, until in the end kettle it is reduced to syrup and is taken out to cool and settle, until enough is made to “sugar off”.

To “sugar off” is to boil the syrup until it is thick enough to crystallize into sugar.This is the grand event and is only done once in two or three days.

But the boy's desire is to “sugar off” perpetually.He boils his kettle down as rapidly as possible; he is not particular about chips, scum, or ashes, and he is apt to burn his sugar.

8.If he can get enough to make a little wax on the snow or to scrape from the bottom of the kettle with his wooden paddle he is happy.A good deal is wasted on his hands and the outside of his face and on his clothes; but he does not care.

Sometimes he is left to watch the boiling kettles, with a piece of pork tied on the end of a stick, which he dips into the boiling mass when it threatens to go over.He is constantly tasting of it, however, to see if it is not almost syrup.He has a long, round stick, whittled smooth at one end, which he uses for his purpose, at the constant risk of burning his tongue.

The smoke blows in his face; he is grimy with ashes.He is altogether such a mass of dirt, stickiness, and sweetness that his own mother wouldn't know him.

9.He likes to boil eggs in the hot sap.He likes to roast potatoes in the ashes, and he would live in the camp day and night if he were permitted.Some of the hired men sleep in the bough shanty and keep the fire blazing all night.

To sleep there with them and awake in the night and to the sky is a perfect realization of all the stories of adventures he has ever read.

He tells the other boys afterwards that he heard something in the night that sounded very much like a bear.

10.The great occasions for the boy, though, are the times of “sugaring off”.Sometimes this used to be done in the evening, and it was made the excuse for a frolic in the camp.The neighbors were invited; sometimes even the pretty girls from the village, who filled all the woods with their sweet voices and merry laughter.

The white snow still lies on all the ground except the warm spot about the camp.The tree branches all show distinctly in the light of the fire, which sends its ruddy glare far into the darkness and lights up the bough shanty, the hogsheads, the buckets on the trees, and the group about the boiling kettles, until the scene is like something taken out of a fairy play.

11.At these sugar parties every one was expected to eat as much sugar as possible; and those who are practised in it can eat a great deal.It is a peculiarity about eating warm maple sugar that, though you may eat so much of it one day as to be sick, you will want it the next day more than ever.

At the “sugaring off” they used to pour the hot sugar upon the snow, where it congealed into a sort of wax, which I do suppose is the most delicious substance that was ever invented.And it takes a great while to eat it.

If one should close his teeth firmly on a ball of it he would be unable to open his mouth until it dissolved.The sensation while it is melting is very pleasant, but one cannot converse.

12.The boy used to make a big lump of it and give it to the dog, who seized it and closed his jaws on it, as dogs will on anything.It was funny the next moment to see the expression of perfect surprise on the dog's face when he found that he could not open his jaws.

He shook his head; he sat down in despair; he ran round in a circle; he dashed into the woods and back again.He did everything except climb a tree and howl.It would have been such a relief to him if he could have howled.But that was the one thing he could not do.

糖营

查尔斯·杜德利·华纳

查尔斯·杜德利·华纳是最为著名的美国小说家之一，于1829年9月生于马萨诸塞州的普赖恩费尔德。他在乡村度过了童年，沉醉在户外运动与自然风光之中。他曾多次对读者描述过自己孩提时的生活，以及成人后的旅行。在他的作品中，无论是对自然的描绘，还是对自己的田园生活的概括，都流露出一种善意的幽默。

华纳在1851年毕业于海明顿大学。他加入了一个探险团，去了美国西部。然后他转向研习法律，在芝加哥执业数年。

1860年，华纳去了康涅狄格州的赫特福德，并在那里定居。他的住宅坐落在山旁，风景优美，毗邻着马克·吐温的居所，后来那里的主人又变成了斯托太太。

华纳将全部时间投入写作与文学研究当中，他的散文与小说被广为传播。

接下来的节选摘自华纳最为著名的儿童读物《一个男孩》。

1.我觉得，在农场生活中，男孩子最喜欢干的事儿要数做枫糖了，那比摘黑莓还棒，而且几乎跟钓鱼一样有意思。

在我那个时代，做枫糖有点儿像是介于野餐与在水土丰美的小岛边上搁浅之间的一件事。就好比一个人被从船的残骸、木螺钻、大水壶、猪肉、鸡蛋、印度黑麦面包里捞出来，然后立刻开始了世上最为甜美的新生活。

2.人们告诉我，按照常规，要小心地收集枫树的树液，把它带到屋子里去。树液被放进浅浅的平底锅里，在砖砌的炉灶上慢慢熬掉水分。期间要一直不厌其烦地从里面捡出树叶、小树枝、灰和炉渣，直到糖液变得干净透明为止。

总之，这是用来挣钱的行当，整个过程也没什么意思。而且还不准小男孩把搅拌棍伸进沸腾的糖壶里，沾点儿美味的糖汁舔舔。

3.根据我的记忆，每到春天树液快开始分泌的时候，那个英格兰小男孩就注意到了。我想他总是比别人发现得都早，可能他对这事儿有种本能的预感。春天令他的腿脚和手臂充满活力，当他发现地上已经有融雪时，真想倒个立，或者翻个跟头。

乡村小男孩的腿变得更有劲儿了，他还觉得脚趾发闷。它们已经不耐烦缩在靴子里，只想挣扎出来，等土地被太阳稍微再晒暖一点儿就踩上去。

4.一到树上的萌芽从秋天里为抵抗严冬与霜降而包裹上的外皮里钻出来的时候，这男孩便赤着脚到处乱走了。

或许是因为男孩总是用小刀挖掘枫树的树皮，不管怎样，当男孩激动万分地冲进房子里喊着“树开始淌汁啦”的时候，可是相当的胸有成竹。

而那之后，喧嚣又令人振奋的日子就开始了。装树液的大桶被人从木屋阁楼里搬下来，放到屋子的南边用开水烫洗干净。森林里的积雪依然有一两英尺深，道路被清扫出来，架起熬糖的营地。

5.大家会挑个好天气，用手推车装着木桶排着队到树林里去。枝条上还没长出树叶，阳光把森林照了个敞亮。雪逐渐变得松软，渐渐滑落下去，细嫩的枝条们得以自由地昂扬。雪鸟们叽叽喳喳地叫着，斧子的响声在林间回荡，远远地传播开去。

一开始，男人们先四处走动，割开树皮，钻出一个喷嘴，然后把木桶挂在下面。男孩希望树液能在树皮被钻孔后立刻喷涌而出，就像装苹果酒那样。但事实上，树液流得很慢。

6.然后，大家开始清理残雪。木屋用树枝重新修葺一番，在它前方，插着两根粗大的木头。它们几乎是紧挨着彼此，中间生了一堆火。

每根木头顶上都插着分叉的木棍，上面顶着一根长横木，挂着大糖壶。巨大的木桶被放正了，洗得干干净净，用来接树汁。

那堆旺火一旦点燃就再也不会熄灭，无论日夜，直到制糖季结束为止。总会有人去砍木添柴。而大多数时间，人们都忙着收集汁液。也有些人负责盯着糖壶，往里面添树汁，或是提防着烧焦。

7.男孩自己有几个收集糖汁的小桶，还有根抬桶的小扁担。他还有一套小小的横木和糖壶，放在自己的熬糖小据点里。

大壶慢慢地在火上熬着，液体越来越稠，从一个壶移到另一个壶里。到了最后，糖壶只剩下一个，当汁液能“结糖”的时候，就被抬下来放到阴凉之处。

所谓“结糖”就是把树液熬得浓到能自行结晶成糖块的过程。这是最重要的工序，要两三天才能进行一次。

但男孩期望的则是能更频繁地“结糖”。他让自己的小壶尽可能快地沸腾，既不在意碎屑和浮渣，也不在意尘土。他只是想尽快搞到糖。

8.要是树液足够在雪地里凝成一小块，或是能用他木制的搅勺从壶底刮出些糖渣，男孩就乐不可支。男孩的手、脸和衣服上都沾满了糖液，可他一点儿都不在乎。

有时男孩被留下守着熬汁的壶，就在木棍的一头绑上片猪肉，在壶里快要沸腾的时候探进去。他有一根长长的圆棍，一头被磨光削尖，专门用来干这事儿。他时不时地去尝那么一下子，看看够不够甜，同时还得提防着别烫坏了舌头。

烟尘扑面而来，男孩满身都脏兮兮的。他整个人身上又是灰又是土的，还甜滋滋的，连他妈妈都没办法认出男孩本来的样子。

9.男孩还喜欢在热乎乎的汤汁里煮鸡蛋，在炉灰里烤土豆。要是大人们允许，他能日日夜夜都待在帐篷里。有几个短工就是在小屋里过夜，好看着炉火一直燃烧。他和他们睡在一起，在午夜时分醒来，看着天空，记起自己读过的所有冒险故事。

后来，男孩告诉其他的男孩子说，有一天夜里，他听见的声音很像是来自一头熊。

10.对于男孩来说，“结糖”的时刻至关重大。有时所有工序在夜晚结束，接下来的狂欢就有了借口。邻居们都会被请过来，有时甚至镇子里漂亮的姑娘们也会到访。她们甜蜜的声音与愉快的笑声能填满整个树林。

除了营地里温暖的区域，其他的地面上依然覆着白雪。篝火将树枝映得清楚而分明，红光点亮了小树屋，冲破黑暗的云霄，也照亮了大桶和树上的木桶，还有糖壶边来来往往的人群。整个场景都被染上了童话般的色彩。

11.在这样的聚会上，每个人都能尽情地品尝枫糖，而懂得诀窍的人可以吃得更多。滚烫的枫糖有种奇特的魅力，就算你今天吃得都快吐了，到了第二天，你还是想吃更多。

在“结糖”的时候，人们直接把滚烫的糖液泼到雪地里，糖液就会凝结成一块蜡状的东西。我敢说，那是人们能发明出来的最美味的东西。而要想吃到嘴里，也得费一番工夫。

要是有人咬了一大块，在整块糖化掉之前，他都没办法合上嘴。糖块在嘴里溶开的感觉其实相当不错，就是人没办法讲话了。

12.男孩曾经弄了一大块，然后递给狗吃。就像对待其他东西一样，狗儿一把捉住，咬了上去。当狗发现自己没办法再张开嘴的时候，它脸上惊讶万分的表情有意思极了。

狗先是摇了摇头，然后绝望地坐下了。紧接着它开始转圈，在林子里来回地跑。除了爬上树哀嚎之外，它什么事儿都干了——要是能嚎的话，它就能抒发一下心里的郁闷。可它连这个也干不成呀！





SPRING

By HENRY TIMROD

Henry Timrod, a favorite lyric poet of the South, was a native of Charleston, and died in 1867, after having endured ill health and poverty brought about by the ravages of the war.His war lyrics and poems of nature are marked by vigor and a genuine pathos.

Spring, with that nameless pathos in the air

Which dwells with all things fair—

Spring, with her golden suns and silver rain,

Is with us once again.

In the deep heart of every forest tree，

The blood is all aglee，

And there's a look about the leafless bowers，

As if they dreamed of flowers.

Yet still on every side we trace the hand

Of winter in the land,

Save where the maple reddens on the lawn,

Flushed by the season's dawn.

But many gleams and shadows needs must pass

Along the budding grass

And weeks go by before the enamored South

Shall kiss the rose's mouth.

Still there's a sense of blossoms yet unborn

In the sweet airs of morn;

One almost looks to see the very street

Grow purple at his feet.

At times a fragrant breeze comes floating by,

And brings, you know not why,

A feeling as when eager crowds await

Before a palace gate.

Some wondrous pageant; and you scarce would start,

If from some beech's heart

A blue-eyed dryad, stepping forth, should say，

“Behold me ! I am May!”

春

亨利·萨默尔德

亨利·萨默尔德，著名的南方抒情诗人，查尔斯顿人，在经历战争带来的贫困和疾病后，卒于1867年。他的抒情诗和自然诗歌充满了自然活力与真诚的哀愁。

春，带着空气中无名的哀婉，

与一切美好光明的事物同在。

春，带着她金色的暖阳和银色的雨丝，

再一次光临我们。

在每一片林木深处，

都迷漫着生机，

满眼无叶的枝条弯曲如锚，

它们似乎做着花朵的梦想。

在这片土地的每一个地方，

我们仍能追踪到冬的作为。

除了草地上变红的枫树，

被季节交替所改变。

而在小草的萌发和生长过程中，

必然有光阴的身影掠过。

数周之前，在迷人的南方，

玫瑰花的嫩唇已可亲可吻。

晨曦甜美的空气中，

将生的绽放静静流淌。

猛然间发现，

偌大的街道已是姹紫嫣红。

香气飘浮，

让你不明所以，

那感觉犹如万众期盼

一睹君容。

这场盛会有些奇妙，你几乎没有准备好，

就如同从山毛榉中

跳出来的蓝眼睛精灵对你说：

“看我的！我是五月！”





SIR WALTER SCOTT

manuscript　minstrelsy　paralysis

手稿 吟游技艺 瘫痪

1.Walter Scott, the great master of fiction, was born in the beautiful old city of Edinburgh, Scotland, in the year 1771.His father was a lawyer, and Walter was his third son.The boy was strong and healthy as a baby, but when he was about two years old he lost the use of his right leg as the result of a fever.He was sent to his grandfather's farm at Sandy-Know.

One of the boy's first memories was of being wrapped in a sheep's skin and trying to creep after a watch which was dragged along the floor by his grandfather.When the day was fine he was usually carried out and laid beside the old shepherd among the rocks where he fed his sheep.

2.The free life in the open air and upon the heather-covered hills gave him strength, and he became a strong, robust man, although he was somewhat lame all his life.Scott's father and mother belonged to famous old Scottish families, and many were the tales of the border life and its heroes to which the boy listened.

His mother had inspired him with a fondness for poetry, and he used to read Pope and Homer to her.He was much interested in the old ballads of border warfare and legends of his own country, which he soon knew by heart.

3.Little Walter spent the greater part of his time up to his eighth year at Sandy-Know with his aunt and grandmother, who were very fond of him.His aunt went with him one year to Bath, hoping the waters there would help him, and in his eighth year he was sent to another famous shore resort.

There he met an old soldier who had been in all the German wars, and loved to tell the stories of his battles to the bright-eyed boy.The War of the Revolution was then going on, and they often talked about that.

It was about that time that General Burgoyne sailed for America with his men.Walter had just been shown a picture of the American coast, and the country looked so rugged and had so many lakes that he said he did n't believe the General would succeed.This made the old Captain very indignant, and after Burgoyne's defeat he would have little to do with the boy.

4.When Walter was nine years old, he returned to Edinburgh and entered the high school there.He had had little preparation, and was backward in Latin and Greek.He did his best to make up for his lameness, and his playmates thought him a brave, fearless little fellow, who could tell capital stories.

They spent many a winter's evening around the fire-place, listening to his stories and looking up to him with as much admiration as if he had been the best football or cricket player in the school.

This was good training for the future novelist, and the keen-witted Scotch laddies, with their eager faces glowing in the ruddy light of the hearth fire, were no mean critics.

5.At twelve years of age he was sent to the Edinburgh University, where he spent three years.Scott's father wished him to become a lawyer like himself, so the future novelist turned his attention to the studies which would help in the legal profession.He spent much of his time in reading stories of adventure, travel, and voyages, and soon tried to imitate what he so admired.

After leaving college, he entered his father's office.He disliked the work there; but his love for his father made him wish to please him, and he was admitted to the bar in 1792.He soon became as famous for his story-telling among the young lawyers as he had been among the schoolboys.There were leisure hours, and Scott was able to read many things outside of his law books.

6.He was greatly interested in old ballads and relics.Many of the Scotch ballads and old war songs had never been printed, but were held in the memories of the old peasants.These old Scottish songs had much strength and expression, and the airs to which they were sung were full of weird music.

The young lawyer made many journeys among the Scottish hills, visiting the cabins of the old Highlanders, whose eyes would flash as they poured forth the songs of their early days.

One of Scott's friends, Mr.Shortreed, traveled with him on several of these trips.There was no inn where they might stop, so the travelers went from the shepherd's hut to the minister's manse, gathering songs and relics.

7.“It was in this same season, I think,” says Mr.Shortreed, “that Sir Walter got from Dr.Elliot the large, old, border war horn, which you may still see hanging in the armory at Abbotsford.How great he was when he was made master of that! I believe it had been found in Hermitage Castle, and one of the doctor's servants had used it many a day as a grease horn for his scythe before they discovered its history.When cleaned out it was never a hair the worse—the original chain, hoop, and mouthpiece of steel were all entire.

“Sir Walter carried it home all the way slung about his neck like Johnny Gilpin's bottle, while I was entrusted with an ancient bridle bit, which we had likewise picked up.”

8.Scott's fancy for ballads led him to study German, that he might read this style of poetry in that language, and his first attempt at writing a poem was the turning of the German ballad “Leonora” into English verse.This he did in a single night, at the request of a young lady.When he read it to her at the breakfast table she told him that she thought he was going to be a poet.

He was pleased with his own success, and followed this work with some ballads of his own.In 1802 he sent out a book called “Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border”.In the meantime he had married Charlotte Carpenter, and had also been appointed a sheriff, an office with a good salary and light duties.

9.He was able to continue his writing.His first book was followed by “Marmion” “The Lady of the Lake”, and other poems, each adding to his fame.He was a word painter, and his writing was filled with pictures of sunset, sea, and forest; but his portraits were still truer to life, and his historical characters walk before the eyes of his readers as in the olden days.

In the summer of 1798 Scott hired a pretty cottage at Laiswade, about six miles from Edinburgh, and there he and his wife spent several happy summers.It was a small house, but there was a garden which was a great source of pleasure to the poet.

He once said that he never was prouder of his handiwork than after finishing a rustic archway at the entrance of the Edinburgh road.It was here that he began to feel something of his real power and wrote some of those ballads which made his name great.

10.In 1805 Scott began writing a novel called “Waverly”.He showed the first seven chapters to a friend, who was not pleased with it; so he laid the manuscript aside.He afterwards felt sure that a High-land romance would succeed, and thought he would complete it, but was unable to find it.

Some years later, when looking for some fishing tackle for a friend, he came across it in an old desk; he finished it, and it was published in 1814 without the name of any author, as Scott was a little fearful that it might not suc-ceed, and left it to win its own way in the world.

The book soon attracted attention, and Scott was suspected of having written it.“Waverly” was followed by other novels, and Scott became the popular author of his day.

11.In 1811 Walter Scott bought a hundred acres of moorland, bleak and bare, on the river Tweed, near Melrose.The place was filled with historic memories, and Scott planted it with trees and flowers.He transformed the house into a castle, with an armory, a library of poetry and history, and a museum; for the relics of ancient Scotland were still dear to him.

Walter Scott had four children, two girls and two boys.They were a constant delight to their father, who took interest in all their joys and sorrows, and they thought no pleasure complete without his presence.

Washington Irving visited Scott in 1817, and wrote thus to his brother Peter:

“It is a perfect picture to see Scott and his household assembled of an evening, —the dogs, stretched before the fire, the cat perched on a chair, Mrs.Scott and the girls sewing, and Scott either reading out of some old romance or telling border stories.Our amusements were occasionally diversified by a border song from Sophia, who is as well versed in border minstrelsy as her father.”

12.Thus passed the happy days at Abbotsford, as Scott named his home; and one of Scott's uncles said: “God bless thee, Walter, my man ! Thou hast risen to be great; but thou wast always good.” In 1821 Scott was made Sir Walter Scott, Baronet of Abbotsford.

In the year 1826 the firm in which he had become a partner failed.Scott gave his fortune toward paying the creditors, keeping Abbotsford for his family, and then redoubled his efforts to pay what was still owing.He wrote twenty novels in the last ten years of his life, working constantly and refusing to receive aid.He was offered the position of poet laureate, but declined the honor, probably because of the task set before him.

13.This strain, together with the death of his beloved wife, was too great for his health, and brought on paralysis.A royal vessel was provided to take the invalid to Italy, and he visited Malta, Naples, and Rome.He had finished his task and paid the debt; but his life work was over.

He returned to his dear Home at Abbotsford, and at the sight of its familiar scenes he sprang up with a cry of delight.“I have seen much,” he kept saying as they wheeled him through the rooms, “but nothing like my ain house; give me one turn more.”

14.It was on a beautiful mild day in the September of 1832, and in that dear home, surrounded by those whom he loved, that Sir Walter Scott breathed his last.He was laid by the side of his wife at Dryburgh Abbey, in the border country his pen had made famous; and travelers from all parts of the world visit his home and last resting-place.

The city of Edinburgh contains a beautiful monument to his memory.There, in the very heart of the city, he sits upon a marble throne, under a canopy of carven stone, —a tribute to his great genius and his pure, noble character.

沃尔特·司各特爵士

1.1771年，伟大的小说家沃尔特·司各特在苏格兰美丽而古老的城市爱丁堡出生。他的父亲是一名律师，而沃尔特是他第三个儿子。尚在襁褓之中时，沃尔特是一个健壮的婴孩，但到了两岁的时候，一场高烧损伤了他的右腿。他被送去祖父位于桑德诺的农场疗养。

在男孩最初的记忆里，他裹着羊皮，在地板上爬着奋力追逐被祖父牵引着的怀表。当天气晴朗的时候，他会被背到户外，躺在老牧羊人的身边，在岩石间沉沉睡去。

2.自由自在的生活与清新的空气令他恢复了健康，尽管终生都被跛脚所困扰，但沃尔特最终成为了富有活力的强壮青年。他的父母都来自苏格兰富有名望的古老家族，男孩从小就听着族中英雄的冒险事迹长大。

沃尔特从母亲那里继承了对诗歌的热爱，经常为她朗诵蒲柏与荷马的诗作。他也热衷于本国那些描述古代传奇战争的歌谣，并很快熟记于心。

3.在8岁之前，孩提时的沃尔特在桑德诺与祖母和姑姑度过了许多快乐时光，备受宠爱。他的姑母总是让他沐浴，希望水能为他带来活力。在他8岁的时候，被带去了一处著名的海滨疗养院。

在那里，沃尔特遇见了一名参加过无数场对德战争的老兵。面对这个有一双明亮大眼睛的男孩，老兵高兴地讲述了许多自己服役时的故事。时逢独立战争期间，他们也经常就此话题展开谈论。

当时正值伯格因将军远征美国。沃尔特看过描绘美国海岸的图片，那个国度的地势异常险恶，湖泊众多。他无法相信将军能够胜利，这一点令那名老兵很愤慨，但当伯格因将军真的战败之后，他便与男孩绝交了。

4.沃尔特到了9岁时，便返回爱丁堡上学。他毫无基础可言，对拉丁语与希腊语更是头疼。他尽了最大努力去弥补自己腿脚的缺陷，而玩伴们都一直将他视为勇敢无畏的小家伙，还很会讲故事。

在冬天的夜里，大家一同聚集在火炉前听沃尔特讲故事。他们带着敬仰望着他，好像他是学校里最棒的橄榄球员或板球手似的。

这为沃尔特将来的小说创作打下了良好的基础。炉火照亮了苏格兰淑女们聪颖的面庞，她们是热切又宽容的好听众。

5.到了12岁，沃尔特被送去爱丁堡大学深造，他在那里度过了3年。他的父亲希望他做一名律师，子承父业。于是，这位未来的小说家便将精力集中于有助于法律事业的课程上。他花大量时间阅读冒险、旅行与航海题材的故事，并且很快就决定依文效仿。

大学毕业之后，沃尔特进了父亲的律师事务所工作。他并不喜欢那里的工作，但对父亲的敬爱之情令沃尔特渴望取悦于他。1792年，他获得了出庭高等法院的资格。很快，与在学生生涯一样，年轻的律师们都知道他有一肚子好故事。而在工作之余，他也阅读了大量各种领域的书籍。

6.古代战役与遗产题材的书特别能吸引沃尔特。苏格兰有许多关于远古战争的歌谣都没有被印刷出版，只有一些上了年纪的农民知晓。那些历史悠久的歌谣富于情感与表现力，旋律也有种奇特的魅力。

沃尔特曾多次游览苏格兰的山林，拜访高地地区的老农民。当唱起年代久远的歌谣时，他们的眼中闪烁着明亮的光芒。

沃尔特的友人肖特里德曾与他同游过几次，收集诗歌与民谣。他们所到之处没有客栈，于是两人时而栖身于牧羊人的小屋，时而借宿于大臣们的府上。

7.“就是那段时期，沃尔特爵士从埃利奥特医生那里得到了一只巨大的、古老的、镶着边的号角，它现在还被挂在阿伯茨福德的军械库里。当他得到那号角时，是多么高兴啊！那应该是在赫米蒂奇堡被发现的，而在它的历史被发现之前，医生的一名仆人拿它做镰刀的注油器，使用了很多年。当号角被清洗干净之后，它毫发未伤，声音洪亮，连钢制的吹口都是完好无损的。”肖特里德这样说。

“沃尔特爵士将它带回家中，一路上挂在脖子上，好像他拿的是约翰·吉尔平的瓶子似的。我则被委以重任，保管着我们当时一同发现的挂绳。”

8.出于对民谣的热爱，沃尔特还开始学习德文，以便阅读德语诗歌。而他的第一首诗歌创作，便是将德国歌谣《利奥诺拉》翻译成英文版本。那是来自一名年轻女子的请求，而他忙了整整一晚。第二天的早餐聚会上，当他对女士朗读那首诗时，对方说他将来必然会成为一名诗人。

沃尔特为自己的成功感到喜悦，并且继续创作了几首作品。在1802年，他出版了一部题为《苏格兰边疆的吟游诗人》的书籍。与此同时，他与夏洛特.卡朋特喜结连理，并被任命为治安官，薪金优厚，事务清闲。

9.于是沃尔特得以继续进行创作活动。《马米恩》《湖边女士》等其他诗作令他名气大涨。他也善于绘画，为所有的文章附上描绘阳光、海洋与森林的插图。他描绘的人物形象栩栩如生，翔实地为读者刻画出了历史人物应有的风貌。

1798年夏，司各特在距爱丁堡6英里处的莱斯韦德租赁了一座小屋，并在那里与妻子度过了许多快乐的夏日时光。房子很小，屋后的花园为他带来了许多诗作的灵感。

沃尔特曾说过，自己最引以为傲的作品，是为通向爱丁堡的路口打造的一座木质拱门。而在那间小屋里，他真正认识到了自己的才能，创作出了在日后奠定他名望与地位的诗作。

10.1805年，司各特开始创作小说《韦弗利》。他将最初的七章送给友人试阅，然而反响不佳，于是便将手稿搁置了。之后，他确信一部描写高地浪漫史的作品会获得成功，并决心完成的时候，却无法找到原稿了。

数年后，当为一位友人寻找渔具的时候，沃尔特偶然在一张旧书桌里发现了原稿。他写完了全书，并在1814年以匿名的形式出版。司各特对于该书的成败有些担忧，于是决定不借助自己的名声，让作品接受真实的反响。

这部作品很快就引起了关注，而司各特也曾被质疑是该书的作者。《韦弗利》及其后的几部作品，令司各特成为了当时的畅销作家。

11.1811年，司各特在美尔罗斯附近的特威德河边购买了100英亩的荒地。那里荒芜而贫瘠，却充满了历史的回忆。司各特在荒野里种植树木与花卉，他将房屋改造成城堡，里面有一座军械库、一座历史诗歌文学馆和一家博物馆。苏格兰的远古歌谣依然令他心动不已。

沃尔特·司各特有4个孩子，两男两女。他们对父亲非常喜爱，因为他关心他们的喜怒哀乐，是最好的良伴。

1817年，华盛顿·欧文造访了司各特家，并在寄给自己兄长彼得的信中写道：

“晚间的司各特一家，真是一幅令人赏心悦目的画卷。猎犬们伏在火炉前，猫咪盘坐在椅上。司各特太太带着女儿做女工，而司各特本人要么阅读一些历史悠久的浪漫小说，要么讲些类似题材的故事。有时，索菲亚也会为我们放歌一曲，聊以助兴。她与自己的父亲一样，对歌谣广为涉猎。”

12.司各特将自己的住处命名为阿伯茨福德，而他的一位叔父这样说过：“老天保佑你，我的孩子！你的成就是这样瞩目，又是这么好的一个人啊！”1821年，司各特被封爵，从此被称为“阿伯茨福德准男爵”。

1826年，司各特参与合伙经营的公司破产。司各特拿出所有财产，只设法为自己的家人保住了阿伯茨福德，并加倍努力偿还剩余的债务。在他生命中的最后10年间，他拒绝他人的援助，鞠躬尽瘁，创作了20部小说。他被推举为桂冠诗人，但或许是出于对伴随而来的重任的抵触，司各特推辞了这份荣耀。

13.挚爱妻子的去世对司各特的健康造成了毁灭性的打击，导致他罹患中风。他被一艘皇家航船送往意大利疗养，游览了马耳他、那不勒斯与罗马。司各特最终履行了自己的职责，还清了债务，但他的创作生涯也走到了尽头。

司各特回到自己在阿伯茨福德的家园，当看见熟悉的风景时，他欢呼出声：“我见识过了许多风景！”当家人推着他的轮椅走过大大小小的房间时，他继续说道：“可没有什么比得上我自己的家——再推着我转一圈儿。”

14.在1832年9月的一个晴天，在喜爱的家中，被深爱的人环绕着，沃尔特·司各特爵士停止了呼吸。他被安葬在德赖堡的教堂中自己妻子的旁边。他的功绩令这偏远之地声名远扬，全世界的游客络绎不绝地来到他的家乡，瞻仰他的安息之地。

在爱丁堡市，有一座美丽的纪念碑。在城市的中心，司各特身处大理石的御座，头顶是石刻的篷盖。这是对他卓越的才能与高贵、纯粹灵魂的最好纪念。





WALTER RALEIGH MEETS　QUEEN ELIZABETH

By SIR WALTER SCOTT

From “Kenilworth”

pensioners（pensioner）　liegemen

领退休金的人（复数） 臣下

agility　intuitively

敏捷 直觉的

1.The royal barge, manned with the queen's watermen richly attired in the regal liveries, and having the banner of England displayed, lay at the great stairs which ascended from the river.

The yeomen of the guard, the tallest and most handsome men whom England could produce, guarded the passage from the palace gate to the riverside, and all seemed in readiness for the queen's coming forth, although the day was yet so early.

Walter Raleigh caused the boat to be pulled toward a landing-place at some distance from the principal one, which it would not, at that moment, have been thought respectful to approach, and jumped on shore, followed, though with reluctance, by his cautious and timid companions.

As they approached the gate of the palace, one of the sergeant porters told them they could not at present enter, as Her Majesty was in the act of coming forth.

2.“Nay, I told you as much before,” said Blount; “do, I pray you, my dear Walter, let us take boat and return.”

“Not till I see the queen come forth,” returned the youth composedly.

“Thou art mad, stark mad!” answered Blount.

“And thou,” said Walter, “art turned coward of the sudden.Thou wouldst blink and go back to shun the frown of a fair lady!”

At this moment the gates opened, and ushers began to issue forth in array, preceded and flanked by the band of Gentlemen Pensioners.After this, amid a crowd of lords and ladies, yet so disposed around her that she could see and be seen on all sides, came Elizabeth herself, then in the prime of womanhood and in the full glow of what in a sovereign was called beauty.She leaned on the arm of Lord Hunsdon.

3.The young cavalier had probably never yet approached so near the person of his sovereign, and he pressed forward as far as the line of warders permitted, in order to avail himself of the present opportunity.

His companion, on the contrary, kept pulling him backward, till Walter shook him off impatiently, and let his rich cloak drop carelessly from one shoulder, —a natural action which served, however, to display to the best advantage his well-proportioned person.

Unbonneting at the same time, Raleigh fixed his eager gaze on the queen's approach with a mixture of respectful curiosity and modest yet ardent admiration, which suited so well his fine features that the warders, struck with his rich attire and noble countenance, suffered him to approach the ground over which the queen was to pass somewhat closer than was permitted to ordinary spectators.

4.Thus the adventurous youth stood full in Elizabeth's eye —an eye never indifferent to the admiration which she deservedly excited among her subjects or to the fair proportions of external form which chanced to distinguish any of her courtiers.

Accordingly, she fixed her keen glance on the youth as she approached the place where he stood, with a look in which surprise at his boldness seemed to be unmingled with resentment, while a trifling accident happened which attracted her attention toward him yet more strongly.

The night had been rainy, and just where the young gentleman stood, a small quantity of mud interrupted the queen's passage.As she hesitated to pass on, the gallant, throwing his cloak from his shoulders, laid it on the miry spot so as to insure her stepping over it dry-shod.

Elizabeth looked at the young man, who accompanied this act of devoted courtesy with a profound reverence and a blush that overspread his whole countenance.

5.The queen was confused and blushed in her turn, nodded her head, hastily passed on, and embarked in her barge without saying a word.

“Come along, Sir Coxcomb,” said Blount; “your gay cloak will need the brush today, I wot.”

“This cloak,” said the youth, taking it up and folding it, “shall never be brushed while in my possession.”

“And that will not be long if you learn not a little more economy.”

6.Their discourse was here interrupted by one of the Band of Pensioners.

“I was sent,” said he, after looking at them attentively, “to a gentleman who hath no cloak, or a muddy one.You, sir, I think,” addressing the younger cavalier, “are the man; you will please to follow me.”

“He is in attendance on me,” said Blount, “on me, the noble Earl of Sussex's master of horse.”

“I have nothing to say to that,” answered the messenger; “my orders are directly from Her Majesty and concern this gentleman only.”

So saying, he walked away, followed by Walter, leaving the others behind, Blount's eyes almost starting from his head with the excess of his astonishment.At length he gave vent to it in an exclamation: “Who would have thought this?” And, shaking his head with a mysterious air, he walked to his own boat, embarked, and returned to Deptford.

7.The young cavalier was in the meanwhile guided to the water side by the Pensioner, who showed him considerable respect.He ushered him into one of the wherries which lay ready to attend the queen's barge, which was already proceeding up the river.

The two rowers used their oars with such expedition at the signal of the Gentleman Pensioner that they very soon brought their little skiff under the stern of the queen's boat, where she sat beneath an awning, attended by two or three ladies and the nobles of her house-hold.

She looked more than once at the wherry in which the young adventurer was seated, spoke to those around her, and seemed to laugh.

8.At length one of the attendants, by the queen's order apparently, made a sign for the wherry to come alongside, and the young man was desired to step from his own skiff into the queen's barge, which he performed with graceful agility at the fore part of the boat, and was brought aft to the queen's presence, the wherry at the same time dropping into the rear.

The youth underwent the gaze of Her Majesty not the less gracefully that his self-possession was mingled with embarrassment.The muddied cloak still hung upon his arm and formed the natural topic with which the queen introduced the conversation.

9.“You have this day spoiled a gay mantle in our service, young man.We thank you for your service, though the manner of offering it was unusual and something bold.”

“In a sovereign's need,” answered the youth, “it is each liegeman's duty to be bold.”

“Indeed, that was well said, my lord,” said the queen, turning to a grave person who sat by her and answered with a grave inclination of the head.

“Well, young man, your gallantry shall not go unrewarded.Go to the wardrobe keeper and he shall have orders to supply the suit which you have cast away in our service.Thou shalt have a suit, and that of the newest cut, I promise thee, on the word of a princess.”

10.“May it please your grace,” said Walter hesitatingly, “it is not for so humble a servant of Your Majesty to measure out your bounties; but if it became me to choose—”

“Thou wouldst have gold, I warrant me,” said the queen, interrupting him; “fie, young man! I take shame to say that in our capital such and so various are the means of thriftless folly that to give gold to youth is giving fuel to fire and furnishing them with the means of self-destruction.If I live and reign, these means of unchristian excess shall be abridged.Yet thou mayest be poor，” she added, “or thy parents may be; it shall be gold if thou wilt, but thou shalt answer to me for the use on't.”

11.Walter waited patiently until the queen had done and then modestly assured her that gold was still less in his wish than the raiment Her Majesty had before offered.

“How, boy!” said the queen, “neither gold nor garment? What is it thou wouldst have of me, then?”

“Only permission, madam—if it is not asking too high an honor—to wear the cloak which did you this trifling service.”

“Permission to wear thine own cloak, thou silly boy?” said the queen.

“It is no longer mine,” said Walter; “when Your Majesty's foot touched it it became a fit mantle for a prince, but far too rich a one for its former owner.”

12.The queen again blushed, and endeavored to cover by laughing a slight degree of not unpleasing surprise and confusion.

“Heard you ever the like, my lords? The youth's head is turned with reading romances.I must know something of him that I may send him safe to his friends.What art thou?”

“Raleigh is my name, most gracious queen, the youngest son of a large but honorable family of Devonshire.”

“Raleigh?” said Elizabeth, after a moment's recollection; “have we not heard of your service in Ireland?”

“I have been so fortunate as to do some service there, madam,” replied Raleigh; “scarce, however, of consequence sufficient to reach Your Grace's ears.”

13.“They hear farther than you think of,” said the queen graciously, “and have heard of ayouth who defended a ford in Shannon against a whole band of rebels until the stream ran purple with their blood and his own.”

“Some blood I may have lost,” said the youth, looking down; “but it was where my best is due, and that is in Your Majesty's service.”

The queen paused and then said hastily：“You are very young to have fought so well and to speak so well.So hark ye, Master Raleigh, see thou fail not to wear thy muddy cloak till our pleasure be further known.And here,” she added, giving him a jewel of gold in the form of a chessman, “I give thee this to wear at the collar.”

14.Raleigh knelt, and, as he took from her hand the jewel, kissed the fingers which gave it.

He knew how to mingle the devotion claimed by the queen with the gallantry due to her personal beauty.In this, his first attempt to unite them, he succeeded so well as at once to gratify Elizabeth's personal vanity and her love of power.

沃尔特·雷利觐见伊丽莎白女王

沃尔特·司各特爵士

选自《肯纳尔沃斯堡》

1.女王的水手们身着华丽的制服，合力驱动着皇家游艇。艇上印制着大英帝国的标志，停靠在自河中升起的阶梯旁边。

女王的守卫们都是全英国最为高大英俊的，他们一路护卫着女王从河边到宫殿的路程。尽管天色尚早，士兵们却已经进入随时待命的状态。

沃尔特·雷利将小船拖到一处浅地系牢。该处距离游艇不远，眼下，这似乎有些不敬。他跳上岸去，身后是他谨慎而胆怯的同伴们，犹犹豫豫、不情不愿地跟着。

当他们走到宫殿门前，被一位守卫告知眼下不可进入，因为尊敬的女王陛下马上就要出宫了。

2.“瞧，我早就告诉过你啦，”布朗特开口了，“我恳求你，亲爱的沃尔特，我们驾船返回吧。”

“在我见到女王之前，不成。”青年镇定沉着地答道。

“你可真是疯了，彻彻底底的没救了！”布朗特骂道。

“而你怎么突然成了个懦夫啊？”沃尔特说，“美丽淑女的一次蹙眉，就能让你眼都不眨地逃回老家去吗？”

宫门就在这个时候敞开了，引路的仆从们列队前进，绅士近卫队则跟从在队列的两侧。领主与贵妇们走在这些人的后面，他们簇拥着伊丽莎白女王，却无法遮蔽她的光辉。女王散发着成熟的魅力，容光焕发，威严而美丽。她挽着亨斯顿爵士的手臂。

3.青年似乎从来没有如此接近他的女王，他尽可能地越过守卫的阻拦往前挤，不顾一切地想要捕捉有利的时机。

青年的同伴则恰恰相反，一直抓着沃尔特往后拽，直到青年不耐烦地甩开了他，繁复的披风被他抖得从一边的肩膀上滑落了下去。而这个无心的举动却令他看上去格外高贵潇洒。

摆脱了束缚之后，雷利急切地看向女王的队列。他的目光中既有尊敬与好奇，也有谦逊与热烈的钦慕。这神色与他华丽的袍服和高贵的气质相得益彰，令守卫也不由得放松了拦阻，令他比一般所能允许的范围更加靠近了女王。

4.于是，这位富有冒险精神的青年就映入了伊丽莎白女王的眼帘。无论是对司空见惯的钦慕，还是对这人英俊不俗的相貌，她都不为所动。

在路过青年身边时，伊丽莎白女王只是严厉地看了他一眼，同时惊讶于青年脸上的神情似乎由跃跃欲试渐渐转化为了怒气。而就在此时，一件微不足道的小事令女王对青年留下了深刻的印象。

前天晚上下起了大雨，而就在青年站立的地方，有一小块泥泞阻拦了女王的去路。当她犹豫着想要迈过去的时候，这位英俊风流的青年从肩上解下披风，铺在污泥之上，令女王的鞋子得以保持干爽。

伊丽莎白注视着那位青年，他的行动谦恭有礼，充满敬意，脸上却染上了腼腆的红潮。

5.女王有些疑惑，也微微红了脸。她点了点头，略显匆忙地走了过去，一言不发地上了游艇。

“来吧，花花爵士。”布朗特说，“我看，你那漂亮的披风得赶紧刷洗一下啦。”

“这件披风，”青年把它捡起来折好，“只要它还是我的，就绝不会洗。”

“你要是不赚点钱的话，很快它就不是啦。”

6.护卫队里的一个人打断了他们的对话。

“我被派来，”在谨慎地打量了他们一番之后，来人说，“找一个没穿披风或是披风很脏的人。我猜，先生，就是您了。”他转向更为年少的那一位：“请您跟我来。”

“他找的是我，”布朗特说道，“我，来自苏克塞斯的高贵骑士。”

“我对此无可奉告，”信使说道，“我是直接奉命于女王，而命令只与这位绅士有关。”

这样说着，护卫带着沃尔特离开了。布朗特惊讶得眼珠子都快瞪出眶了，他忍不住喊了出来：“谁能想到这个啊！”然后，他不得其解地摇着头，上了自己的小船，回德特福德去了。

7.与此同时，年轻的绅士被那名护卫毕恭毕敬地带到了河边。他将沃尔特引上尾随着女王游艇的一条舢板，游艇已然快要出发。

护卫一发信号，两名训练有素的船员便摇起桨来，很快便将小船划到了女王游艇的后方。她正端坐在篷盖之下，身边有两三名淑女和几位皇室的亲眷。

女王看了几眼年轻的冒险家乘坐的舢板，对周围的人低语了几句，然后笑了起来。

8.最后，显然是遵从了女王的号令，一名仆从发出信号叫舢板靠近。青年人渴望已久，他优雅地轻跃上游艇的前端，然后被引领到女王座前。与此同时，舢板悄然退去。

在女王万般优雅的注视之下，青年沉着的神态渐渐泛起一丝窘迫。他的胳膊上依旧挂着那件泥泞的披风，自然而然地，成为了两人对话的引子。

9.“你在今日为我牺牲了一件华美的披风，青年人。我感谢你的效劳，即使你做事的方式有些异常与鲁莽。”

“如果君主需要，”青年回应道，“那么每个忠实的臣子都有义务作出鲁莽之举。”

“诚然，这句话说得不错，我的大人。”女王转头，对身边一位气度威严的人物说道。然后她优雅而威严地微微侧脸，说道：

“好吧，青年人，你的风度应当受到嘉奖。到负责衣装的人那里去，他会补偿你的损失。我以女王的名义向你保证，你会得到一套最时尚华丽的衣装。”

10.“承蒙陛下的好意，”沃尔特犹豫地说道，“可倘若您谦卑的仆从想获得更多的赏赐呢？”

“你会得到黄金，我保证。”女王打断了他，“好吧，年轻人！我不得不很遗憾地说，在首都有那么多挥霍钱财的方式，而给青年人金钱，就如同火上浇油。只要我还在位，那些堕落的勾当就会被镇压禁止。但你也可能是囊中羞涩。”她又说道：“或者你的父母处境贫寒，如果你想要，就会得到金子，只是别告诉我你打算怎样花它们。”

11.沃尔特耐心地等待着，直到女王说完。然后谦恭地对女王保证道，比起女王陛下之前提议的衣装，金子更不符合他的期望。

“怎么了？男孩儿？”女王问道，“不要金子，也不要华服？那么你想从我这里得到什么呢？”

“只是一个请求，我的女士。如果不僭越的话，请赐给我穿上这为您效力过的披风的荣耀。”

“你这愚蠢的男孩，是想请求我允许你穿上自己的披风吗？”女王问道。

“它已经不再是我的了。”沃尔特回答道，“被陛下您的御足踏过之后，它便已然为王者所有，与它之前的主人相比，简直是无上的尊贵。”

12.红潮再次染上女王的面容，她轻笑着遮掩自己的羞涩，带着掺杂着喜悦的惊讶与困惑。

“你们听见了吗？我的大人们？这位年轻人一定是读了太多的浪漫小说了。我必须得问个清楚，然后把他安全地送回友人的身边。你叫什么名字？”

“美丽优雅的女王啊，我的名字是雷利，我是庞大而高贵的家族——德文希尔家的幼子。”

“雷利？”女王回忆了一下，然后说，“我们听说过你在爱尔兰的事迹。”

“在那里为您效命，是我的荣幸，陛下。”雷利回答道，“然而能为您所知，我实在是诚惶诚恐。”

13.“我身边有很多千里耳呢，”女王亲切地说道，“他们告诉我在香农的一处浅滩上，有名勇敢的青年与一整队海盗作战，直到水流被敌人与他自己的鲜血染红。”

“我确实流了一点儿血，”青年垂头说道，“但那是我的职责，也是对女王应尽的义务。”

女王停顿了片刻，然后有些局促地说道：“你风华正茂，却又精于战斗与言辞。那么听好了，雷利大人，在我想出别的奖赏之前，你被许可穿着那件泥泞的披风。”“还有，”她又递给他一枚由黄金雕刻的棋子，“这个给你，可以佩戴在领子上。”

14.雷利屈膝跪下，当他从女王手里接过那枚黄金棋子时，他亲吻了女王的手指。

雷利十分清楚怎样将对女王美貌的爱慕与威严的尊敬混为一谈。通过这一招，他既满足了女王个人的虚荣，又恭维了她的地位，成功地在女王心里留下了深刻的印象。





LINCOLN'S GETTYSBURG SPEECH

1.When Abraham Lincoln had gained the people's ear, men noticed that he scarcely made a speech or wrote a state paper in which there was not an illustration or a quotation from the Bible.He had been thoroughly instructed in it by his mother.

It was the one book always found in the pioneer's cabin, and to that, being a woman of deep religious feeling, she turned for sympathy and guidance.Out of it she taught her boy to spell and read, and with its poetry, histories, and principles she so familiarized him that they always influenced his subsequent life.

2.In the good President's religious faith two leading ideas were prominent from first to last, —man's helplessness, both as to strength and wisdom, and God's helpfulness in both.

To a friend who anxiously asked him in the dark days of 1862, “Do you think we shall succeed?” he said, “I believe our cause is just; I believe that we shall conquer in the end.I should be very glad to take my neck out of the yoke and go back to my old home and my old life at Springfield.But it has pleased Almighty God to place me in this position; and, looking up to Him for support, I must discharge my destiny as best I can.”

3.The words of Lincoln seemed to grow more clear and more remarkable as he approached the end.His last inaugural was characterized by a solemn, religious tone, peculiarly free from earthly passion.Listen to his words:

“With malice toward none, with charity for all, with firmness in the right, as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish the work we are in, to bind up the nation's wounds, to care for him who shall have borne the battle and for his widow and orphans, to do all which may achieve and cherish a just and a lasting peace among ourselves and with all nations.”

4.Perhaps in no language, ancient or modern, are any number of words found more touching and eloquent than his speech of November 19, 1863, at the Gettysburg dedication.

After Edward Everett had delivered his masterly oration, President Lincoln rose and read the following brief address:

“Fourscore and seven years ago our fathers brought forth upon this continent a new nation, conceived in liberty and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal.We are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation—or any nation so conceived and so dedicated—can long endure.

5.“We are met on a great battlefield of that war.We are met to dedicate a portion of that field as a final resting-place of those who here gave their lives that that nation might live.It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this.

“But, in a larger sense, we cannot dedicate, we cannot consecrate, we cannot hallow this ground.The brave men, living and dead, who struggled here have consecrated it far above our power to add or detract.The world will little note, nor long remember, what we say here; but it can never forget what they did here.

6.“It is for us, the living, rather to be dedicated here to the unfinished work which they have thus far so nobly carried on.It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us; that from these honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause for which they here gave the last full measure of devotion; that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain; that this nation shall, under God, have a new birth of freedom; and that government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish from the earth.”

7.The audience admired Everett's long oration, but at Mr.Lincoln's few and simple words they cheered and sobbed and wept.When the President had ended, he turned and congratulated the distinguished orator from the Old Bay State on having succeeded so well.

Mr.Everett replied with a truthful and real compliment: “Ah, Mr.Lincoln, how gladly would I exchange all my hundred pages to have been the author of your twenty lines.”

Time has tested the strength of this short, simple address.After more than one-third of a century, its glowing sentences are as familiar to the American people as household words.

林肯在葛底斯堡的演说

1.当阿伯拉罕·林肯获得群众的倾听时，人们发现他总是在演讲或政府宣言中使用《圣经》中的例证或直接引用《圣经》，《圣经》贯彻了他母亲对他进行的启蒙教育。

这本经书总是被放在这位领袖的小屋里。林肯的母亲非常虔诚，在《圣经》中寻找解脱与启示。她用这本书教自己的儿子写作与阅读，林肯对书中的诗歌、历史与教条耳熟能详，并在一生中都受到深刻的影响。

2.在这位伟大总统的信仰中，有两条永远被置于首位：人类在力量与智慧上的欠缺，以及上帝在这两方面的恩赐。

当林肯的一位友人在1862年的艰难时期紧张地问他：“你认为我们会成功吗？”他回答道：“我相信我们的战争是出于正义，也相信最终我们可以胜利。我个人非常乐意卸下身上的重担，回到斯普菲尔德的老宅，享受田园生活。但全能的主令我身在此位，那么，蒙主荫佑，我必须顺应命运、尽力而为。”

3.在林肯的晚年，他的言语似乎愈发简洁明晰、掷地有声。他的最后一次就职演说富有庄严的宗教色彩，以及克制的激情：

“对任何人毫无歹意，对所有人满怀爱心，伸张正义矢志不渝，因为上帝让我们能看到正义。让我们努力完成我们正在进行的工作，愈合国家的战争伤痕，关怀战死的烈士及其遗属，尽一切力量争得并维护我国及全世界的正义持久的和平。”

4.纵览各国，从古至今，似乎没有任何一篇演讲能比林肯在1863年11月19日在葛底斯堡的演说更为雄辩与动人了。

当爱德华·埃弗里特侃侃而谈之后，林肯总统站起身来，念诵了下面这篇简洁的讲辞：

“87年前，我们的先辈们在这个大陆上创立了一个新国家，它孕育于自由之中，奉行所有人生来平等的原则。现在我们正从事一场伟大的内战，以考验这个国家，或者任何一个孕育于自由和奉行上述原则的国家是否能够长久存在下去。

5.“我们在这场战争中的一个伟大战场上集会。烈士们为使这个国家能够生存下去而献出了自己的生命，我们来到这里，是要把这个战场的一部分奉献给他们作为最后安息之所。我们这样做是完全应该而且是非常恰当的。

“但是，从更广泛的意义上来说，这块土地我们不能够奉献，不能够圣化，不能够神化。那些曾在这里战斗过的勇士们，活着的和去世的，已经把这块土地圣化了，这远不是我们微薄的力量所能增减的。

6.“我们今天在这里所说的话，全世界不大会注意，也不会长久地记住，但勇士们在这里所做过的事，全世界却永远不会忘记。倒是我们这些还活着的人，应该在这里把自己奉献于勇士们已经如此崇高地向前推进但尚未完成的事业。倒是我们应该在这里把自己奉献于仍然留在我们面前的伟大任务——我们要从这些光荣的死者身上汲取更多的献身精神，来完成他们已经完全彻底为之献身的事业；我们要在这里下定最大的决心，不让这些死者白白牺牲；我们要使国家在上帝福佑下得到自由的新生，要使这个民有、民治、民享的政府永世长存。”

7.埃弗里特滔滔不绝的演说获得了听众们的钦佩，然而在林肯的寥寥数语之后，他们先是高声欢呼，然后流泪哽咽，最后发展到痛哭流涕。当总统的演说结束之后，他转过身去，祝贺自己来自马萨诸塞州的对手的精彩演说。

埃弗里特先生带着诚挚的敬意回答说：“啊，林肯先生，我多么想用自己100页的平庸之语，换取您20行的金石之声！”

这篇精练简洁的演讲词经受住了时间的考验。在三分之一个世纪之后，那些光辉的词句被所有美国民众所熟知牢记。





THE LORD OF BUTRAGO

Translated from the Spanish

By JOHN C.LOCKHART

“Your horse is faint, my king, my lord! your gallant horse is sick,—

His limbs are torn, his breast is gored, on his eye the film is thick;

Mount, mount on mine, oh, mount apace, I pray thee,

mount and fly!

Or in my arms I'll lift your grace.Their trampling hoofs are nigh!

“My king, my king! you're wounded sore, —the blood runs from your feet;

But only lay a hand before, and I'll lift you to your seat;

Mount, Juan, for they gather fast!—I hear their coming cry,—

Mount, mount and ride for jeopardy —I'll save you, though I die!

“Nay, never speak; my sires, Lord King, received their land from yours,

And joyfully their blood shall spring, so be it thine secures;

If I should fly, and thou, my king, be found among the dead,

How could I stand 'mong gentlemen, such scorn on my gray head.

“Castile's proud dames shall never point the finger of disdain,

And say : ‘There's one who ran away when our good lords were slain!

I leave Diego in your care; you'll fill his father's place;

Strike, strike the spur and never spare! God's blessing on your grace!’”

So spake the brave Montanez, Butrago's lord was he;

And turned him to the coming host in steadfastness and glee;

He flung himself among them as they came down the hill—

He died, God wot! but not before his sword had drunk its fill.

巴特洛的领主

译自西班牙语

约翰洛·C·克哈特

“我的王，我的主人，您的马晕倒了！

您英武的高头大马病了吗？

它的躯干撕裂，它的胸膛瘀血，

它眼中的朦胧愈发厚重；

上马，骑上我的马吧，哦，快快地骑上它，我请求您，

骑马奔驰吧！ 抑或我会将您在怀中提起。

他们奔腾的马蹄声近了！”

“吾王，吾王！您受了重伤吗？

鲜血在您脚上蜿蜒，

可只举一只手向前就好，我会将您扶于鞍上；

跑吧，胡安，他们越来越近啦！

我听见了他们的呼喊，

上马吧，为了逃离险境骑马奔驰吧。

哪怕是死亡，我也要保护您啊！”

“啊，永远别说：我的大人们，国王君上，从您的手中接收土地，

他们的血液喷涌欢呼，所以就让它确保自己的领地。

若我能飞，还有您，吾王，在那死人堆里被发现，

我怎能站在绅士们中，让他们对我灰色的头颅如此轻蔑。

“卡斯提尔骄傲的美女们永远不会轻蔑地伸指，说：

‘这就是那个背信弃义之徒！

我将迪亚哥留在你处，你则会替代他的父亲；

抽，抽那马刺永远别仁慈！上帝保佑您陛下！’”

勇武的蒙泰斯特，巴特洛曾经的领主；

让他成为坚定不移和欢愉之主，

当敌人冲下山头时他在欢乐中舞动吗？

他死去，上天知晓！但那也是在他的长剑饱饮鲜血之后。





DEATH OF JACKANAPES

By JULIANA H.EWING

prejudice　involuntary

偏见 无意识的

congratulations(congratulation)　taciturnity

祝贺（复数） 沉默寡言

The following extract is another selection from Mrs.Ewing's “Jackanapes”.The first selection, as the pupil may remember, is found on page 8.To fully appreciate these two extracts, the entire story should be read.

1.The General's death was a great shock to Miss Jessamine, and her nephew stayed with her for some little time after the funeral.Then he was obliged to join his regiment which was ordered abroad.

One effect of the conquest which the General had gained over the affections of the village was a considerable abatement of the popular prejudice against “the military”.

Indeed, the village was now somewhat importantly represented in the army.There was the General himself and the postman and the Black Captain's tablet in the church and Jackanapes and Tony Johnson and a trumpeter.

2.Tony Johnson had no more natural taste for fighting than for riding, but he was devoted to Jackanapes.And that was how it came about that Mr.Johnson bought him a commission in the same cavalry regiment that the General's grandson (whose commission had been given him by the Iron Duke) was in; and that he was quite content to be the butt of the mess where Jackanapes was the hero.

When Jackanapes wrote home to Miss Jessamine, Tony wrote with the same purpose to his mother, —namely, to demand her congratulations that they were on active service at last and were ordered to the front.

And he added a postscript to the effect that she could have no idea how popular Jackanapes was, nor how splendidly he rode the wonderful red charger which he had named after his old friend Lollo.

3.When the smoke in front lifted for a moment, the boy trumpeter could see the plain and the enemy's line some two hundred yards away.And across the plain between them he saw Master Jackanapes galloping alone at the top of Lollo's speed, their faces to the enemy, his golden head at Lollo's ear.

But at this moment noise and smoke seemed to burst out on every side; the officer shouted to him to sound Retire! and between trumpeting and bumping about on his horse he saw and heard no more of the incidents of his first battle.

Tony Johnson was always unlucky with horses from the days of the giddy-go-round onwards.On this day—of all days in the year—his own horse was on the sick list and he had to ride an inferior beast and fell off that at the very moment when it was a matter of life or death to be able to ride away.The horse fell on him, but struggled up again, and Tony managed to keep hold of it.

4.It was in trying to remount that he discovered, by helplessness and anguish, that one of his legs was crushed and broken, and that no feat of which he was master would get him into the saddle.

Not able even to stand alone, awkwardly, agonizingly, unable to mount his restive horse, his life was yet so strong within him! On one side of him rolled the dust and smoke cloud of his advancing foes, and on the other that which covered his retreating friends.

He turned one piteous gaze after them with a bitter twinge, not of reproach, but of loneliness; and then, dragging himself up by the side of his horse, he turned the other way and drew out his pistol and waited for the end.Whether he waited seconds or minutes he never knew before some one gripped him by the arm.

“Jackanapes! God bless you! It's my left leg.If you could get me on—”

5.It was like Tony's luck that his pistol went off at his horse's tail and made it plunge; but Jackanapes threw him across the saddle.

“Hold on anyhow and stick your spur in.I'll lead him.Keep your head down; they're firing high.”

And Jackanapes laid his head down—to Lollo's ear.

It was when they were fairly off that a sudden upspringing of the enemy in all directions had made it necessary to change the gradual retirement of our force into as rapid a retreat as possible.

And when Jackanapes became aware of this, and felt the lagging and swerving of Tony's horse, he began to wish he had thrown his friend across his own saddle and left their lives to Lollo.

When Tony became aware of it several things came into his head: that the dangers of their ride for life were now more than doubled; that if Jackanapes and Lollo were not burdened with him they would undoubtedly escape; that Jackanapes' life was infinitely valuable, and his—Tony's—was not; and that if he could be courageous and unselfish now —

6.He caught at his own reins and spoke very loud:

“Jackanapes! It won't do.You and Lollo must go on.Tell the fellows I gave you back to them with all my heart.Jackanapes, if you love me, leave me!”

There was a daffodil light over the evening sky in front of them, and it shone strangely on Jackanapes' hair and face.He turned with an odd look in his eyes that a vainer man than Tony Johnson might have taken for brotherly pride.Then he shook his head and laughed at him.

“Leave you? To save my skin? No, Tony, not to save my soul!”

7.Coming out of a hospital tent, at headquarters, the surgeon cannoned against and rebounded from another officer, —a sallow man, not young, with a face worn more by ungentle experiences than by age, with weary eyes that kept their own counsel, iron-gray hair, and a mustache that was as if a raven had laid its wing across his lips and sealed them.

“Well?”

“Beg pardon, Major.Did n't see you.Oh, compound fracture and bruises.But it's all right; he'll pull through.”

“Thank God.”

8.It was probably an involuntary expression; for prayer and praise were not much in the Major's line, as a jerk of the surgeon's head would have betrayed to an observer.

He was a bright little man with his feelings showing all over him, but with gallantry and contempt of death enough for both sides of his profession, who took a cool head, a white handkerchief, and a case of instruments where other men went hot-blooded with weapons, and who was the biggest gossip of the regiment.Not even the Major's taciturnity daunted him.

9.“Did n't think he'd as much pluck about him as he has.He'll do all right if he does n't fret himself into a fever about poor Jackanapes.”

“Whom are you talking about?” asked the Major, hoarsely.

“Young Johnson.He—”

“What about Jackanapes?”

“Don't you know? Sad business.Rode back for Johnson and brought him in; but, monstrous ill luck, hit as they rode.Left lung—”

“Will he recover?”

“No.Sad business.What a frame—what limbs—what health—and what good.looks! Finest young fellow—”

“Where is he?”

“In his own tent,” said the surgeon, sadly.

The Major wheeled and left him.

…

10.“Can I do anything else for you?”

“Nothing, thank you.Except—Major! I wish I could get you to appreciate Johnson.”

“This is not an easy moment, Jackanapes.”

“Let me tell you, sir—he never will—that if he could have driven me from him he would be lying yonder at this moment and I should be safe and sound.”

The Major laid his hand over his mouth as if to keep back a wish he would have been ashamed to utter.

“I've known old Tony from a child.He's a fool on impulse, a good man and a gentleman in principle.And he acts on principle.He's no fire-eater, but he has a trained conscience and a tender heart, and he'll do his duty when a braver and more selfish man might fail you.But he wants encouragement; and when I'm gone—”

11.“He shall have encouragement.You have my word for it.Can I do nothing else?”

“Yes, Major.A favor.”

“Thank you, Jackanapes.”

“Be Lollo's master, and love him as well as you can.He's used to it.”

“While I live—which will be longer than I desire or deserve—Lollo shall want nothing—but—you.”

“No, stay—Major!”

“What ? What ?”

12.“Say a prayer by me.Out loud, please; I am getting deaf.”

“My dearest Jackanapes—my dear boy—”

“Please,” whispered Jackanapes.

Pressed by the conviction that what little he could do it was his duty to do, the Major, kneeling, bared his head and spoke loudly, clearly, and very reverently:

“The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ—”

Jackanapes moved his left hand to his right one, which still held the Major's —

“The love of God —”

And with that — Jackanapes died.

杰克内普斯之死

朱莉安娜·H·尤因

接下来的这段故事节选自尤因夫人的《杰克内普斯》。第一段，正如（英国的）学生们所熟知的那样，是从该书的第八页开始。如果想充分欣赏这两段节选，建议阅读完整的故事。

1.将军的死对杰萨明小姐造成了巨大的冲击，于是，她的侄子在葬礼之后短暂地陪伴了她一段时间。然后，他便回到了自己即将开往异国的兵团。

将军获得了全镇人的喜爱，而这带来的影响之一，便是大家对“当兵的”的偏见大大削弱了。

事实上，军队现在在某种程度上成了镇子的显著象征：将军自己、邮差、教堂里布莱克上校的纪念碑、杰克内普斯、托尼·约翰逊和一个号兵。

2.托尼·约翰逊对战斗和骑马不怎么擅长，但他对杰克内普斯可谓忠心耿耿。这就是为什么约翰逊先生会和将军的孙子——他是被艾伦公爵任命的——参加的骑兵团里也谋了个差事。杰克内普斯做他的英雄，约翰逊则心满意足地当起了垫底的。

当杰克内普斯给家里的杰萨明小姐写家书的时候，托尼也寄信给自己的母亲——换句话说，想听她表扬他们终于出人头地，即将被派上前线啦。

托尼还写道，她永远也猜不到杰克内普斯是多么受人欢迎，又是多么善于驾驭那匹以老友洛洛命名的红色战马。

3.当烽烟在前线燃起的那一刻，年少的号兵可以看见平原上200码之外的敌方阵线。而在两方之间，他看见杰克内普斯少爷骑着洛洛一马当先地朝着敌军飞奔了过去，他金色的头发贴着洛洛的耳边。

但紧接着，喊杀声与硝烟纷纷而起，军官吼着叫托尼吹响撤退的号令。他在马上忙着吹号敲鼓，对自己参加的第一场战斗再无知晓。

从开始晕晕乎乎地训练的时候，托尼·约翰逊就永远跟马犯冲，而在这天——如同今年里的每一天一样——他自己的马病了，只能骑一匹劣马，在该狂奔逃命的生死关头频繁地往下掉。马栽在了他身上，但又挣扎着爬了起来，托尼也设法牵住了它。

4.重新往上爬的时候，托尼愤怒又无助地发现，自己的一条腿被压断了，而他的少爷没办法帮他爬到鞍子上。

托尼既没办法靠自己站着，也没办法骑上那匹倔马。这真是尴尬又苦恼，可托尼的求生欲望还是很强。他的一边有敌兵逼近，尘烟滚滚；另一边则是他落花流水的战友。

托尼带着难忍的剧痛，哀伤地看了战友们一眼。目光里没有责备，只有孤独。然后他把自己拉到战马的旁边，拔出手枪，等待着一切的终结。他不知道自己等了几秒还是几分钟，直到被人抓住了胳膊。

“杰克内普斯！老天保佑啊！我的左腿——你要是能让我上——”

5.倒霉的是，托尼的手枪走了火，朝马尾处开了一枪。它失了蹄，但杰克内普斯还是把他扔到了马鞍上。

“拼命稳住，然后用上你的马刺，我来牵着它。把头低下，他们的火力挺密集的。”

然后，杰克内普斯又把头低下——凑近了洛洛的耳朵。

在他们撤离的时候，敌军忽然从四面八方猛涌过来。我方的撤退不得不从循序渐进变成了速战速决。

杰克内普斯在明白了这一点的同时，也感到托尼的马开始渐渐脱力与转向。他开始想，要是把自己的朋友放在洛洛的鞍子上就好了。

当托尼也想到这一点时，脑中闪过了几个念头：他们逃亡的风险现在大大增加了；如果不被自己拖累的话，杰克内普斯和洛洛毫无疑问可以逃脱；而自己却不成——要是眼下他足够勇敢无私的话……

6.托尼捉住了自己的缰绳，大声说道：

“杰克内普斯！这不成的。你必须得和洛洛走。告诉大伙，我尽了力保护你。杰克内普斯，要是你爱我的话，就走吧！”

在二人前方，暮空上泛起了水仙花般的颜色，照耀着杰克内普斯的头发与脸庞。他转过来，眼睛里有一种奇怪的神色。如果托尼是个自负的家伙，会把那认成手足之间才有的自豪之情。然后，杰克内普斯摇了摇头，冲着他笑了。

“离开你？就为了让我免遭伤害吗？不，托尼，就算丢了命我也不干！”

7.一名外科医生从总部的医疗帐篷里走出来的时候，迎面撞上了一名军官——那是个脸色发黄的男人，有些年纪，面露沧桑。他有一双深沉而疲惫的眼睛，铁灰色的头发，嘴唇上胡须的形状像是一只乌鸦张开了翅膀。

“情况怎么样？”

“抱歉，少校，我没看到您。喔，骨折和伤口都恶化了，但没关系，他会挺过来的。”

“谢天谢地。”

8.这句感叹应当是无意识的，医生在脑中以旁观者的角度思考着。因为少校并不是个热衷于祈祷与许愿的人。

外科医生是个活泼的小个子男人，心里藏不住什么事儿。但职业生涯令他具备了勇气与对死亡的蔑视。别人满腔热血，全副武装，他却淡然镇定，带着白手巾和医疗箱穿行其中。他还是军团里最爱八卦的，少校的沉默也没能让他退缩。

9.“没想到他这次还挺幸运的，要是他不为可怜的杰克内普斯而心焦如焚的话，很快就会没事的。”

“你说的是谁？”少校嘶声问道。

“小杰克内普斯。他——”

“杰克内普斯怎么了？”

“您还不知道吗？真是件令人伤心的事儿。杰克内普森本来已经骑着马回来了，但实在是不走运，他们在飞奔的时候中弹了。左肺——”

“他会挺过来吗？”

“不，很遗憾。那么强壮灵巧、那么健康、那么帅气！多好的小伙子——”

“他在哪儿？”

“在他自己的帐篷里。”医师难过地说。

少校转身离开了他。

……

10.“还有什么我能为你做的？”

“没有，谢谢你。除了——少校！我希望您能嘉奖约翰逊。”

“眼下可不是个合适的时机，杰克内普斯。”

“请听我说，阁下——他绝不会——如果把我赶走了，他眼下就会葬身战场，而我则会安然无恙。”

少校用手掩住嘴唇，看上去像是想要祈祷，却又耻于如此。

“我从老托尼是个孩子的时候就认识他了。他是个容易冲动的蠢货，却也是个重视原则的优秀绅士，并且用行动证明了这一点。他并不是个好战的人，但他遵守道德，善良体贴。勇敢却自私的人会令你失望，可他会履行自己的职责。但他需要得到鼓励，而当我死了——”

11.“他会得到的，我保证。还有什么？”

“是的，少校，帮我一个忙。”

“好的，杰克内普斯。”

“请成为洛洛的主人，尽可能地去爱它。它被宠惯了。”

“只要我活着——这会比我渴望或应得的更长——洛洛便无须担心，可是你……”

“不，请留下！少校！”

“什么？怎么了？”

12.“为我祈祷吧，请大声些。我渐渐有些听不见了。”

“我最亲爱的杰克内普斯，我亲爱的孩子……”

“求求您。”杰克内普斯悄声说。

少校屈服了，眼下无论是多么微不足道的事，都是职责所在。于是他跪下去，垂下头然后大声清楚地念道，万分虔诚：

“我主耶稣基督慈悲——”

杰克内普斯将左手放在握着少校的右手上——

“上帝博爱——”

祷词到这里——杰克内普斯死了。





WASHINGTON'S ADDRESS TO HIS TROOPS

Before the Battle of Long Island, 1776

infamous　mercenary　intimidate

可耻的 唯利是图的 威胁

The Battle of Long Island took place August 27, 1776.It was lost, and the American Army was obliged to retreat.The defeat was largely due to the carelessness of General Putnam, who did not place a guard at all the passes as Washington had ordered him to do.

Instead of sending word to Washington when he learned that the British were coming, he sent a few troops to meet their large army, and they were driven back or made prisoners.

If General Howe of the British Army had been on the alert, he might have captured General Washington and his whole force; but Washington watched his opportunity, and retreated in good order.

1.The time is now near at hand which must probably determine whether Americans are to be free men or slaves; whether they are to have any property they can call their own; whether their houses and farms are to be pillaged and destroyed and themselves consigned to a state of wretchedness from which no human efforts will deliver them.

2.The fate of unborn millions will now depend, under God, on the courage and conduct of this army.Our cruel and unrelenting enemy leaves us only the choice of a brave resistance or the most abject submission.We have, therefore, to resolve to conquer or to die.

Our own, our country's honor, calls upon us for a vigorous and manly exertion; and if we now shamefully fail we shall become infamous to the whole world.

Let us, then, rely on the goodness of our cause and the aid of the Supreme Being, in whose hand victory is, to animate and encourage us to great and noble actions.

3.The eyes of all our countrymen are now upon us, and we shall have their blessings and praises if, happily, we are the instruments of saving them from the tyranny meditated against them.

Let us animate and encourage each other and show the whole world that a free man contending for liberty on his own ground is superior to any slavish mercenary on earth.

4.Liberty, property, life, and honor are all at stake; upon your courage and conduct rest the hopes of our bleeding and insulted country.Our wives, children, and parents expect safety from us alone, and they have every reason to believe that Heaven will crown with success so just a cause.

The enemy will endeavor to intimidate by show and appearance; but, remember, they have been repulsed on various occasions by a few brave Americans.Every good soldier will be silent and attentive—wait for orders and reserve his fire until he is sure of doing execution.

华盛顿对部下的一次演说

1776年，于长岛战争前夕

长岛战役爆发于1776年8月27日。美军在该战中失利，被迫撤退。战争的失败在很大程度上要归咎于普特南将军的疏忽，他未能依照华盛顿的命令，在每条道路上都安排士兵守卫。

当听到英军来袭时，普特南没有通知华盛顿，而是派出小股战力与英国大军相接。这导致美军所有人都被击退或俘虏。

倘若英军的豪将军稍加警惕，就能令华盛顿将军全军覆没，身陷囹圄。但华盛顿抓紧时机颁发命令，得以全身而退。

1.现在，终于到了决定命运的关头：美国人民是会获得自由，还是沦为奴隶？我们是否还能保有自己的财产？我们的房屋与农场是不是将会被掠夺与摧毁？而我们自己的领土是否将陷入不幸，无力回天？

2.现在，以上帝为见证，千千万万后人的命运将寄托在这支军队的勇气与行动之上。残酷无情的敌人只给了我们一个选择，是百折不挠地抵抗，还是屈辱万分地投降。而我们也只有两条路，胜利，或是死亡?

祖国的荣誉在召唤我们，作出顽强勇敢的斗争。倘若我们可耻地战败，便会从此泯然于世间。

那么，让我们相信胜负秉承因果循环。冥冥之中自有助力，令我等成就高贵而伟大的事业。

3.所有的民众都在看着我们，为我们祈祷祝愿。而倘若有幸，我们便能将他们从暴政中拯救。

让我们激励彼此，让全世界都明白，在自己的土地上，为了自己的权益所奋斗的自由之人，会战胜任何被奴役的走狗。

4.自由、权利、生存、荣誉，这便是对我们的嘉赏。鼓起勇气，为了我们被蹂躏的祖国凝聚起所有的希望。妻子儿女、父老乡亲期盼着我们的平安归来，而他们也坚信，上天将把胜利之冠加冕于我们。

敌人们将竭尽所能地用阵容来威吓我们，但是要记住，他们已经数次惨败于一小部分英勇的美国人之手。每个优秀的战士都要保持镇静与警惕——等待号令、养精蓄锐，直到决战的那一刻来临。





HEIGHO, MY DEARIE

By EUGENE FIELD

From “With Trumpet and Drum”, published by Charles Scribner's Sons.Copyright, 1892, by Mary French Field.

A Moonbeam floateth from the skies,

Whispering, “Heigho, my dearie,

I would spin a web before your eyes—

A beautiful web of silver light,

Wherein is many a wondrous sight

Of a radiant garden leagues away,

Where the softly tinkling lilies sway,

And the snow-white lambkins are at play—

Heigho, my dearie.”

A brownie stealed from the vine,

Singing, “Heigho, my dearie;

And will you hear this song of mine—

A song of the land of murk and mist

Where bideth the bud the dew hath kissed?

Then let the moonbeam's web of light

Be spun before thee silvery white,

And I shall sing the livelong night—

Heigho, my dearie!”

The night wind speedeth from the sea,

Murmuring, “Heigho, my dearie,

I bring a mariner's prayer for thee.

So let the moonbeam veil thine eyes,

And the brownie sing thee lullabies;

But I shall rock thee to and fro,

Kissing the brow he loveth so,

And the prayer shall guard thy bed I trow—

Heigho, my dearie!”

睡吧，我的宝贝

尤金·菲尔德

本诗选自《小号与鼓》，由查尔斯·斯克里布纳之子出版社出版。版权隶属于玛丽·弗朗西·菲尔德（1892年）。

笼罩穹空的月光，悄声细语：

“睡吧，我的宝贝。”

我要在你眼前织一张网，

满满地兜着银色的光芒，

那其中坐落着奇妙的花园，

数里之外，幸福而辉煌，

园中有百合轻摇花枝，

雪白的小羊随处游逛，

“睡吧，我的宝贝。”

精灵从藤蔓里偷偷地冒头，

轻声唱出：“睡吧，我的宝贝。”

而你是否想听听我的歌呢？

歌唱黑暗与暮霭之陆，

花蕾与露珠轻吻泥土，

那么，就让月光的网在拂晓前成形，

而我将在永夜里歌唱:

“睡吧，我的宝贝！”

夜风从海边涌来，

低声念诵：

“睡吧，我的宝贝。”

我为你把水手的祷词诵念，

让这月光掩住你的双眼，

精灵的歌曲能令你安眠，

而我会将你来回推摇，

亲吻你那可爱的眉毛，

祷告会护卫你的床帏：

“睡吧，我的宝贝！”





THE LIGHT-BORN MESSENGER

By HALL CAINE

spontaneous　implements(implement)

自然的 工具（复数）

penetrated（penetrate）　heritage

穿过，刺入（过去式） 遗产

Naomi was a beautiful Jewish girl who had been blind all her life.Her mother was dead and she and her father had been treated unkindly by their people.Learning from the sound of her father's voice one day that he was suffering and in danger, her eyes suddenly received their sight.Israel, her father, was banished from his home by wicked men; but he found a little cottage far away from their old home where they might live in peace.This extract, taken from “The Scapegoat”, tells how she learned to see.

1.At that moment God wrought a mighty work, a wondrous change, such as He has brought to pass but twice or thrice since men were born blind into His world of light.In an instant, at a thought,by one spontaneous flash, as if the spirit of the girl tore down the dark curtains which had hung seventeen years over the windows of her eyes, Naomi saw!

She was like a creature born afresh, a radiant and joyful being, newly awakened into a world of strange sights.But it was not at once that she fell upon this pleasure.

Throughout the day whereon the last of her great gifts came to her, when they were cast out of Tetuan, and while they walked hand in hand through the country until they lit upon their home, she had kept her eyes steadfastly closed.

2.The light terrified her.It penetrated her delicate lids and gave her pain.When for a moment she lifted her lashes and saw the trees she put out her hand as if to push them away, and when she saw the sky she raised her arms as if to hold it off.

Everything seemed to touch her eyes.The bars of sunlight seemed to smite them.Not until the falling of darkness did her fears subside and her spirits revive.Throughout the day that followed she sat constantly in the gloom of the blackest corner of their hut.

3.But this was only her baptism of light on coming out of a world of darkness, just as her fear of the voices of the earth and air had been her baptism of sound on coming out of a land of silence.Within three days afterward her terror began to give place to joy, and from that time forward the world was full of wonder to her opened eyes.

Then sweet and beautiful beyond all dreams of fancy were her amazement and delight in every little thing that lay about her, —the grass, the weeds, the poorest flower that blew, even the rude implements of the house and the common stones that worked up through the mould, —all old and familiar to her fingers, but new and strange to her eyes, and marvelous as if an angel out of heaven had dropped them down to her.

4.For many days after the coming of her sight she continued to recognize everything by touch and sound.Thus, one morning early in their life in the cottage, and early also in the day, after Israel had kissed her on the eyelids to awaken her, she opened her eyes and gazed up at him as he stooped above her.

She looked puzzled for an instant, being still in the mists of sleep, and only when she had closed her eyes again and put out her hand to touch him did her face brighten with recognition and her lips utter his name.“My father,” she murmured; “my father.”

5.Thus again the same day, not an hour afterward, she came running back to the house from the grass bank in front of it, holding a flower in her hand and asking a world of questions concerning it in her broken, lisping, pretty speech.

Why had no one told her that there were flowers that could see ? Here was one which while she looked upon it had opened its beautiful eye and laughed at her.“What is it?” she asked; “what is it?”

“A daisy, my child,” Israel answered.

“A daisy!” she cried in bewilderment; and during the short hush and quick inspiration that followed, she closed her eyes and passed her nervous fingers rapidly over the little ring of sprinkled spears and then said very softly, with head aslant as if ashamed, “Oh, yes, so it is; it is only a daisy.”

6.But to tell of how those first days of sight sped along for Naomi, with what delight of ever-fresh surprise and joy of new wonder, would be a long task, if a beautiful one.

They were some miles inside the coast, but from the little hilltop near at hand they could see it clearly.One day when Naomi had gone so far with her father she drew up suddenly at his side and cried in a breathless voice of awe, “The sky! the sky! Look! It has fallen onto the land.”

“That is the sea, my child,” said Israel.

“The sea!” she cried, and then she closed her eyes and listened, and then opened them and blushed and said, while her knitted brows smoothed out and her beautiful face looked aside: “So it is; yes, it is the sea.”

7.Throughout that day and the night which followed it, the eyes of her mind were entranced by the marvel of that vision, and next morning she mounted the hill alone to look upon it again.

She walked farther and yet farther, wandering on and on and on as though drawn by the enchantment of the mighty deep that lay sparkling in the Sun, until at last she came to the head of a deep gully in the coast.

Still the wonder of the waters held her, but another marvel now seized upon her sight.The gully was a lonesome place, inhabited by countless sea birds.From high up in the rocks above and from far down in the chasm below, from every cleft on every side they flew out with white wings and black ones and gray and blue, and sent their voices into the air until the echoing place seemed to shriek and yell.

8.It was midday when Naomi reached this spot and she sat there a long hour.And when she returned to her father she told him stories of demons that lived in thousands by the sea and fought in the air and killed each other.“And see!” she cried, “look at this, and this, and this!”

Then Israel glanced at the wrecks she had brought with her of the warfare that she had witnessed.“And this,” said he, lifting one of them, “is a sea bird's feather, and this,” lifting another, “is a sea bird's egg, and this,” lifting the third, “is a dead sea bird itself.”

9.Once more Naomi knit her brows in thought, and again she closed her eyes and touched the familiar things wherein her sight had deceived her.“Ah, yes,” she said meekly, looking into her father's eyes with a smile, “they are only that, after all.” And then she said very quietly, as if speaking to herself, “What a long time it is before you learn to see!”

One early evening, when she had remained out of the house until the day was wellnigh done, she came back in a wild ecstasy to tell of angels that she had just seen in the sky.They were in robes of crimson and scarlet, their wings blazed like fire, they swept across the clouds in multitudes and went down behind the world together, passing thus out of the earth through the gates of heaven.

10.Israel listened to her and said, “That was the sunset, my child.Every morning the sun rises and every night it sets.”

Then she looked full into his face and blushed.Her shame at her sweet errors sometimes conquered her joy in the new heritage of sight, and Israel heard her whisper to herself and say, “After all, the eyes are deceitful.” Vision was life's new language, and she had yet to learn it.But not for long was her delight in the beautiful things of the world to be damped by any thought of herself.Nay, the best and rarest part of it, the dearest and most delicious throb it brought her, came of herself alone.

11.On another early day Israel took her to the coast and pushed off with her on the waters in a boat.The air was still, the sea was smooth, the sun was shining, and save for one white scarf of cloud, the sky was blue.

They were sailing in a tiny bay that was broken by a little island which lay in the midst like a ruby in a ring, covered with heather and long stalks of seeding grass.Through whispering.beds of rushes they glided on and floated over white lilies that swayed between round leaves of green and gold and purple.

It was a morning of God's own making, and, for joy of its loveliness no less than of her own bounding life, Naomi rose in the boat and opened her lips and arms to the breeze while it played with the rippling currents of her hair, as if she would drink and embrace it.

12.At that moment a new and dearer wonder came to her.For, tracing with her eyes the shadow of the cliff and of the cloud that sailed double in two seas of blue, she leaned over the side of the boat and then saw the reflection of another and lovelier vision.

“Father,” she cried with alarm, “a face in the water! Look! Look!”

“It is your own, my child,” said Israel.

“Mine!” she cried.

“The reflection of your face,” said Israel; “the light and the water make it.”

13.The marvel was hard to understand.There was something ghostly in this thing that was she and yet not she, this face that looked up at her and laughed and yet made no voice.She leaned back in the boat and asked Israel if it was still in the water.But when at length she had grasped the mystery, the artlessness of her joy was charming.She was like a child in her delight, and like a woman that was still achild in her unconscious love of her own loveliness.Whenever the boat was at rest she leaned over its bulwark and gazed down into the blue depths.

“How beautiful!” she cried, “how beautiful!”

14.She clapped her hands and looked again, and there in the still water was the wonder of her dancing eyes.“Oh! how very beautiful!” she cried without lifting her face, and when she saw her lips move as she spoke and her sunny hair fall about her restless head, she laughed and laughed again with a heart of glee.

Israel looked on for some moments at this sweet picture.

“Live on like a child always, little one,” he thought; “be a child as long as you can, be a child forever, my dove, my darling! Never did the world suffer it that I myself should be a child at all.”

因光而生的使者

霍尔·凯奈

内奥米是一位美丽的犹太女孩，天生失明。她的妈妈已经过世，而她与父亲则被自己的族人排挤。有一天，她从听到的声响中判断出父亲身陷危境时，她忽然恢复了视觉。她的父亲伊萨尔被恶徒阻碍，无法回到家中。但他在远离旧宅的地方寻觅到了一处小屋，能让他们父女安稳度日。这段节选摘自《替罪羔羊》一章，讲述了内奥米重见光明的过程。

1.在那一刻，上帝昭示了神力，带来非比寻常的改变。将天生的盲人带入光明的世界，这是比世间万事更为伟大的奇迹。一个刹那，转念之间，灵光闪烁，撕开了17年间笼罩在女孩灵魂上的黑色帘幕。内奥米看见了！

内奥米如获新生，容光焕发，心怀喜乐，仿佛在充满异景的世界中苏醒。虽然，她并不是立刻感受到这种愉悦的。

在内奥米获得赐福的那天，他们走出得土安，手拉着手穿过乡村，而直到到达家中之前，她都一直紧紧地闭着眼睛。

2.光明令内奥米畏缩。光线刺透了她敏感的眼睑，带来痛楚。有那么一刻她睁开双眼，看见了森林。她举起一只手，仿佛是想将它推远。而当目睹蓝天时，她抬高双臂，像是试图将它撑起。

万事万物都令内奥米眼花缭乱，其中又以日光尤甚。直到暮色降临，她才放下了恐惧，缓过劲儿来。在接下来的那一天，她也一直坐在小屋黑暗的角落里。

3.然而这无非是内奥米在告别黑暗的世界后，所经历的光明的洗礼。倘若她是从寂静之土走出，也同样会因天地之间的种种声响而感到恐惧。三天之后，恐惧渐渐变成了欢乐。从那时起，在她眼中，世界便充满了奇迹。

身边的每一件微不足道的事物，都令内奥米感到难以想象的甜蜜与悦目——草原、荒野、黯然绽放的花，甚至房中用来刨石耕地的简陋工具——这些东西在她的指尖下陈旧而熟悉，在眼中却是崭新而陌生，美妙得仿佛是天使的赠物。

4.恢复视力很多天之后，内奥米依然在靠触觉与听觉分辨每样东西。在他们于小屋中迎来的某天早晨，伊萨尔亲吻了她的双眼，叫醒了她。内奥米睁开眼睛仰望，而他则弯下身去。

有那么一会儿，内奥米看上去很迷茫，依旧睡眼惺忪。她再次闭上双眼，伸出手触摸他的脸庞。然后她认出了他，表情便明亮了起来，低声吐出他的名字。“爸爸，”她喃喃地说道，“我的爸爸。”

5.而在同一天，不到一小时之后，内奥米从屋前的草堆跑回了室内。手里握着一枝花，结结巴巴、口齿不清，却又算不错地问了一大串问题。

为什么没人告诉我，花也能看到东西呢？这儿就有一朵，当我望向它时，它也张开了美丽的眼睛，冲着我笑。“这是什么？”内奥米问，“是什么？”

“雏菊，我的孩子。”伊萨尔回答道。

“一枝雏菊！”内奥米迷惑地叫着，沉默了一下，灵机一动。她闭上眼睛，用颤抖的手指飞快地摸了一遍那圈花瓣，然后有些难为情似地歪着头，轻轻地说道：“喔，是的，是这样——这只是枝雏菊。”

6.但要描述内奥米如何度过了早期的复明时光，又对崭新的惊喜与奇迹感到了怎样的快乐，那就会是很长、很动人的一段话了。

内奥米他们居住在距海岸几英里的地方，从附近的小山顶上可以清楚地望见大海。有一天，内奥米与她的父亲走了很长一段路，然后她忽然在他身边停下，带着惊惧上气不接下气地喊道：“天空！看！那天空！它坠在了地面上！”

“那是大海，我的孩子。”伊萨尔说道。

“海洋！”她喊道。一边闭眼倾听，然后又睁开眼，难为情地说：“是啊，的确是大海。”她紧蹙的眉头舒展开来，美丽的脸庞扭向了一边。

7.在那一整天里，内奥米心中的想象逐渐被所见的种种奇景充实了起来。而在第二天一早，她一个人登上小山，又去看了一次。

内奥米走得越来越远，一路漫步，像是被庄严又迷人的晨光蛊惑了似的。最后，她走上海岸边一道深谷的顶端。

水域的奇妙依然令内奥米不可自拔，但这次她的视线被另一番景象吸引住了。深谷本来十分寂寥，从高高在上的岩石，到深不可见的谷底，只有无数海鸟栖息其间。它们长着各色的羽翼——暗黑、洁白、苍灰、蔚蓝，从每一处礁石下飞出，向天鸣叫，回声尖厉而喧嚣。

8.等到内奥米走到那儿，已经到了正午。她在原地坐了整整一小时，然后在返回后，对她的父亲讲述了几千只生活在海边的恶魔的事。它们在天空中争斗，自相残杀。“而且瞧啊！”她叫道，“看看这个、这个还有这个！”

伊萨尔看向内奥米从目睹的争斗中带来的物品。“这个呢，”他说，一边捡起其中的一片，“是海鸟的羽毛，这个，”他拾起另一块，“是海鸟的蛋，这个嘛，”他又拎起了最后一件，“是一只死鸟。”

9.内奥米再次皱起了眉深思着，然后又一次地闭上双眼，触摸着这些被自己视觉所蒙蔽的寻常之物。“啊，真的，”她柔顺地说道，微笑着看着自己父亲的眼睛，“不就是那些嘛。”然后她安静地、像是自言自语般地开口了：“你要到什么时候才学会看呐？”

某天的黄昏，内奥米出了家门，直到近午夜才回来。她陷入了狂喜，说自己在天空中看到了天使。它们穿着深绯与猩红的长袍，双翼如光焰般亮灼，成群结队地掠过云层，一同通过天堂之门，降临凡世。

10.伊萨尔听了她的话，然后说：“那是阳光啊，我的孩子。每天清晨太阳升起，到了晚上便会落下。”

内奥米全神贯注地盯着他的表情，然后脸红了。有些时候，因为这些甜蜜的错误而感到的羞愧压过了她乍见光明的喜悦。“眼睛到底还是不太可信呀。”伊萨尔听见她低声自言自语着。视觉是她生命中崭新的一门语言，而她却刚刚入门。但目睹美好的欢悦并没有被她自己的思绪挫败很久。这是当然的，因为双眼所带来的最好、最珍贵、最美妙的悸动，都是属于她一个人的。

11.又有一天，伊萨尔把她带去海岸，登上了一艘船。穹空静谧，海面安详，日光璀璨。除了有白云点缀其上，整个天空都是一片蔚蓝。

内奥米他们泛舟的海湾颇为狭小，中央有一处小岛，像是点缀在戒指上的红宝石。岛上遍布着石楠花，还有一丛丛结了穗的高大野草。他们走过灯芯草地，发出细碎的轻响。在翠绿、金黄与深紫的圆叶之间，白色的百合摇曳着花枝。

这是个被上天赐福的清晨，内奥米为自己能目睹这岛屿的美景感到快乐。她从船上站起来，迎面而来的气流抚过她瀑布般的头发。她张开手臂，轻启双唇，仿佛要拥抱这微风，将它一饮而尽。

12.就在那时，内奥米看见了更加瑰丽的景象。她的视线投向海崖的影子，又转向在海与天空中飘荡的云朵，然后发现了更为夺人心魄的物事。

“爸爸，”她警惕地叫道，“水里有一张脸！你看！看啊！”

“那是你自己啊，我的孩子。”伊萨尔说。

“我！”她喊了出来。

“那是你面容的倒影，”伊萨尔告诉她，“是光线与水面的杰作。”

13.这有些费解，那像是她，却又隐隐约约地有些不同。那张脸抬眼看向她，无声地微笑起来。她缩回船上，然后问伊萨尔那影子是否还在水中。

但渐渐地，当内奥米想明白了其中的缘故，就彻底兴高采烈了起来。她像个肆意快乐的孩童，又像是个揽镜自照时不经意地流露出稚气的女人。不管船停靠在哪儿，她总是要越过船舷，注视着蔚蓝色的深处。

“多美，”她感叹道，“多美啊！”

14.内奥米拍起手来，然后又看了过去，眼帘中水中美景依旧。“喔！多漂亮啊！”她垂着头叫道，而当她发现自己的嘴唇在说话时会动，闪耀的发丝随着不停摇晃的头颅飞扬时，她满心欢悦地笑个不停。

伊萨尔注视着这番甜蜜的景象。

“你总是那么稚气，小家伙，”他想到，“就一直当个孩子吧，想当多久就多久，我的小鸽子，我的宝贝！如果这世上没有苦难，我自己说不定也会像个孩子一样呢。”





THE LITTLE LAND

By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

When at home alone I sit

And am very tired of it,

I have just to shut my eyes

To go sailing through the skies —

To go sailing far away

To the pleasant land of play;

To the fairyland afar

Where the little people are;

Where the clover tops are trees,

And the rain pools are the seas,

And the leaves, like little ships,

Sail about on tiny trips;

And above the daisy tree,

Through the grasses,

High o'erhead the bumblebee

Hums and passes.

In that forest to and fro

I can wander, I can go;

See the spider and the fly

And the ants go marching by,

Carrying parcels with their feet

Down the green and mossy street.

I can in the sorrel sit

Where the ladybird alit.

I can climb the jointed grass;

And on high

See the greater swallows pass

In the sky,

And the round sun rolling by,

Heeding no such things as I.

Through that forest I can pass

Till, as in a looking-glass,

Humming fly and daisy tree

And my tiny self I see,

Painted very clear and neat

On the rain pool at my feet.

Should a leaflet come to land,

Drifting near to where I stand,

Straight I board that tiny boat

Round the rain pool sea to float.

Little thoughtful creatures sit

On the grassy coasts of it;

Little things with lovely eyes

See me sailing with surprise.

Some are clad in armor green—

These have sure to battle been!—

Some are pied with every hue,

Black and crimson, gold and blue;

Some have wings and swift are gone;

But they all look kindly on.

When my eyes I once again

Open and see all things plain, —

High bare walls, great bare floor,

Great big knobs on drawer and door;

Great big people perched on chairs,

Stitching tucks and mending tears,

Each a hill that I could climb,

And talking nonsense all the time, —

O dear me,

That I could be

A sailor on the rain pool sea,

A climber in the clover tree,

And just come back, a sleepy head,

Late at night to go to bed.

小岛

罗伯特·路易斯·史蒂芬森

当我独坐家中，无聊厌倦，

我会闭上双眼，在心中翔于蓝天，

扬帆远航，到达愉悦之地，

仙境悠远，有小小的人儿栖息，

把四叶草当成树，以雨洼做海洋，

将落叶做扁舟，开始小小的旅程，

在雏菊林上，在郁郁草丛之间，

黄蜂们高高地飞，嗡鸣着盘旋，

我能在林中徘徊，

也可以走得更远，

看蜘蛛与蝇蚁行路，

背负着小小的包裹，

绿苔浸染的街上，

我安然落座，

身边有瓢虫飞过，

然后我攀上草帘，

天上有鸿燕蹁跹，

圆日自行轱辘，

对我视若无睹。

穿过林间，我如坠镜中，

蝇虫嗡嗡，雏菊木匆匆，

除了渺小自我，

再看不见他人，

用双脚在雨海上，

印下清晰的足迹，

轻叶飘落身旁，

化做小舟起航。

聪慧的小生灵们，

坐在碧绿的海岸，

睁大可爱的眼睛，

惊讶地看我前行，

有人身披绿色甲胄，

想必经历许多战斗！

有些则色彩缤纷，

黑与红，绿与金，

身负羽翼的人们不见踪影，

可大家看起来都富于友情。

当我再次睁眼，看清身边所有：

高而空的墙，大而空的地面

抽屉和门上大大的把手，

在椅子上休憩的巨人，

刺绣的皱褶，被修补的撕口，

每道都是一座山峰，

在等待着我的攀登，

我是雨洼之海上的水手，

也曾向四叶草之木冲锋，

而所有这些荒唐之言，

喔，天啊，

都是在入睡时分，

出自我困顿的脑海。





ROLF'S LEAP

By GEORGIANA M.CRAIK

acceptance　pantomime

认可 童话剧

excursions(excursion)　crocodile

远足（复数） 鳄鱼

1.“What, you're making friends with my old Rolf, are you, boys? Dear old Rolf! ” said Uncle Dick; and at the sound of his voice away broke Rolf from the two lads, sending them right and left like a couple of ninepins, and, bounding forward, lame leg and all, had got his faithful head in another moment pressed against his master's side and was lustily wagging his tail.

“That's my good old dog!” said Uncle Dick, and stroked his favorite's shaggy back and shook the paw that Rolf kept solemnly presenting for his acceptance at least a dozen times over.

“He has been going on with such fun, —licking our faces and putting his paws on our shoulders; and he rolled Tommy right over on the grass,” said Will, the elder of the two boys， “Tommy tried to get on his back and he did n't like it and tumbled him off.”

2.“Of course he didn't like it,” said Uncle Dick, “You wouldn't like to have anybody get on your back if you were lame in one leg;at least, I know I should n't.I'd tumble him off fast enough.Tommy may do anything else he likes, but he must n't make Rolf carry him.”

The two boys and Uncle Dick began to walk round the garden, and they came to take shelter at last in the arbor.

“You've got fine red cheeks, boys,” said Uncle Dick, “and two pairs of sturdy legs.Rolf and I would like to be able to jump about like you, but our jumping days are over.Not but that Rolf took a finer leap once than either of you lads have ever done yet,” said Uncle Dick, after a moment or two, and stooped down to pat his favorite's great head.

“A noble leap, was n't it, my old dog?” he said; and Rolf looked up with his gentle eyes, being too sleepy to say much.

The boys had sat down to rest; and so Will said : “Tell us what sort of a leap Rolf took, Uncle Dick.”

3.“We were both of us younger than we are now,” he said, “when Rolf and I first came together.Rolf was a puppy.It was just when I was going out to Africa that some one gave Rolf to me.‘He comes of a fine stock, and if he proves as good a dog as his father you won't part with him at the end of a year for a trifle,’ my friend said.”

“I soon found that he was right, for, I tell you, boys, by the year's end I would n't have parted with him, not if I had parted with my last shilling, and I'd been asked to sell him for a thousand pounds.

4.“Ah, you're laughing, I see.You think I'm speaking in fun.Not a bit of it! Listen to my story and when I get to the end of it you shall laugh, if you like.

“I went out with my regiment to Africa to the Cape of Good Hope.I stayed there for four years, and they were as happy years, on the whole, as I ever spent anywhere.I saw a great number of new things in the course of them and I made a great number of very kind friends.

“We weren't very hard worked out there, and many a pleasant expedition did I have of a few days up country or along the coast, sometimes with a companion, sometimes alone with only my horse and old Rolf.I shall never forget some of those little excursions, for it was in the course of one of them that Rolf took his leap.

5.“I had been riding for five or six miles one pleasant afternoon.It was just hot enough to make the thought of a swim delicious; so after I had been riding leisurely along for some little time I alighted from my horse and, letting him loose to graze, lay down for a quarter of an hour to cool myself and then began to make ready for my plunge.

“I was standing, on a little ledge of cliff some six or seven feet above the sea.It was high tide and the water at my feet was about a fathom deep.‘I shall have a delightful swim，’ I thought to myself as I threw off my coat.

“Just at that moment Rolf in a very excited way flung himself upon me, evidently understanding the meaning of the proceeding.I repeated the remark aloud.‘Yes, we'll have a delightful swim, you and I together,’ I said, ‘A grand swim, my old lad’; and I clapped his back as I spoke and encouraged him, as I was in the habit of doing, to express his feelings without reserve.

6.“But, rather to my surprise, instead of wagging his tail and wrinkling his nose and performing any of his usual antics, the creature only lifted up his face and began to whine.

“He had lain for the quarter of an hour, while I had been resting, at the edge of the little cliff with his head dropped over it; but whether he had been taking a sleep in that position or had been amusing himself by watching the waves was more than I knew.

“‘What's the matter, old fellow?’ I said to him when he set up this dismal howl, ‘Don't you want to have a swim? Well, you needn't unless you like, only I mean to have one; so down with you and let me get my clothes off.’

7.“But instead of getting down, the creature began to conduct himself in the strangest way, first seizing me by the trousers with his teeth and pulling me to the edge of the rock as if he wanted me to plunge in dressed as I was, then catching me again and dragging me back, much as though I were a big rat that he was trying to worry.

“This pantomime, I declare, he went through three separate times, barking and whining all the while, till I began to think he was going out of his mind.

“At last I got out of patience with the beast.I couldn't conceive what he meant.For two or three minutes I tried to pacify him, and so long as I took no further steps to remove my clothes, he was willing to be pacified; but the instant I fell to undressing myself he was on me once more, pulling me this way and that, hanging on my arms, and howling with his mouth up in the air.

“At last I lost my temper and I snatched up my gun and struck him with the butt end of it.

8.“He was quieter after I had struck him,” said Uncle Dick, after a little pause, “For a few moments he lay quite still at my feet, and I had begun to think that he was going to give me no more trouble, when, all at once, just as I had got ready to jump into the water, the creature sprang to his feet and flung himself upon me again.He threw himself with all his might upon my breast and drove me backwards.

“I imagined the poor beast was trying for some reason of his own to have his own way.I thought it was my business to teach him that he was not to have his own way, but that I was to have mine; and so I struck him three or four times with the end of my gun till at last I freed myself from him.

9.“He gave a cry when he fell back.I call it a cry, for it was more like something human than a dog's howl, —something so wild and pathetic that, angry as I was, it startled me.I think if time enough had been given me I would have made some last attempt then to understand what the creature meant.

“I was standing a few feet in from the water, and as soon as I had shaken him off he went to the edge of the bit of cliff and stood there for a moment till I came up to him, and then—just as in another second I should have jumped into the sea—my brave dog, my noble dog, gave one last whine and one look into my face and took the leap before me.

“And then, boys, in another instant I saw what he had meant.He had scarcely touched the water when I saw a crocodile slip like lightning from a sunny ledge of the cliff and seize him by the hind legs.

10.“You know that I had my gun close at hand, and in the whole course of my life I never was so glad to have my gun beside me.It was loaded, too, and a revolver.I caught it up and fired into the water.I fired three times and two of the shots went into the brute's head.

“One missed him, and the first seemed not to harm him much, but the third hit him in some vital place, I hope, —some sensitive place, at any rate, for the hideous jaws started wide.

“Then I began with all my might to shout out ‘Rolf!’ I could n't leave my post, for the brute, though he had let Rolf go and had dived for a moment, might make another spring, and I did n't dare to take my eyes off the spot where he had gone down.

11.“I called to my wounded beast with all my might, and when he had struggled through the water and gained a moment's hold of the rock I jumped down and caught him, and half carried, half dragged him up the little bit of steep ascent till we were safe on the dry land again.And then—I—I forgot for a moment, or two that I was a man at all and burst out crying like a child.

“He licked the tears off my cheeks, my poor old fellow, I remember that.We looked a strange pair, I dare say, as we lay on the ground together with our heads side by side.

12.“When I had come to my senses a little I had to try to get my poor Rolf moved.We were a long way from any house, and the creature could n't walk a step.I tore up my shirt and bound his wounds as well as I could, then I put on my clothes and called to my horse, and in some way, as gently as I could, I got him and myself together upon the horse's back, and we began our ride.

“There was a village about four or five miles off, and I made for that.It was a long, hard jolt for a poor fellow with both his hind legs broken, but he bore it patiently.I never spoke to him, but, panting as he was, he was ready to lick my hands and look lovingly up into my face.

13.“I got him to a resting-place at last, after a weary ride, and then I had his wounds dressed; but it was weeks before he could stand upon his feet again, and when at last he began to walk he limped, and he has gone on limping ever since.

“It's all an old story now, you know,” said Uncle Dick abruptly; “but it's one of those things that a man doesn't forget and that it would be a shame to him if he ever could forget as long as his life lasts.”

14.Uncle Dick stooped down again as he ceased to speak, and Rolf, disturbed by the silence, raised his head to look about him.As his master had said, it was a grand old head still, though the eyes were growing dim now with age.Uncle Dick laid his hand upon it and the bushy tail began to wag.It had wagged at the touch of that hand for many a long day.

“We've been together for fifteen years.He's getting old now,” said Uncle Dick.

罗尔夫的飞跃

乔治亚娜·M·克雷克

1.“哎呀，男孩们，你们跟我的老罗尔夫交上朋友啦？我的老罗尔夫哟！”迪克叔叔说道。他话音刚落，罗尔夫就从那两个小家伙之间奔了过来，像撞开两根保龄球柱似的。它向前一跃，四肢包括那条瘸腿也腾了空，然后忠心耿耿地用脑袋蹭上它主人的腿，一面热烈地摇着尾巴。

“这才是我的好狗呢！”迪克叔叔开口了，他喜爱地摸了摸毛发蓬松的狗背，然后又摇了摇它的一只前爪。这期间罗尔夫一直反反复复地伸出爪子，严肃地等待着主人的许可。

“它可真挺有意思的，一直舔我们的脸，把爪子搭在我们肩膀上，还缠着汤米在草地上打滚呢，”两个男孩里年长的那一个，名字叫威尔的说道，“汤米想试着骑它一下，可它不喜欢，把他给甩下来啦。”

2.“它当然不喜欢呀，”迪克叔叔说，“你要是瘸了一条腿，也不会喜欢有谁骑在你背上啊；至少，我觉得我不成。我也得尽快把这人给甩下去。汤米想做什么其他的事儿都成，就是可千万别让罗尔夫驮着他。”

男孩们和迪克叔叔绕着花园散起步来，后来，就在凉亭里停住了。

“你们红扑扑的小脸蛋可真好看，小子们，”迪克叔叔说，“还都有一双强壮的腿。我和罗尔夫也想能像你们一样活蹦乱跳的，可能蹦跶的好日子已经过去啦。只不过，罗尔夫曾经有一次，比你们谁跳得都棒。”说完，他停顿了一会儿，然后弯下腰去，拍了拍他心头肉的脑袋。

“那可真是次伟大的飞跃啊，对吧？我的老伙计？”他这样说道，而罗尔夫温厚地抬眼看去，眼光因为困顿有些茫然。

男孩们坐下来休息，然后威尔开口了：“迪克叔叔，告诉我们罗尔夫是怎么跳的吧。”

3.“我们那时都比现在要年轻，”迪克叔叔说道，“罗尔夫和我最开始凑到一块的时候，它还是只狗崽。当时我快要前往非洲，有人把它送给了我。‘它的血统相当不错，要是它能跟它父亲一样好，过了今年你就怎么都不舍得跟它分开啦。’我的朋友当时这样说。”

“我很快就发现他是对的。听我说，男孩们，到了那年年末，就算花光了身上最后一个先令，而有人要出1000镑买它，我都不干。”

4.“啊哟，你们笑了。我懂。你们觉得我是在说笑。才不是！听听我的故事，等我讲完，你们要还想笑的话，就可以随心所欲地笑。”

“我当时跟随部队到了好望角，在那里驻扎了4年。总体来说，比起在其他地方度过的日子要快活得多。我见证了无数新鲜的事发生，也结识了一大批非常棒的朋友。”

“我们在那里的任务并不繁重，而我当时的乐趣之一就是每隔几天去内陆的村子或者沿着海岸闲逛。有时我会找个同伴，有时就只有我的马和老罗尔夫了。我永远都没法忘掉那些短暂的旅途，因为罗尔夫的飞跃就发生在其中一次。”

5.“那是个令人愉快的下午，我已经骑马走了五六英里。天气相当热，想游泳的念头十分诱人。所以，我不紧不慢地骑了一会儿之后，就从马背上滑下来，在海岸边躺了一刻钟驱走身上的热意，然后准备跳下水去。”

“我当时站在离海面六七英尺高的海崖边上。正是涨潮期，脚下的海水大约一英寻深。‘看来我能游个痛快，’脱衣服的时候我这样想着。”

“而就在那个时候，罗尔夫非常激动地猛扑向我，明显地带着意图。‘没错儿，来好好游一场，你和我，咱们一块儿，’我大声重复着，‘游个痛快，我的老伙计！’这样说的时候，我习惯性地拍了拍它的背，鼓励它毫无保留地表达感情。”

6.“但令我吃惊的是，这家伙既没摇尾巴，也没皱鼻子，或者作出它平时那些滑稽相。相反地，它只是仰起头，然后哀哀地叫唤了起来。”

“在我休息时的那一刻钟里，它就一直趴在崖边，把头往海面上方探。但它到底是用那个姿势睡着了，还是喜欢看着海浪，这我就不知道啦。”

“‘怎么啦，老伙计？’它那样低沉地哀叫起来的时候，我就问，‘你不想游吗？要是不喜欢的话就没必要哇，只是我想游上一趟。所以走开吧，让我把衣服都脱完。’”

7.“可它没离开我，而是作出了怪异的举动：先是用牙咬住我的裤子，把我往崖礁的边缘拉，好像希望我就穿着衣服往里跳似的；紧接着，它又再次咬着我往后拽，仿佛我是它试着收拾的一只大耗子。”

“我敢说，这套把戏它演了有三回，过程中又是狂吠又是哀嚎，直到我开始觉得它是得了失心疯了。”

“后来，我对这畜生丧失了耐性，我想不出它是什么意思。我试着安抚了它两三分钟，而只要我不再脱衣服，它就挺乐意的；但一旦我开始脱了，它就又缠上来，来来回回地拉扯我，攀在我胳膊上，还冲着天空嚎叫。”

“最后，我真生气了，就抓起步枪，用枪托揍了它。”

8.“它挨了我的收拾，就安静了一点儿，”迪克叔叔停顿了一会，又说，“有那么一会儿，它静悄悄地趴在我脚边，而我把枪放下了，觉得它不会再来捣乱。可当我准备好跳水的时候，这家伙又站起来，冲着我扑了上来。它拼尽全力撞在我胸膛上，逼得我往后退。”

“我猜这可怜的畜生是出于什么缘由，想要随心所欲地干事。于是我觉得有责任教导它不准想干什么就干什么，但我可以；所以我又用枪托揍了它三四次，直到我把它甩了下去。”

9.“当它掉下去的时候，迸出了一声哭叫。我说哭叫，是因为那声音比起狗吠，更像是人发出的动静——那么疯狂，又那么可怜。即使气得不行，我也还是被吓住了。我觉得当时如果能有点空闲的话，我或许会再试着琢磨一下它的意思。”

“我当时正站在离海水几英尺的地方。而一被我甩下去，它就蹿上了崖边，在那里停了一会儿，直到我撵上去。然后——就在我往水里跳的前一秒——我这条勇敢、高尚的忠犬，冲着我最后哀嚎了一声，看了我一眼，当着我的面跳了下去。”

“紧接着，男孩们，在下一瞬间我就明白了它的意思。几乎在它碰到水面的一刹那，我就看见一条鳄鱼闪电般地从一块阳面的崖礁下掠过来，咬住了它的后腿。”

10.“你们知道我的枪当时就在手边，而我这辈子从来没有这么高兴过身边能有支枪。枪已经上了膛，还是左轮手枪。我一把抓起来，冲着水里开火。我一共开了三枪，有两枪打进了鳄鱼的脑袋。

“第一枪没打中，第二枪似乎杀伤力不大，可第三枪我觉得是打中要害了——姑且认为，是某处脆弱部位，因为那张恐怖的嘴松开了。

“然后，我拼了命地喊‘罗尔夫！’我没法离开当时的位置，因为即使那畜生已经松开罗尔夫，沉下去了一阵子，但也可能再猛地冒出来。我也不敢把目光从它消失的位置移开。

11.“我用尽全力，呼唤着自己受了伤的狗。而当它从水里挣扎出来，短暂地攀住礁石的时候，我跳下去抓住了它，半扛半拽地把它从那块陡崖弄到安全而干燥的地面上。然后，我——我不记得有多久——一个男子汉，像个孩子似的大哭了起来。

“但我记得，我的老伙计舔掉了我脸上的泪。它和我一块躺在地面上，头挨着头。我敢说，我们俩当时看上去真是奇怪的一对儿。

12.“等我恢复了一点儿意识，就试着把我可怜的罗尔夫弄回去。我们离营地相当远，而它一步都走不了了。我扯碎衬衫，最大限度地包扎了它的伤口，又穿上衣服，把马叫了过来。然后，尽可能温柔设法把它放上马背，自己也爬了上去，开始奔驰。

“四五英里之外有一个镇子，我赶了过去。对于一只后腿受了伤的动物来说，那路途漫长颠簸，难以承受，可它坚忍地扛下来了。 我没跟它说过一句话，它却一直气喘吁吁地、充满依恋地抬头望着我，随时准备着舔我的手。

13.“在令人疲惫的奔波之后，我把罗尔夫带到了一处休憩的地方，然后找人替它治疗伤口；但它过了好几周才能站起来，而当自从能重新迈步的那一刻起，它便跛了。

“要知道，现在看来这都是陈年旧事了，”迪克叔叔突然说，“但对于一个男人来说，这样的事不能忘记，如果忘了就是一生的羞耻。”

14.这样说完，迪克叔叔就再次弯下腰去。话音之后的静谧令罗尔夫抬起头，向上仰望。正如它主人所说的那样，它是条壮实的老狗，只有眼神因为衰迈而变得黯淡。迪克叔叔将一只手放在它身上，那根毛茸茸的尾巴摇了起来，一如既往。

“我们在一起已经15年了，它现在可是一天比一天老啦。”迪克叔叔说道。





THE BUGLE SONG

By ALFRED TENNYSON

The splendor falls on castle walls

And snowy summits old in story :

The long light shakes across the lakes,

And the wild cataract leaps in glory.

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O hark, O hear! how thin and clear,

And thinner, clearer, farther going !

O sweet and far from cliff and scar

The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!

Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying:

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O love, they die in yon rich sky,

They faint on hill or field or river:

Our echoes roll from soul to soul,

And grow for ever and for ever.

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,

And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.

号角之歌

阿尔弗雷德.丁尼生

华辉莅临于城墙之上，

雪峰屹立于传说之中，

漫光嗡鸣，飞掠湖间，

瀑布激狂，倾吐礼赞，

呜，喔，呜，回声不羁飞旋，

喔，呜，喔，渐轻渐远渐淡！

听啊，听！多么锐利，多么清澈！

更高亢，更清亮，传到远方！

来自仙境的号角，隐约响起！

温柔又甜蜜，远离悬崖峭壁，

吹吧，让我们听听紫谷的回应：

喔，呜，喔，渐远渐淡渐轻！

亲爱的，那回声将逝于蓝天，

抑或在山间与田园里消散，

而我们的回声会凭灵魂传递，

流传不朽，生生不息，

呜，喔，呜，回声自在翔鸣，

喔，呜，喔，渐轻渐淡渐远！





HIS WORD OF HONOR

insurgents（insurgent）　apologetically

起义者（复数） 道歉地

sinister　convulsive

险恶的 痉挛的

The following graphic story is based upon an incident which took place during the last struggle of the Commune in 1871, when the forces of the French government conquered the rabble army after many riotous contests in the streets of Paris.

1.He was only a boy, not yet sixteen, but nevertheless they were going to shoot him.

The band of insurgents to which he belonged had been routed by the Army of Versailles, and, with some ten of his comrades, he had been conducted to one of the city prisons in Paris.

Struck by his youthful appearance, and also astonished at the boy's coolness in this hour of extreme peril, the commandant had ordered that the fatal verdict should, so far as he was concerned, be suspended for the moment and that he should be kept a prisoner until his companions had met their fate at the neighboring barricade.

2.Apparently quite calm and resigned, his great eyes and his face—the pale face of a Parisian child—showed neither emotion nor anxiety.He seemed to watch the terrible scenes about him as though they did not concern him.

He heard the sinister report of the musketry which hurled his companions into eternity without moving a muscle; his calm, fixed gaze seemed to be looking into the great “Afterwards”, which was soon to become the “Present” to him also.

Perhaps he was thinking of his happy, careless childhood—he had hardly outgrown it; perhaps of his relatives and their sorrow when they should hear of his fate; of the chain of fatality which had made him fatherless and had tossed him into the seething turmoil of civil war, and now demanded his life at the hands of fellow countrymen; and perhaps he wondered why such things were.

3.At the time war was declared, he was living happily with his father and mother, honest working folk who had apprenticed him to a printer; politics had never troubled that little household.

It was not long, however, before the Prussians had slain the head of the family.The privations of the siege, the long and weary waiting at the butchers' and bakers' shops when the scanty dole of food was distributed in the rigor of that terrible winter, had stretched his mother on the bed of suffering, where she lay slowly dying.

4.One day when he had gone with others to dig for potatoes in the frost-bound plain of St.Denis a Prussian bullet broke his shoulder, and afterwards, driven partly by hunger, partly by fear of his companions' threats, he had enrolled himself in the Army of the Commune.Like many another, fear and fear only had led him into the ranks.

He had no heart for a war of brothers, and now that his life was about to pay the penalty he was glad that he could lay no man's death to his charge.He was innocent of that, at any rate.

5.The things he had seen and suffered during the few last months had given him a dread of life.He hated to think of leaving his mother in this terrible world,—his mother whom he loved so dearly, who had always been so good to him.

He comforted himself with the thought that before long she would come, too—she could not have much more suffering to undergo, she was so weak when he last saw her, four days ago.

“Kiss me again, dear—again,” she had said, “for I feel that I may never see you more.”

6.“Ah,” he thought, sadly, “if they would only trust me—would give me only one hour of liberty—how I would run home to her and then come back and give myself up to the hands that hunger for my life.I would give my word, and I would keep it.Why not? Save my mother—and she, too, dying—I have no one to weep over me if I am shot.

“To see her again, to kiss her dear lips once more, console, encourage her, and leave her hopeful—then I would face death bravely.”

He was in the midst of these sad reflections when the commandant, followed by several officers, approached him.

7.“Now, my fine fellow, you and I have a score to settle; you know what awaits you?”

“Yes; I am ready.”

“Really ? So ready as all that ? You are not afraid of death ? ”

“Less than of life.I have seen so much the last six months—such awful things—death seems better than such a life.”

“I wager you would not hesitate if I gave you your choice.If I said: ‘Put your best foot foremost and show me how soon you can be out of sight,’ you would soon be off, I'll warrant.”

8.“Try me, sir, try me! Put me to the proof; it's worth a trial.One more or less for your men to shoot, what does it matter? One hour of freedom only, not more; you shall see whether I will keep my word, and whether I am afraid to die.”

“Oh! my boy! You're no fool, but you must take me for one.Once free and far away, and then to come back to be shot just as you would keep an ordinary appointment? You will hardly get me to believe that.”

“Listen, sir, I beg of you.Perhaps you have a good mother; you love her, your mother, more than aught else in the whole world.If, like me, you were just going to die, your last thoughts would be of her.And you would bless the man who gave you the opportunity of seeing her once more.”

9.“Sir, do for me what you would pray others to do for you.Give me one hour of liberty and I will give you my word of honor to return and give myself up.Is life itself worth a promise broken?”

While he was speaking the commandant was pacing to and fro, tugging at his mustache and evidently struggling hard to appear unmoved.

“‘My word,’” he murmured， “This urchin talks of ‘my word’ as though he were a Knight of the Round Table!”

10.He stopped abruptly in front of his prisoner and asked in a severe tone, “Your name?”

“Victor Oury.”

“Age?”

“Sixteen on the fifteenth of July next.”

“Where does your mother live?”

“At Belleville.”

“What made you leave her to follow the Commune?”

“The thirty sous chiefly; one must eat! Then the neighbors and my comrades threatened to shoot me if I did not march with them.They said I was tall enough to carry a musket.My mother was afraid of them and wept and prayed me to obey them.”

“You have no father, then?”

“He was killed.”

“And where?”

“At Bourget, fighting for his country.”

11.The commandant turned towards his staff as though he would consult them at a glance.All seemed moved to interest and pity.

“Well, then! it is understood,” the officer said, gravely, after a moment's reflection, “You can go and see your mother.You have given me your word of honor to be back again in an hour.I shall know then whether you are a man of character or simply a cowardly boy.I give you until evening.If you are not here by eight o'clock I shall say that you are a braggart and care more for life than honor.”

“I thank you, sir.At eight I will be here.”

“You are sure?”

“Certain.”

“We shall see when the time comes.”

12.The boy would have thrown his arms about the officer in his wild joy and gratitude, but the latter repelled him gently.

“No, not now,” he said， “This evening, if you return, I will embrace you—in front of the firing party,” he added, grimly.“Off with you!”

Victor ran like a hare.The officers smiled as they watched him disappear.Twenty minutes later he knocked at his mother's door, and the neighbor who was tending her opened to him.She started and exclaimed when she saw him, for she had believed him dead.He would have rushed to his mother's room, but the woman stopped him.

13.“Go very quietly,” she said in a low voice; “she is asleep.She has been very ill since you went away, but she is a little better now.The doctor said yesterday that if she could sleep she would soon get stronger; she must not be awakened.Poor thing! She will be glad to see you, for she has asked for you so often.When she was not calling you, she was praying the good Lord to preserve you and to restore peace in the land.”

But Victor thought he heard his name called in a faint voice.He moved on tiptoe towards his mother's bed.He had not been deceived—the sick woman's eyes were opened wide.

“Victor! my boy!” she cried in her thin, weak voice.Without a word he lay down beside her and her arms closed round him hungrily.

14.And now the boy who had faced death so impassively could do naught but sob.In his mother's arms, he became a child once more, timid, despairing.

The sick woman, who seemed to gain strength from his presence, sought in vain to console him.

“Why do you distress yourself so, my child, my best beloved?” she asked, “You shall never leave me again.”

“We will throw that hateful uniform away; I never want to see it more.I will make haste and get well; I feel so much stronger since you came.Soon you will go to work again, and you will grow up and become a good man.The past will only look like a bad dream then, and we will forget it completely.”

15.Poor soul, how should she know that her picture of a bright future only deepened her boy's anguish ? She was silent, telling herself that the best way to dry tears is to let them flow freely.She kissed him and let his weary head fall back on the pillow, and then she gave herself up to dreams of happier days in store for both of them.

Victor's sobs grew less frequent and less violent, and soon nothing could be heard in the little room but the regular breathing of the mother and her child.

Ashamed of his weakness, the boy forced himself into self—control, and when he raised his head from the pillow, once more believing himself stronger than love of life, his mother, yielding to the reaction which her sudden joy had caused, was sleeping peacefully.

16.The sight restored his energies.A kind Providence, he thought, had wished to spare him a scene which his strength and courage could not have borne, and he resolved to go at once.

Lightly he kissed his mother's forehead, gazing at her earnestly for a few moments.She seemed to smile, he thought; then he went out hurriedly and returned to his post as quickly as he had come.

“What! So soon?” the commandant cried, astonished.The good-hearted man had hoped that the boy would not return.

“But I had promised!”

17.“Doubtless, but why be in such a hurry? You might have stayed with your mother some time longer and still have kept your word.”

“Poor mother! After a scene of tears which seemed to take all my courage—tears of joy for her, of despair for me—she fell asleep so calmly, so happily, that I dare not wait for her to wake.She fell asleep with her arms about me, thinking I should never leave her again; how could I have told her the truth? Who knows whether I should have had the courage to leave her after doing so? And what would you have thought of me if I had not come back?

18.“So I kissed her and slipped away like a thief while she was sleeping, and here I am.Pray God may be good to her as she has been to me.I have one more thing to ask, —to finish quickly.”

The officer looked at the boy with mingled pity and admiration.His own eyes were full of tears.

“You are quite resigned, then; death does not frighten you?” he asked.

Victor answered him with a gesture.

“And if I pardoned you?”

“You would save my mother's life, too, and I would revere you as a second father.”

19.“Well, you are a plucky lad and you have not deserved to suffer as you have done.You shall go.Embrace me first.Now go and go quickly.Join your mother and love her always.”

As he spoke the last few words the officer took the boy by the shoulders and pushed him gently away.

“It really would have been a pity,” he said half apologetically to his staff as he turned towards them.

Victor did not run—he flew home.His mother was still sleeping.He would dearly have liked to cover her with kisses, but he did not dare to wake her, although her sleep seemed troubled.He lay down again beside her.

20.Suddenly she sat up, crying: “Mercy! Victor! My child! Oh! Mercy! —Ah! you are here; it is really you ? ” she added, waking.

Her thin, weak hands wandered all over him; she pressed him close to her and rained kisses on his face.Then she was shaken by convulsive sobs which Victor could not calm.

“O my boy! my boy! ” she moaned, “I dreamt they were going to shoot you!”

誓言

1871年，经过在巴黎街巷中的无数次厮杀，法国政府镇压了巴黎公社的群众队伍。而接下来的这个故事，便是基于发生在最后一次抗争中的真实事件改编而成。

1.他只是个男孩子，还不满16岁，但他们还是打算枪杀他。

男孩所隶属的起义队伍已经被凡尔赛的军队击败了，他和其他10余名战友一起被关在巴黎市内的一座监狱里。

军队的司令官被他的年少与临危不惧的态度震撼了，于是下令在他的战友们在临近的路障边接受自己的宿命之前，延缓他的死刑，暂时扣押。

2.男孩不为所动。他的脸——一张巴黎孩子的苍白面容，和那双大眼睛都没有流露出紧张或是其他的什么表情，而是以一种事不关己的旁观态度目睹了整个过程。他纹丝不动地听着步枪不祥地尖啸，将他的战友们送往黄泉。他镇静地凝视仿佛在看向自己的“未来”，而未来很快就将成为现在。

男孩可能正在追忆幸福无忧的童年，那仿佛就在昨夕；他或许想到了听到自己的噩耗时，亲人会为他们父子的因果宿命而悲痛——酷烈而混乱的内战已令男孩失去了父亲，如今又要借同胞的手，夺取他的性命；他还可能在想，为什么事情会变成这样？

3.在开战之前，男孩和父母在一起快乐地生活着。他们辛勤劳作，将男孩送去做印刷工的学徒。政治从来都与这个小家庭毫无瓜葛。

然而不久，普鲁士人就夺走了这个家庭的支柱。围城带来的物品短缺、极为有限的食物配给、严冬中在肉铺与面包房外漫长而疲累的等待，这些折磨着男孩的母亲，令她长卧病榻，疾病苦痛一点一点吞噬着她的生命。

4.有一天，男孩和别人一起出去到位于圣丹尼边界的冻土里挖掘土豆，一颗普鲁士的子弹打中了他的肩膀。后来，半是因为饥饿，半是由于害怕同伴们的欺侮，他加入了巴黎公社的军队。和其他许多人一样，他入伍只是因为恐惧。

对于同胞内战，男孩并不热衷。眼下他即将被处以死刑，心里却为不曾要过谁的命而感到高兴。无论如何，他都是清白的。

5.过去几个月里男孩所遭遇过的事情，都令他对人生感到恐惧。他痛恨想到自己的母亲将被遗留在这个可怕的世界上——那么疼爱他，也被他深深地爱着的母亲。

男孩安慰自己不久她也会与自己同聚——并不需要再煎熬多久了，四天前他看见她的时候，她已经是那么的虚弱了。

“再亲我一下，亲爱的——再亲一下。”她当时说，“因为我觉得，我将无法再看见你了。”

6.“啊，”男孩悲伤地想着，“如果他们能信任我——给我区区一小时的自由，我就能跑回家去看看她，然后再将自己交到死神的手上。我会许下誓言，我也会遵守。为什么不呢？除了我的妈妈——她也快死了——没人会为我被枪杀而哭泣的。”

“要是能再见到她，再一次亲吻她可爱的双唇，安慰她、鼓励她，然后令她心怀希望——然后，我便可以勇敢赴死了。”

当司令官带着几名军官走向男孩时，他正深深地陷入这样悲哀的思绪中。

7.“那么，我的好伙计，咱们该算算账了。你知道等待着你的是什么吧？”

“是的，我准备好了。”

“真的？这么胸有成竹啊？你不怕死吗？”

“生活更令我恐惧。我在过去六个月里已经看得够多了——那些可怕的事情——死似乎比活着还要好些。”

“我打赌要是给你选择的话，你才不会犹豫呢。如果我说：‘拿出你最快的脚力来，让我看看你能跑得有多快！’我敢说，你一溜烟就不见了。”

8.“让我试试，先生，让我试试！让我证明给你看，这值得一试。你的部下多杀一个，少杀一个，又有什么要紧呢？我只要1小时的自由，再无所求。这样你就能明白我是会遵守自己的誓言，还是怕死的胆小鬼。”

“哎呀！我的小朋友！你不蠢，可你把我想成傻瓜啦。像个普通的约定似的，给你自由离开，然后再回来挨枪子儿？你可没法让我信这个呀。”

“听好了，先生，我乞求您。您或许也有位好母亲，您爱她，比这世界上任何一切都爱。如果，像我一样，您快要死了，您最后想着的也会是她。而您也会请求别人给你个机会再见她一面的啊。”

9.“先生，像您希望别人会对待您的那样对我发发慈悲吧。给我1小时的自由，我保证会回来，把自己再交给你们。生命难道能比誓言还重要吗？”

当男孩这样说的时候，司令官来回踱着步子，捋着自己的胡子，明显地动摇了。

“‘誓言’，”司令官咕哝着，“这小鬼说‘誓言’，好像他是个圆桌骑士似的！”

10.司令官突然在自己的犯人面前停住了，然后厉声问：“你的名字？”

“维克多·乌里。”

“年龄？”

“到明年的7月15日就满16岁了。”

“你母亲住在哪儿？”

“贝尔维尔。”

“你为什么离开她加入公社？”

“主要是因为穷。人总得吃饭呀！而且，邻居和我的同志们吓唬我，如果不加入的话，就开枪打死我。他们说我长得足够高，可以扛枪了。我母亲很害怕，哭着求我从了他们。”

“这么说，你没有父亲？”

“他被杀了。”

“在哪儿？”

“在柏珍特，为国捐躯了。”

11.司令官转向他的部下，朝他们递出一个询问般的眼神。所有人都看上去有些兴奋且充满同情。

“那么，好吧！明白了！”片刻之后，军官严肃地开口了，“你可以去看你母亲，你已经对我许诺要在1小时内赶回来。到时候，我就明白你是有骨气的人，还是只是个胆小鬼。我一直等你到晚上。如果今晚8点你还不来这儿，我就可以说你是个虚伪的家伙，再也不在乎什么誓言了。”

“我感谢您，先生。到了8点，我会来的。”

“你确定吗？”

“千真万确。”

“等到了时间，我们就明白了。”

12.带着狂喜与感激，男孩对着军官展开了双臂。但对方温和地拒绝了他。

“不，不是现在，”军官说，“今天晚上，如果你回来了，我会拥抱你——就在行刑队面前。”然后他又严厉地加了一句:“现在滚吧！”

维克多像野兔一样飞奔了出去。军官微笑着看着他的身影消失。20分钟以后，他敲响了母亲的房门，帮助照料母亲的邻居开了门。看见维克多时她叫了出来，因为她相信维克多已经死了。维克多本想跑向他母亲的房间，但这女人阻止了他。

13.“走路安静点儿，”邻居低声说，“她睡了，自从你离开，她就病得很厉害，但现在稍微好一些了。医生昨天说，要是她能入睡的话，情况很快就会变好。可不能吵醒她，可怜的人！见到你她会很高兴的，她总是在问你。而当她没叫你名字的时候，她就对上帝祈祷，为了你，也为这地方的安宁。”

但维克多觉得自己听见了微弱的声音，在呼唤着他的名字。他小心翼翼地走到母亲的床边。他是对的——这重病的女人大大地睁着双眼。

“维克多！我的孩子！”母亲的哭声尖细而微弱。他一言不发地挨着她躺下来，而她如饥似渴地抱住了他。

14.眼下，这个曾经面对死亡也面不改色的男孩开始哭泣。在他母亲的怀里，他又变成了一个胆怯而绝望的小孩子。

男孩的出现似乎为这重病的女人带来了力量，她徒劳无助地安慰着维克多。

“为什么你这么难过呀？我的孩子，我最亲爱的心肝？”她问道，“你可不能再离开我了。”

“咱们把那可恨的制服扔了吧，我再也不想看见它啦。我很快就会好的，你一来，我就觉得好多啦。很快你就能去工作，然后长大，成为一个好男人。到那时，过去就会变得像个噩梦一样，我们就把那些事全都忘啦。”

15.可怜的人，母亲怎么能明白对美好未来的描绘，只能加深自己孩子的苦痛呢？她不说话了，告诉自己要止住泪水，最好的办法就是让它尽情地流光。她亲了维克多，让他困倦地在枕头上躺会，然后睡去了，梦着他们幸福的时光。

维克多哭得不那么厉害了，很快，小屋子里除了这对母子的呼吸声便再也没有其他的声息。

男孩迫使自己恢复了自制，并为之前的脆弱感到羞耻。当他从枕头上抬起头，再一次确定自己能战胜对生命、对母亲的热爱。而他的母亲正陶醉于突如其来的快乐，安详地睡着。

16.这幅景象令男孩重新鼓起勇气来。这是天意，他想，上天让他看到这个，好打击自己的力量与勇气。他决定立刻动身。

男孩轻轻地亲吻了母亲的额头，仔仔细细地看了她一会儿。他觉得她似乎在微笑。然后，他仓促地走了出去，尽可能快地赶回了原处。

“什么！这么快啊？”司令官惊讶地嚷道。这个好心人其实盼望着男孩一去不回呢。

“可我保证过了！”

17.“那当然，可是干嘛这么快？你再跟你母亲待一会儿，也能遵守自己的誓言嘛。”

“我那可怜的母亲！她流了几滴泪——欢乐的、绝望的——就把我的所有勇气都冲走了。她睡得那么安详，那么甜蜜，我不敢等着她醒过来。她是抱着我入睡的，以为我再也不会离开她了，我怎么开口告诉她真相呢？谁知道那么做以后，我还有没有勇气离开她呢？而要是我不回来，你又会怎么看我呢？”

18.“所以我亲吻了她，然后在她睡着的时候像个贼一样溜走，然后我就回来了。希望上帝对她慈爱一些，就像她对我一样。我还有一个要求——快把我了结了吧。”

军官带着怜悯与钦佩注视着男孩。他的眼眶里盈满了泪水。

“那么，你已经有觉悟了。死亡不会令你恐惧吗？”他问道。

维克多回给他一个点头。

“而如果我赦免了你呢？”

“那你就等于也救了我母亲的命，我会视你为再生之父。”

19.“唔，你是个好小伙子，不应当遭受这些苦。你可以走了。先跟我拥抱一下，然后走，快走。回到你母亲的身边，然后永远爱她。”

在说最后一句话的时候，军官按住男孩的双肩，温柔地将他推开去。

“不然，真是太可惜了。”军官转身，对着自己的部下们带着点儿歉疚说道。

维克多没跑——他几乎是飞着回家的。他母亲依然在睡着，他真想把她亲个够，可又怕惊醒她。她看起来睡得不太踏实，于是他在她身边躺下了。

20.突然，母亲醒了，一边喊着：“发发慈悲吧！维克多！我的孩子！啊！发发慈悲吧！啊！你在这儿呢！真的是你吗？”她清醒过来，又加了一句。

母亲虚弱而瘦削的双手来来回回地摸着他，将他拉近，在他脸上落下数不清的亲吻。然后她颤抖地抽噎着，连维克多也没法令她平静下来。

“喔，我的宝贝！我的孩子啊！”她呜咽着，“我梦见他们要开枪打死你啦！”





JOHN RIDD'S ADVENTURE

By R.D.BLACKMORE

From “Lorna Doone”

inquisitive　carbine　feigning(feign)

好奇的 卡宾枪　假装（现在分词）

loaches（loach）　disabled　breeches

泥鳅（复数）　残废的 短裤

Richard D.Blackmobe was born in Longworth, England, in 1825.He was graduated at Exeter College, Oxford, and became a lawyer.

Blackmore had no thought of becoming a writer, but, like his most famous character, John Ridd, he loved out-of-door life.The motherhood of nature and the peaceful beauty of the English scenery appealed to him and he began to write verses.

In 1855 he published a volume of poems, and ten years later his first novel, “Clara Vaughn” appeared.

However, it was not until 1869, when Blackmore published “Lorna Doone”, that his writings received attention.This book grew rapidly into favor, and has been followed by other novels.

Blackmore writes his stories very carefully, describing every feature of the landscape which he knows so well.

His characters have a quaint simplicity and are brave and daring.

The story of “Lorna Doone” is filled with truest feeling and beautiful thought.

It centers about John Ridd, who is Blackmore's finest hero.He was a boy whose father had been killed by some highwaymen by the name of Doone.In the following selection the boy tells the story of one of his adventures.In after years the young man's love for Lorna Doone, the queen of a wild band, makes him brave, and he rescues Lorna by means of his quick wit and courage.

1.Being resolved to catch some loaches, whatever trouble it cost me, I set forth, in the forenoon of St.Valentine's Day, 1675.When I had traveled two miles or so, I found a good stream flowing softly into the body of our brook.

I buckled my breeches far up from the knee, expecting deeper water, and, crossing the Lynn, went stoutly up under the branches which hung so dark on the Bagworthy River.

2.Every moment the cold of the water got worse and worse, until I was fit to cry with it.And so, in a sorry plight, I came to an opening in the bushes, where a great, black pool lay in front of me, whitened with snow, as I thought, at the sides, till I saw it was only foam froth.Skirting round one side, I came to a sudden sight and marvel, such as I never dreamed of.For, look! I stood at the foot of a long, pale slide of water, coming without any break for a hundred yards or more, and fenced on either side with cliff, sheer and straight and shining.The water neither ran nor fell nor leaped with any spouting, but made one even slope of it.

3.Then said I to myself：“John Ridd, these trees and pools and lonesome rocks and setting of the sunlight are making a grewsome coward of thee.Shall I go back to my mother so, and be called her fearless boy?”

But that which saved me from turning back was a strange, inquisitive desire to know what made the water come down like that and what there was at the top of it.

I crawled along over the fork of rocks where the water had scooped the stone out, and, shunning thus the ledge from whence it rose like the mane of a white horse into the broad, black pool, softly I let my feet into the dip and rush of the torrent.

4.The green wave came down like great bottles upon me, and my legs were gone from under me in a moment.

But before I knew aught, except that I must die with a roar of water upon me, my fork, praise God, stuck fast in the rock, and I was borne up upon it.

To my great dismay and affright, I saw that no choice was left me now except that I must climb somehow up that hill of water or else be washed down into the pool and whirl around it till it drowned me; for there was no chance of going back by the way I had gone down into it.

5.Having said the Lord's Prayer, I grasped the good loach stick and began my course up the fearful torrent way.

How I went carefully, step by step, never daring to straighten my knees, is more than I can tell clearly.The greatest danger of all was just where I saw no jeopardy, but ran up a patch of black ooze weed in a very boastful manner, being now not far from the summit.

Here I fell and was like to have broken my kneecap, and the torrent got hold of my other leg while I was indulging the bruised one.And then a knotting of cramp disabled me, and all of my body was sliding.But my elbow caught in a hole in a rock, and so I managed to start again.

6.Now, being in the most dreadful fright because I was so near the top and hope was beating within me, I labored hard with both legs and arms going like a mill.At last the rush of forked water drove me into the middle.

Then I made up my mind to die at last; only it did seem such a pity after fighting so long to give in.The light was coming upon me, and again I fought toward it, when suddenly I felt fresh air and fell forward into the sunlight.

7.When I came to myself again a little girl was kneeling at my side, rubbing my forehead tenderly with a dock leaf and a handkerchief.

“Oh, I am so glad!” she whispered softly, as I opened my eyes and looked at her; “now you will try to be better, won't you?”

I had never heard so sweet a sound as came from between her bright red lips, while there she knelt and gazed at me; neither had I ever seen anything so beautiful as the large, dark eyes intent upon me, full of pity and wonder.Then I wandered with my hazy eyes down the black shower of her hair; and where it fell on the turf, among it, like an early star, was the first primrose of the season.

8.And since that day I think of her through all the rough storms of my life when I see an early primrose.

“What is your name?” she said, “and how your feet are bleeding! oh, I must tie them up for you! And no shoes nor stockings! Is your mother very poor, poor boy?”

“No,” I said, being vexed at this; “we are rich enough to buy all this great meadow if we chose; and here are my shoes and stockings.”

“Why, they are quite as wet as your feet.Please to let me manage them; I will do it very softly.”

“Oh, I don't think much of that,” I replied, “But how you are looking at me! I never saw any one like you before.My name is John Bidd.What is your name?”

9.“Lorna Doone,” she answered in a low voice, as if afraid of it, and hanging her head so that I could see only her forehead and eyelashes; “if you please, my name is Lorna Doone; and I thought you must have known it.”

Then I stood up and touched her hand and tried to make her look at me; but she only turned away and her blushes turned into tears, and her tears to long, low sobs.

“Don't cry,” I said, “whatever you do.I am sure you have never done any harm.I will give you all my fish, Lorna, and catch some more for mother; only don't be angry with me.”

10.Here was I, a yeoman's boy, a yeoman every inch of me; and there was she, a lady born and dressed by people of rank and taste, who took pride in her beauty.Though some of her frock was touched with wet, her dress was pretty enough for the queen of all the angels! All from her waist to her neck was white, and the dark, soft weeping of her hair and the shadowy light of her eyes, like a wood rayed through with sunset, made it seem yet whiter.

Seeing how I heeded her, she turned to the stream in a bashful manner and began to watch the water.

11.I, for my part, being vexed at her behavior to me, took up all my things and made a fuss about it to let her know I was going.But she did not call me back as I had made sure she would do; moreover, I knew that to try the descent was almost certain death to me, so at the mouth I came back to her and said:

“Lorna.”

“Oh, I thought you were gone,” she answered; “why did you ever come here? Do you know what the robber band would do to us if they found you here with me? They would kill us both outright and bury us here by the water.”

“But why should they kill me?”

12.“Because you have found the way up here, and they never could believe it.Now, please to go; oh, please to go! They will kill us both in a moment.”

“But I tell you, Lorna, I never saw one like you, and I must come back again tomorrow, and so must you; and I will bring you such lots of things—there are apples and a thrush I caught with only one leg broken and—only put your hand in mine—what little things they are, Lorna!—and I will bring you the loveliest dog; I will show you just how long he is.”

“Hush!”

13.A shout came down the valley; and all my heart was trembling like water after sunset, and Lorna's face was altered from pleasant play to terror.She looked up at me with such a power of weakness that I at once made up my mind to save her or die with her.A tingle went through all my bones, and I only longed for my carbine.The little girl took courage from me, and put her cheek quite close to mine.

“Come with me down the waterfall.I can carry you easily; and mother will take care of you.”

“No, no,” she cried, as I took her up; “I will tell you what to do.They are only looking for me.You see that hole, that hole there?”

14.She pointed to a little niche in the rock which verged the meadow about fifty yards away from us.In the fading of the twilight I could just descry it.

“Yes, I see it; but they will see me crossing the grass to get there.”

“Look! look!” She could hardly speak, “There is a way out from the top of it.Oh, here they come; I can see them.”

The little maid turned as white as the snow which hung on the rocks above her, and then she began to sob aloud, but I drew her behind the withy bushes and close down to the water.Here they could not see either of us from the upper valley, and might have sought a long time for us.

15.Crouching in that hollow nest, I saw a dozen fierce men come down on the other side of the water, not bearing any firearms, but looking lax and jovial, as if they were come from riding.

“Queen! Queen!” they were shouting here and there and now and then, “Where is our little queen gone?”

“They always call me ‘queen’, and I am to be queen by and by,” Lorna whispered to me, with her little heart beating against me; “oh, they are crossing by the timber and there, and then they are sure to see us.”

“Stop,” said I; “now I see what to do.I must get into the water, and you must go to sleep.”

“To be sure, yes, away in the meadow there.But how bitter cold it will be for you!”

16.“Now mind you never come again,” she whispered over her shoulder as she crept away, “Only I shall come sometimes.”

I crept into the water and lay down with my head between two blocks of stone.The dusk was deepening between the hills, and a white mist lay on the river; I could see every ripple and twig and glazing of twilight above it as bright as in a picture; so that to my ignorance there seemed no chance at all but what the men must find me.

For all this time they were shouting and making such a hullabaloo that the rocks all round the valley rung.

17.I was now desperate, between fear and wretchedness, till I caught a glimpse of the little maid whose beauty and whose kindliness had made me yearn to be with her.And then I knew that for her sake I was bound to be brave and hide myself.She was lying beneath a rock, feigning to be fast asleep.

Presently one of the great rough men came round a comer upon her, and there he stopped and gazed awhile at her fairness and her innocence.Then he caught her up in his arms and kissed her.

“Here our queen is! Here's the queen; here's the captain's daughter!” he shouted to his comrades; “fast asleep! Now I have first claim to her, and no one else shall touch the child.Back, all of you!”

18.He sat her dainty little form upon his great, square shoulder and her narrow feet in one broad hand; and so in triumph marched away, with the purple velvet of her skirt ruffling in his long black beard and the silken length of her hair fetched out, like a cloud by the wind, behind her.

Going up that darkened glen, little Lorna turned and put up a hand to me and I put up a hand to her, in the thick of the mist and the willows.

She was gone, my little dear, and when I got over my fright I longed to have more to say to her.Her voice to me was like a sweet, silver bell intoned to the small chords of a harp.

I crept into a bush for warmth and rubbed my shivering legs.Then, as daylight sunk below the forget-me-not of stars, I knew that now must be my time to get away.

19.Through the dusk I had trouble to see the niche in the cliff at even five land yards of distance; nevertheless, I entered and held on by some dead fern stems and did hope that no one would shoot me.

But my joy was like to have ended in sad grief.For, hearing a noise in front of me, I felt myself going down some deep passage into a pit of darkness.Then, without knowing how, I was leaning over a night of water.

20.Suddenly a robin sang in the brown fern and ivy behind me.I took it for our little Annie's voice—for she could call any robin—and gathering quick, warm comfort, sprang up the steep way toward the starlight.Climbing back, as the stones glided down, I heard the cold, greedy wave go lapping, like a blind, black dog, into the distance of arches and hollow depths of darkness.

约翰·里德的冒险

R·D·布莱克默

选自《洛娜·杜恩》

理查德·D·布莱克默于1825年生于英国的朗沃斯，他就读于牛津大学的埃克赛特学院，毕业后成了一名律师。

布莱克默从未想过要成为作家，而是像自己最喜爱的小说人物约翰·里德一样钟情于户外运动。博大的自然与英国恬静优美的风景激发了他的灵感，促使他开始进行诗歌创作。

1855年，布莱克默发表了一卷诗集。而在15年后，他的第一部小说《克拉拉·沃恩》问世。

然而，直到1869年，布莱克默出版了《洛娜·杜恩》这部小说后，他的创作才为人所瞩目。这本著作很快风靡，续作层出不穷。

布莱克默写作态度十分严谨，将自己熟知的风景里每个细节都鲜活地描绘了出来。

布莱克默笔下的人物则拥有难得的朴实、英勇无畏、敢于挑战的品质。

《洛娜·杜恩》的情节中，则饱含了真挚的情感与美好的思绪。

故事的中心人物是约翰·里德也是布莱克默创造出的最完美的一位英雄。他是一个小男孩，其父被名为杜恩的强盗所害。在接下来的选段中，男孩将讲述一段自己的探险经历。多年之后，男孩长成青年，他对洛娜·杜恩——一名强盗家族的“皇后”——的爱情令他鼓起勇气。而他也凭借自己的机智与英勇拯救了心上人。

1.既然已经下定决心，不管多么麻烦也要捉到几条泥鳅，就在1675年的情人节上午，我出发了。走了两英里左右，我便发现了一条缓缓涌入我们这条河的美妙溪流。

因为估计要涉更深的水，我将裤腿高高地卷到膝盖上方，然后蹚过尼恩河，在俯瞰着巴格沃斯河的深暗枝丛之下勇敢地朝上流迈进。

2.每在水里多浸一秒，我都觉得愈发寒冷，都快把我冻哭了。我就这么凄凄惨惨地走到了灌木丛间的一块空地上，面前是一个深幽的大水潭。斜斜地打量过去，有白雪点缀其间。但后来我发现那只是些白色的水沫。绕着潭边走的时候，我突然看见了一幅自己在梦中也未曾目睹过的奇景。瞧啊！我正站立在一条狭长、雪白的水流下游。流水被两侧的悬崖所拥，在至少100码内全无阻挡，耀眼辉煌。它既不奔腾、也不倾泻，更无喷溅，而是沿着一个平缓的坡度涌动。

3.当时我对自己说了：“约翰·里德，这些树木、水池、孤寂的岩石和暮霭把你给吓破胆了。你是回到妈妈身边去呢，还是让人们称你为她勇敢的儿子？”

但真正阻止我返回的，是一股不同寻常的好奇心。我想知道是什么令水势变成这样，而在源头之处又有些什么。

我攀爬过石礁的分叉之处，水流已经将石块冲出凹陷。避开了石脊——岩石在这里隆起，像是一匹跃入黑水潭的白马的鬃毛。我轻轻地将脚探入了激流。

4.绿色的浪涛像一只巨大的玻璃瓶子般地扣在了我的身上，有那么一时半刻我的腿都麻了。

但在我找回清醒的意识之前，我只知道水流在轰击着我，我必死无疑。而我的鱼叉——感谢上帝，突然紧紧地卡住了礁石。我被挂在了它上面。

令我感到沮丧与恐惧的是，我发现自己要么得设法爬到那个巨大的水坡顶部，要么就得被卷进水潭里，打着转儿直到溺毙。因为我根本没办法从自己来的那条路退回去了。

5.我念了一遍主祷文，然后抓住那根救命的鱼叉，开始沿着那条可怕的激流上溯。

我是怎样步步惊心、连腿都不敢伸直地前进的，这我就讲不清楚了。而最大的险处就在于我看不出任何潜藏危险的地方。离坡顶不远的某处，一片黑黝黝的水草正耀武扬威地生长着。

我就在这儿摔了一跤，差点儿把膝盖骨都摔裂了。而在我揉着淤青的那条腿时，激流卷住了我的另一条腿。接下来，一阵剧烈的痉挛令我无法招架，我整个人都往下滑去。但我的胳膊肘卡进了岩石上的一个洞，所以我总算又能再次前进了。

6.眼下，我可是比任何时候都要害怕。因为坡顶近在眼前，而希望鼓动着我的心房。我艰难地移动四肢，像个磨盘似的挪动着。终于，激流将我冲进了河流中央。

于是我便死了心。只是挣扎了这么久还是得放弃，实在是很遗憾。天光已然在我眼前浮现，于是我再一次朝着它挣扎过去。接着，我忽然闻见了清新的空气，然后倒在了阳光里。

7.我清醒过来后，发现一个小姑娘跪在我身边，用一片羊蹄叶子和一块手帕轻柔地擦拭我的前额。

“哎呀！我好高兴！”当我睁开眼睛看向她时，她柔和地低语道，“现在你会好一点儿了吧，对不对呀？”

小姑娘就那么跪着注视我，我从未听过比从她的娇艳红唇里吐出的话语更甜美的声音了。她的眼中饱含着怜悯与好奇，而我也从没有见过比那双看着我的大黑眼睛更美丽的东西。然后，我恍惚朦胧地看着她如瀑布般浓密的黑发，发丝一直垂到草地上，像一朵早开的迎春花点缀其中，又仿若晨星。

8.自从那一天起，在我人生的每一场凄风苦雨中，只要看见一朵迎春花，我就会想起她。

“你叫什么名字呀？”小姑娘问，“你的腿流血流得多厉害！喔！我必须得替你包扎起来。而且你既没有鞋子，也没有袜子！你的妈妈很穷吗？可怜的男孩。”

“不。”我说，对小姑娘的话有些不悦，“我们要是想的话，能把这一大片草地都买下来。还有，我的鞋和袜子在这儿呢。”

“啊呀，它们和你的脚一样湿透啦。请让我来处理它们吧，我会很小心的。”

“喔，我没想这么多。”我回答道，“可你怎么这样看着我啊？我之前可从来没见过像你这样的人。我叫约翰·里德，你叫什么？”

9.“洛娜·杜恩。”她低低地说道，好像害怕这个名字似的。她还低下了头，这样我就只能看得到她的前额与眼睫毛，“请原谅，我叫洛娜·杜恩，我想你一定已经听说过这个名字了。”

我站了起来，碰了碰小姑娘的手，想让她看向我。可她只是转过头去，脸上的羞色化作泪水，泪水又变成了漫长而低沉的呜咽。

“别哭啊，”我说，“不管你做了什么，我敢肯定你没干过任何坏事儿。我把自己的鱼都送给你，洛娜。我再另外给妈妈捉一些，只要你别生我的气。”

10.我，一个自耕农的儿子，自己也是个地地道道的自耕农。而她，一位天生的淑女，被有地位和品位的人打扮，并以她的美貌为傲。尽管外袍已经有点被打湿了，可她的裙衫美得像是给天使们的女王穿的！从脖颈到腰间都是雪白的，而她的头发纯黑柔顺，眼里闪烁着温润的光华，仿佛一片被阳光笼罩的森林——这些都将她的衣服衬得更白了。

见我这么凝视她，小姑娘又羞涩地转过脸去，看向水面。

11.我呢，也被洛娜这种态度弄得恼了起来，就拿起所有的东西，姿态还很夸张，好让她知道我就打算离开了。但尽管我坚信她会叫我回来，她却没这么做。而我明白，往斜坡那边走绝对是死路一条，于是到了出口处，我便又走回她身边，然后说：“洛娜。”

“喔，我还以为你走了呢。”洛娜回答道，“你为什么跑到这里来的？你知道如果被他们发现我们在一起的话，那帮强盗会怎么对付我们吗？他们会把我们当场杀死，然后将尸体就埋在水边。”

“可他们为什么要杀你呢？”

12.“因为你找到了到这里来的路，而他们不会相信的。现在，请快走吧，喔，快走！他们会马上就杀了我们的！”

“可是听我说，洛娜，我从来没见过像你这样的人，我明天一定还会回来的，而你也一定要来。我会带很多东西给你——苹果、我逮到的一只瘸画眉还有——只要把你的手放进我的手里——它们可真小，洛娜——我就会给你带来最可爱的小狗，我要给你看看它有多大。”

“嘘！”

13.喊声沿着山谷传来，我的心如同日落后的河水般激荡了起来，洛娜的表情从愉悦变成了恐惧。她抬眼看着我，是那么无助，而我立刻就决定要么拯救她，要么与她同死。我周身的骨节都发出鸣响，只想着我的卡宾枪。女孩从我这里得到了勇气，于是将她的脸颊贴了过来。

“跟着我到瀑布下面去，我能轻松地背起你，我妈妈也会照顾你的。”

“不，不，”洛娜在我抱起她的时候哭了，“我会告诉你怎么做，他们只是来找我的。你看见山洞了吗，在那边的那个？”

14.洛娜指向一个小小的洞穴，就在离我们约50码远，毗邻草地的那片岩石里。在渐渐消隐的暮光之中，我只能勉强辨认出来。

“是的，我看见了。可我穿过草坪的时候会被他们看见的。”

“看，看啊！”她几乎连话都说不出来了，“从顶上还有一条脱身的路线呢。啊！他们来了，我能看见。”

这个小女孩的脸色变得像她头顶那片岩石上堆着的雪一样苍白。紧接着，她便大声地哭了起来。我把她拉进柳丛后面，紧紧地贴近水面。这样他们从山谷上方就看不见我们了，就算找也要找上很长时间。

15.蹲在那个小洞穴里的时候，我看见10几个凶神恶煞的男人沿着河对岸走近了。他们没有带武器，一副轻松快乐的样子，就像是刚刚骑马归来。

“女王！女王！”他们时不时地喊着，这儿一声那儿一句，“我们的小女王去哪儿了？”

“他们总是叫我‘女王’，我以后是要当皇后的。”洛娜对着我悄悄地说道，她小小的心房贴着我的胸膛跳动,“啊，他们正坐着那只船过河呢，那他们就能看见我们了。”

“别说了，”我开口道，“我明白要做什么了，我必须钻进水里，而你得装睡。”

“为了保险，好吧，快到草地那边去。可你得多冷呀！”

16.“当心，你不要再来了。”洛娜在离开的时候转过身来，悄声细语地说了一句，“只有我偶尔可以来。”

我潜进水中，头枕在两块大石之间。山间的暮色越发深沉，河边上弥漫着乳白的雾气。我能看得见每一道纤细的波纹与柳枝，琉璃色的暮光高高在上，辉煌得如同画卷。在我看来，他们一定会发现我，毫无侥幸可言。因为他们一直在呼喊叫骂着，周围所有的礁石似乎都嗡鸣了起来。

17.我现在变得十分绝望。在恐惧与凄惨之中，我似乎又看见了那个女孩，她的美丽与善良令我渴望亲近。于是我觉得，就算是为了她，我也要勇敢起来，努力藏好自己。她正躺在一块大岩石下面，假装已经进入了梦乡。

不久，那帮粗人中的一员转过一个拐角出现在她身旁。他站住了，看了一会儿她美丽而天真的睡颜。然后他伸出手臂把她抱了起来，亲了又亲。

“我们的女王在这儿呢！在这儿！首领的女儿在这里！”他对自己的同伴们喊道，“她睡熟啦！是我先发现她的，别人甭想碰这孩子。你们！都给我退后！”

18.这个人把洛娜小巧玲珑的身体放在自己宽阔的肩膀上，然后一只手捧着她小小的脚，得意扬扬地大踏步而去。紫色的天鹅绒裙子在他的长黑胡子上摩擦着，丝绸般的长发飘散在身后，像一朵被风吹乱了的云彩。

在往深暗的幽谷里移动的时候，小洛娜转过身来，朝着我举起一只手，我也在浓密的雾气与柳枝中冲着她举起手来。

于是洛娜离开了，我的小可爱。当我的恐惧平息之后，便渴望着能再跟她说些话儿。对我而言，她的声音是那么甜美，如同细弦竖琴配上银铃一般悦耳。

我悄无声息地钻进一处暖和的灌木丛里，揉搓着自己颤抖的双腿。然后，当暮光垂落至勿忘我星座（白羊座）的下方时，我知道自己逃离的时机到了。

19.穿过苍茫的暮色，我好不容易才看见了岩穴的出口，虽然它离我不足5码远。不管怎样，我总算是捉着些枯蕨杆爬了过去，一边希望没人打算朝我开枪。

但我到底还是乐极生悲了。听着前方传来的响动，我只觉得自己爬进了一条深深的小道，前方是黑不见底的暗井。然后，不知怎的，我就来到了一汪乌黑的水畔旁。

20.突然，一只知更鸟在我身后褐蕨与常青藤丛里鸣唱起来。我把那听成了我的小安妮的声音——因为她的口技可以诱来任何一只小鸟——于是我立刻得到了温暖的慰藉，奋然跃上陡峭的岩道，朝着星光前进。我爬了回去，期间不断有石块向下滚落。我能听见寒冷的波涛贪婪地汹涌着，就像是一只黑色的盲狗，不断撞击远处的拱崖，然后消失在空虚的昏暗之中。





THE COAST GUARD

By EMILY HUNTINGTON MILLER

Do you ask me what I am seeing

While I watch the embers glow,

And list to the wild wind howling

As it drives the winter snow?

I see, away to the eastward,

The line of a storm—beat coast,

And I hear the tread of the hurrying waves,

Like the tramp of a mailed host.

And up and down in the darkness,

And over the frozen sand,

I hear the men of the coast guard

Pacing along the strand, —

Beaten by storm and tempest

And drenched by the pelting rain,—

From the shores of Carolina

To the wind-swept bays of Maine.

No matter what storms are raging,

No matter how wild the night,

The gleam of their swinging lanterns

Shines out with a friendly light.

And many a shipwrecked sailor

Thanks God with his gasping breath

For the sturdy arms of the surfmen

That drew him away from death.

And so, when the wind is wailing

And the air grows dim with sleet,

I think of the fearless watchers

Pacing along their beat.

I think of a wreck, fast breaking

In the surf of a rocky shore,

And the lifeboat leaping onward

To the stroke of the bending oar.

I hear the shouts of the sailors,

The boom of the frozen sail,

And the crack of the icy halyards

Straining against the gale.

“Courage!” the captain trumpets,

“They are sending help from land!”

God bless the men of the coast guard

And hold their lives in his hand!

海岸的守卫

艾米丽·汉丁顿·米勒

你问我在余烬中所见为何？

你要我描述冬日驭雪的风声。

我看见东方暴雨狂放，

侵袭着海岸的边线；

我听见浪涛急促前行，

如同身披甲胄的幽灵。

在天上地下的黑暗之中，

在冰封万里的沙漠之上，

我能听见海岸的守卫，

在困境中踱步彷徨，

风吹雨打，连绵无休，

从加利福尼亚海滨，

到飓风掠境的缅因。

无论暴雨怎样酷烈，

不管暗夜怎样荒凉，

灯塔永远温暖闪亮，

无数落难的水手，

喘息着感谢上苍，

救助者强壮的臂膀，

令他们远离死亡。

于是，当狂风怒号、雨空暗阴，

我便会想起无畏巡逻的瞭望人，

想起崎岖岸边被浪涛粉碎的残骸，

想起救生艇奋力前行时弯折的桨，

我还听到水手的呼喊，

听到冻帆沉闷的哀鸣，

绽裂的吊索在狂风中绷紧，

“勇敢些！”船长高喊着，

“陆上的援助即将来临！”

愿上帝保佑海岸的守卫！

愿他能挽救落难的子民！





FOOTBALL AT RUGBY

By THOMAS HUGHES

From “Tom Brown's School Days”

gigantic　creditably

巨大的　不愧

predicament　prepositor

困境　级长

“Tom Brown's School Days” and “Tom Brown at Oxford” are two of the best books ever written for boys and young men.

The author, Thomas Hughes, was born at Newbury, England, in 1823.He spent several years at Rugby under the mastership of the famous Dr.Arnold, continuing his education at Oxford.

This selection is from “Tom Brown's School Days”—a graphic description of life at Rugby, —and the hero is a manly, sturdy English boy.

Mr.Hughes was a lawyer as well as a writer and was deeply interested in aiding the common people.

1.“But why do you wear white trousers in November?” said Tom.He had been struck by this peculiarity in the costume of almost all the schoolhouse boys.

“Why, bless us, don't you know? No, I forgot.Why, to-day's the schoolhouse match.Our house plays the whole of the school at football.And we all wear white trousers to show 'em we don't care for kicks on the shins.You're in luck to come to-day.You will see a great match; and Brooke's going to let me play in quarters.That's more than he'll do for any other low-school boy, except James and he's fourteen.”

“Who's Brooke?”

“Why, that big fellow that called over at dinner, to be sure.He's head of the schoolhouse side, and the best kick and charger in Rugby.”

2.Tom followed East across the level ground till they came to a sort of gigantic gallows of two poles eighteen feet high, fixed upright in the ground some fourteen feet apart, with a crossbar running from one to the other, at the height of ten feet or thereabouts.

“This is one of the goals,” said East, “and you see the other, across there, right opposite, under the doctor's wall.Well, the match is for the best of three goals.Whichever side kicks two goals wins; and it won't do, you see, just to kick the ball through these posts.It must go over the crossbar; any height'll do, so long as it's between the posts.

3.“You'll have to stay in goal to touch the ball when it rolls behind the posts, because if the other side touch it they have a try at goal.Then we fellows in quarters, we play just about in front of goal here, and have to turn the ball and kick it back before the big fellows on the other side can follow it up.And in front of us, all the big fellows play, and that's where the scrimmages are mostly.”

Next minute East cried out: “Hurrah! here's the punt-about; come along and try your hand at a kick.”

The punt-about is the practice ball, which is just brought out and kicked about anyhow from one boy to another before callings-over and dinner and at other odd times.They joined the boys who had brought it out, —all small schoolhouse fellows, friends of East.

4.Tom had the pleasure of trying his skill, and performed very creditably, after first driving his foot three inches into the ground and then nearly kicking his leg into the air in vigorous efforts to accomplish a drop-kick after the manner of East.

The crowd thickened as three o'clock approached; and when the hour struck, one hundred and fifty boys were hard at work.

“Hold the punt-about!” “To the goals!” are the cries; and the whole mass of boys moves up towards the two goals, dividing as they go, into three bodies.

That little band on the left, consisting of from fifteen to twenty boys — Tom amongst them — who are making for the goal under the schoolhouse wall, are the schoolboys who are not to play-up and have to stay in goal.The larger body moving to the island goal are the schoolboys in a like predicament.

5.The great mass in the middle are the players-up, both sides mingled together; they are hanging their jackets and, all who mean real work, their hats, waistcoats, neck-handkerchiefs, and braces on the railings round the small trees; and there they go by twos and threes up to their respective grounds.

And now that the two sides have fairly sundered, and each occupies its own ground and we get a good look at them, what absurdity is this ? You don't mean to say that those fifty or sixty boys in white trousers, many of them quite small, are going to play that huge mass opposite?

Indeed I do; they're going to try, at any rate, and won't make such a bad fight of it, either, mark my word; for has n't old Brooke won the toss with his lucky halfpenny, and got choice of goals and kick-off ?

6.The new ball you may see lie there quite by itself in the middle, pointing towards the school or island goal; in another minute it will be well on its way there.

Now look, there is a slight move forward of the schoolhouse wings, a shout of “Are you ready?” and a loud affirmative reply.

Old Brooke takes half a dozen quick steps, and away goes the ball spinning towards the school goal; seventy yards before it touches ground and at no point above twelve or fifteen feet high, —a model kick-off, —and the schoolhouse cheer and rush on.The ball is returned, and they meet it and drive it back amongst the masses of the school already in motion.

7.Then the two sides close, and you can see nothing for minutes but a swaying crowd of boys, at one point violently agitated; that is, where the ball is, and there are the keen players to be met and the glory and the hard knocks to be got.You hear the dull thud, thud of the ball and the shouts of “Off your side!” “Down with him!” “Put him over!” “Bravo!”

But see! it has broken; the ball is driven out on the schoolhouse side, and a rush of the school carries it past the schoolhouse players-up.“Look out in quarters,” Brooke's and twenty other voices ring out; no need to call, though.

8.The schoolhouse captain of quarters has caught it on the bound, dodges the foremost schoolboys who are heading the rush, and sends it back with a good drop-kick well into the enemy's country.

And then follows rush upon rush and scrimmage upon scrimmage, the ball now driven through into the schoolhouse quarters and now into the school goal; for the schoolhouse have not lost the advantage which the kick-off and a slight wind gave them at the outset, and are slightly “penning” their adversaries.

9.Three-quarters of an hour are gone; first winds are failing, and weight and numbers beginning to tell.Yard by yard the schoolhouse boys have been driven back, contesting every inch of ground.

The bulldogs are the color of mother earth from shoulder to ankle, except young.Brooke, who has a marvelous knack of keeping his legs.The schoolhouse boys are being “penned” in their turn, and now the ball is behind their goal under the doctor's wall.

We get a minute's breathing time before old Brooke kicks out, and he gives the word to play strongly for touch by the three trees.Away goes the ball and the bulldogs after it, and in another minute there is a shout of “Intouch!” “Our ball!” Now's your time, old Brooke, while your men are still fresh.

10.He stands with the ball in his hand, while the two sides form in deep lines opposite one another.He must strike it straight out between them.The lines are thickest close to him, but young Brooke and two or three of his men are shifting up further, where the opposite line is weak.

Old Brooke strikes it out straight and strong and it falls opposite his brother.Hurrah! that rush has taken it right through the school line and away past the three trees far into their quarters, and young Brooke and the bulldogs are close upon it.

11.The school leaders rush back shouting “Look out in goal!” and strain every nerve to catch him, but they are after the fleetest foot in Rugby.There they go straight for the school goal posts, quarters scattering before them.

One after another the bulldogs go down, but young Brooke holds on.“He is down!” No! a long stagger, but the danger is past; that was the shock of Crew, the most dangerous of dodgers.

And now he is close to the school goal, the ball not three yards before him.There is a hurried rush of the chool fags to the spot, but no one throws himself on the ball—the only chance—and young Brooke has touched it right under the school goal posts.

12.Old Brooke, of course, will kick out the goal, but who shall catch and place it? Call Crab Jones.

Here he comes sauntering along with a straw in his mouth, the queerest, coolest fish in Rugby.If he were tumbled into the moon this minute he would just pick himself up without taking his hands out of his pockets or turning a hair.

It is a moment when the boldest charger's heart beats quick.Old Brooke stands with the ball under his arm motioning the school back; he will not kick out till they are all in goal, behind the posts.They are all edging forward, inch by inch, to get nearer for the rush at Crab Jones, who stands there in front of old Brooke to catch the ball.

13.If they can reach and destroy him before he catches, the danger is over; and with one and the same rush they will carry it right away to the schoolhouse goal.Fond hope! It is kicked out and caught beautifully.

Crab strikes his heel into the ground to mark the spot where the ball was caught, beyond which the school line may not advance; but there they stand, five deep, ready to rush the moment the ball touches the ground.

Take plenty of room! Don't give the rush a chance of reaching you! place it true and steady! Trust Crab Jones.He has made a small hole with his heel for the ball to lie on, by which he is resting on one knee, with his eye on old Brooke.“Now!” Crab places the ball at the word, old Brooke kicks, and it rises slowly and truly as the school rush forward.

14.Then a moment's pause, while both sides look up at the spinning ball.There it flies straight between the two posts, some five feet above the crossbar, an unquestioned goal; and a shout of real, genuine joy rings out from the schoolhouse players-up and a faint echo of it comes over the close from the goal-keepers under the doctor's wall.

A goal in the first hour—such a thing hasn't been done in the schoolhouse match this five years.

15.“Over” is the cry; the two sides change goals, and the schoolhouse goal-keepers come threading their way across through the masses of the school, the most openly triumphant of them, amongst whom is Tom, a schoolhouse boy of two hours' standing, getting their ears boxed in the transit.

Tom is indeed excited beyond measure, and it is all the sixth-form boy—kindest and safest of goal-keepers—has been able to do to keep him from rushing out whenever the ball has been near their goal.So he holds him by his side and instructs him in the science of touching.

16.And now the last minutes are come, and the school gather for their last rush, every boy of the hundred and twenty who has a run left in him.Reckless of the defense of their own goal, on they come across the level big-side ground—the ball well down amongst them—straight for our goal, like the column of the Old Guard up the slope at Waterloo.

All former charges have been child's play to this.Warner and Hedge have met them, but still on they come.The bulldogs rush in for the last time; they are hurled over or carried back, striving hand, foot, and eyelids.

17.Old Brooke comes sweeping round the skirts of the play, and, turning short round, picks out the very best heart of the scrimmage and plunges in.It wavers for a moment—he has the ball! No, it has passed him, and his voice rings out clear over the advancing tide: “Look out in goal!”

Crab Jones catches it for a moment, but before he can kick, the rush is upon him and passes over him, and he picks himself up behind them with his straw in his mouth, a little dirtier, but as cool as ever.

The ball rolls slowly in behind the schoolhouse goal, not three yards in front of a dozen of the biggest school players-up.

18.There stands the schoolhouse prepositor, safest of goal-keepers, and Tom Brown by his side, who has learned his trade by this time.Now is your time, Tom.The blood of all the Browns is up, and the two rush in together and throw themselves on the ball, under the very feet of the advancing column, the prepositor on his hands and knees arching his back, and Tom all along on his face.

Over them topple the leaders of the rush, shooting over the back of the prepositor, but falling flat on Tom and knocking all the wind out of his small body.

“Our ball,” says the prepositor, rising with his prize; “but get up there; there's a little fellow under you.” They are hauled and roll off him and Tom is discovered, a motionless body.

19.Old Brooke picks him up.“Stand back ! Give him air!” says he, and then, feeling his limbs, adds: “No bones broken.How do you feel, young 'un ?”

“Hah-hah,” gasps Tom, as his wind comes back; “pretty well, thank you—all right.”

“Who is he?” says Brooke.“Oh, it's Brown; he's a new boy.I know him,” says East, coming up.

“Well, he is a plucky youngster, and will make a player,” says Brooke.

And five o'clock strikes.“No side” is called, and the first day of the schoolhouse match is over.

拉格比市的足球赛

托马斯·修斯

选自《汤姆·布朗的求学时代》

《汤姆·布朗的求学时代》与《汤姆·布朗在牛津》是两本适合少年与青年阅读的上乘佳作。

著者托马斯·修斯于1823年出生于英国的纽伯里。在拉格比市的数年间里，他师从于著名的阿诺德爵士，后来又到牛津大学深造。

本篇节选自《汤姆·布朗的求学时代》，是著者在拉格比市生活的真实写照。故事的主角是一位强壮并颇具男子气概的英国男孩。

修斯兼作家与律师两职于一身，也非常热衷于援助普通民众。

1.“可你们为什么要在11月里穿白裤子啊？”汤姆问道。面对学院里绝大多数男生们的奇特打扮，他目瞪口呆。

“什么？老天啊，你不知道吗？喔，你不知道，我忘了。听着，今天是学院的比赛橄榄球日，咱们学院对上整个学校。我们穿着白裤子，是告诉他们咱们才不在乎小腿上被踹上几脚呢。你真是好运，今天来的话就能看上一场精彩的比赛。而且，布鲁克还让我当四分卫呢，他可没这么客气对待过其他低年级的男生——除了詹姆斯，可他都14岁了。”

“布鲁克是谁啊？”

“喔，就是那个在晚餐时被点名的大块头啊。他是学院里的头头，也是拉格比最棒的踢球手和冲锋者。”

2.汤姆跟着耶斯特穿过平场，到了一处像是巨型绞刑架一样的地方。两根高达18英尺的柱子伫立在地上，彼此相隔14英尺。在高约10英尺的部位，一根横木连接了左右。

“这是球门之一，”耶斯特说，“你瞧，另一处就在那儿，正对面，在医者之墙的下方。唔，这比赛就是看谁最能进攻，攻下三处球门里的两处就算赢。而且你看，光把球踢过门柱可不行，必须得让它飞过横木。只要是在两根门柱之间，多高都成。”

3.“你必须得待在球门里，等足球滚到门柱后面的时候就要碰到它。如果要是另一方先碰到了，他们就有了射门的机会。然后是我们这些担任四分卫的，我们的位置就在球门的正前方。我们需要传球，然后在对方那一伙人赶过来之前把它给踢回去。在我们前方就是其他队员的活动阵地，也是最混乱的地方。”

下一刻耶斯特就高叫出声：“喔呀！那儿有个悬空球，过去试试，踢它一下子。”

悬空球就是个热身用球，在点名与晚餐之前，男孩们把它拿出来，随随便便地传来踢去。两个人加入了拿着球的那一伙人，都是些低年级的小孩，耶斯特的朋友。

4.汤姆很乐意试试自己的能力，他玩得相当不错。他一跺脚，就把地面踩出了个深坑；学着耶斯特的样子来一个大力飞腿，就搞定了射门得分。

快到下午3点的时候，场上的人群密集起来。而到了4点，一共有150个男生如火如荼地玩了起来。

“捉住那个悬空球！”他们叫喊着，“往球门那儿跑！”所有的男孩分成了三队，瞄准了球门移动。

左边的那一小伙人大约有15到20个——汤姆也在其中，位于学院墙下方的球门。他们并不出击，只是需要待在球门里防卫。大一些的男生们正往这边冲锋，并且似乎陷入了困局。

5.场地中央的大多数人则陷入了混战，他们都把外套脱下来挂在树边的栅栏上，而那些打算动真格的还甩掉了帽子、马甲和领巾。大家三三两两地聚集在各自的场地上。

眼下，场上可算是壁垒分明，每个阵营都占领了自己的场地。可这是什么荒唐的状况啊？那边的五六十个穿白裤子的小男孩，不是要对付另一边的大块头们吧？

然而正是如此。小男孩们无论如何都打算试一试，而且就是输也不会输得很难看。信我这句话，因为大布鲁克的运气总是不错，而且他还有球门和开球的优先选择权呢。

6.瞧，崭新的球独自躺在场地中央，两端各指着比赛双方。不一会儿，它就要飞到一边儿去啦。

看！学院队的边卫们向前微微移动了！“准备好了吗？”有人喊了一嗓子，得到了大声赞同的回应。

大布鲁克快跑了六步，总是把足球往球门那边旋踢过去。在球有12到15英尺高，再飞过70码就撞上地面的时候——一记经典的飞踢——学院的队伍高声欢呼，然后继续奔跑。球被踢了回来，他们接住，把它往对方的阵营里带。

7.然后，双方短兵相接，有那么几分钟你除了骚动的人群之外，什么都看不清了。他们激烈地战在一处。球在哪里，荣耀就在哪里；勇猛的球手汇聚到哪里，撞击声就在同样的位置响起。你能听见沉闷的啪啪声，球陡然下落的砰砰声，还有“离开你自己的阵线”“放倒他”“把他搞翻”“干得好”的呼喊声。

但是看啊！这局面被打破了。球被卷入了学院的阵地，一群对方的球员拥着它呼啸着擦过了主阵。“四分卫当心！”布鲁克和其他20个人齐声喊道，虽然这喊叫毫无必要。

8.学院队四分卫的头儿将高高弹起的球一把截住，闪过敌方冲杀过来的头阵，然后用一记精彩的凌空飞步把它踢了回去。

然后这帮人继续奔跑混战，周而复始。球一会儿被带进了学院队的场地，一会儿又飞到了对方的球门。托开球权与处于上风口的福，学院队一直没有在赛事中处于劣势，并循序渐进地打击着他们的对手。

9.45分钟转瞬即逝，起初的优势渐渐被抵消，体力与数量上的差距开始凸显出来。学院队的男孩们开始被寸寸逼退，却依然没有放弃抗争。

进攻组的球员从头到脚都是泥土的颜色，只有小布鲁克以一种炉火纯青的身法保住了自己的裤腿。学院队的男孩们正被逐渐包抄，而球眼下在他们自己的球门之后。

在大布鲁克重新开局之前，我们有几分钟重整阵容。他授意我们重点朝那三棵树的位置进攻。球飞到哪里，进攻组就蜂拥而至，而紧接着就有“越线”“球是我们的”等各种叫喊声。现在就得看你的啦，大布鲁克，你队里的其他人可都还是新手啊。

10.大布鲁克单手持球，站立不动。两个阵营针锋相对，排成两条长列。他必须得将球从队列之间掷出去，队列威压地逼近了他，而小布鲁克和其他两三名队友正朝敌方队形薄弱的地方奔去。

大布鲁克用力把球笔直地抛了出去，球正好落在他的兄弟面前。精彩！这一次冲锋正好穿过了校队的阵线，掠过那三棵树，径直侵入对方的后场。小布鲁克和进攻组的球员们眼看就要逼近了。

11.校队的队长飞奔着返回，一边喊着“当心球门！”他拼尽了全力，可他们追的是拉格比市第一流的飞毛腿。学院队的球员们单刀直入地冲着门柱去了，眼前是松散的防卫。

进攻组一个接一个地被放倒了，但小布鲁克一直坚持着。“他也倒下啦！”不对！他趔趄了一下，但很快稳住了。是克鲁暗算了他，他可是最厉害的假动作专家。

眼下，小布鲁克逼近了校队的球门，球离他不到3码远。校队的人暴风骤雨般地追上去，可没人能把球夺回来——机会只有一次——小布鲁克在校队球门柱的正下方把球捞在了手里。

12.谁来开球？是大布鲁克，当然啦。可谁来接球放球呢？那个人叫克拉勃·琼斯。

眼下克拉勃正漫步而来，嘴里叼着根草秆。他是拉格比最古怪、最冷静的人物。要是这会儿突然掉到月亮上去了，他可能也就是眼都不眨地爬起来，双手还依然揣着兜。

在这个时候，即使是最勇敢无畏的得分手也会心跳如鼓。老布鲁克用胳臂夹着足球，抬手示意校队返回自己的阵地。直到双方都回到球门，站在门柱之后，他才会开球。克拉勃·琼斯站在老布鲁克面前准备接球。为了在开跑时离他近一些，所有人都尽可能地往前站，能贴一寸是一寸。

13.如果对方能在克拉勃接住球之前就接近并阻止他，之后就问题不大。只要接着跑一趟，他们就能把球带到学院队的球门那边……这可真是痴心妄想！球被踢开，然后被漂亮地接住了。

克拉勃用脚后跟凿了一下场地，为球被接住的位置做了个标记，这就是校队阵营的边界。对方就站在那儿，围得里一层外一层，准备一旦球碰到地面就拔腿冲过来。

多占点儿地方！别让他们拦到你！扎扎实实地守住！克拉勃·琼斯是个信得过的球员，他用脚跟弄了个小坑好让球立得住，又单脚静立在旁边，眼睛盯紧了老布鲁克。“就是现在！”话音刚落，克拉勃就把球往地上一放，老布鲁克飞起一脚。球慢悠悠地腾空而去，校队球员开始前冲。

14.时间有一刻静止了。双方的球员都仰望着球在半空中旋转。它笔直地飞过两根门柱，掠过横木5英尺之上的空当——毫无疑问，进球！学院队的阵营里爆发出饱含着纯粹喜悦的欢呼声，而远远地，从医者之墙下的守门员那里也传来了模糊的回响。

头一小时就射门成功——学院队已经有5年没在比赛中达到过这样的成绩了。

15.“比赛结束！”有人喊道。双方交换了球门，学院队的守门员们排成一列穿过校队的阵容。最得意扬扬的队员们——包括汤姆，都在通过时被扇了几个耳光。

汤姆激动得难以形容。作为一个六年级的学生——守门员里最优秀可靠的一个——球来到球门附近的时候，他所能做的就只有控制自己别冲出去。所以他坚持着站在自己位置，一边默念着触球的诀窍。

16.现在，最后的时刻到来了。校队聚集起来，打算发起最后一次冲锋。120名球员里的每一个都只想着奔跑，对守卫自己的球门毫无概念。 他们穿过宽阔的场地——球就被裹在他们中间——直直地奔着我们的球门而来，像是一帮身处滑铁卢山坡上的保守派。

和这一回比起来，之前的竞争就是小菜一碟。华纳与赫奇先对上了他们，但毫无阻挡之力。进攻组的球员们最终蜂拥过来，他们要么被掀翻、要么被推搡回去，奋力挥动着手脚，虎视眈眈。

17.老布鲁克过来了，绕着混战的边缘转圈。他越转越小，最后瞄准了战场最激烈的核心一头扎了进去。人群骚动了一会儿——他可是拿着球呢！不，球不在他手上了，而他的声音嘹亮地从人潮里传了出来。

“看好球门！”

有那么一瞬间克拉勃·琼斯捉住了球，可在他能踢走它之前，人流就冲向他，把球夺走了。他们走后，克拉勃爬了起来，嘴里叼着草秆，身上有点儿脏，可还是淡定如常。

橄榄球缓缓地朝学院队的球门逼近着，距离不到3码，身后有一打校队最魁梧的球员。

18.学院的级长——最可靠的守门员，伫立在门前，汤姆·布朗站在他身边，心里已经清楚了自己的角色。现在看你的了，汤姆。他天性里的血气爆发了。紧接着，两股人马都朝着球扑去，一同栽到前门柱的脚边。级长弓起背，用双手和膝盖撑住自己，而汤姆则四肢大张，俯卧在地。

进攻组的前锋们叠在他们身上，在级长的背上吼叫着，然后渐渐地都压下来，把汤姆那小身板儿里的空气都给榨出去了。

“球是我们的了！”级长开口道，抱着自己的目标起身，“起来，你们还压着个小家伙呢。”于是大家被拉扯起来，从他身上滚下去。然后汤姆被发现了，一动不动地趴在那儿。

19.老布鲁克把他捞了起来。“往后站！让他喘口气儿！”他说着，然后摸了摸汤姆的四肢，又添了一句，“骨头没断。你感觉怎么样啊，小伙子？”

“哈——啊，”汤姆又能呼吸了，他喘息着，“挺不错的，谢谢您！我没问题。”

“那是谁啊？”小布鲁克问。“喔，他叫布朗，新来的，我认识他。”耶斯特过来说道。

“喔，他是个勇敢的小孩，肯定会成为一个好球员的。”小布鲁克说道。

5点的钟声敲响了，有人宣布“比赛完毕”，学院赛事的第一天就此结束。





THE ENCOUNTER WITH THE PANTHER

By JAMES FENIMORE COOPRR

malignity　resurrection　inanimate

狠毒　复活　无生气的

elasticity　respiration　extricate

弹性　呼吸　脱身

disqualified　convulsed（convulse）

无资格的　抽搐（过去式）

James Fenimore Cooper, an eminent American novelist, was born in Burlington, N.J., in September, 1789.

His early life was spent on the shores of Lake Otsego, New York, where his father lived while the future novelist was very young.At that time this tract of country was a wilderness, and the boy became familiar with the hunters and Indians who lived upon the frontier.

His father, Judge Cooper, was a man of wealth and culture, and sent his boy to Yale University at the early age of thirteen.Young Cooper spent three years there and then entered the navy, remaining in this service until his marriage in 1811, when he turned his attention to writing.

There were almost no American novels at this time, and the public were enthusiastic over the author's tales of Indian life and adventures on the sea.

Cooper's works consist of thirty-two volumes, the most popular of which are “The Pilot” “The Spy” “The Prairie” and “The Last of the Mohicans”.He died at Cooperstown, in September, 1851.

1.The day was becoming warm, and the girls plunged more deeply into the forest.Every tall pine and every shrub or flower called forth some simple expression of admiration.

In this manner they proceeded along the margin of the precipice, catching occasional glimpses of the placid Otsego, when Elizabeth suddenly started and exclaimed:

2.“Listen! there are the cries of a child on this mountain! Is there a clearing near us, or can some little one have strayed from its parents?”

“Such things frequently happen,” returned Louisa， “Let us follow the sounds; it may be a wanderer starving on the hill.”

Urged by this consideration, the girls pursued with quick and impatient steps the low, mournful sounds that proceeded from the forest.More than once Elizabeth was on the point of announcing that she saw the sufferer, when Louisa caught her by the arm, and, pointing behind them, cried: “Look at the dog!”

3.Brave had been their companion from the time the voice of his young mistress lured him from his kennel to the present moment: his advanced age had long before deprived him of his activity.

Aroused by the cry from Louisa, Miss Temple turned and saw the dog with his eyes keenly set on some distant object, his head bent near the ground, and his hair actually rising on his body through fright or anger.He was growling in a low key and occasionally showing his teeth in a manner that would have terrified his mistress had she not so well known his good qualities.

4.“Brave!” she said, “be quiet, Brave! What do you see, fellow?” At the sounds of her voice, the rage of the mastiff, instead of being at all diminished, was very sensibly increased.He stalked in front of the ladies and seated himself at the feet of his mistress, growling louder than before, and occasionally giving vent to his ire by a short, surly barking.

5.“What does he see?” said Elizabeth; “there must be some animal in sight.”

Hearing no answer from her companion.Miss Temple turned her head and beheld Louisa, standing with her face whitened to the color of death, and her finger pointing upward with a sort of flickering, convulsed motion.

The quick eye of Elizabeth glanced in the direction indicated by her friend, where she saw the fierce front and glaring eyes of a panther fixed on them in horrid malignity and threatening to leap.

“Let us fly!” exclaimed Elizabeth, grasping the arm of Louisa, whose form yielded like melting snow.

6.There was not a single feeling in the temperament of Elizabeth Temple that could prompt her to desert a companion in such an extremity.She fell on her knees by the side of the inanimate Louisa, tearing from the person, of her friend, with instinctive readiness, such parts of her dress as might obstruct her respiration.And encouraging their only safeguard, the dog, at the same time by the sounds of her voice.

“Courage, Brave!” she cried, her own tones beginning to tremble,“courage, courage, good.Brave!”

7.A quarter-grown cub, that had been unseen, now appeared, dropping from the branches of a sapling that grew under the shade of a beech.This vicious creature approached the dog, imitating the actions and sounds of its parent, but exhibiting a strange mixture of the playfulness, of a kitten with the ferocity of its race.

Standing on its hind legs, it would rend the bark of a tree with its fore paws and play the antics of a cat; and then, by lashing itself with its tail, growling and scratching the earth, it would attempt the manifestations of anger that rendered its parent so terrific.

8.All this time Brave stood firm and undaunted, his short tail erect, his body drawn backward on its haunches, and his eyes following the movements of both the female panther and the cub.At every gambol played by the latter it approached nigher to the dog, the growling of the three becoming more horrid at each moment, until the younger beast, overleaping its intended bound, fell directly before the mastiff.

There was a moment of fearful cries and struggles, but they ended almost as soon as commenced by the cub appearing in the air, hurled from the jaws of Brave with a violence that sent it against a tree so forcibly as to render it completely senseless.

9.Elizabeth witnessed the short struggle, and her blood was warming with the triumph of the dog, when she saw the form of the old panther in the air, springing twenty feet from the branch of the beech to the back of the mastiff.

No words of ours can describe the fury of the conflict that followed.It was a confused struggle on the dry leaves, accompanied by loud and terrific cries.

Miss Temple continued on her knees, bending over the form of Louisa, her eyes fixed on the animals with an interest so intense that she almost forgot her own stake in the result.So rapid and vigorous were the bounds of the panther that her active frame seemed constantly in the air, while the dog nobly faced his foe at each successive leap.

10.When the panther lighted on the shoulders of the mastiff, which was her constant aim, old Brave, though torn with her claws and stained with his own blood that already flowed from a dozen wounds, would shake off his furious foe like a feather and, rearing on his hind legs, rush to the fray again with jaws distended and a dauntless eye.

But age and his pampered life greatly disqualified the noble mastiff for such a struggle.In everything but courage he was only the vestige of what he had once been.

11.A higher bound than ever raised the wary and furious beast far beyond the reach of the dog, who was making a desperate but fruitless effort to dash at her, from which she alighted in a favorable position on the back of her aged foe.For a single moment only could the panther remain there, the great strength of the dog returning with a convulsive effort.

But Elizabeth saw, as Brave fastened his teeth in the side of his enemy, that the collar of brass around his neck, which had been glittering throughout the fray, was of the color of blood, and, directly, that his frame was sinking to the earth, where it soon lay prostrate and helpless.

Several mighty efforts of the wildcat to extricate herself from the jaws of the dog followed, but they were fruitless until the mastiff turned on his back, his lips collapsed, and his teeth loosened, when the short convulsions and stillness that succeeded announced the death of poor Brave.

12.Elizabeth now lay wholly at the mercy of the beast.There is said to be something in the front of the image of the Maker that daunts the hearts of the inferior beings of His creation; and it would seem that some such power, in the present instance, suspended the threatened blow.

The eyes of the monster and the kneeling maiden met for an instant, when the former stooped to examine her fallen foe, next to scent her luckless cub.From the latter examination she turned, however, with her eyes apparently emitting flashes of fire, her tail lashing her sides furiously, ahd her claws projecting inches from her broad feet.

13.Miss Temple did not or could not move.Her hands were clasped in the attitude of prayer, but her eyes were still drawn to her terrible enemy; her cheeks were blanched to the whiteness of marble, and her lips were slightly separated with horror.

The moment seemed now to have arrived for the fatal termination, and the beautiful figure of Elizabeth was bowing meekly to the stroke, when a rustling of leaves behind seemed rather to mock the organs than to meet her ears.

“Hist! Hist!” said a low voice, “stoop lower, girl; your bonnet hides the creature's head.”

14.It was rather the yielding of nature than a com.pliance with this unexpected order that caused the head of our heroine to sink on her bosom, when she heard the report of the rifle, the whizzing of the bullet, and the enraged cries of the beast which was rolling over on the earth, biting her own flesh and tearing the twigs and branches within her reach.At the next instant, the form of the Leather-stocking rushed by her, and he called aloud:

“Come in, Hector, come in; it is a hard-lived animal, and may jump again.”

15.The brave hunter fearlessly maintained his position in front of the girls, notwithstanding the violent bounds and threatening aspect of the wounded panther, which gave several indications of returning strength and ferocity, until his rifle was again loaded, when he stepped up to the enraged animal, and, placing the muzzle close to her head, every spark of life was extinguished by the discharge.

The death of her terrible enemy appeared to Elizabeth like a resurrection from her own grave.Notwithstanding the fearful aspect of the panther, the eye of the brave girl had never shrunk from its gaze; and long after the event, the sweetness of her midnight sleep would be disturbed, as her active fancy conjured, in dreams, the most trifling movements of savage fury that the beast had exhibited in its moment of power.

遇见一只黑豹

詹姆斯·费尼摩尔·库柏

詹姆斯·费尼摩尔·库柏是一位杰出的美国小说家，于1789年9月在美国新泽西州伯灵顿郡出生。他自幼与父亲居住于纽约，在奥齐戈湖畔度过了童年时光。那时，美国还是一片荒野，孩提时的詹姆斯因此对生活在开发区疆界上的猎手与印第安人十分熟悉。

詹姆斯的父亲是一名法官，家境优越，富有学识，并在自己的儿子13岁时就将其送进了耶鲁大学。年轻的库柏在那里度过3年，然后进入海军服役，直到1811年他结婚成家，将精力投向写作事业。

当时，美国人原创的小说为数寥寥，而读者也对这位作家故事中的印第安生活与海洋冒险情节表现出了极大的热情。

库柏的著作共有23卷，最著名的包括《舵手》《间谍》《草原》以及《最后的莫西干人》。他在1851年9月于古柏镇离世。

1.天气逐渐转暖，而女孩子们也往森林里钻得更深了。每棵高大的松树、每丛灌木、每一朵花，都是那样纯粹地惹人喜爱。

女孩子们沿着峭崖的边缘前行，偶尔瞥见奥齐戈湖温柔的波光，直到伊丽莎白突然叫道：

2.“听啊！山上有孩子在哭！要么是附近有个小诊所，要么就是有小孩和父母走散了吧?”

“这种事儿挺常见的呢，”露西亚答道，“咱们循着声音过去，说不定是有人在山里迷路了，正挨着饿呐！”

这样的想法令女孩子们焦虑起来，她们急切地快步行进，跟踪着那从森林深处传来的低沉又凄切的声响。有好几次 ，伊丽莎白都想说自己看到了那个遭难的人，直到露西亚捉着她的胳膊，指向她们身后，然后喊道：“你们看那狗！”

3.自从被它的小女主人从狗舍里召唤出来，“勇士”就一直陪伴在她们身边——漫长的岁月早已夺去了它的活力。

露西亚的喊声引得坦普尔小姐也转过身去，发现那条狗正锐利地盯着远方的什么东西。它的头低低地伏向地面，而身上的毛发因为斗意或愤怒而竖立起来。它低沉地吼着，时而龇出牙齿。要不是它的主人熟知它的忠良，早就被那样子吓坏了。

4.“勇士！”她说道，“安静，勇士！好伙计，你看到什么了？”她这样一开口，猎犬的怒意不但没有消减，反而更明显了。他绕行到女孩们的前方，在自己主人的脚边坐下来。它吼得更响亮了，时不时还掺杂一两声短促而愤怒的吠叫。

5.“它看到什么了啊？”伊丽莎白问道，“一定有某种动物在那儿。”

女伴没有回话。坦普尔小姐转过脸去，注视着露西亚。露西亚的脸色像死人一样苍白。她站在那里，伸出手指，颤巍巍地指向她们的上方。

伊丽莎白飞快地看向自己友人示意的方向，一只黑豹映入她的眼帘，表情凶狠、虎视眈眈，带着令人毛骨悚然的恶意紧盯着她们，跃跃欲试。

“快逃！”伊丽莎白喊道，一边捉住露西亚的胳膊，可那女孩的身体已经软成了一摊泥。

6.即使是在这样的生死关头，伊丽莎白·坦普尔的品性也令她无法丢弃自己的同伴。带着一种与生俱来的沉稳，她跪在不省人事的露西亚身边，开始将她衣服上可能有碍呼吸的部分撕扯开来。与此同时，她又大声鼓励着那条狗——她们唯一的保镖。

“勇敢些！勇士！”伊丽莎白喊道，语音已经有些颤抖了，“要勇敢！加油！我的好勇士！”

7.然后，一头一直隐匿的半大的黑豹现身了，它从山毛榉阴影里的小树枝头纵身而下。这幼兽朝狗走去，一面模仿着自己母亲的声音与行为。但实际看上去却有种奇异的活泼感觉，像一只张牙舞爪的小猫。

小黑豹能靠后肢立定，用前爪撕裂树皮，就像猫咪那样精灵古怪。然后，它的尾巴往身上一抽，咆哮着抓扯着地面，可能是在尝试着像成年的豹子一样表现出令人惊惧的愤怒来。

8.勇士一直紧张地站着，无所畏惧。它短短的尾巴竖得笔直，四肢向前探出，身体向后弓起，眼睛一直注意着母豹与它的幼崽。小豹子每一次跳跃，都离猎犬更近了。每过一秒，三只动物之间的视线都愈发惊心动魄，直到那头幼崽越过它意识中的边界，直直地朝着猎犬扑了过去。

可怕的叫声与厮杀持续了片刻，但很快就结束了。“勇士”咬着幼崽，把它狠狠地甩到一棵树上。力气相当大，几乎把它摔晕了。

9.伊丽莎白见证了这场短兵相接，因为猎犬的胜利而心血沸腾。然后她看见母豹自树枝上腾空而起，飞跃了20英尺，落到猎犬的背后。

没有言语能够形容接下来的一场恶斗。搏斗发生在干枯的落叶上，夹杂着大声的凄怖咆哮。

坦普尔小姐依然跪着，弯腰护住露西亚的身体。她聚精会神地看着猎犬和母豹打斗，几乎忘记了争斗的结局也会涉及自己。豹子的动作是如此的迅捷有力，空气中似乎留下了它的残影。而猎犬令人可敬地在一次次的跃动中正面迎上它的强敌。

10.当母豹袭向猎犬的肩部——这一直都是它的目标，年老的“勇士”依然如羽毛般轻巧地闪过了狂怒的敌手，然后再度抬腿迎上前去。它被抓伤了，身上有十余处伤口，鲜血淋淋。但它张大了嘴巴，眼中闪着无畏的光芒。

然而衰老与安逸的生活令这条可敬的猎犬在斗争中严重地丧失了优势，眼下它身上唯一不变的就只剩下勇敢。

11.那警惕而狂暴的母豹跳得更高了，远远超过那只徒劳无功地试着扑上去的猎犬所能及的范围。它挑了一个自己最喜欢的位置，在自己衰老的死敌背后降落。它一挨着地面，猎犬便以超大的力气转过了身。

但伊丽莎白看见，当勇士撕咬着自己的敌人时，它脖颈上略显磨损却依旧光亮的项圈已经沾满了鲜血。它的肢体也正渐渐陷入地面之中，很快便无可奈何地倒了下去。

那头母豹奋力挣扎了几次，想摆脱狗嘴的钳制，却毫无效果。直到猎犬仰过身去，它的嘴唇耷拉着，牙口也松弛下来。一阵短暂的抽搐后，可怜的勇士身体僵硬，一命呜呼。

12.现在，伊丽莎白可是任凭这头母豹宰割了。上帝安排出现的这番景象，足以让他的子民们魂飞魄散了。而在眼下，同样也是造化的力量，令这恐慌的局面暂缓了片刻。

有那么一瞬，母豹与跪着的小女孩相对而视。前者弯下腰去，检视了一下自己倒下的敌手，又看了看那只可怜的幼崽。然后它转过身来，眼中燃烧着愤怒的火焰，尾巴狂暴地甩动着，利爪从宽厚的趾中伸了出来。

13.坦普尔小姐没有也无法移动。她的双手如同祈祷者一般紧握，但眼睛依然盯着自己可怖的敌人。她的脸颊苍白得像是大理石，而双唇因为恐惧而轻轻地张着。

瞬间流逝，伊丽莎白纤丽的身躯认命地蜷缩起来。突然，她身后的叶子沙沙地响起来，与其是想引起她的注意，倒更像是自然所为。

“嘘！嘘！”一个声音低低地说，“弯得更低些，小姑娘，你的帽子挡住那畜生的脑袋了。”

14.听到这道突如其来的命令，我们的女主人公本能地将头深深地埋下去。然后她听见一把来复枪开了火，子弹尖啸着出膛，那头母豹怒吼着翻滚到地上，一面咬着自己，一面撕扯着能够得着的灌木与树枝。下一刻，一个身穿皮毛衣服的人跑到她身边，大声喊道：

“海克特，过来！过来！那畜生可顽强得很，可能会再跳过来呢！”

15.受伤的豹子张牙舞爪、暴跳如雷，它的力气与凶蛮似乎正渐渐恢复。但这名勇敢的猎手毫无畏惧地挡在女孩们的前方，直到他再次将来福枪上好了子弹，走向那头发狂的动物，将枪口抵上它的头颅，一枪毙命。

凶敌已死，伊丽莎白得以逃生。面对着那头凶暴的豹子，女孩从来没有畏缩过它的怒视。而过了很久以后，当她的暇思作祟，那头猛兽的力量与愤怒都会浮现在女孩的梦中，扰乱她的安眠。





WORD LIST

单 词 表

以下单词表依照《美国小学语文》（第五册）课文先后顺序排列。

shivering(shiver)　multitudes(multitude)　desolat

颤抖（现在分词）　大量，许多（复数）　凄凉的

presented（present）　thrushes（thrush）　presently

展现（过去式）　画眉鸟（复数）　现在

azure　imploring（implore）　swathing（swathe）

蔚蓝的　乞求（现在分词）　束缚（现在分词）

greenswardscampering（scamper）　crooned（croon）

草地奔跑（现在分词）　吟唱（过去式）

cocoanut　waistcoats（waistcoat）　mischief

可可豆　马甲（复数）　活泼，淘气

opportunity　behavior　military

机会　行为，态度　军队

confidentially　ravine　foreign

秘密的，亲密的　深谷　外国的

examined（examine）　boulder　crevice

检查（过去式）　卵石　裂缝

astonishment　adventures（adventure）　recognized（recognize）

惊奇　冒险（复数）　认出（过去式）

cemetery　publication　dictionary

公墓发表，出版　字典

quietude　graduation　original

寂静　毕业　起初的

emerged（emerge）　indistinct　accordingly

出现（过去式）　模糊的　于是

difficulty　pilgrimage　atmosphere

困难　朝圣　空气

asseverated（asseverate）　occasionally　roguishly

断言（过去式）　偶尔　顽皮的

perplexity　benevolent　triumphing（triumph）

困惑　好心的　胜利（现在分词）

descendant　chevron　independence

后裔 v形臂章　独立

mustache　apology　corporal

小胡子　道歉　人体的

paralyzed　reappeared（reappear）　participated（participate）

瘫痪的 重新出现（过去式）　参加（过去式）

incessantly　information　circulation

不断地　信息　流通，循环

thermometer　exhausted　aurora

温度计 筋疲力尽的　极光

extricate　dignified　pasturage

摆脱困境　体面的 牧场

executing（execute）　verdure　leagues

执行（现在分词）　青翠的草木　里格(长度单位=3哩)

beauteous　interrupt　illumined（illumine）

美丽的　打断 照亮（过去式）

moccasin　messenger　especially

鹿皮鞋 信使　特别是

coura　geousgenerations（generation）　sedgy

勇气，胆量　一代人（复数） 莎草的

embellishes（embellish）　acknowledged（acknowledge）　oppressed（oppress）

美化（第三人称单数） 感谢（过去式）　压迫（过去式）

genuine　popularity　ignorance

真诚的　受欢迎 愚昧无知

chalet　sympathy　unavoidable

小屋　同情　无法避免的

previously　scissors　dexterity

以前 剪刀　灵巧

accurately　inconsiderate　patriotic

精确地 不替他人着想的　爱国的

amazement　boulevard　enthusiasm

吃惊　大街　热情

marvelous　spiritual　incorruptible

精彩的 心灵的　不受腐蚀的

laureate　matinee　calculations（calculation）

荣誉获得者　日场 计算（复数）

chocolates（chocolate）　confidences　orchestra

巧克力（复数） 知心话　管弦乐队

sufficient　pirouetting（pirouette）　admirable

足够的　旋转（现在分词） 令人钦佩的

agitation　infinitely　undulating（undulate）

鼓动　无限地　起伏（现在分词）

interminable　tumultuously　inconceivable

持续得过长　喧闹的 无法想象的

exigency　communication　prodigious

紧急 交流惊人

anticipative　reconciled（reconcile）　victual

预期的　听从（过去式）　粮食

semicircular　dialogue　catechism

半圆的　对话　教科书

portentous　manufacture　intelligence

前兆的　生产　智力

establishments（establishment）　countenance　groschen

企业（复数）　表情　铜板

kobolds（kobold）　thaler　disinclined

地精（复数）　泰勒(德国15～19世纪的银币) 　不愿的

desperation　dissipated　debauch

绝望 披散的　堕落

corridor　bayonets（bayonet）　slaughter

走廊　刺刀（复数）　屠杀

privileges（privilege）　conveyance　designated（designate）

特权（复数）　交通工具　命名（过去式）

fatigued　perseverance　precipice

累的　恒心　悬崖峭壁

rubicund　alacrity　alternative

脸色红润的 敏捷　两者选一的

familiarity　occurrences（occurrence）　haranguing（harangue）

熟悉，亲近　事件（复数）　高谈阔论（现在分词）

abandoned（abandon）　refugee　assemblage

丢弃（过去式）　难民　一群人

corroborated（corroborate）　patronizing　（patronize）magnificent

证实（过去式）　居高临下（现在分词）　 壮丽的

mischievous　chivalry　puncheons（puncheon）

淘气的 骑士精神　支柱（复数）

venturesome　hypocrite　encouragingly

冒险的　伪君子 奖励的

interrogatively　dubiously　eminence

讯问地 半信半疑的　高地

innumerable　barouche　ecstasy

无数的　四轮大马车 狂喜

weir　artificial　ousel

堰　人工的　乌鸫

caddy　impudence　undefiled

小罐 粗鲁　纯净的

ridiculous　conjurers（conjurer）　evaporated（evaporate）

荒谬的　魔术师（复数）　蒸发（过去式）

perpetually　clarified（clarify）　peculiarity

永恒的　澄清（过去式） 特性

crystallize　congealed　manuscript

明确　凝固的　手稿

minstrelsy　paralysis　pensioners（pensioner）

吟游技艺 瘫痪　领退休金的人（复数）

liegeman　agility　intuitively

臣下　敏捷　直觉的

prejudice　involuntary　congratulations（congratulation）

偏见　无意识的　祝贺（复数）

taciturnity　infamous　mercenary

沉默寡言可耻的 唯利是图的

intimidate　spontaneous　implements（implement）

威胁　自然的　工具（复数）

penetrated（penetrate）　heritage　acceptance

穿过，刺入（过去式） 遗产　认可

pantomime　excursions（excursion）　crocodile

童话剧　远足（复数）　鳄鱼

insurgents（insurgent）　apologetically　sinister

起义者（复数） 道歉地　险恶的

convulsive　inquisitive　carbine

痉挛的 好奇的 卡宾枪

feigning（feign）　loaches（loach）　disabled

假装（现在分词）　泥鳅（复数）　残废的

breeches　gigantic　creditably

短裤　巨大的 不愧

predicament　prepositor　malignity

困境 级长　狠毒

resurrection　inanimate　elasticity

复活　无生气的 弹性

respiration　extricate　disqualified

呼吸 脱身　无资格的

convulsed（convulse）

抽搐（过去式）
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译者寄语

本册内容包括了英美文学名篇的方方面面，所选文章都是英语国家读者熟悉的名篇，既可作为英语语言学习的读本，也可作为英美文学鉴赏的范本。本册所选内容丰富多样，包括小说、散文、戏剧、诗歌、游记、书信、演说、回忆录等，记叙、描写、抒情、议论和说明等表达方式都有出现。

本册所选文章具有一定的难度，具备英语语言文学一、二年级本科生的基础可当做精读材料加以学习，具备三、四年级本科生的水平可作文学篇章加以鉴赏。非英语语言专业的读者可以根据自己的需要加以利用，或学习其语言风格之优雅流畅，或学习其遣词造句之合适准确，在学习中进一步品味英语作为一门语言的特点与风格，最后理解、掌握英语。

由于选文大多出自名家手笔，名家又大多出自19世纪，因而维多利亚英语的写作风格在文章中随处可见。维多利亚英语是现代英语的蓝图和范本，阅读维多利亚英语有如追本溯源，寻找现代英语之所以为现代英语的原因，读者可以在探寻中对英语产生强烈的历史感，可以在时间维度上对英语产生全新的理解与深刻的把握。

作为这套《美国小学语文》教材的最后一册，本册是前五册教材的发展与总结，既有其独特之处，又体现出了它们共同的特点。通过阅读，读者可以发现英语在循序渐进中体现出来的语言魅力，可以在鉴赏中感悟美国语文展现给读者的人文气息。英语在这里已不仅仅是一种工具，更是一个生命，它用自己的方式表达着异邦的风情和人民的喜怒哀乐、酸甜苦辣，或在沉思中陶醉，或在激情中迸发，一个生命可以感受到的一切在这里都有恰当而又别样的呈现，也许英语学习的关键就在于把握这别样的情感、别样的思维、别样的天地。

《美国小学语文》为中国的英语学习者提供了一个真切地体味英语的机会。阅读《美国小学语文》就好像重新回到了小学时代，重新回到了语言塑造的起点，在这里一切都有可能，在这里一切都刚刚开始。即使这第六册也不过是一个阶段的完成、另一个阶段的开始，在这个新的起点之上，读者将拥有无限的机会，也将面对更多的可能，从而走上真正的英语语言学习之路。





前言

阅读艺术十分重要，而学会热爱最适合阅读的内容几乎同样重要。在想象力最为活跃的童年时期，人类的智慧应该熟悉最高妙的思想和最精深的语言。

早年生活中播撒的种子会在未来结为果实。孩子即使不能把握一位作家的意思，很长一段时间里思维的精髓却已经植入了他的内心。

这套系列丛书的作者对此深信不疑，她有着丰富的教学经验，逐渐引导她的读者攀登文学的高峰。

我们现在已经达到了一个制高点，一定要在世界最伟大的作家所写出的作品的崇山峻岭中搜索，寻找能吸引孩子的作品，引导他们热爱这些伟大的作品，虽然他们可能并不能完全理解它们。

公立学校中的大多数学生都没有好好利用我们的高效资源，但是，他们可以利用图书馆资源了解世界文学精品，在他们结束学校生活后接受再教育。

作者的目的就是选取最伟大作家中的最伟大作品。有些选集从来都不会过时，没有这些材料，这种级别的阅读书本就不会完整。

我想把感谢送给修盾、米福林公司，感谢他们允许我选取梭罗和拉尔夫·瓦尔多·艾默生的作品；感谢哈勃兄弟公司，我从乔治·威廉·柯帝士的《普鲁和我》中选出部分章节；感谢卡塞尔出版公司，我选出了约翰·玻意耳·奥雷利的诗歌；感谢R·F·菲诺公司，我选取了《没有国家的人》；感谢威廉·H·海因先生，我选取了保罗·汉米尔顿·海因的诗歌；还要感谢以下作者：朱丽叶·瓦尔德·郝维夫人、托马斯·J·维维安先生和爱德华·埃弗雷特·哈尔博士。

詹姆斯·莱恩·艾伦的选集根据商务安排由哈勃兄弟公司出版。

特别感谢伦敦的艾略特和弗莱先生，他们允许使用罗斯金和卡莱尔照片的版权；特别感谢伦敦的瓦尔克和波塔尔先生，他们允许使用勃朗宁夫人和罗伯特·彭斯的肖像。

我在此高兴地感谢奥斯丁·H·肯纳森先生为我所做的一切，在准备这本书以及同一系列中其他等级书本的过程中，他的协助非常有力，提出的建议很有价值。





ARBACES AND THE LION

Edward Bulwer Lytton

The following selection is taken from “The Last Days of Pompeii”, a famous novel written by Edward Bulwer Lytton, the author of a large number of works of fiction.

Arbaces, an Egyptian, murdered Apaecides, a priest, and accused Glaucus, a young Greek, of having committed the crime. Calenus witnessed the deed, and Arbaces, after promising him a large sum for his silence, imprisoned him in a dungeon, leaving him there to die.

Glaucus was condemned, and, according to the ancient custom, was to be devoured by the lions; but Calenus escaped and accused Arbaces of the crime.

The terrible eruption of Mt. Vesuvius burst forth just as the crowd rushed upon Arbaces, and the city of Pompeii was buried beneath its fury. Glaucus and some of his friends escaped, but Arbaces perished.

The keeper, who was behind the den, cautiously removed the grating; the lion leaped forth with a mighty and a glad roar of release. Glaucus had bent his limbs so as to give himself the firmest posture at the expected rush of the lion, with his small and shining weapon raised on high, in the faint hope that one well-directed thrust might penetrate through the eye to the brain of his grim foe. But, to the unutterable astonishment of all, the beast halted abruptly in the arena; then suddenly it sprang forward, but not on the Athenian. At half speed it circled round and round the space, turning its vast head from side to side with an anxious and perturbed gaze, as if seeking only some avenue of escape. Once or twice it endeavored to leap up the parapet that divided it from the audience, and, on failing, uttered rather a baffled howl than its deep-toned and kingly roar. The first surprise of the assembly at the apathy of the lion was soon converted into resentment at its cowardice; and the populace already merged their pity for the fate of Glaucus into angry compassion for their own disappointment.

Then there was a confusion, a bustle—voices of remonstrance suddenly breaking forth, and suddenly silenced at the reply. All eyes turned, in wonder at the interruption, towards the quarter of the disturbance. The crowd gave way, and suddenly Sallust appeared on the senatorial benches, his hair disheveled—breathless—heated—half exhausted. He cast his eyes hastily around the ring. “Remove the Athenian!” he cried, “Haste—he is innocent! Arrest Arbaces, the Egyptian;he is the murderer of Apaecides!”

“Art thou mad,O Sallust?” said the praetor, rising from his seat. “What means this raving?”

“Remove the Athenian! Quick! Or his blood be on your head. Praetor, delay and you answer with your own life to the emperor! I bring with me the eye witness to the death of the priest Apaecides. Room there! Stand back! Give way! People of Pompeii, fix every eye upon Arbaces—there he sits! Room there for the priest Calenus!” “The priest Calenus! Calenus!”Cried the mob. “Is it he? No—it is a dead man.” “It is the priest Calenus.” said the praetor. “What hast thou to say?” “Arbaces of Egypt is the murderer of Apaecides, the priest of Isis; these eyes saw him deal the blow. Release the Athenian; he is innocent!”

“It is for this, then, that the lion spared him. A miracle! A miracle!” cried Pansa.

“A miracle! a miracle!” shouted the people.

“Remove the Athenian! Arbaces to the lion!”

And that shout echoed from hill to vale, from coast to the sea: “Arbaces to the lion!”

“Hear me,” answered Arbaces, rising calmly, but with agitation visible in his face. “This man came to threaten that he would make against me the charge he has now made, unless I would purchase his silence with half my fortune. Were I guilty, why was the witness of this priest silent at the trial? Then I had not detained or concealed him. Why did he not proclaim my guilt when I proclaimed that of Glaucus?”

“What!” cried Calenus, turning around to the people, “Shall Isis be thus contemned? Shall the blood of Apaecides yet cry for vengeance? Shall the lion be cheated of his lawful prey? A god! A god! I feel the god rush to my lips! To the lion—to the lion with Arbaces!” Sinking on the ground in strong convulsions—the foam gathered to his mouth—he was as a man, indeed, whom a supernatural power had entered! The people saw and shuddered. “It is a god that in-spires the holy man! To the lion with the Egyptian!”

With that cry up sprang—on moved—thousands upon thousands! They rushed from the heights—they poured down in the direction of the Egyptian. The power of the praetor was as a reed beneath the whirlwind.The guards made but a feeble barrier the waves of the human sea halted for a moment, to enable Arbaces to count the exact moment of his doom! In despair, and in a terror which beat down even pride, he glanced his eyes over the rolling and rushing crowd—when, right above them, he beheld a strange and awful apparition—he beheld—and his craft restored his courage!

“Behold!” he shouted with a voice of thunder, which stilled the roar of the crowd, “Behold how the gods protect the guiltless! The fires of the avenging Orcus burst forth against the false witness of my accusers!” The eyes of the crowd followed the gesture of the Egyptian and beheld with ineffable dismay a vast vapor shooting from the summit of Vesuvius in the form of a gigantic pine tree—the trunk, blackness; the branches, fire.

At that moment they felt the earth shake beneath their feet; the walls of the theater trembled; and beyond, in the distance, they heard the crash of falling roofs. An instant more and the mountain cloud seemed to roll towards them, dark and rapid, like a torrent. At the same time it cast forth from its bosom a shower of ashes mixed with vast fragments of burning stone! Over the crushing vines, over the desolate streets, over the amphitheater itself, far and wide, with many a mighty splash in the agitated sea, fell that awful shower! No longer thought the crowd of justice or of Arbaces; safety for themselves was their sole thought. Each turned to fly—each dashing,pressing, crushing against the other. Trampling recklessly over the fallen,—amidst groans and oaths and prayers and sudden shrieks,—the enormous crowd vomited itself forth through the numerous passages. Whither should they fly for protection from the terrors of the open air?

And then darker and larger and mightier spread the cloud above them. It was a sudden and more ghastly night rushing upon the realm of noon!

From “The Last Days of Pompeii”

阿尔巴克斯和狮子

爱德华·布尔沃·立顿

以下选文出自《庞贝城的最后时日》，这是一本著名的小说，由爱德华·布尔沃·立顿所写，立顿还写有许多小说作品。

阿尔巴克斯是一个埃及人，他杀死了祭司阿帕西德斯，并指控一个年轻的希腊人格劳科斯犯了谋杀罪。加雷努斯目睹了一切，而阿尔巴克斯承诺，如若加雷努斯保持沉默，就会给他一大笔钱，但是最终将其囚禁在地牢里，任其自生自灭。

格劳科斯被判了死罪，根据古代的习俗，他将被狮子活活吞掉。但是加雷努斯逃了出来，并指控阿尔巴克斯犯了谋杀罪。

正当人群冲向阿尔巴克斯时，维苏威火山喷发了，庞贝城被掩埋在火山灰下。格劳科斯和几位友人摆脱了厄运，但是阿尔巴克斯死掉了。

守门人躲藏在后面，小心翼翼地打开了格栅；狮子一跃而前，因为挣脱笼子而发出强大、痛快的吼声。格劳科斯弯下身子，好让自己摆出最为有利的招架之势，随时等待狮子扑向自己，手中发光的小匕首举得老高，虽然希望渺茫，但还是想用致命一击打穿这残忍敌人的眼睛，直至其大脑。然而，事情的发展让所有人都感到非常意外，猛兽在竞技场中突然停了下来；突然猛兽又向前跳了过去，但目标并不是这个雅典人。它以半速在竞技场中一圈一圈奔跑，巨大的头左右转来转去，目光焦虑、漂移不定，好像是在寻找一条逃生之路。有一两回，它试图跳上观众席与竞技场之间的栏杆，但每一次落到地上，都会发出绝望的哀叫，再也不是它那深沉、带着王者之风的吼叫了。起初众人对狮子的一反常态感到惊讶，后来对狮子的胆小倍感怨恨；人们对格劳科斯命运的同情已经变成了对自己失望的愤怒。

后来场面开始混乱，开始骚动——突然间传来了抗议的声音，抗议有了回应，又消失下去。所有的人都对这样的意外感到惊奇，所有的眼睛都看向那意外的所在。众人让出一条通

道，突然萨鲁斯特出现在元老席中，他头发凌乱——上气不接下气——满头大汗——精神恍惚。他急忙看向圆形竞技场。“放了雅典人！”他大喊道，“快点——他无罪！把阿尔巴克斯的那个埃及人捉起来！他是谋杀阿帕西德斯的凶手！”

“啊，萨鲁斯特，你疯了吗？”民选官边说边从座位上站了起来，“你这样胡说八道是什么意思？”

“放了雅典人！快啊！否则他的鲜血会给你们带来厄运的。民选官，什么也别说了，你要以你的生命对帝王负责！我带来了证人，有人亲眼目睹了祭司阿帕西德斯的死亡。让一下！向后站！让一让！庞贝人啊，把你们的眼睛看向阿尔巴克斯——他就坐在那里！给祭司加雷努斯让一下！”“祭司加雷努斯！加雷努斯！”人群大叫道。“这是他吗？不，这是一个死人。”“这是祭司加雷努斯！”民选官说。“你有什么要说的？”“是埃及的阿尔巴克斯谋杀了阿帕西德斯，谋杀了艾西斯祭司，这双眼睛目睹了他的所作所为。放了雅典人！他是无辜的！”

“就是因为这个原因狮子才没有害他的命。真是奇迹！奇迹！”潘萨喊道。

“奇迹！奇迹！”众人喊起来。

“放了雅典人！把阿尔巴克斯喂狮子！”

喊声从山顶传到山谷、从海滩传向海上：“把阿尔巴克斯喂狮子！”

“听我说，”阿尔巴克斯回应说，他平静地站起来，但是脸上明显带着不安，“这个人曾经威胁过我，除非我用自己一半的财产来换他的沉默，否则他就会指控我，像他现在做的这样。如果我有罪，为什么法庭上祭司的证人会沉默？那时我既没有扣留他，也没有隐匿他。在我宣布格劳科斯有罪的时候，他为什么没有指控我有罪？”

“什么！”加雷努斯喊道，面向人群，“艾西斯神怎能被这样亵渎！阿帕西德斯的血怎能不呼唤复仇？狮子怎能被骗取它合法的猎物？神灵啊！神灵！我感觉神灵附身于我！喂狮子——把阿尔巴克斯喂狮子！”他倒在地上，全身痉挛——满口白沫——的确，他就好像被超自然的力量附体一样！人们看着非常害怕。“神灵激发了这位圣人！把埃及人喂狮子！”

成千上万的人这样高呼着，向前涌——向前挤！他们从高处冲下来——他们向着埃及人的方向一拥而来。民选官的力量就好像旋风中的芦苇。守卫形成了一道围墙，但是十分脆弱——人海的浪潮只停留了片刻，好让阿尔巴克斯面对他末日的来临！带着绝望、带着足以让傲慢垮掉的恐惧，他把目光转向了汹涌的人潮——这时，就在人潮之上，他看到了一个陌生的、可怕的景象——他仔细观察——狡猾恢复了他的勇气！

“看吧！”阿尔巴克斯喊道，声音如雷，这喊声令人群的叫嚷停了下来，“看看神灵如何保护无罪之人！厄尔库斯的复仇火焰爆发了，要湮灭对我的错误指控啦！”众人的眼睛顺着埃及人的手势看去，带着巨大的恐惧看到了维苏威山顶喷发出的巨大的烟柱，就好像一株巨大的松树——树干是黑烟，树枝是火焰。

就在那时，他们感到脚下的大地开始震动，剧院的墙抖动起来，远处传来了屋顶垮塌的声音。片刻之间，维苏威山好像向他们翻滚而来，漆黑一片，速度极快，如洪流一般。与此同时，维苏威从山口喷发出大量灰尘，其中夹杂着许多燃烧的石头！火雨降落在断掉的葡萄藤上，降落在死寂的街道上，降落在圆形剧场上，无论何处，都在躁动的海洋上掀起巨大的波澜！人群不再考虑正义，不再考虑阿尔巴克斯；自身的安全是他们唯一的想念。所有的人都开始逃窜——人们彼此猛撞、簇拥、挤压。无情地踏着倒下的人——到处都是呻吟声、誓言、喊叫——庞大的人群通过几个通道一拥而出。他们要逃到什么地方才可以不受热浪的伤害？

之后，他们头上的云越来越黑、越来越大、越来越肆无忌惮。夜晚突然侵占了中午的领地，这个夜晚可要倍加狰狞！

选自《庞贝城的最后时日》





SPRING IN KENTUCKY

James Lane Allen

James Lane Allen was born on a farm near Lexington, Ry. in 1850. The early years of his life were spent in careful study. He became interested in literature, and wrote sketches and poems for several magazines and papers.

In 1885 he went to New York City to continue this work. He wrote a number of interesting articles on the “Blue Grass Region” in Kentucky. These were published in “Harper's Magazine”. His first stories appeared shortly after in “The Century”.

Mr. Allen knows and loves Kentucky, and it is there that he locates his scenes. He has written a number of delightful novels which have been widely read. He resides in New York City and is popular as a writer.

It is the middle of February. So bleak a season touches my concern for birds, which never seem quite at home in this world; and the winter has been most lean and hungry for them. Many snows have fallen—snows that are as raw cotton spread over their breakfast table, and cutting off connection between them and its bounties.

Next summer I must let the weeds grow up in my garden, so that they may have a better chance for seeds above the stingy level of the universal white. Of late I have opened a pawnbroker's shop for my hard-pressed brethren in feathers, lending at a fearful rate of interest, for every borrower will have to pay me back in due time by monthly instalments of singing. But were a man never so usurious, would he not lend a winter seed for a summer song? Would he refuse to invest his stale crumbs in an orchestra of divine instruments and a choir of heavenly voices?

And today, also, I ordered from a nurseryman more trees of holly, juniper, and fir, since the forest is naked, and every shrub and hedgerow is bare. What would become of our birds if there were no evergreens—Nature's hostelries for the homeless ones? Living in the depths of these, they can keep snow, ice, and wind at bay; prying eyes cannot watch them, nor enemies so well draw near; cones, or seed, or berries are their store; and in those untrodden chambers each can have the sacred company of his mate.

But wintering here has terrible risks which few can run. Scarcely in autumn have the leaves begun to drop from their high perches silently downward when the birds begin to drop away from the bare boughs silently southward. Lo! Some morning the leaves are on the ground and the birds have vanished.

The species that remain, or that come to us then, wear the hues of the season and melt into the tone of Nature's background—blues, grays, browns, with touches of white on tail and breast and wing for coming flakes of snow.

March has gone like its winds. The other night, as I lay awake, there fell from the upper air the notes of the wild-gander as he wedged his way onward by faith, not by sight, toward his distant bourn. I rose and, throwing open the shutters, strained eyes toward the unseen explorer, startled, as a half-asleep soldier might be startled by the faint bugle-call of his commander blown to him from the clouds. What far-off lands, streaked with mortal dawn, does he believe in?

March is a month when the needle of my nature dips toward the country. I am away, greeting everything as it wakes out of a winter sleep, stretches arms upward and legs downward, and drinks goblet after goblet of young sunshine. I must find the dark-green snowdrop, and sometimes help to remove from her head, as she lifts it slowly from her couch, the frosted nightcap which the old nurse would insist that she should wear.

The pale-green tips of daffodils are a thing of beauty. There is the sunstruck brook of the field, underneath the thin ice of which drops form and fall, form and fall like big, round, silvery eyes that grow bigger and brighter with astonishment that you should laugh at them as they vanish.

But most I love to see Nature do her spring house cleaning in Kentucky, with the rain-clouds for her water-buckets, and the wind for her brooms. What an amount of drenching and sweeping she can do in a day! How she dashes pailfuls into every dirty corner, till the whole earth is as clean as a new floor!

Another day she attacks the piles of dead leaves, where they have lain since last October, and scatters them in a trice, so that every cranny may be sunned and aired. Or, grasping her long brooms by the handles, she will go into the woods and beat the icicles off the big trees as a housewife would brush down cobwebs.

This done, she begins to hang up soft, new curtains at the forest windows, and to spread over her floor a new carpet of an emerald loveliness such as no mortal looms could ever have woven.

And then, at last, she sends out invitations through the south for the birds to come and spend the summer in Kentucky. The invitations are sent out in March, and accepted in April and May, and by June her house is full of visitors.

Not the eyes alone love Nature in March. Every other sense hies abroad. My tongue hunts for the last morsel of snow on the northern root of some aged oak. As one goes early to a concert-hall with a passion even for the preliminary tuning of the musicians, so my ear sits alone in the vast amphitheater of Nature and waits for the earliest warble of the bluebird, which seems to start up somewhere behind the heavenly curtains. And the scent of spring, is it not the first lyric of the nose—that despised poet of the senses?

From “A Kentucky Cardinal”,

Copyright, Harper and Brothers



肯塔基的春天

詹姆斯·兰尼·艾伦

詹姆斯·兰尼·艾伦于1850年生于靠近肯塔基州莱克星敦的一个农场。他的早年生活是在认真的学习中度过的。他对文学产生兴趣，为几家杂志和报纸写一些简短文章和诗歌。

1885年，他来到纽约城继续自己的文学创作。他在肯塔基州的“蓝草地区”写作了大量有趣的文章。这些文章发表在《哈珀杂志》上。此后不长时间，他的首批小说出现在《世纪》中。

艾伦了解并热爱肯塔基，他把自己作品中的背景也都设在这里。他写了几部精彩的小说，读者众多。他居住在纽约城，作为一名作家，很受大家欢迎。

2月已经过了一半。这个季节委实荒凉，触动了我对鸟类的忧心，鸟类在这个世界里从来没有安逸地生活过；对于它们来说，冬季永远都最为贫瘠、饥荒肆虐。真是下了好多场雪——这样的雪就好像一层原棉，铺在了它们的餐桌之上，把它们同餐桌上的美食隔离开来。

最近，我的当铺开张了，这是为我那些长羽毛的朋友准备的，它们生活艰难，我的利率可高得惊人，因为每一个借贷者都需要按时还账，每月都要分摊固定的歌唱。然而，高利贷若不是放得这么高，谁愿意拿冬季的种子来换取夏日的歌声？谁能拒绝拿陈糠烂谷子来投资，换取神灵之器的交响、天籁之音的合唱？

今天，我从一位苗圃店主那里订购了大量的冬青、杜松和冷杉，因为树林只剩下了枝干，树丛已经没有了叶子。如果常绿植物——这自然是为无家可归的动物提供的客栈——没有了，我们的鸟类会怎样？生活在森林深处，鸟类可以抵御冰雪和寒风；窥视的眼睛不会看到它们，敌人也不会轻易靠近；松果、种子、干果为它们储存着；在这些无人进入的密室里，每一种动物都可以得到它的伙伴神圣的陪伴。

但是在这里过冬是危险的，很少有动物可以冒这样的风险。秋天，树叶才刚刚从高高的鸟巢上静静地落下，鸟类便开始飞离光秃秃的枝干，飞向南方。啊！某一个清晨，树叶落在了地上，鸟类消失了。

留下来的鸟类——或者不如说来到这里的鸟类——身上带着季节的色调，与自然的背景色融为一体——蓝色、灰色、棕色，尾巴、胸前、翅膀上会有少许白色，那是为即将飘落的雪花准备的。

3月过去了，就像3月的风一样。一天夜晚，我躺着，高空传来了野鹅的鸣叫，他在匆匆赶路，指引他向前的不是视力，而是信念，飞向遥远的目的地。我起来，打开窗户，凝视那遥远的探险者，倍感惊奇，就好像一个半睡的士兵听到了长官的鸣号，这号声是从云层那里传向他的。他期待着怎样的遥远土地？那里的黎明分外妖娆。

3月到了，我天性的指针指向了乡村。我上路了，向所有事物问候，万物从冬眠中苏醒，胳膊向上伸、腿脚向下展，一杯一杯地啜饮这娇嫩的阳光。我一定要找到那深绿的雪花莲，在她从床榻上缓慢地起来之时，偶尔帮她摘掉霜冻的睡帽，老保姆还会坚持她戴着的。

水仙浅绿的叶尖真是唯美之物。那里有太阳为大地准备的溪水，一层薄冰之下露水形成、滴下，形成、滴下，就好像大大的、圆圆的银色的眼睛，意外地变得越来越大，最后消失掉，惹人发笑。

但我最愿意看到的自然是在肯塔基做春日清扫，雨云是她的水桶，风是她的扫把。一日之内她做了多少清洗、多少打扫！她清理了多少肮脏的角落，最后整个大地都变得清洁，好像崭新的地板！

一天，她攻击了成堆的死叶，去年10月它们便躺在那里，她把它们粉碎掉，这样每一道裂缝都可以享受阳光、享受空气。她手持长扫把的把手，来到树林，敲落大树上的垂冰，就像主妇刷掉蜘蛛网一样。

一切完毕，她开始为树林的窗挂上柔软的、崭新的帘，给地板铺上绿色的新地毯，人类的织机从来没有织出过这样的地毯。

之后，她终于向南方发出请帖，邀请鸟类回来，在肯塔基度过夏日。请帖在3月发出，在4月、5月接受，6月她的房子便宾客盈门了。

不只是眼睛热爱3月的自然，其他的感官也在寻找外在的刺激。在经年的橡树根部靠北的地方，我的舌头寻找着冰雪的遗骸。就好像一个人尽早赶到音乐厅，对音乐家们校音都十分喜爱，我的耳朵独自坐在自然的巨大音乐厅内，等待着知更鸟最早的啁啾，这声音似乎源自天幕的深处。那么春日的气息，难道不是鼻子的首批歌谣吗？——鼻子可是感官中潦倒的诗人。

选自《肯塔基大事记》
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH

William Wordsworth, one of the Lake poets, was born in England, on the 7th of April, 1770. His father was a lawyer who belonged to a fine old English family. His mother was descended from a family of rank.

William had three brothers, and one sister, Dorothy, who was his constant companion.

His mother died when he was but eight years old, and he remembered but little about her; but he once overheard her tell one of her friends that William was the only one of her children for whom she was anxious—he would be remarkable for good or evil.

Wordsworth spent a very free boyhood; he was strong and vigorous, and loved to be in the open air. This out door life did much to make him a poet. He afterwards wrote:—

“I had a world about me —'t was my own;

I made it, for it only lived to me,

And to the God who sees into the heart.”

The Derwent river offered many a sport to the four brothers:—

“The bright river passed

Along the margin of our terrace walk;

A tempting playmate whom we dearly loved.”

How the boy exulted in his freedom, finding delight in every season! The winter sports were filled with happy hours. He was an excellent skater and could cut his name on the ice even after he became an old man.

All four boys attended the same school, and when they came home, their father listened with interest to the poems from Milton, Shakespeare, and Spenser which they had learned.

The father died when William was thirteen years old, and the children were left almost penniless.

His mother's family assisted in sending the future poet to Cambridge University. The change from his country home to college life was great, and the lad was much interested in the scenes about him. He felt as though some fairy wand had touched him, for he had a fine suit of clothes, his hair was powdered according to the fashion of the times, he had money in his pocket, and a “lordly dressing gown” hung in his closet.

When he was nineteen years, old William spent several weeks with his sister, and as they wandered about Dovedale together, planning and dreaming of the future, he decided to be a poet. During this year he composed his first long poem, “An Evening Walk, Addressed to a Young Lady” ［his sister Dorothy］.

In the autumn of 1790, Wordsworth and a friend made a journey, mostly on foot, to Calais, visiting Switzerland. They wandered across a mountainous country, and were greatly disappointed when a peasant told them that they had crossed the Alps without knowing it. Many a mile did the young men travel together, feasting their eyes upon the wondrous scenery: —

“The ever-living universe,

Turn where I might, was opening out its glories.”

Wordsworth's uncle had already urged him to take orders and become a clergyman, but he could not give up his cherished dream of becoming a poet.

When he was twenty-one, he received his degree and left Cambridge, spending some time with Dorothy. The faithful sister encouraged her brother to carry out his purpose, and they took long walks at morning and nightfall, talking and planning together. The young poet then went to London, where he spent several months and then took another tour, this time visiting Wales. The next winter was spent in France, where he became deeply interested in the political affairs of that nation.

Although Wordsworth had begun writing verses when he was a schoolboy, his first book of poems, containing “An Evening Walk” and “Descriptive Sketches”, was not published until he was twenty- three. These poems attracted very little attention, and did not have a rapid sale, but they were appreciated by a few, who recognized the true spirit of poetry in them.

His relatives were disappointed in him and thought him a hopeless and idle dreamer. Dorothy wrote one of her friends : “This favorite brother of mine happens to be no favorite with any of his near relatives except his brothers, by whom he is adored.” His sister understood him and encouraged him continually. She was devoted to him, and they planned to have a home together as soon as he had sufficient means.

About this time Wordsworth began to write for a London paper. In 1795 a friend whom he had nursed during his last illness left him a legacy of nine hundred pounds. With this sum the brother and sister began house-keeping in a modest little cottage. Here, far from the world, but surrounded with beautiful scenery, they read, walked, talked, and wrote verses. In this quiet home the poet listened to his own thoughts and to the messages that the tiniest dewdrop held for him. He wrote，“To me, the meanest flower that blows can give thoughts that lie too deep for tears.”

At this time he made the acquaintance of Samuel T. Coleridge, and the two poets became lifelong friends. Coleridge visited Wordsworth at his home, and was charmed with him and his sister. In 1797, Wordsworth moved to Alfoxden, where Coleridge and his wife were staying, so that he might enjoy their society. This close friendship brought him into touch with other literary men, and he became acquainted with Robert Southey and Charles Lamb.

Meanwhile his pen was active and some of his most beautiful poems were written. “It was,” says Wordsworth, “a very pleasant and profitable time of my life.” The next summer, during a tour with his sister along the river Wye, he wrote “Tintern Abbey”, an exquisite poem which was published early in September of that year in his volume of “Lyrical Ballads”.

Shortly afterwards the Wordsworths left their home at Alfoxden, and spent the winter at the foot of the Hartz mountains. It was bitterly cold and nothing could have been more dreary than this season at Goslar; but the poet's heart turned with longing to old scenes, and some of the poems written among these bleak and wintry surroundings are filled with the breath of springtide and nature's most smiling moods.

The next December, the brother and sister went to live at Dove Cottage, Grasmere. They had been traveling for four days, much of the way on foot, but such was their delight in nature that Wordsworth wrote Coleridge an enthusiastic account of their journey:—

“The frosty wind, as if to make amends

For its keen breath, was aiding to our steps,

And drove us onward like two ships at sea

Or like two birds, companions in mid-air.”

Dove Cottage is still standing by the roadside close to the lake, with a garden where some of the plants which Wordsworth set out may still be found. It was here that he wrote “To a Butterfly”,“To the Small Celandine”,and “Daffodils”.

On the 4th of October, 1802, Wordsworth was married to Mary Hutchinson, and for nearly fifty years she made his life happy by her loving devotion. His poems contain many references to her, as in “She was a Phantom of Delight” and others.

During the next ten years Wordsworth wrote his finest poems, among them his wonderful ode, “Intimations of Immortality from Recollections of Early Childhood”, “The Prelude”, and the greater part of “The Excursion”. These poems will always be associated with the valley of Easedale, surrounded by mountains. Along the green pathways many lines were murmured by the poet, and often was he accompanied by his wife and sister, who were ready to write the verses as they fell from the poet's lips.

In 1803 Wordsworth and his sister Dorothy went to Scotland, and there met Sir Walter Scott. They were impressed by the love and respect with which Scott was everywhere received. Two years later, Scott and his wife returned this visit and were delighted with their reception at the humble cottage at Grasmere.

In 1813 Rydal Mount being vacant, the family moved there, where they remained the rest of Wordsworth's life. The home at Rydal was a gray cottage, almost hidden by ivy and roses, with a picturesque, old-fashioned garden.

“The Excursion” and “The White Doe of Rylstone” appeared during the year 1815.

When he was from sixty to seventy years of age, Wordsworth reached the height of his popularity and was looked upon as the distinguished poet of the period. He still retained his simplicity and rustic ways, and enjoyed a ramble with a little child as well as a philosophical talk with some great man. He was made poet laureate when he was seventy-three.

His life closed gently and quietly upon the 23d of April, 1850, and he was laid in the quiet church yard at Grasmere.

威廉·华兹华斯

威廉·华兹华斯是湖畔诗人之一，1770年4月7日生于英格兰。他的父亲是一名律师，家境殷实，属于英国古老的家族。他母亲出自有一定地位的家庭。

威廉有三个兄弟，一个妹妹，叫多萝西，多萝西是他忠实的玩伴。

在威廉只有8岁的时候，母亲去世了，对于母亲威廉只有少许记忆；但是，他不止一次听到母亲告诉一位朋友，说威廉是她唯一在意的孩子——无论是好是坏，他都是杰出的。

华兹华斯的童年非常自由，他身体强壮、充满活力，喜欢去户外。户外生活对于他成为一位诗人起到了重要作用。后来他写道：

“我身边有一个世界——是我自己的；

我创造了它，因为它只为我而存在，

只为真心理解它的上帝而存在。”

德温特河为四兄弟提供了许多运动场所：

“明亮的河水从

窗边徜徉而过；

这亲密的伙伴，我真心喜爱。”

童年的华兹华斯对于这样的自由感到狂喜，在所有的时节中都可以寻找到欢乐！冬季的活动也充满了欢乐的时光。他很擅长溜冰，即使在他步入老年之后，仍可以把自己的名字刻在冰上。

四兄弟在同一所学校读书，他们回到家里，父亲饶有兴趣地听他们学到的弥尔顿、莎士比亚、斯宾塞的诗歌。

威廉13岁的时候，父亲去世了，几乎没有给孩子们留下任何遗产。

母亲的亲戚资助了华兹华斯，把这个未来的诗人送到了剑桥大学。从乡间的家里来到学校生活，这样的变化是巨大的，威廉对周围的事物怀有浓烈的兴趣。他感到某位仙子的魔杖似乎点到了自己，因为他有一套十分好的服装，根据当时的风尚他的头发也喷了香粉，口袋里有了钱，柜子里还挂着一套“贵族般的礼物”。

在他19岁的时候，老威廉和妹妹度过了几个星期的时光，他们一起在鸽子谷散步，一起谋划、梦想未来，这时威廉决定自己要成为诗人。在这一年里，他写了第一部长诗——《晚间漫步——为一位年轻女士而作》（年轻女士是指他的妹妹多萝西）。

在1790年的秋季，华兹华斯和一位朋友几乎徒步旅行到了加来，访问瑞士。他们穿越了一个山地地带，一位农民告诉他们，他们已经穿过了阿尔卑斯山而自己竟然一点儿都不知道，为此他们倍感失望。两个年轻人一起赶了好几里的路，欣赏着美丽的景色：

“无论我看向哪里，

永恒的宇宙都在播撒着光辉。”

华兹华斯的叔叔已经敦促他接受派遣，成为一名牧师，但是他不能放弃自己成为诗人的梦想。

在21岁的时候，他获得了学位，离开剑桥，和多萝西度过了一段时间。忠实的妹妹鼓励自己的哥哥要实现梦想，他们在清晨和夜晚长时间地散步，一起交谈，一起谋划。之后，年轻的诗人来到了伦敦，在那里他度过了几个月的时光，之后又进行了一次旅游，这一次他选择了威尔士。下一年的冬季是在法国度过的，他对法国的政治局势产生了浓厚的兴趣。

虽然在学校的时候华兹华斯就已经开始写作诗歌了，但是他的第一部诗集在他23岁的时候才发表，其中包括《晚间漫步》《速写》。这些诗歌在当时并没有引起人们的注意，销量也不好，但还是有少数人欣赏它们，他们在其中发现了诗歌的真义。

他的亲戚对他感到非常失望，认为他毫无希望，是一个无用的空想家。多萝西在给一位朋友的信中写道：“巧得很，没有一位近亲喜欢我最喜欢的哥哥，除了他自己的弟弟，他们敬佩他。”他的妹妹理解他，持续不断地鼓励他。她对哥哥十分忠诚，他们计划在有了足够条件之后有一间自己的房子。

大概在这段时间，华兹华斯开始为一家伦敦的报社写作。1795年威廉护理了一位病重的朋友，这位朋友给他留下一份900镑的遗产。有了这笔钱，兄妹二人在一间简单的小屋内开始了简朴的生活。这里远离尘嚣，周边风景秀丽，他们读书、散步、交谈、写诗。在这间安静的小屋里，诗人倾听自己的心声、倾听最微小的露珠给他带来的讯息。他写道：“对于我来说，即使最为卑小的盛开的花朵也蕴含着深邃的思想，这是眼泪也无法表达的。”

这时他结交了赛米尔·T·柯勒律治，两位诗人成为了一生的朋友。柯勒律治拜访了华兹华斯的家，兄妹二人给他留下了深刻的印象。1797年，华兹华斯搬到了福克斯登，柯勒律治和他的妻子就住在这里，这样他们就可以发展彼此的友谊。亲密的友谊关系让他接触到了其他的文人，他同罗伯特·骚赛和查尔斯·兰姆相识了。

其间他的创作非常活跃，他的几篇最优美的诗歌被创作出来。华兹华斯说：“这是我一生当中非常愉快、非常受益的时光。”第二年夏天，他和妹妹沿着怀河游览，他写了《听潭寺》，这是一首精美的诗歌，于当年9月发表在他的诗集《抒情歌谣》里。

不久华兹华斯离开了位于福克斯登的家，在哈茨山的山脚下度过了冬天。这个冬天非常寒冷，任何季节都没有哥斯拉的这个冬季严酷；但是诗人的心向往这往日的风景，写于这样惨淡、冷清的环境下的诗歌充满了春季的气息、充满了自然的欢欣。

第二年12月，兄妹两人来到格拉斯米尔的栖鸽庐居住。他们旅行了4天，大多数路程都是步行的，但是华兹华斯对于自然的兴趣十分强烈，他给柯勒律治写了一份热情洋溢的旅行报告：

“冷风似乎想为它的冷冽

做点补偿，协助我们走路，

吹着我们向前，像海上的两条船

或像两只鸟，两个空中的旅伴。”

栖鸽庐依然站立在邻近湖边的路上，花园里有华兹华斯种下的几种植物，现在依然可见。在这里他写作了《致蝴蝶》《致白屈菜》《水仙》。

1802年10月4日，华兹华斯与玛丽·哈钦森结婚，50年来她对丈夫忠贞不渝，华兹华斯的生活十分美满。他的诗歌里大量提及了夫人，如《她就是愉快的光影》等。

在接下来的10年时间里，华兹华斯写出了最优秀的诗歌，其中包括他杰出的颂歌《不朽颂》《序曲》以及《远行》中的大部分内容。这些诗歌都与安逸谷有关联，那里群山环绕。许多诗行都是诗人在绿的山路中轻声说出来的，通常他的妻子和妹妹都陪伴着他，随时准备记录下诗人脱口而出的诗句。

1803年，华兹华斯和妹妹多萝西来到苏格兰，他们在这里会见了瓦尔特·司各特。司各特在各处受到的尊敬和爱戴，他们印象十分深刻。两年后，司各特和妻子回访，对于在格拉斯米尔那间简陋的小屋里受到欢迎，他们为此感到十分高兴。

1813年，赖德尔山庄招租，一家人搬到了那里，华兹华斯的余生在这里与家人一起度过。赖德尔山庄是一幢灰色的大房子，几乎被蔷薇和玫瑰掩盖，花园景色如画、风格古雅。

《远行》和《里尔斯通的白鹿》发表于1815年间。

在60～70岁期间，华兹华斯的声誉达到了前所未有的高度，他被认为是那个时代的杰出诗人。他依然保留着自己的简朴的生活方式，喜欢和小孩儿一起漫步，或者和伟人进行哲学交谈。73岁时，他成为桂冠诗人。

1850年4月23日，华兹华斯的生命平静地结束了，他被安葬于格拉斯米尔的一处安静的墓园。





TO THE SMALL CELANDINE

William Wordsworth

Pansies, lilies, kingcups, daisies,

Let them live upon their praises;

Long as there's a sun that sets,

Primroses will have their glory;

Long as there are violets,

They will have a place in story:

There's a flower that shall be mine,

'T is the little celandine.

Eyes of some men travel far

For the finding of a star;

Up and down the heavens they go,

Men that keep a mighty rout!

I'm as great as they, I trow,

Since the day I found thee out.

Little flower!—I'll make a stir,

Like a sage astronomer.

Ere a leaf is on a bush,

In the time before the thrush

Has a thought about her nest，

Thou wilt come with half a call，

Spreading out thy glossy breast

Like a careless prodigal;

Telling tales about the sun，

When we've little warmth, or none.

Comfort have thou of thy merit,

Kindly, unassuming spirit!

Careless of thy neighborhood，

Thou dost show thy pleasant face

On the moor, and in the wood,

In the lane;—there's not a place,

Howsoever mean it be,

But 't is good enough for thee.

I’ll befall the yellow flowers,

Children of the flaring hours!

Buttercups, that will be seen.

Whether we will see or no;

Others, too, of lofty mien,

They have done as worldlings do,

Taken praise that should be thine,

Little, humble celandine!

致白屈菜

威廉·华兹华斯

紫罗兰、百合花、金凤花、雏菊，

让他们获得人们的赞扬；

同西下的太阳一样永恒，

报春花也有自己的荣耀；

同紫罗兰一样永恒，

他们在故事中也有位置：

有一朵属于我的花朵，

那就是小小的白屈菜。

有些人的眼睛放得好远

就为发现一颗星星；

在宇宙中上下求索，

这样的人注定失败！

我相信我同他们一样伟大，

因为那天我发现了你，

小小的花朵！——我会震惊世界，

好像一位聪慧的天文学家。

树丛就要发芽，

这时鸫刚刚开始

打算搭巢建窝，

你马上就要发芽开花，

展现你光滑的枝叶

好像无忧无虑的流浪汉；

讲述太阳的故事，

就在我们还没有享受温暖的时候。

你也有自己的得意之处，

你平易近人、毫不遮掩！

从不挑剔周边环境，

你带着微笑面向

荒野、面向树林，

面向小路；——无论哪里，

那里无论多么幽闭，

你都会怡然自得。

黄叶的运气糟糕透顶，

野火烧尽了他们！

我们都会看到毛茛。

无论我们是否愿意；

那些随风飘荡的植物，

同老练的人一样，

夺走了本该属于你的赞扬，

卑微的小小的白屈菜！





DAFFODILS

William Wordsworth

I wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,

When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine

And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line

Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company:

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought

What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood.

They flash upon that inward eye

Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,

And dances with the daffodils.

水仙

威廉·华兹华斯

我同云一样独自游荡，

高高游荡在山谷群山之上，

突然之间我看到一行，

一片水仙，颜色金黄；

在湖边、在树旁，

随风起舞、随风飘荡。

好像闪烁的群星相连

在银河中眨眼，

水仙花延展无边

沿着湖水、沿着岸缘：

一眼我就看到水仙万千，

踏着轻快舞步摇摆花瓣。

旁边的波浪也在一起舞蹈；

水仙的欢欣却胜过水波：

这样的美景将其围绕，

诗人的兴致真是好高：

我看啊——看啊——怎曾想到

景色这般美，回忆何其妙：

有多少次，我躺靠在椅上

或清心寡念，或玄思遥想。

它们都出现在我的心间

带来孤寂的福分；

我的心里满是欢畅，

伴着水仙随风飘荡。





WALDEN POND

Henry David Thoreau

Henry David Thoreau was born in Concord, Mass., on the 12th of July, 1817. His father was of French descent, and his mother was the daughter of a New England clergyman.

Henry's life as a country boy, driving the cow to pasture and roaming about the woods, made him familiar with Nature; new discoveries of her beauties and the constant changes of the seasons soon became his greatest delight.

The meadows and stream sides were stored with treasures, and when only twelve years of age he had already made a number of collections for Professor Agassiz, the great naturalist. Ralph Waldo Emerson says of him:—

“It seemed as if the breezes brought him,

It seemed as if the sparrow taught him,

As if by secret signs he knew

Where in far fields the orchis grew.”

Thoreau attended Harvard College, and was graduated in 1837. He then joined his brother in teaching a private school; but soon turned aside, from this profession and decided to devote himself to the study of nature.

He was never idle, but preferred to earn what money he required by building a fence or a boat, or by laboring on some farm, rather than to be confined to any regular occupation. He, however, became a land surveyor, as this employment led him constantly to new ground for observation.

A Robinson Crusoe's life, with only his own efforts and nature to depend upon, would have suited this child of nature. Still, although so hermit like, he was really fond of sympathy, delighted to entertain his friends with stories of field and river, and was always ready to lead a party in search for nuts or berries.

In 1845 he made an experiment to prove that man could live as independent of his kind as the birds and squirrels. Upon a pine slope on the shores of Walden Pond he built and furnished a small house. During two years he lived here studying, writing, and learning to know the fishes, birds, and other woodland creatures.

Birds came at his call, and even the fishes swam fearlessly through his hands. He would sit immovable, until the bird, reptile, or fish which had been startled by his presence would return, sometimes out of curiosity to observe him, or to resume its habits.

While a young man, he became acquainted with Ralph Waldo Emerson, who was his lifelong friend. Thoreau so loved nature that his books are filled with descriptions of beautiful scenery, ever-changing wild flowers, and the habits of animals. He was so happy in solitude that it made him heavy-hearted to see houses springing up among the woods and meadows where he had wandered as a boy. The axe was always destroying his forest. “Thank God,” he said, “they cannot cut down the clouds!”

Thoreau died on the 6th of May, 1862. His grave is in the beautiful cemetery of Sleepy Hollow, Concord, beside those of Hawthorne and Emerson.

In such a day, in September or October, Walden is a perfect forest mirror, set round with stones as precious to my eye as if fewer or rarer. Nothing so fair, so pure, and at the same time so large as a lake, perchance, lies on the surface of the earth. It needs no fence. Nations come and go without defiling it.

It is a mirror which no stone can crack, whose quicksilver will never wear off, whose gilding Nature continually repairs; no storms, no dust,can dim its surface ever fresh; a mirror in which all impurity presented to it sinks, swept and dusted by the sun's hazy brush,—this is the light dust-cloth,—which retains no breath that is breathed on it, but sends its own to float as clouds high above its surface, and be reflected in its bosom still.

A field of water betrays the spirit that is in the air. It is continually receiving new life and motion from above. It is intermediate in its nature between land and sky. On land only the grass and trees wave, but the water itself is rippled by the wind. I see where the breeze dashes across it by the streaks or flakes of light. It is remarkable that we can look down on its surface. We shall, perhaps, look down thus on the surface of air at length, and mark where a subtler spirit sweeps over it...

One November afternoon, in the calm at the end of a rainstorm of several days' duration, when the sky was completely overcast and the air was full of mist, I observed that the pond was remarkably smooth, so that it was difficult to distinguish its surface; though it no longer reflected the bright tints of October, but the sad, somber November colors of the surrounding hills.

Though I passed over it as gently as possible, the slight undulations produced by my boat extended almost as far as I could see, and gave a ribbed appearance to the reflections. But, as I looked over the surface,I saw here and there at a distance, a faint glimmer, as if some skater insects which had escaped the frosts might be collected there, or, perchance, the surface, being so smooth, betrayed where a spring welled up from the bottom.

Paddling gently to one of these places, I was surprised to find myself surrounded by myriads of small perch, about five inches long, of a rich bronze color in the green water, sporting there and constantly rising to the surface and dimpling it, sometimes leaving bubbles on it. In such transparent and seemingly bottomless water, reflecting the clouds, I seemed to be floating through the air as in a balloon, and their swimming impressed me as a kind of flight or hovering, as if they were a compact flock of birds passing just beneath my level on the right or left, their fins, like sails, set all around them.

There were many such schools in the pond, apparently improving the short season before winter would draw an icy shutter over their broad skylight, sometimes giving to the surface an appearance as if a slight breeze struck it, or a few raindrops fell there. When I approached carelessly and alarmed them, they made a sudden splash and rippling with their tails, as if one had struck the water with a brushy bough, and instantly took refuge in the depths.

Even as late as the 5th of December,one year,I saw some dimples on the surface,and thinking it was going to rain hard immediately,the air being full of mist,I made haste to take my place at the oars and row homeward;already the rain seemed rapidly increasing,though I felt none on my cheek,and I anticipated a thorough soaking.

But suddenly the dimples ceased, for they were produced by the perch, which the noise of my oars had scared into the depths, and I saw their schools rapidly disappearing; so I spent a dry afternoon after all.

An old man who used to frequent this pond nearly sixty years ago, when it was dark with surrounding forests, tells me that in those days he sometimes saw it all alive with ducks and other waterfowl, and that there were many eagles about it. He came here a-fishing and used an old log canoe which he found on the shore. It was made of two white-pine logs dug out and pinned together, and was cut off square at the ends.

It was very clumsy, but lasted a great many years before it became water-logged and sank to the bottom. He did not know whose it was; it belonged to the pond.

He used to make a cable for his anchor, of strips of hickory bark tied together. An old man, a potter, who lived by the pond before the Revolution, told him once that there was an iron chest at the bottom, and that he had seen it. Sometimes it would come floating up to the shore; but when you went toward it, it would go back into deep water and disappear.

I was pleased to hear of the old log canoe, which took the place of an Indian one of the same material but more graceful construction, which perchance had first been a tree on the bank, and then, as it were, fell into the water, to float there for a generation, the most proper vessel for the lake.

瓦尔登湖

亨利·大卫·梭罗

亨利·大卫·梭罗1817年7月12日生于麻省康科德。他的父亲是法国后裔，母亲是新英格兰一个牧师的女儿。

亨利的童年在乡间度过，骑着牛来到牧场，在树林里游荡，这样的生活让他熟悉自然；在自然中发现美，季节的持续变化很快成为他最大的乐趣。

草丛和溪边满是宝藏，在他只有12岁的时候，亨利已经为自然学家安佳琪博士收集了大量的物品。拉尔夫·瓦尔多·艾默生这样评价梭罗：

“似乎是微风带来了他，

似乎是麻雀教会了他，

他似乎可以通过暗号

知道广大田野里红门兰生在哪里。”

梭罗在哈佛大学读书，1837年毕业。之后他投奔哥哥与他一起在一所私立学校教书，但是不久他决定辞职，决心投身于自然研究。

他从不闲着，而是宁愿自己修建篱笆或者船，自己在农场劳作，以此节省必要的钱财，而非固守于某一固定职业。然而，他成为了一名土地勘探员，因为这一职业常常带他来到新地方进行观测。

他靠着自己的天分和努力，过着罗宾逊式的生活，成为自然之子。无论他的生活多么像个隐士，他依然喜欢同伴，很乐于给朋友们讲田野、河流的故事，随时都准备着带领一小队人马寻找坚果、梅子。

1845年，他做了一个实验，证明人可以像鸟类和松树一样不必依靠同类而生活。在瓦尔登湖边的一个松树林里，他修建了一个小屋。在两年的时间里他生活在那里，研究，写作，学习认识鱼类、鸟类和其他的陆地生物。

鸟类服从他的召唤，甚至鱼类无畏地在他的指间穿梭。他可以一动不动地坐着，等着因他的到来而受到惊吓的鸟类、爬虫或者鱼类返还回来，有时出于好奇而观察他，或者恢复它们的习惯。

在年轻的时候，他结识了拉尔夫·瓦尔多·艾默生，两人成了一生的好友。梭罗非常热爱自然，他的书里充满了美景、野花的持续变化以及对动物习性的描写。他非常喜欢独处，所以当房屋在他幼时徜徉的树林和草地上建起来的时候，他心情十分沉重。斧头一直在破坏他的树林。“谢天谢地，”他说，“斧头无法把白云也砍下！”

梭罗死于1862年5月6日。他的墓位于康和沉睡谷的一片公墓里，在霍桑和艾默生的墓旁边。

9月或者10月，在这样的日子里，瓦尔登湖变成了一面明亮的林间镜子，周边镶嵌了各种石头，我非常喜欢看这些石头，因为它们稀有而珍贵。没有其他湖还可以这样俊美，这样清澈，同时又这样庞大，躺在地球的表面。瓦尔登湖不需要围篱。王朝更替，湖水尤清。

这是一面镜子，石头不会打碎，镀在上面的银不会脱落，自然持续地修复着它的光亮；暴风、灰尘不会使水面污浊，水是长清的；污秽若是呈现在这面镜子上就会下沉，被雾一般的阳光刷洗干净——这是一张轻柔的抹布——呼在上面的气息不会留下，只有自然的气息浮荡在水面，就好像天上的云，倒映在水面之上。

这是一面水，映照着天上的灵动。水从天上不断地接受着新生命、新运动。在本质上，水处于土与气之间。在土地上，只有草和树在摆动，但是整个水体却在风的影响下波动万千。我看到风随着光阴掠水面而过。我们可以看到水面，这真是美好。也许，我们最终可以同样看到天空的表面，看到一个更为精致的灵魂在那里游荡……

一个11月的下午，持续了几天的大雨终于停止，四下宁静，天空布满了阴云，空气中满是露水，我看到湖水平得出奇，很难分辨出湖水的表面；虽然10月的亮色再也不会映衬在湖水之上，11月群山凝重，阴沉的色调却在上面显现了出来。

虽然我尽量轻轻地划水，船所产生的微小波纹还是延伸了好远，远到我视力的极限，也让倒影波动了起来。然而，我远眺湖水表面，看到远处有几处微光，好像划水的虫类逃离了树林，聚集在这里，或者是因为水面如此平静，暴露了水底喷涌的暗泉。

轻轻地划桨，我来到了这些地方，我惊讶地发现自己置身于大量的小鲈鱼之间，它们长短在5寸以内，在绿水之中呈现出明亮的铜色，游来游去，又不断地浮向水面，产生波纹，有时还要留下几个气泡。湖水清澈透明，好像无底，又映衬着天上的云，我好像是乘坐着热气球，游荡在空中，鲈鱼游水给我留下的印象就像飞翔、就像盘旋，好像它们是一群鸟，从我的下面飞过，或左或右，而它们的鳍就像帆一样，展翅翱翔。

这样的鱼群水中有好多，明显只要在冬季的浮冰遮蔽它们头顶的日光之前好好利用这短暂的时节，有时影响了水面，好像微风拂过，好像雨点落在了上面。当我无心地接近、惊扰它们的时候，它们就会突然溅起水花、尾巴掀起涟漪，好像是人用毛绒树枝击打了水面，又马上在水底潜伏起来。

有一年，已经到了12月5日，我在水面上看到几点涟漪，心想这雨马上就会下得好大，因为空气中满是雾气，我急忙摇起船桨，向着家的方向划去；雨点好像越来越密，虽然我的脸上什么也没有，我以为一定会全身湿透。但是突然涟漪消失了，因为这涟漪是鲈鱼产生的，我的船桨惊吓了它们，让它们潜到了水底，我看到鱼群立即消失，所以那天下午没有下雨。

有一位老人，大概60年前经常来到湖边，那时湖水会因为周边树木的倒影而变暗，他告诉我，当时他有时会见到湖水里满是野鸭还有其他的水禽，周边还有好多鹰呢。他来到这里钓鱼，坐着一张旧木筏，那是他在岸边找到的。木筏由两段白松木组成，松木掏空后接在一起，两端都切成了正方形。

木筏十分笨重，但还是用了好多年，最后渗了水，沉到了湖底。他不知道木筏是谁的；木筏属于湖水。

那时他用绳子绑住木筏，绳子是用山核桃树皮编织的。一位老陶工在革命之前生活在湖边，曾经告诉他湖底有一个铁盒子，他以前见过的。有时盒子会漂浮到岸边，但是你若走上前去，盒子就会退回到湖水里消失掉。

我很高兴可以听到这张老木筏的传说，这足以取代印第安人木筏的地位，两者材质相同，但是后者结构更加精巧，这木筏也许曾经就是岸边的树木，后来倒下了、落向湖里，在湖水中漂荡了好些年月，这是湖水最好的船只。





THE PUPPET SHOW

Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe

Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe, one of the greatest writers that Germany has ever produced, was born at Frankfort on the Main, August 28, 1749.

Goethe attended no school during his early years, but his surroundings were an education, and his father and mother encouraged him in reading and studying the books with which their home was filled.

During the Seven Years' War there were many French soldiers at Frankfort, and they greatly influenced the boy. From them he learned passages from plays, and soon became well versed in the French language.

When he was sixteen, Goethe entered the university at Leipsic. His father sent him there to study law, but he had already decided to devote himself to literature. He also became interested in art and studied drawing, for which he had considerable talent. He remained there three years and then went to Strasburg, entering the university.

At this time he made the acquaintance of a noted German scholar and thinker, who taught him the true value of nature in art, and revealed to him the beauty of classic and English literature.

Goethe returned to Frankfort on his twenty-second birthday. His sister Cornelia sympathized with him in all his hopes and aspirations, but he had outgrown many of the friends of his boyhood. He spent his time in writing, and produced a number of poems and several essays; but one of his greatest works was a drama founded on the history of Gottfried, the imperial knight of the Middle Ages, and was called “Gotz von Berlichingen”. This work was received with enthusiasm throughout Germany. It was like a trumpet call, appealing to the courage and chivalry of the German spirit.

The following spring Goethe left Frankfort for Wetzlar, and while there wrote “Werther”. “Gtz” and “Werther” were read from one end of Germany to the other. “Werther” was translated into every language in Europe.

Beside these two works, Goethe translated Goldsmith's “Deserted Village”, and wrote a number of poems. His literary success brought the young author a large number of friends, among them the Grand Duke of Saxe-Weimar. Goethe accepted the duke's invitation to visit his little capital. He was treated as an honored guest and won the affection of all. The duke gave him a little home near his palace, where he lived during the next eight years.

After a time Goethe returned to Weimar and devoted his time to writing history. He also began to write “Wilhelm Meister's Apprenticeship”, which is filled with scenes from his own life. In 1821 “Wilhelm Meister's Travels” appeared. These books are filled with truth, beauty and life, and stand in the first ranks of the author's works.

For many years he had had the story of “Faust” in his mind. The first part was published when he was sixty years old, in company with a thirteen-volume edition of his works. This was the crowning effort of Goethe's life and the greatest of his works. The second part of “Faust” was written after the poet had passed his seventieth birthday, and when it was completed, Goethe felt that his life work was over.

His death occurred on the 15th of March, 1832.

I never can forget that happy Christmas Day. I see it still before me. I remember how surprised we were when, after we had received our customary presents, mother seated us before the door that leads to the other room. The door opened, but not, as formerly, to let us pass; the entrance was occupied by an unexpected show.

Within it rose a porch concealed by a mysterious curtain. All of us were standing at a distance; our eagerness to see what glittering or jingling article lay hid behind the half-transparent veil was mounting higher and higher, when we were told to sit down and wait with patience.

At length we were all seated and silent; a whistle gave the signal; the curtain rolled aloft and showed us the interior of the temple, painted in deep red colors. The high-priest Samuel appeared with Jonathan, and their strange voices seemed to me the most striking thing on earth.

Shortly after, Saul entered, overwhelmed with confusion at the impertinence of that giant warrior who had defied him and all his people. How glad I was when the valiant young son of Jesse, with his shepherd's pouch and sling, came forth and said, “Dread king and sovereign lord! Let no one's heart sink down because of this. If your Majesty will give me leave, I will go out to battle with this blustering giant.”

Here ended the first act; leaving the spectators more curious than ever to see what further would happen, and wishing that the music might soon be done. At last the curtain rose again. David devoted the flesh of the monster to the fowls of the air and the beasts of the field; the Philistine scorned and bullied him, stamped mightily with his feet, and at length fell like a mass of clay, affording a splendid ending for the piece. And then the maidens sang “Saul has slain his thousands, but David his ten thousands!” The giant's head was borne before his little victor.

Next morning, alas! The magic apparatus had vanished; the mysterious veil was carried away. My brothers and sisters were running up and down with their playthings; I alone kept gliding to and fro; it seemed to me impossible that two bare doorposts could be all that now remained, where the night before so much enchantment had displayed itself.

“I can easily imagine,” said the mother, “how these things should lodge so firmly in your mind; I well remember what an interest you took in them; how you found the book and learned the whole piece by heart. I then felt such a motherly contentment at your fine recitation and good memory that I resolved to give the whole wooden troop to your own disposal.”

By good, fortune this happened at a time when the lieutenant—a young officer who had made this little theater himself and presented it to us children—had himself been expressing a desire to initiate me into the mysteries of the art. He now contrived to persuade my parents to offer him the use of two chambers in the top story of the house, that he might accommodate the spectators in one, while the other held his actors.

At last the wished-for day arrived. At five in the evening, my instructor came and took me upstairs with him. Trembling with joy, I entered and beheld on both sides of the framework the puppets all hanging in order, as they were to advance to view.

I considered them carefully, mounted the steps which raised them above the scene, and hovered aloft above that little world. Not without reverence did I look down between the pieces of board and recollect what a glorious effect the whole would produce, and feel into what mighty secrets I was now admitted. We made a trial which succeeded well.

A party of children were invited on the next day. We performed rarely, except that once, in the fire of action, I let poor Jonathan fall, and was obliged to reach down with my hand and pick him up again; an accident which sadly marred the illusion, produced a peal of laughter, and vexed me greatly. My father, however, seemed to relish this misfortune not a little. Prudently hiding his contentment at the expertness of his little boy, after the piece was finished he dwelt on the mistakes we had committed, saying it would all have been very pretty had not this or that gone wrong with us.

I was vexed to the heart at these things and sad for all the evening. By next morning, however, I had quite slept off my sorrow and was blest in the persuasion that, but for this one fault, I had played delightfully. The spectators also flattered me with their unanimous approval; they all maintained that though the lieutenant, in regard to the coarse and the fine voices, had done great things, yet his declamation was in general too stiff and affected; whereas the new aspirant spoke his Jonathan and David with exquisite grace. My mother in particular commended the gallant tone in which I had challenged Goliath and acted the modest victor before the king.

From this time, to my extreme delight, the theater continued open; and as the spring advanced, so that fires could be dispensed with, I passed all my hours of recreation lying in the garret and making the puppets caper and play together.

Often I invited my comrades, or my brothers and sisters; but when they would not come, I stayed by myself. My imagination brooded over that tiny world. My greatest pleasure lay in the inventive part and the employment of my fancy. But it happened with me as it often happens with children; they embrace wide plans, make mighty preparations, then a few trials, and the whole undertaking is abandoned.

This or that piece inspired me with interest for a few scenes of it, and immediately I set about providing new costumes suitable for the occasion. I surrendered myself to my imagination;I rehearsed and prepared forever; built a thousand castles in the air, and saw not that I was at the same time undermining the foundations of these little edifices.

From “Wilhelm Meister's Apprenticeship”

木偶戏

约翰·沃尔夫冈·冯·歌德

约翰·沃尔夫冈·冯·歌德是德国最伟大的作家，于1749年8月28日生于莱茵河畔的法兰克福。

歌德早年没有在学校学习，但是他的生活环境对于他来说具有教育意义，他的父母鼓励他阅读和研究书籍，他的家里有许多这样的书。

在七年战争期间有许多法国士兵来到法兰克福，他们对少年歌德产生了极大的影响。从他们那里歌德学习了一些戏剧的篇章，很快就熟练地掌握了法语。

歌德16岁进入莱比锡大学。他的父亲想让他学习法律，但是他不久决定投身于文学。他对艺术也产生了兴趣，研究绘画，他在绘画方面也具有相当的天赋。他在莱比锡生活了3年，后来来到斯特拉斯堡，在那里的大学读书。

其间他结识了一位杰出的德国学者和思想家，后者教给他艺术中自然的真正价值，把古典文学和英国文学中的美揭示给他。

歌德在22岁生日的时候回到了法兰克福。他的妹妹科妮莉亚与他怀有同样的希望与追求，但是歌德已经超越了好多他童年的伙伴。他把时间全部用于写作，写出了许多诗歌和一些散文；但是他最为重要的一部作品是基于歌特弗里德的历史而创作的剧本，歌特弗里德是中世纪国王的骑士，这个剧作叫做《格茨·冯·伯利琴根》。该剧作在整个德国被热情地接受了，就像一声号角，激发了德国人的信心与热情。

第二年春天，歌德离开法兰克福，来到韦茨拉尔，在那里写了《少年维特之烦恼》。德国举国上下都在阅读《格茨·冯·伯利琴根》和《少年维特之烦恼》。《少年维特之烦恼》被翻译成了欧洲所有的语言。

除这两部作品外，歌德还翻译了古尔德斯密斯的《荒村》，写作了大量诗歌。他在文学上的造诣给年轻的作家带来了大量的朋友，其中包括萨克斯·魏玛大公爵。歌德接受了公爵的邀请，拜访了魏玛。歌德被当做荣誉客人受到接待，受到了所有人的爱戴。公爵在宫殿旁边给了他一间小屋，接下来的8年时间歌德都在那里生活。

过了一段时间，歌德重返魏玛，开始了历史写作。他也开始写《威廉·麦斯特的求学时代》，作品中满是对歌德个人的生活场景的描述。1821年，《威廉·麦斯特的漫游时代》问世。书中充满真、美和生活，是作者作品中的杰出代表。

许多年来他的头脑中都在构思着《浮士德》的故事情节。《浮士德》的第一部分在歌德60岁的时候发表，一同问世的还有他的13卷作品集。《浮士德》是歌德生活追求的焦点，是他最伟大的作品。《浮士德》的第二部分在诗人度过70岁生日之后发表，作品完成后，歌德感到他一生的工作完成了。

歌德死于1832年3月15日。

我永远也忘不了那个愉快的圣诞节，它依然在我眼前浮现。我依然记得，我们收到了惯常的礼物之后，妈妈让我们坐到门前，这扇门通向另一间屋子，我们感到很意外。门开了，但是与往常不同的是，我们无法通过；有一场意外的演出，入口过不去了。

房间里搭起了一个舞台，一方神秘的幕布遮蔽了舞台。我们大家都站在远处；幕布半露半掩，里面藏着的东西闪闪发光、发出声响，我们真想看看里面究竟是些什么东西，我们的好奇心越来越强烈，但是大人告诉我们坐下，要耐心等待。

最后我们坐好了，保持安静；一声哨响，幕布升起，我们看到了舞台的里面，舞台的颜色鲜红。大牧师赛米尔和约翰娜出现了，他们奇怪的声音在我看来是世界上最为有趣的事情。

不久，所罗上台了，巨人战士蔑视他和他所有的子民，所罗对此无能为力。后来耶西勇敢的小儿子出场了，我真是高兴，他拿着牧羊人的烟袋和弹弓，走上前来说：“畏惧国王和君主吧！不要让人们为此而心灰意懒。如果陛下允许，我愿意前去，和这狂妄的巨人决斗。”

这里第一场结束了，观众越发好奇，想知道接下来会发生什么，同时希望音乐快点停下来。最终幕布再次升起。大卫用怪兽的肉喂空中的飞禽和地上的猛兽；非利士人嘲笑他、挑逗他，用脚使劲踢他，最后像一块尘土一样摔倒了，木偶戏的结局真是精彩啊。最后少女们唱起来：“所罗杀人成百上千，大卫杀人成千上万！”巨人的头颅被摆放在胜利者的前面。

第二天，天啊！那神奇的舞台消失了，神秘的幕布被揭走了。我的兄弟姐妹拿着玩具跑来跑去，只有我自己踱来踱去，如今留下的只有两根空空的门柱，这里前一天晚上可上演了好多好玩的东西，我实在难以相信。

妈妈说：“我很容易就可以想到，你能深刻地记住这些东西。我清晰地记得，你对这些东西非常感兴趣。你找到了书，把整个故事都背了下来。作为母亲，我对你的背诵和记忆感到由衷的满意，我决定把所有的木偶都送给你，作为你的玩具。”

运气真好，这时有一位中尉——这是一位年轻的军官，自己搭建了一个剧院，给我们这些孩子带来演出——亲自表示，要把这行当的秘密告诉给我。他要说服我的父母，允许他使用房屋顶层的两间房间，这样他就可以用一间房装观众、一间装演员。

最后翘首以待的日子到来了。晚上5点，我的老师来了，带着我走上楼梯。我高兴得浑身发抖，我走进房间，挂在房间两边的木偶渐渐映入眼帘，它们整齐地排列着。

我仔细地端详这些木偶，然后走上台阶，这些台阶把木偶抬到场景之上，高高地悬挂在那个小小的世界之上。怀着敬畏之情，顺着木板向下看去，这样才知道整个舞台会实现怎样美妙的效果，才知道我获悉了多么伟大的秘密。我们试了试，效果非常棒。

第二天我们邀请了一些孩子。除了这一次，我们在表演时生火，我让可怜的约翰娜掉了下去，不得不向下伸出手，把她捡起来；很遗憾，这个意外破坏了我们的舞台效果，引来阵阵笑声，让我十分沮丧。然而，我的爸爸好像非常喜欢这场不幸。他对自己小儿子的专业表演非常满意，但是小心地掩饰起来，演出结束后他细数我们犯下的错误，说我们若是没有犯下这样或者那样的错误，我们的表演会非常精彩的。

听到这样的事情我非常沮丧，整个晚上都十分伤心。然而，第二天清晨，一觉醒来，我的伤心都消失了，自己劝解自己，我犯下的错误就此一项，此外我的表演非常精彩。观众给予我一致的认可。他们都认为，虽然中尉的嗓音沙哑而雄厚，表演也有精彩的地方，但是他的朗诵在多数时候显得僵硬而做作，而后起之秀把约翰娜和大卫表演得十分优雅。妈妈尤其赞赏我的骑士腔调，我在挑战巨人、向国王领功时就用了这样的声音。

从此以后剧院一直演出，这让我非常高兴；春天来了，我们也不必生火了，我所有的玩耍时间都是在阁楼里度过的，躺着，让木偶蹦蹦跳跳、互相打闹。

我也会经常邀请我的伙伴或是兄弟姐妹；但他们若是不来，我也会自己玩。我的想象围绕着那片小小的世界。我最大的乐趣在于创造故事、在于运用我的想象。许多孩子就是这样，我当然也是；他们喜欢神奇的计划，为此做详尽的准备，再简单尝试，后来所有的计划又泡汤了。

这出戏或者那出戏，其中的某些场景给我带来灵感、激发我的兴趣，然后我马上就开始研究服装，以配合这样的情节。我完全沉浸在自己的想象之中；我一直都在排练、准备；建造了上千座空中城堡，并没有想到我也在同时动摇着这些小建筑的根基。

选自《威廉·麦斯特的求学时代》





THE DESCENT INTO THE MAELSTROM

（ABRIDGED）

Edgar Allan Poe

Edgar Allan Poe was born in Boston on the 19th of January, 1809. His father and mother were actors and died in Richmond, Va., when Edgar was but two years old.

The beauty and attractive manners of the boy won the attention of Mr. John Allan, a wealthy gentleman living at Richmond, and he adopted the little fellow.

Edgar was an interesting child, bright, loving, and generous. He was dressed like a little prince and had his own pony and dogs and a groom, with whom he rode every day. He soon showed a love of poetry and repeated long passages to visitors with such appreciation of their meaning as to delight his hearers. At the age of eleven Edgar attended a school at Richmond. He was a very apt pupil, progressing rapidly in Latin and Greek, and showing a deep love of poetry. He began to write poems to his girl playmates before he was ten years old.

His schoolmates found him a brave, unselfish boy, championing those who were weak, and taking many a hard blow in defending his friends.

After leaving this school, Poe entered the University of Virginia, and was a successful student during his year there. While at college he had engaged in gambling, and when Mr. Allan learned of debts of this kind he refused to pay them. Edgar then left him in anger, going to the home of his father's sister, Mrs. Clemm.

Upon the death of his adopted mother, he hastened to his childhood's home. Mr. Allan became reconciled to him and obtained for him a West Point scholarship. He entered the military school when he was twenty-one, and for a time was a diligent student; but he became restless and determined to leave. Mr. Allan would not consent to this, but Poe neglected his duties and conducted himself in so disorderly a manner that he was expelled.

He returned to Richmond for a while and then enlisted in the army, but was taken ill, and his friends procured his discharge.

About the year 1832 a Baltimore paper called “The Saturday Visitor” offered two prizes—one for the beat tale and the other for the best poem.

Poe sent a poem and a number of tales which so fascinated the judges that it was with difficulty that they decided upon one, “The Descent into the Maelstrom” was at first chosen, but “A MS. Found in a Bottle” was finally preferred, and received the hundred-dollar prize.

Poe spent several years in Baltimore, writing for periodicals, but after a time went to New York and accepted the invitation of some literary men to join them in editing a paper. After a year in New York, Poe removed to Philadelphia and became editor of a magazine. Some of his best prose tales were written at this time, among them “ligeia”，which was inspired by a dream.

He was married in Baltimore to his cousin, Virginia Clemm. Their home was a happy one, and the poet was devoted to his wife, who was an invalid. In his poem “Annabel Lee” he touchingly describes her loving character. He returned to New York, and it was there that “The Raven”, his greatest poem, was written. The fame gained by its publication assisted him in bringing out a new edition of his poetry and two volumes of tales.

In 1846 Poe removed to Fordham, N. Y., where he lived in a picturesque little cottage at the top of a hill. He was greatly saddened by the illness of his wife and his poverty.

The last year of Poe'a life was filled with dark scenes, and he died at Baltimore on the 7th of October, 1849.

We had now reached the summit of the loftiest crag. For some minutes the old man seemed too much exhausted to speak.

“Not long ago,” said he at length, “I could have guided you on this route as well as the youngest of my sons; but, about three years past, there happened to me an event such as never happened before to mortal man,—or at least such as no man ever survived to tell of,—and the six hours of deadly terror which I then endured have broken me up body and soul. Do you know I can scarcely look over this little cliff without getting giddy?”

“We are now,” he continued, “upon the Norwegian coast. The mountain upon whose top we sit is Helseggen, the Cloudy. Now raise yourself up a little higher—hold on to the grass if you feel giddy—so—and look out, beyond the belt of vapor beneath us, into the sea.”

I looked dizzily, and beheld a wide expanse of ocean. To the right and left, as far as the eye could reach, there lay outstretched, lines of black and beetling cliff.

“Do you hear anything? Do you see any change in the water?” exclaimed the old man.

As he spoke I became aware of a loud and gradually increasing sound, like the moaning of a vast herd of buffaloes upon an American　prairie. In five minutes the whole sea was lashed into ungovernable fury; but it was between Moskoe and the coast that the main uproar held its sway. Here the vast bed of the waters burst suddenly into frenzied convulsion,—heaving, boiling, hissing,—and all whirling and plunging on to the eastward.

The edge of the whirl, which was more than a mile in diameter, was represented by a broad belt of gleaming spray; but no particle of this slipped into the mouth of the terrific funnel, whose interior, as far as the eye could fathom it, was a smooth, shining, and jet-black wall of water, speeding dizzily round and round, and sending forth to the winds an appalling voice, half shriek, half roar, such as not even the mighty cataract of Niagara ever lifts up in its agony to Heaven.

The mountain trembled to its very base.

“This,” I cried, “this can be nothing else than the great whirlpool of the Maelstrom!”

“So it is sometimes termed,” said he. “We Norwegians call it the Moskoe-strom, from the island of Moskoe in the midway.”

“Myself and my two brothers once owned a schooner-rigged smack of about seventy tons burden, with which we were in the habit of fishing among the islands beyond Moskoe.”

“It is now within a few days of three years since what I am going to tell you occurred. It was on the 10th of July, three years ago. The three of us—my two brothers and myself—had crossed over to the islands about two o'clock P.M., and soon nearly loaded the smack with fine fish. It was just seven, by my watch, when we weighed and started for home, so as to make the worst of the Strom at slackwater, which we knew would be at eight.”

“We set out with a fresh wind at our starboard quarter, and for some time sped along at a great rate, never dreaming of danger. All at once we were taken aback by a breeze from over Helseggen. We put the boat on the wind, but could make no headway at all for the eddies, and I was upon the point of proposing to return to the anchorage, when, looking astern, we saw the whole horizon covered with a singular copper-colored cloud that rose with the most amazing velocity.”

“In less than a minute the storm was upon us; in less than two the sky was entirely overcast; and what with this and the driving spray, it became suddenly so dark that we could not see each other in the smack.”

“Such a hurricane as then blew it is folly to attempt describing. At the first puff, both our masts went by the board as if they had been sawed off—the main-mast taking with it my youngest brother, who had lashed himself to it for safety. ”

“For some moments we were completely deluged, but presently our little boat gave herself a shake, just as a dog does in coming out of the water, and thus rid herself, in some measure, of the seas. I was now trying to get the better of the stupor that had come over me, and to collect my senses so as to see what was to be done, when I felt somebody grasp my arm. It was my elder brother, and my heart leaped for joy, for I had felt sure that he was overboard; but the next moment all this joy was turned into horror, for he put his mouth close to my ear and screamed out the word ‘Moskoe-strom!’”

“I knew what he meant by that one word well enough—I knew what he wished to make me understand. With the wind that now drove us on, we were bound for the whirl of the Strom and nothing could save us!”

“A singular change had come over the heavens. Around in every direction it was still as black as pitch, but nearly overhead there burst out, all at once, a circular rift of clear sky—as clear as I ever saw—and of a deep, bright blue—and through it there blazed forth the full moon with a luster that I never before knew her to wear. She lit up everything about us with the greatest distinctness—but, oh, what a scene it was to light up!”

“A hideous thought flashed upon me. I dragged my watch from its fob. It was not going. I glanced at its face by the moonlight, and then burst into tears as I flung it far away into the ocean. It had run down at seven o'clock! We were behind the time of the slack, and the whirl of the Strom was in full fury!”

“So far we had ridden the swells very cleverly; but presently a gigantic sea happened to take us right under the counter, and bore us with it as it rose—up—up—as if into the sky. I would not have believed that any wave could rise so high. And then down we came with a sweep, a slide, and a plunge that made me feel sick and dizzy, as if I were falling from some lofty mountain-top in a dream. But while we were up I had thrown a quick glance around; and that one glance was all-sufficient. I saw our exact position in an instant. The Moskoe-strom whirlpool was about a quarter of a mile dead ahead—but no more like the everyday Moskoe-strom than the whirl as you now see it is like a mill-race.”

“It could not have been more than two minutes afterward when we suddenly felt the waves subside and were enveloped in foam. We were now in the belt of surf that always surrounds the whirl; and I thought, of course, that another moment would plunge us into the abyss.”

“It may appear strange, but now, when we were in the very jaws of the gulf, I felt more composed than when we were only approaching it. I began to reflect how magnificent a thing it was to die in such a manner, and how foolish it was in me to think of so paltry a consideration as my own individual life, in view of so wonderful a manifestation of God's power. After a little while I became possessed with the keenest curiosity about the whirl itself. I positively felt a wish to explore its depths, even at the sacrifice I was going to make.”

“We careered round and round for perhaps an hour, flying rather than floating, going gradually more and more into the middle of the surge, and then nearer and nearer to its horrible inner edge. Suddenly we gave a wild lurch to starboard and rushed headlong into the abyss.”

“Never shall I forget the sensations of awe, horror, and admiration with which I gazed about me. The boat appeared to be hanging, as if by magic, midway down, upon the interior surface of a funnel vast and deep, whose perfectly smooth sides might have been mistaken for ebony, but for the bewildering rapidity with which they spun around, and for the gleaming and ghastly radiance they shot forth, as the rays of the full moon from that circular rift amid the clouds which I have already described streamed in a flood of golden glory along the black walls, and far away down into the inmost recesses of the abyss.”

“The rays of the moon seemed to search the very bottom of the profound gulf, over which there hung a magnificent rainbow.”

“Both above and below us were visible fragments of vessels, large masses of building timber, and trunks of trees, with many smaller articles. I called to mind the great variety of buoyant matter that strewed the coast of Lofoden, having been absorbed and then thrown forth by the Moskoe-strom. By far the greater number of the articles were shattered in the most extraordinary way; but then I distinctly recollected that there were some of them which were not disfigured at all.”

“I resolved to lash myself securely to a water cask, to cut it loose, and to throw myself with it into the water. I tried to induce my brother to do likewise, but he shook his head despairingly and refused to move. The emergency admitted of no delay; and so with a bitter struggle I resigned him to his fate, fastened myself to the cask, and precipitated myself with it into the sea, without another moment's hesitation.”

“The result was precisely what I had hoped it might be. It might have been an hour, or thereabout, after my quitting the smack, when, having descended to a vast distance beneath me, it made three or four wild gyrations in rapid succession, and, bearing my loved brother with it, plunged headlong, at once and forever, into the chaos of foam below. The barrel to which I was attached sank very little farther than half the distance between the bottom of the gulf and the spot at which I leaped overboard, before a great change took place in the character of the whirlpool. The slope of the sides of the vast funnel became less and less steep. The gyrations of the whirl grew gradually less and less violent. By degrees the froth and the rainbow disappeared, and the bottom of the gulf seemed slowly to uprise. The sky was clear, the winds had gone down, and the full moon was setting radiantly in the west, when I found myself on the surface of the ocean, in full view of the shores of Lofoden, and above the spot where the pool of the Moskoe-strom had been. I was borne violently into the channel of the Strom, and in a few minutes was hurried down the coast into the grounds of the fishermen, where a boat picked me up.”

陷入旋涡

（节选）

埃德加·艾伦·坡

埃德加·艾伦·坡于1809年1月19日生于波士顿。他的父母都是演员，在埃德加只有两岁的时候，他们死于里士满州。

坡的漂亮和优雅的举止赢得了约翰·艾伦先生的关注，他生活在里士满，是一位富有的先生，他收养了这个男孩。

埃德加是一个有趣的男孩，性格开朗、可爱、大度。他的着装好像一位小王子，有自己的小马、猎犬和马夫，他每天都和他的马夫一起骑马。很快他就开始热爱诗歌，给拜访者背诵长篇选段，对诗歌的内容十分欣赏，给他的听众带来了快乐。11岁的时候，埃德加在里士满入学。他非常有天分，在拉丁语和古希腊语学习上进步显著，对诗歌更加热爱。在10岁之前，他就开始给自己的女玩伴写作诗歌。

在同学眼里，他是一个勇敢、无私的孩子，保护弱者，情愿为了朋友而大打出手。

离开这所学校后，坡在弗吉尼亚大学读书，在大学期间是一名非常优秀的学生。而且这期间他参与了赌博，在艾伦先生得知他欠下的赌债之后拒绝为他偿还。之后坡气愤地离开了艾伦先生，来到了他父亲的妹妹克莱姆夫人的家里。

得知他的养母去世的消息后，他马上赶到童年的家里。艾伦先生同他和解了，帮助他在西点军校获得一份奖学金。21岁的时候他进入军校学习，在这段时间里也是一名勤奋的学生；但是他变得焦躁，决定离开；艾伦先生对此表示不同意，但是坡不顾自己的义务，表现得十分不合适，并最终被开除。

他回到里士满，度过一段时间，后来参了军，但是生了病，他的朋友帮他解除了军役。

大约在1832年，一份叫做《周六访客》的巴尔的摩报纸授予他两个奖项——一个是最好的故事奖，另一个是最好的诗歌奖。

坡寄出一篇诗歌和几个故事，故事令评委十分满意，但是他们很难决定究竟把奖项给予哪篇故事。起初《陷入旋涡》是获奖作品，但是《瓶中信息》被最终确定为获奖作品，赢得100美元的奖金。

坡在巴尔的摩度过了几年时间，为各类期刊撰写文章，此后他来到纽约，接受了几位文学工作者的邀请，与他们共同创办了一份报纸。在纽约生活了一年时间，坡来到费城，成为某杂志的主编。他的几篇最优秀的散文故事均写于这段时间，其中包括《莉吉》，作品是由一个梦获得灵感。

在巴尔的摩，坡与自己的表妹弗吉尼亚·克莱姆成婚。他们的家庭十分幸福，诗人对体弱多病的妻子非常关心。在诗歌《安娜贝尔·李》中，他动情地描写了她可爱的性格。他返回纽约，他最为重要的诗歌《乌鸦》在纽约写成。《乌鸦》的发表给他带来荣誉，获得的荣誉助他出版了一部新的诗歌集和两卷故事。

1846年坡搬到纽约的福特汉姆，他住在山顶的一间如画的小屋里。妻子的病和自己的贫困使他非常悲伤。

坡生命的最后一年里惨事不断，他于1849年10月7日死于巴尔的摩。

这时我们登到了峭壁的顶端。有一段时间，老人好像十分疲惫，话也说不出来。

“不久之前，”他最后说，“我就可以在这条路上为你带路，同我最小的儿子一样；但是大概3年之前，一件事情发生在我身上，这样的事情在活人身上从来没有发生过——或者，人绝不会活着来讲述这样的事情——我经历了6个小时窒息的恐惧，我的身体和精神都崩溃了。你可知道，我一看到这小悬崖，我就会头晕？”

“现在，”他接着说，“我们在挪威的海滩。这座山叫做乌云密布的海尔希根山，我们就坐在这座山的山顶。现在你可以稍微站高一点——如果感到头晕，你就抓住草——就这样——看啊，看透我们下面的雾气，看向大海。”

我看着，有点头晕目眩，我看到了大海庞大的疆域。在目力可及的范围之内，无论左边还是右边，黑色、突出的悬崖轮廓向外伸展着。

“你听到了什么？你看到水中的变化了吗？”老人大声说。

在他说话的时候，我听到了一声巨大并渐渐变强的声音，好像一大群水牛在美洲平原上发出的哀嚎。在5分钟的时间里，整个海水泛起了不可控制的波澜；但是声响主要来源于茅斯克和岸边之间的某个地方。那里大量的海水突然之间产生了疯狂的震动——掀起波澜、冒出气泡、发出声响——旋转着，向东方奔涌而去。

旋涡的半径有一里多长，旋涡的边缘是一圈发亮的浪花；边缘的水没有一滴可以流向漏斗的中心，在目力可达的范围之内，那里是一片光滑、发亮、乌黑的水体，疯狂地旋转着，发出骇人的声响、随风而来，好似尖叫，又好似咆哮，即使是尼亚加拉大瀑布也没有向天上发出过这样的哀嚎。

山峦从顶端一直震动到底端。

“这，”我惊呼，“这就是马尔斯特罗姆的大旋涡！”

“有时的确是这么叫的，”他说，“我们挪威人把它叫作茅斯克风暴，因为这起源于中途的茅斯克岛。”

“我自己和两个兄弟曾经有一艘大帆船，大概70吨的载货量，我坐着这条船过去经常在比茅斯克更远的群岛间捕鱼。”

“我这就告诉你一件事，再过3天这件事就发生3年了。这件事发生在三年前的7月10日。我们三个人——我的两个兄弟还有我自己——大概在下午两点的时候来到这些岛屿，很快就把船装满了很好的鱼。我们考虑了一下，开始驶向岸边，好避免平潮时分的风暴，这时我的表显示刚好7点钟，而风暴会在8点钟开始。”

“我们起航了，清风在我们的右舷边吹过，我们以最快的速度行驶了一段时间，从来没有想到过危险。突然之间，我们被从海尔希根吹来的风吹了回去。我们把船转向背风方向，但由于潮汐的缘故并不能向前行驶，我本打算建议驶回下锚的地方，这时我们看向船尾，我们看到整个地平线被一道奇特的黄铜色的云覆盖起来，这黄云以不可想象的速度升了起来。”

“不过一分钟的时间这风暴就赶上了我们；不到两分钟整个天空都被覆盖了；黄云加上这翻滚的波浪，突然之间天地变成了漆黑一片，在船里我们都看不见彼此。”

“用语言描述这样的风暴简直是太愚蠢了。风暴刮了过来，一下就把我们甲板上的两个桅杆吹断了，好像这桅杆是被锯掉的一样——主桅杆带着我最小的弟弟被吹走了，他躲到那里是为了寻找安全的地方。”

“过了一段时间，我们身上已经湿透了，突然我们的小船震动了一下，就像从水里出来的狗抖动身体一样，从某方面来说，这船简直要悬在海面。这时我努力控制自己，不要被袭来的眩晕击倒，我尽量保持头脑清醒，好想想应该做些什么，这时我感到有什么人抓到了我的胳膊。这是我的哥哥，我的内心充满了欣慰，我本来已经确信他落水了；但是这欣慰马上就变成了恐怖，因为他把嘴贴近了我的耳边，叫了出来‘茅斯克风暴！’”

“我清楚地知道他说这话是什么意思——我知道他希望我知道些什么。有这样的风推着我们，我们注定要冲向旋涡的中心，什么也不能挽救我们！”

“天空发生了奇怪的变化。四下里每一个方向都依然黑得好像地狱一般，但是突然之间，就在头顶之上，晴朗天空圆形的一角露了出来——同我以往见到的一样晴朗——颜色蓝得那么深、那么亮——透过它我看到了元月发出的幽暗的光辉，我从来也没有见过月亮的光辉是这样的幽暗。月亮照亮了我们的周围，异常清晰——但是，啊！月亮照亮了怎样的景象啊！”

“可怕的想法出现在我的脑海里。我从表袋中拿出我的表。表针停止了。借着月光我看一看表面，我气得流下了眼泪，把表远远地抛向海里。表针依然停留在7点钟！我们的时间静止在风暴发生的时候，风暴还在肆虐！”

“到此为止我们在风暴中还算平安，但是这时巨大的海浪出现在我们的船板之下，带着我们迅速上升——上升——上升——好像要升到天空。我从来都不相信海浪可以升到这样的高度。之后我们又下降，一降而下，让我感到恶心、头晕目眩，好像在梦中从高高的山顶落下。在我们上升的时候，我迅速地向四周看了一眼，一眼已足够了。一瞬间我就知道了我们确切的位置。茅斯克旋涡就在我们前面1/4里的地方——同往日的茅斯克旋涡绝不一样，同你现在看到的一样，像一个磨盘。”

“大概两分钟之后，我们突然感到浪小了下来，被气泡覆盖起来。我们这时就在旋涡周围的区域；当然，我的想法是过不了多久我们就会重又卷入深渊。”

“也许有些奇怪，但是我们距离深渊越近，我就越感到平静，比我们驶向旋涡的时候还要平静。我开始回想，以这样的方式死去是多么伟大的事情，而我个人安危又是多么的微不足道，我面对的可是神的力量的伟大显现。过了一段时间，我对那旋涡产生了巨大的好奇。我强烈地希望探索它的深度，即使以生命为代价我也愿意。”

“我们旋转又旋转，大概过了一个小时，是在飞，而不是在漂，逐渐向旋涡越靠越近，向那可怕的内里越靠越近。突然，我们的船向右舷剧烈倾斜，径直冲向深渊。”

“我带着畏惧、惊恐和赞赏四下望去，我永远也忘不了那样的感觉。犹如施了魔法，我们的船悬浮在半空，停留在一个漏斗的内壁之上，漏斗又大又深，以惊人的速度旋转着，还发出幽暗、恐怖的光辉，这光辉同云层中露出的月光一样，我刚刚描述过的，四下里一片漆黑，一道金光游离其中，消失在旋涡的深处，若不是这样，这旋涡的内壁简直可以被人误解为黑色的檀木。”

“月光似乎在寻找着深渊的底端，那上面悬挂着迷人的彩虹。”

“船只的碎片、木头的碎块、树干还有更加细小的碎片在我们上下四方清晰可见。我想起了成千上万种水中的悬浮物，点缀着罗佛登的海岸。这些都被茅斯克风暴席卷过，后来才被甩了出来。我所见到的一切都是以最为古怪的方式破碎的，但是，我后来清晰地分辨出有些根本没有破碎。”

“我打算躲在一个水桶里，那里安全，再切断绳子，让自己落到水里。我试图劝说哥哥做同样的事情，但是他绝望地摇着头，拒绝移动哪怕一步。这样的紧急情况不允许任何延误；挣扎了一番，我任他选择自己的命运，我把自己绑在水桶上，和水桶一同跳向海里，未有一刻的迟疑。”

“结果同我的预期一模一样。在我跳船后的一个小时，或者一小时上下，帆船下沉了一定深度，迅速地旋转了几圈，带着我亲爱的哥哥，径直沉到了海水的深处，并且永远沉在了那里。

绑着我的水桶没有下沉多深，从我跳船的地方到旋涡底端最多沉了一半的距离，这时旋涡发生了巨大的变化。大漏斗的四壁不再那么陡峭，旋涡的旋转也不再那么剧烈。泡沫和彩虹渐渐消失掉，深渊的底端好像一点一点升起。天晴了，风平了，一轮满月在西边发着光、渐渐下降，此时我置身于海水表面，罗佛登就在眼前，这里可是茅斯克风暴所在的位置。我沿着旋涡的水流快速漂流，一会儿就漂向了渔民的航线，一艘船救了我。”





THE ALBATROSS

Samuel Taylor Coleridge

Samuel Taylor Coleridge was born in England on the 21st of October, 1772. His father was both vicar and schoolmaster of the parish.

Samuel was the youngest of thirteen children. He was a sensitive, delicate child, with a vivid imagination, and loved to be by himself.

He began his education at the free grammar school, and was found to have a remarkable mind. His father died before he was nine years old, and the boy felt his loss deeply. The mother was poor, and Samuel was sent to London to live with an uncle, never returning to his native town except on occasional visits. The scenes of his early home were, however, so impressed upon his memory that he afterwards said that whenever he closed his eyes in the sunlight he saw afresh the waters of the Otter, its willowy banks, the plank that crossed it, and the sand of varied tints that lay in its bed.

After spending three months in London,Coleridge was admitted to the charity school at Christ's Hospital.There was little in his life to make him happy, but he was obliged to remain there from eight to nine years.He made some warm friends, among them a timid, sensitive boy named Charles Lamb, who in after years became famous, under the pen-name of “Elia”, as the author of a number of quaint and charming essays.

Coleridge was a bom poet, and in spite of his hardship began writing poems during these school days. He used to act out what he had read, and imagine himself the hero of legend or history. Lamb wrote of him, “The walls of the old Grey Friars reechoed to the accents of the inspired charity boy! ”

Coleridge entered Cambridge University when he was nineteen. He enjoyed the social life there, and his rooms at college became a center of attraction. In spite of this, his life was not happy and he fled from college, enlisting under an assumed name in a regiment of dragoons. He was a poor horseman, but a favorite in camp because of his gift at telling stories and his readiness to nurse the sick and write letters for his comrades.

One day he wrote a Latin quotation on a stall, and an officer, seeing that he was a scholar, made him his orderly. It was part of Coleridge's duty to walk behind his officer in the streets, where he was recognized one day by a student, and his friends procured his discharge.

He returned to Cambridge, and was soon busily engaged in his studies.

During the vacation of his last year at Cambridge, Coleridge visited one of his old school-fellows at Bristol. While there he made the acquaintance of Sara Fricker, who became his wife in October of 1795. He, in company with other friends, had decided to go to America and there establish a colony, but their plan was given up.

Coleridge had sold some poems for thirty guineas, and with this sum he started in life. He found a pretty little cottage at Clevedon, near Bristol. It was one story high, with a rose tree peeping, in at the window. Here the youthful pair began their married life.

Literature now became his chosen profession. His first volume of poems was published when he was twenty-four years old. This was followed by a volume of sonnets; and still later he published his “Ode to the Departing Year”.

Hartley Coleridge, the poet's first son, was born during the next fall; and soon after the family went to Nether Stowey. Coleridge had made the acquaintance of Wordsworth. The latter moved to Alfoxden and the two poets became lifelong friends. At this time Coleridge wrote “The Rime of the Ancient Mariner”，“The Dark Ladie”, and the first part of “Christabel”, and was also engaged in writing for several newspapers.

“The Rime of the Ancient Mariner” was planned during a walk, and the story of the albatross was suggested by Wordsworth. For two years Coleridge led a happy life. He then became discouraged and burdened by debt. Some friends furnished him with the necessary funds and he sailed for Germany, remaining there about a year.

In the summer of 1800 Coleridge took his family to Greta Hall, near Keswick. A painful disease led him to take drugs, and he became a slave to the use of opium.

Coleridge soon left Keswick and went to London, where he lived in poverty. A friend had left him a pension, and the poet set it aside for the support of his family.

His poems had at this time become well known, and he might have spent his last years in comfort had it not been for his terrible bondage; but the last twenty years of his life were spent in wretchedness and failure.

Coleridge died on the 25th of July, 1834. Life had lost hope for him, and his success as a poet failed to cheer him. His works are exquisite in thought and expression, and command the admiration of all true lovers of poetry.

Part I

The ship was cheered, the harbor cleared,

Merrily did we drop

Below the kirk, below the hill,

Below the lighthouse top.

The Sun came up upon the left,

Out of the sea came he!

And he shone bright, and on the right

Went down into the sea.

And now the Storm-blast came, and he

Was tyrannous and strong:

He struck with his o'ertaking wings,

And chased us south along.

With sloping masts and dipping prow,

As who pursued with yell and blow

Still treads the shadow of his foe，

And forward bends his head，

The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast，

And southward aye we fled.

And now there came both mist and snow,

And it grew wondrous cold;

And ice, mast-high, came floating by，

As green as emerald.

And through the drifts the snowy clifts

Did send a dismal sheen:

Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken—

The ice was all between.

The ice was here, the ice was there，

The ice was all around:

It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,

Like noises in a swound!

At length did cross an Albatross:

Thorough the fog it came;

As if it had been a Christian soul，

We hailed it in God's name.

It ate the food it ne'er had eat,

And round and round it flew.

The ice did split with a thunder-fit;

The helmsman steered us through!

And a good south wind sprung up behind;

The Albatross did follow,

And every day, for food or play,

Came to the mariner's hollo!

In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,

It perched for vespers nine;

Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white.

Glimmered the white moon-shine.

“God save thee, ancient Mariner!

From the fiends, that plague thee thus!—

Why look'st thou so?”—With my cross-bow

I shot the Albatross.

Part II

The Sun now rose upon the right:

Out of the sea came he,

Still hid in mist, and on the left

Went down into the sea.

And the good south wind still blew behind,

But no sweet bird did follow,

Nor any day for food or play

Came to the mariner's hollo!

For all averred I had killed the bird

That made the breeze to blow.

Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay,

That made the breeze to blow!

……

The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,

The furrow followed free;

We were the first that ever burst

Into that silent sea.

Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,

'T was sad as sad could be;

And we did speak only to break

The silence of the sea！

All in a hot and copper sky,

The bloody Sun, at noon,

Right up above the mast did stand.

No bigger than the Moon.

Day after day, day after day,

We stuck, nor breath nor motion;

As idle as a painted ship

Upon a painted ocean.

Water, water, everywhere，

And all the boards did shrink;

Water, water, everywhere,

Nor any drop to drink.

About, about, in reel and rout

The death-fires danced at night;

The water, like a witch's oils，

Burnt green, and blue, and white.

And every tongue, through utter drought，

Was withered at the root;

We could not speak, no more than if

We had been choked with soot.

Ah! well-a-day! What evil looks

Had I from old and young!

Instead of the cross, the Albatross

About my neck was hung.

From “The Ancient Mariner”

信天翁

赛米尔·泰勒·柯勒律治

赛米尔·泰勒·柯勒律治于1772年10月21日生于英格兰。他的父亲是教区的牧师，也是当地的校长。

赛米尔是13个孩子中最小的。他天生敏感、身体虚弱，想象力丰富，喜欢独处。

他的教育开始于免费的语法学校，很快就发现了自己的天赋。在他9岁之前他的父亲去世，柯勒律治对此感受颇深。他的母亲很穷，赛米尔之后被送往伦敦，和一位叔叔一起生活，除了几次偶尔的拜访，几乎没有回到家乡。然而，他早年生活的环境给他留下了深刻的印象，后来他说，在阳光下无论他于何处闭上眼睛，他的头脑中都可以重现奥特尔的河流、种满柳树的河岸、河上架起的木桥，还有河底变换色彩的沙石。

在伦敦度过3个月之后，柯勒律治被基督医学院教会学校录取。他的生活中很少有什么可以使他感到愉快，但是他必须在这里度过8～9年的时光。他结交了一些真挚的朋友，其中有个叫做查尔斯·兰姆的男孩，他有些怯懦、生性敏感，在后来的年月里扬名，成为许多古怪但迷人的散文作品的作者，笔名为“伊利亚”。

柯勒律治具有诗人的天分，虽然生活艰苦，但是在求学期间写作了很多诗歌。他经常把想象到的景象演示出来，把自己想象成传奇或者历史的主人公。兰姆曾这样写道：“老修士的围墙回荡着这个有天分的教会学校的孩子的诗歌。”

19岁的时候柯勒律治进入剑桥大学。他喜欢那里的社交生活，并在大学的寝室成为关注的焦点。尽管如此，他的生活依然不愉快，他从学校逃走，以假名在龙骑兵团入伍。他马骑得很糟糕，但是士兵们都很喜欢他，因为他很会讲故事，而且愿意照顾生病的士兵、为战友们写信。

一天，他在马厩上写了一行拉丁文引文，一位军官发现他念过书，让他做了自己的勤务员。柯勒律治的部分任务是跟在军官身后巡街，一天他在街上被一位同学认出，他的朋友们帮助他退了伍。

他返回剑桥，很快忙于自己的学业。

在剑桥最后一年的假期中，柯勒律治拜访了布里斯托尔的校友。在此期间他结识了莎拉·弗里克，他们于1795年10月结为夫妻。柯勒律治同其他几位朋友决定前往美国，在那里建立一个殖民地，但是他们的计划搁浅了。

柯勒律治以30基尼卖了一些自己的诗歌，靠着这笔钱他开始了生活旅程。在靠近布里斯托尔的克利夫登他建起一所美丽的小房子。房子只有一层，从窗户可以看到外面的玫瑰树。在这里，年轻的夫妻开始了他们的婚姻生活。

此时，文学创作已经成为了他的职业。24岁的时候他的第一部诗集发表。此后，他又发表了一部十四行诗集；几年后，他发表了《流年颂》。

第二年秋天，诗人的第一个儿子哈特利·柯勒律治出生了；此后一家人搬到了下史托威郡。柯勒律治同华兹华斯结交。华兹华斯搬到了阿尔福克斯登，两位诗人成为了一生的好友。此时，柯勒律治写作了《老翁古谣》、《黑夫人》，还有《克里斯塔贝尔》的第一部分，同时还为几张报纸写作。

《老翁古谣》是在一次散步中得到灵感的，信天翁的故事由华兹华斯提出。柯勒律治度过了两年的快乐时光。之后他开始负债，有些气馁。几位朋友给他提供了必要的旅费，他来到了德国，在那里生活了一年。

1800年的夏季，柯勒律治举家前往凯瑟克附近的葛丽泰庄园。在此期间柯勒律治患上重病，需要吸食药剂，成为鸦片的奴隶。

柯勒律治马上离开凯瑟克，来到伦敦，他在那里非常贫穷。一位朋友给他留下一份津贴，诗人将津贴用于养育家人。

他的诗歌在此时已经开始小有名气，若不是他负债累累，他的晚年本来可以在安逸中度过；他生活的最后20年穷困潦倒，充满了坎坷。

柯勒律治死于1834年7月25日。他的生活已经失去了希望，诗歌创作上的成功并没有给他带来快乐。他的作品思想深邃、内容丰富，历来是诗歌爱好者的首选。

第一部分

船开了，港空了，

我们轻快地行驶

在教堂下、在山脚下，

在灯塔之下。

太阳从左侧升起，

从海中升起！

太阳闪耀，又从右侧

潜入大海。

这时风暴来临，

肆无忌惮、疯狂有力：

他张开硕大的翅膀，

吹着我们向南。

桅杆倾倒、船头渗水，

狂风追赶着、咆哮着，

依然追逐着敌人的影子，

向前低着头，

船向前进，风暴咆哮着，

我们一直向南前行。

这时雾、雪齐降临，

天气非常冷；

桅杆结了冰，

绿如翡翠。

透过缝隙，冰柱

发出骇人的光芒：

形状既不像人，也不像动物——

四处都是冰。

这也是冰，那也是冰，

到处都是冰：

发出各种可怕的声音，

振聋发聩！

最后飞来一只信天翁：

它穿过迷雾而来；

就好像这是耶稣的灵一样，

我们以上帝之名呼唤它。

它吃的绝非凡物，

左右盘旋。

冰柱轰然崩裂；

舵手载我们前进！

后方吹来祥和的南风；

信天翁追随着我们，

每天都来，吃食或者玩耍，

伴着水手的呼唤！

在雾中、云中，在桅杆、侧板，

信天翁度过九个夜晚；

整个夜晚，透过白色的迷雾，

月亮闪着白光。

“上帝保佑，老水手！

保佑你免受恶魔的折磨！——

你怎能这样？”我用弩

射杀了信天翁。

第二部分

这时太阳从右侧升起：

从海中升起，

依然被雾气遮蔽，又从右侧

沉入海中。

祥和的南风依然从后方吹来，

但是没有了吉祥鸟的追随，

再也不来吃食、不来玩耍，

不来听水手的召唤！

我杀了信天翁，确信无疑，

这才狂风肆虐。

啊，罪恶！他们说，杀了信天翁，

这才狂风肆虐！

……

祥风吹起，白沫泛起，

航迹紧随其后；

是我们第一次进入

这静谧的海洋。

风停了，帆降了下来，

真是悲惨；

只有我们的话语打破了

大海的寂静！

天空闷热，色如古铜，

中午，血色的太阳，

高高升起在桅杆之上，

同月亮一样大小。

日复一日，日复一日，

我们停滞着，没有气息、没有动静；

船就像画中的那样沉静

停在沉静的海上。

海水、海水，到处都是，

船员都没了精神；

海水、海水，到处都是，

就是不可以喝下。

无论哪里、无论何处，

死火在夜晚跳动；

海水就像巫师魔法油，

燃烧成绿色、蓝色、白色。

因为干旱，所有人的舌头，

从根部溃烂；

我们说不出话来，就好像

我们吞下了煤灰。

啊！我的天啊！老人或是青年

仇恨地盯着我！

不是十字架，而是信天翁，

挂在我的脖子。

选自《老翁古谣》





PICCIOLA

X. B. Saintine

X. B. Saintine, the pen name of a well-known French writer, was born at Paris in 1798. His earliest works were so full of good cheer and sympathy that they won many readers.

Saintine received a prize for his writings from the French Academy when he was but twenty-one, and two years later a second prize was awarded him by the same Academy.

In 1823 he published a book of poems; but his most famous work is “Picciola”. The story is beautifully told, and its charm seems everlasting.

The Academy awarded it a prize of three thousand francs, and decorated the author with the cross of the Legion of Honor.

Saintine laid aside his writing during his later years and enjoyed a peaceful and happy old age, surrounded by his many friends and all the comforts of life. His death occurred in 1865.

One day Charney was breathing the fresh air in the little court of the fortress, his head declining, his eyes downcast, his arms crossed behind him, pacing with slow and measured steps.

Spring was breaking. A milder air breathing around tantalized him with a vain inclination to enjoy the season at liberty. He was proceeding to number, one by one, the stones paving the courtyard, when he perceived a small mound of earth rising between two stones of the pavement, cleft slightly at the summit.

The Count stopped short, his heart beat hurriedly. Who could decide that this trifling irregularity on the surface might not indicate important operations underground? Perhaps his former friends had been mining to procure access to his dungeon and restore him to light and liberty. He listened! He fancied he could detect a low murmur. He raised his head, and the loud and rapid clang of the tocsin saluted his ear. The ramparts were echoing with the prolonged roll of drums, like the call to arms in time of war. Is his liberation at hand? Has France a new ruler?

Again he lends a listening ear, and the same noises recur; but they mislead him no longer. The supposed tocsin is only the church-bell which he has been accustomed to hear daily at the same hour;and the drums, the usual evening signal for retreat to quarters. With a bitter smile Charney begins to pity his own folly is which could mistake the insignificant labors of some wandering mole or field-mouse for the result of human fidelity.

Resolved, however, to bring the matter to the test, Charney, bending over the little hillock, gently removed the earth from its summit; when he had the mortification to perceive that the wild though momentary emotion by which he had been overcome was not produced by so much as the labors of an animal armed with teeth and claws, but by the efforts of a feeble plant to pierce the soil—a pale and sickly scatterling of vegetation.

Deeply vexed, he was about to crush with his heel the miserable weed, when a refreshing breeze, laden with the sweets of some bower of honeysuckles or syringas swept past, as if to intercede for mercy toward the poor plant, which might perhaps hereafter reward him with its flowers and fragrance.

A new thought led him to suspend his act of vengeance. How had this tender plant, so soft and fragile as to be crushed with a touch, contrived to pierce and cleave asunder the soil, daily trodden by his own footsteps, and all but cemented to the flags of granite between which it was enclosed? On stooping again to examine the matter with more attention, he observed at the extremity of the plant a sort of fleshy lobe, affording protection to its first and tenderest leaves from the injurious contact of any hard bodies that they might have to encounter in penetrating the earthy crust in search of light and air.

“This then is the secret!” cried he, already interested in the discovery. “Nature has imparted strength to the vegetable germ, even as the unfledged bird which is able to break asunder with its beak the eggshell in which it is imprisoned; happier than myself—in possession of instruments to secure its liberation!” And after gazing another minute on the inoffensive plant, he lost all inclination for its destruction.

On resuming his walk the next day, with wide and careless steps, Charney was on the point of setting his foot on it, but drew back in time. Amused to find himself interested in the preservation of a weed, he paused to take note of its progress. The plant was strangely grown, and the free light of day had already effaced the pale and sickly complexion of the preceding day. Charney was struck by the power in plants to absorb rays of light, and, strengthened by the nourishment, to borrow, as it were, from the prism, the very colors destined to distinguish its various parts.

“The leaves,” thought he, “will probably imbibe a hue different from that of the stem. And the flowers? What color, I wonder, will be the flowers? Nourished by the same sap as the green leaves and stem, how do they manage to acquire from the influence of the sun their tints of azure, pink, or scarlet?” For already their hue is appointed. But, the fleshy lobes which served to facilitate the plant's progress through the soil, though now useless, are feeding themselves at its expense, and weighing upon its slender stalk.

Even as he spoke, daylight became obscured. A chilly spring evening, threatening a frosty night, was setting in; and the two lobes, gradually rising, seemed to reproach him by enclosing the still tender foliage, which they secured from the attacks of insects or the inclemency of the weather by the screen of their protecting wings. In the weariness of captivity Charney was soon satisfied to occupy his idle hours in observing the changes in the plant. But when he attempted to argue with it, the answers of the simple herb were too much for him.

“To what purpose these stiff bristles, disfiguring a slender stem?” demanded the Count. And the following morning he found them covered with frost; thanks to their defence, the delicate bark had been secured from all contact with the rime.

“To what purpose, for the summer season, this winter garment of wool and down?” he again inquired. And when the summer season really breathed upon the plant, he found the new shoots array themselves in their light spring clothing, the downy vestments being laid aside.

“Storms may be impending!” cried Charney with a bitter smile, “and how will these slender and flexible shoots resist the cutting hail, the driving wind?” But when the stormy rain arose and the winds blew, the slender plant, yielding to their force, replied to the sneers of the Count by prudent prostration. Against the hail it fortified itself in a different way; the leaves, rapidly uprising, clung to the stalks for protection, presenting to the attacks of the enemy the strength of their under surface; and union, as usual, produced strength. Firmly closed together they defied the pelting shower, and the plant remained the master of the field.

Count Charney delighted in watching day by day the constant changes of the plant. Even after his return to his cell, he often watched the little solitary through his prison bars. One morning,as he stood at the window,he saw the jailer,who was rapidly crossing the courtyard,pass so close to it that the stem seemed on the point of being crushed under his feet.The Count actually shuddered!When Ludovico, the jailer, arrived with his breakfast, Charney inquired after his little boy, and, taking from his box a small gilt goblet, charged him to present it to the child. Ludovico refused the gift; but Charney resolved to persevere. “I am aware that a toy, a rattle, a flower would be a present better suited to Antonio's age; but you can sell the goblet and buy those trifles with the money. And lo! speaking of flowers.”—the Count made his plea.

“Sir Count,” replied the jailer, “keep your goblet. Were this pretty bauble missing from your case its companions might fret after it; and with respect to your gillyflower”—

“Is it a gillyflower?” interrupted Charney with eagerness.

“How should I know? All flowers are more or less gillyflowers. But as to sparing the life of yours, methinks the request comes late in the day. My boot would have been better acquainted with it long ago, had I not perceived your affection for the weed.”

“Oh, as to my partiality,” interrupted Charney, “I beg to assure you”—

“Tut, tut! What need of assurance?” cried Ludovico. “Men must have something to love; and state prisoners have little choice. Some amuse themselves with rearing linnets and goldfinches; others have a fancy for white mice. For my part, poor souls!I have this much respect for their pets—that I had a fine Angora cat of my own, with long silken hair—you'd have sworn it was a muff when it was asleep!—A cat that my wife doted on, to say nothing of myself. Well, I gave it away, lest the creature should take a fancy to some of their favorites. All the cats in creation ought not to weigh against so much as a mouse belonging to a captive!”

Charney became daily more attached to the object of his care, and had the satisfaction of seeing the plant expand and acquire new beauties every hour.“If it would but flower!”he frequently exclaimed. “What a delight to hail the opening of its first blossom! A blossom whose beauty, whose fragrance will be developed for the sole enjoyment of my eager senses. What will be its color, I wonder? What the form of its petals? Time will show. How I long for the moment! Bloom, Picciola! Bloom, and reveal yourself in all your beauty to him to whom you are indebted for the preservation of your life!”

“Picciola ［poor little thing］ was the name, borrowed from the lips of Ludovico, which Charney had bestowed upon his favorite.

Returning one morning to the accustomed spot, the Count's eyes were suddenly attracted toward a shoot of unusual form gracing the principal stem of the plant.He felt the beating of his heart accelerated, and, ashamed of his weakness, the color rose to his cheek as he stooped to examine it. The spherical shape covered with glossy scales, announced a bud! Eureka!—A flower must be at hand!

One evening, after his customary visit to Picciola, an attack of faintness overpowered him; he threw himself on the bed, with aching brows and shivering limbs. He fancied sleep would restore him. But instead of sleep came pain and fever; and on the morrow, when he tried to rise, an influence stronger than his will held him to his pallet, and there he remained for many days.

As the convalescence of the Count proceeded, he was seated one morning in his chamber, when the door was suddenly burst open, and Ludovico, with a radiant countenance, rushed into the room.

“Victory!” cried he. “The creature is in bloom! Picciola! Picciola!”

“In bloom!” cried Charney, starting up. “Let me see her—I must see the blossom.”

In vain did the jailer implore the Count to delay the undertaking for a day or two. Charney was deaf to all remonstrance. He consented only to wait an hour, in order that the sun might become one of the party.

At the appointed moment Ludovico reappeared, to offer the Count de Charney the support of his arm down the steep steps of the stone staircase.

The enchantress had, indeed, attired herself in all her charms! Her brilliantly streaked corolla, in which crimson, pink, and white were blended, her large trans parent petals, bordered by a little, silvery fringe, exceeded the utmost anticipations of the Count as he gazed with delight upon it. He was filled with love and admiration for the delicate thing, whose fragrance and beauty breathed enchantment. But he was soon startled from his revery. The Count noticed for the first time traces of mutilation—branches half cut away, and faded leaves wounded by some sharp instrument. Tears started to his eyes.

“Come, come, compose yourself!” said Ludovico. “Picciola, the stout-hearted little weed, brought you out of your illness. Did not the three humbugs pronounce you to be dying? I snipped off enough of these leaves for a strong infusion, and a single cup of it acted like a charm. 'T is a recipe that I mean to keep as the apple of my eye; and if ever poor little Antonio should fall ill, he shall drink broths of this herb. Though her foliage is a little thinner, I've a notion the plant will not suffer from thinning. Picciola will, perhaps, be the better for the job, as well as her master.”

Charney gazed once more at the object of his care; but instead of admiration for the delicate lines and the perfume of those expanding blossoms, he experienced only gratitude for the gift of life. He beheld a benefactress in Picciola.

皮西欧拉

X·B·塞恩汀

X·B·塞恩汀是一位著名的法国作家的笔名。他于1798年生于巴黎。他最早期的作品极富喜悦与同情，赢得了许多读者的喜爱。

塞恩汀仅仅只有21岁时，他的文章就获得了法国科学院的奖赏，而两年后他再次被法国科学院奖赏。

1823年他出版了一部诗集，但他最著名的作品是《皮西欧拉》。这个故事被完美地诠释，魅力永恒。

科学院奖励了他3000法郎，并且授予他十字荣誉勋章。

晚年的塞恩汀放弃了写作，他在朋友的簇拥和舒适的生活中，度过了一个平静而快乐的晚年，于1865年去世。

一天，查尼垂着头，低着眼，双手交叉在身后，缓慢地在堡垒小院子里踱着步子，呼吸着新鲜空气。

春天的天气突然变化了。微风吹拂而过，折磨得他无意自在地享受这个季节。于是，他向前走，准备挨个儿地数铺在小院路上的石头。这时，他觉察到人行道的石头中间有个小土堆，土堆的顶部微微开了一个小口。

伯爵突然停住了，内心开始局促不安。谁能断信，这个表面上的不公正不会预示着可怕的地下操作呢？也许，他先前的朋友通过私下努力，已经得到了接近他的地牢的机会，能让他重获光明和自由。他倾听着！幻想他能侦测到低声细语。他昂起头，听到了洪亮而局促的警报叮当声在向他致敬。城堡里回响着轰鸣持续的鼓声，犹如战备时的警报声。难道他马上就可以获得自由了吗？法国会有一个新的统治者吗？

他再一次附耳聆听，听到了与先前一样的噪声，但他再也不会被那些噪声蒙蔽了。想象的警报声只不过是教堂的钟声，他已经习惯了的，每天这个时候都会听到的钟声；而鼓声是每

天晚上提醒士兵撤回驻扎处的信号。查尼满脸辛酸的微笑，他开始为自己的愚蠢感到后悔，竟然会把一些间谍或田鼠的闲逛当成是他们尽职尽责的结果。

但他松了口气，还是等待他们的考察吧。查尼弯着身子轻轻地抚去了小丘顶端的泥土，他屈辱地觉察到，那个刚压制住的，尽管短暂但却狂热的情感不是由一个武装着爪牙的动物的闲逛引起的，而是由一株微弱的努力想穿透土壤的植物引起的——一株植物在苍白无力地分散泥土。

他苦恼不堪，正打算用后脚跟去碾压那棵可怜的杂草，突然一阵沁人心脾的微风载着金银花和紫丁香花的芳香吹拂过来，似乎是在替那棵可怜的野草说情，说今后它可以奖励给他花朵和芬芳。

突然他有了一个新想法，暂缓了脚下的报复行为。这个柔软的植物如此的纤细和脆弱，以至于轻轻的触摸都会压碎它，且它还天天被他的脚踩踏着，可它还是设法去刺透和割开土壤，在花岗岩的闭合处坚如磐石。他停了下来，开始更加专注地调查这件事，他在野草的末端看到了一种肉质的裂叶，它保护着它的嫩叶，在它们寻求阳光和空气或穿透土壤时，它可以使它们免受坚硬物体的伤害。

“这就是秘密!”他尖叫道。他已经对这个发现产生了兴趣。“大自然赋予了野草幼芽力量，甚至类似于一个羽翼未丰的小鸟能用嘴刺穿困住它们的蛋壳一样的力量；比他自己获得这种力量还要高兴——看到它拥有这种能确保自由的力量！”他又端详了一分钟那些毫无冒犯之意的野草。之后，他彻底地放弃了践踏它们的念头。

接下来的一天，他漫不经心地迈着大步，正当要踩到它们时，查尼及时收住了脚。他对野草的自我保护产生了兴趣，他非常开心，停下来开始记录它们的生长。野草的生长很奇怪，白天的自然光治愈了那些先前苍白的病怏怏的叶子。查尼被植物吸收光线的力量给惊呆了，深受它们的鼓舞，他打算借助棱镜，在一定程度上，这些颜色在棱镜下可以被区分开。

“那些叶子，”他想，“吸取的光线颜色可能和茎干不同。那么花朵又会吸取什么颜色的光线呢？和绿叶和茎干吸取同样的养分，它们是怎样设法从五颜六色的光线中获得它们所需的蔚蓝色、粉红色或者深红色的光线的呢？”因为它们所需的光线颜色被确定了。但是瞧，那些肉质的裂叶向野草提供生长的养料促使植物生长，尽管现在没什么用处，却凭借自己的给养，还托着细长的茎干。

正当他这样想着，光线变弱了。寒冷的春天夜晚到来了；那两片裂叶，缓缓地冒了起来, 好像在谴责着他，合起了纤细的叶子，把它们当成屏风，确保它们能够躲过昆虫和恶劣天气的侵扰。在被囚禁的消沉日子里，查尼很快满足于利用闲暇的时间来观察这些植物的变化。可当他尝试着去为那些变化争论时，那些简单的草本植物给了他很多启示。

“这些短硬毛是做什么用的呢？用来破坏一个纤弱的茎干的外形吗?”伯爵思索着。第二天早晨，他发现它们被霜冻包裹着；多亏了它们的保护，纤弱的茎皮在冰霜的包裹中才非常安全。

“这些冬天的绒毛衣服在夏天又有什么用呢？”他又思索着。当夏季真正来临时，他发现新的幼芽装扮成植物春天的衣服，那些绒毛衣服就被弃用了。

“风暴也许就快降临了！”查尼带着苦涩的笑容叫喊道，“可这些纤弱而柔韧的幼芽是怎么抵挡锋利的冰雹和倾盆大雨的呢？”但当暴风雨袭来，狂风呼啸时，这些纤细的植物屈服于狂风暴雨，谨慎地俯卧着茎干，回应了伯爵的讥笑。面对冰雹它换了一种防御手段；叶子快速地升起，附着在茎干上寻求保护，面对敌人的攻击展现出了它们内心的顽强；和平常一样，合作产生了力量。当阵雨来临时，它们紧紧地闭合在一起，毫不畏惧。这个植物俨然成了大地的主人。

查尼伯爵以天天观察植物的不断变化为乐。甚至返回到牢房后，他还经常透过门缝观察那些孤苦伶仃的植物。一天早晨，他站在窗边，看到一名狱卒急匆匆地穿过院子，离它那么近以至于像刚刚踩到它们。伯爵颤抖了！当鲁多维科那名狱卒给他送早餐时，他询问了他的小儿子后，拿出一个小的镀金高脚酒杯给狱卒，要他把它交给他儿子。鲁多维科拒绝了那个礼物，但查尼坚持要给他。“我觉得一个玩具、一个拨浪鼓、一朵花才是更适合安东尼奥的礼物，但你可以卖掉这个脚杯，用卖的钱买些琐碎物品。瞧！花儿。”伯爵恳求道。

“伯爵先生，”狱卒回答道，“收好你的脚杯，这个漂亮的小玩意儿从你这儿不见了，它的伙伴会为它焦虑了，这是给你的康乃馨以表敬意。”

“这是一朵康乃馨吗？”查尼急切地打断了他。

“我怎么知道？所有的花差不多都是康乃馨吧。但至于放你的事情，我想只有过几天才能知道结果吧。如果我还没觉察到你对那种野草的特别的钟爱的话，很久以前我就会踩到它了。”

“哦，至于我的偏爱，”查尼打断道，“我向你保证。”

“嘘， 嘘！需要什么保证？”鲁多维科叫喊道，“人都会有一些自己所爱的东西，而政治犯能爱的东西实在太少了。他们有的以饲养红雀和金鱼为乐，其他的以饲养白鼠为乐。在我看来，他们是多么可怜的家伙啊！我对他们的宠物非常尊敬——我自己也有一只安哥拉猫，它有着长长的光滑的毛发——你自己也咒骂过它睡觉时就是一个懒虫！——一只我妻子宠爱的猫，我也不能说什么。好吧，不说这个了，免得让他们想象到一些他们最爱的事物。所有的猫都不应该比一个被囚禁的人的老鼠重要多少！”

查尼变得每天都待在他关心的植物身旁，非常满意看到它在生长，每个小时都在变得更加美丽。“如果它仅仅是花朵！”他时常惊叫道，“向一朵盛开的花儿致敬会多么有趣啊！我会一个人急切地享受它的美丽、它的芳香。那它会是什么颜色呢，我想？花瓣又会是什么样子呢？也许时间会告诉我吧。我多么期盼那一刻的到来！盛开，皮西欧拉！盛开，向它展示出你所有的美貌吧，你受恩于它的保护。”

皮西欧拉，可怜的小东西，是从鲁多维科的话里套用过来的, 它是查尼最喜爱的一个名字。

一天早晨，在伯爵返回到那个他经常光顾的地方时，他突然被植物的不寻常之处吸引了，而且那个不寻常之处使得植物的茎干格外美丽。他感觉到他心跳加速了，同时也羞愧于自己的懦弱。当他停下来察看它时，他脸红了。一个球形的东西被光泽笼罩着，肯定是花骨朵儿！我知道了！——一朵花儿马上就要诞生了！

在他例行去探望皮西欧拉后的一个晚上，他感觉有些虚弱；一头倒在床上，眉心疼痛，四肢哆嗦着，他设想他能入睡。却越睡越痛，还引起了发烧；翌日，当他尝试起来时，却因疼痛难忍无法起立而倒在了床上。他这样躺了很多天。

当伯爵恢复了一些时，他在他的房间里坐着。门突然被打开了，鲁多维科冲了进来，容光焕发。

“胜利了！”他叫喊着，“皮西欧拉！皮西欧拉！开花了！”

“开花了，”查尼大声喊道，站了起来。“让我看看它——我必须看看它的花朵。”

狱卒劝伯爵过一两天再去看，可是他根本不听。后来他同意只能等一个小时，以便太阳也能看到那朵花儿。

一个小时后，鲁多维科再次出现了，央求伯爵扶着他走下那个陡峭的石子铺成的阶梯。

那朵花儿如女巫般打扮了自己，正展现着它无穷的魅力。他满脸喜悦地端详着它，它那灿烂的布满条纹的花冠，深红、粉红和白色相间，它那大而招眼的花瓣儿和那小巧的银白色镶边，都远远超出了伯爵的预期。他对这朵娇贵的花儿充满了喜欢和钦佩，它的芳香和美丽充斥着迷人之处。但他很快停止了幻想，第一次吃惊地注意到它断损的痕迹——它的枝干被拦腰截断，凋谢的叶子也被锋利的工具给伤害了。他开始泪潸潸的了。

“好了，好了，振作起来！”鲁多维科劝说他，“皮西欧拉，那个小小而坚强的野草带你走出了病痛。那三个骗子不是宣称你要死了吗？我剪掉这些叶子是为了能够很好地冲泡出一杯有奇效的汤汁。我将这个处方视为至宝收藏着。如果小安东尼奥生病的话，可以喝这种野草熬成的汤。尽管它的叶子有些纤细，我想它能经受得住研磨。皮西欧拉和它的主人也许更适合这个任务。”

查尼再一次凝视着他牵挂的花儿，但这次，他并没有去钦慕它那优美的条纹和那些散发着芬芳的花朵，他只是对这个生命换来的礼物充满感激。他注视着皮西欧拉给他的馈赠。





THE BATTLE AT MANILA(PART Ⅰ)

Thomas J. Vivian

When we arrived off Subig Bay on the afternoon of Saturday, April 30, 1898, the Commodore called the commanding officers of the ships over to his cabin and outlined to them his plan of attack.

He told them he had every reason to believe that the Spaniards were in Manila Bay, and that his purpose was to carry out the President's instructions and destroy their fleet. We were told that the first thing was to slip into the bay, and if possible to pass the shore forts without drawing their fire.

Sunday morning came on still and hot, and before dawn the fleet steamed slowly into the harbor. First went the flagship “Olympia”, then the “Baltimore”, then the “Raleigh”, next the “Petrel”, following her the “Concord”, and last the “Boston”. After the fighting fleet came the supply ships.

As we rounded out beyond the last point before reaching the entrance, we saw the lights of the great cone of Corregidor burning bright and still, but saw nothing in the shape of a searchlight. Every man was called up and ordered to wash and take a cup of coffee. While this light and early refreshment was being served, all the ships' lights were extinguished, except those on the taffrail, and these were hooded. So we crept along until we came into the channel, moving in single file.

In that still air it seemed absolutely impossible for us to escape the attention of the entrance forts, yet we would all have been inside—squadron, supply ships, and convoy—without the Spanish fleet receiving the faintest intimation of our approach if it had not been for an enthusiastic fireman. Throwing open the furnace doors, he ladled in a few shovelfuls of soft coal. Up from the smokestack of the cutter went a great shower of sparks.

Some minutes elapsed before out of the west there came a bugle call, then a flash, and then the rolling boom of a great gun.

Twice more the battery spoke, and with the third shot there came a crack from the “Concord”, and we knew that our first shot had gone out in the shape of a four-inch shell. Then still further back of us the “Boston” sent in an eight-inch shell, and still further to the rear the “Mc Culloch” sounded a few of her four-pounders.

The batteries kept on flashing and booming a few minutes longer, and then became as silent as they were before we had steamed up.

As soon as we had passed the batteries at the harbor mouth we slowed down, until it seemed as though we were almost at a standstill. The Commodore was talking in an undertone to the rebel Filippino who was acting as a pilot; I could see the figures of the men standing silently at their posts up and down the ship; and looking over her sides I could distinguish no line of demarcation between the dull gray of the vessels and the dark waters of the bay through which we were so slowly slipping.

This creeping, creeping, creeping, with invisible mines below us and an invisible fleet ahead, was a test out of which no man came without a sigh of relief. We were all keyed up, but it was not long before the fighting string in every man's heart was twanging and singing like that of a taut bow.

As is the fashion of nature in these parts, the dawn turned as suddenly into day as though a curtain had been torn down from the sunlight, and there right ahead of us lay the Spanish fleet tucked up under the forts of Cavity.

Commodore Dewey's fleet consisted of seven vessels, exclusive of the transports. There were four cruisers, two gunboats, one cutter, fifty-seven classified big guns, seventy-four rapid firers and machine guns, and one thousand eight hundred and eight men.

Against us were pitted seven cruisers, five gunboats, two torpedo boats, fifty-two classified big guns, eighty-three rapid firers and machine guns, and one thousand nine hundred and forty-eight men.

It cannot be denied that we had a greater number of heavy guns and that our ships were of modern construction, nor must it be overlooked that the Spanish fleet was much more numerous, and that it had the immense assistance of protecting forts manned with strong garrisons and mounting an unknown number of guns, of whose caliber and force we had been told most terrifying things.

As we passed on the eastward curve before actually beginning the engagement, our lookouts reported that Admiral Montojo's flag was flying on the cruiser “Reina Cristina”. They reported also that the Spaniards appeared to be protected by a sort of roughly constructed boom of logs.

As we steamed slowly along then, after dropping the supply ships, there came a flash of flame and a boom from the bastions of Cavite, followed immediately by another flame and a sharper report from one of the Spanish flagship's modern guns. Both shots dropped somewhere in the bay, and our only answer was in sending up a string of flags bearing the code watch word, “Remember the ‘Maine’!”

On steamed the fleet, with every gun loaded and every man at his post; but not a lanyard was pulled. Even the Spaniards at Cavity ceased firing as we moved down toward Manila. As we rounded past the city's water-front, with about four miles of blue water between us and it, we could with our glasses make out the city walls, church towers, and other high places, crowded with sight-seers. As we turned from Manila, the Commodore said something about the picturesqueness of the city, adding that the blue hills at the back of the town reminded him of those of Vermont. It was most unaffectedly said, and was no more tinged with bravado than was Captain Wildes's use of a palm-leaf fan during the engagement.

As we headed toward the Spanish fleet, their gunners and those of the forts began a right merry fusillade. With all this thundering and snapping of the Spaniards, however, there was no answer from us. Up went the signal, “Hold your fire until close in”, and went on the squadron. Suddenly something happened. Close off the bow of the “Baltimore” there came a shaking of the bay and a geyser of mud and water. Then right ahead of the “Raleigh” came another ugly fountain of harbor soil and water.

We were among the mines at last.

But we did not strike any. These two upheavals is marked the extent of our experience with the “terrible mines” of Manila Bay. The Commodore, his chief of staff, Commander Lamberton, the executive officer Lieutenant Reese, and the navigator were on the for- ward bridge. Captain Gridley was in the conning tower. With a glance at the shore the Commodore turned to the officer next to him and said, “About five thousand yards I should say. eh, Reese?”

“Between that and six thousand, I should think, sir.” Reese answered.

The Commodore then leaned over the railing and called out: —

“When you are ready you may fire, Gridley.”

Instantly the floor of the bridge sprang up beneath “our feet as the port eight-inch gun of our forward turret gave its introductory roar. Our first aim was at the center of the Spanish fleet, the “Olympia's” shot being particularly directed, as a sort of international mark of courtesy, to the “Reina Cristina”.

As our turret gun rang out, the “Baltimore” and “Boston” took up the chorus, their forward guns pitching in two-hundred-and-fifty-pound shells. The reply of the Spaniards was simply terrific. Their ship and shore guns seemed to unite in one unending snap and roar, while the scream of their shot, the bursting of shells, made up a din that was as savage as it was unceasing. It was, however, but as the scraping of fiddle strings to the blare and crash of a full orchestra when compared with that which was to follow.

One wailing, shrieking shell was making straight for the “Olympia's” forward bridge when it exploded about a hundred feet in front of us, one fragment sawing the rigging just over our heads. Another fragment chiselled a long splinter from the deck just under where the Commodore stood; a third smashed the bridge gratings, and all around and about and above us there was the sputter and shriek and roar of projectiles.

But the miracle was that none of us was hit. Through this hail of miraculously impotent steel we steered until within a distance of four thousand yards of the Spanish column.

“Open with all the guns.” said the Commodore; and they were opened. That is, all on the port broadside. By the time the last ship had passed the Spaniards, the “Olympia” had swung around on her return line of attack, and once more we were steaming past Montojo with our starboard guns flaming, roaring, spitting, and smoking as we went. As we passed, the batteries on shore and the Spanish batteries afloat banged away at us, fighting gallantly and furiously. One shot went clean through the “Baltimore”, but hit no one. Another cut the signal halyards from Lieutenant Brumby's hands on the after bridge. Another shell passed through the “Boston's” foremast, not far from where Captain Wildes was, on the bridge.

马尼拉战役（第一部分）

托马斯·J·薇薇安

1898年4月30日，那是星期六的一个下午，当我们到达苏比克湾时，海军准将把船上的指挥官召集到了他的客舱，跟他们勾画了他的进攻方案。

他告诉指挥们，他有充分的理由相信，西班牙人就在马尼拉海湾，他的意图是完成总统的指令，摧毁西班牙人的舰队。我们被告知要做的第一件事就是悄悄地潜入海湾，要尽可能地不吸引到他们的火力，穿过岸边的堡垒。

星期天的早上死气沉沉，非常炎热。黎明前，舰队头顶冒着蒸汽缓缓地驶进海湾。航行在最前面的是“奥林匹亚”号旗舰，接着是“罗利”号，再是“海燕”号，再是“康科德”号，最后是“波士顿”号。激战之后，舰队迎来了补给舰。

当我们成功越过最后一个火力点，到达入口前，我们看到了行政区里巨大的锥形灯泡发出的耀眼而静止的光芒，但我们并没有看到探照灯的影子。所有的人被召集了起来，要求去洗脸和喝杯咖啡清醒一下。当那些少量且有些早的茶点端上来的时候，船上的所有灯光除了船尾栏杆上的都熄灭了，而船尾的那些也被遮盖住了。因此，我们都呈一列纵队缓慢行进，直到我们进入海峡。

在那个无风的天气里，对我们来说，想要避开入口哨兵的注意似乎是绝对不可能的，然而我们都在里面——骑兵、补给舰和护卫舰——如果不算这个狂热的轮机兵，西班牙舰队一丁点儿也没觉察到我们的到来。这名轮机兵掀开火炉门，慷慨地舀出几铲烟煤。舰艇大烟囱的顶端冒出一大片燃烧的颗粒。

几分钟过去了，这时西面传来了警报声，接着是一阵闪光，后来就响起了一片起伏的枪声。

火炮又响了两轮，当响起第三轮时，“康科德”号那边传来了一声巨响。我们清楚，我们的第一发外壳长4英寸的炮弹被发射出去了，接着我们后面的“波士顿”号也发出了一枚8英寸的炮弹。再接着，“麦克洛”号的后部又发射了几枚重磅炮弹。

炮台又持续地火光四射，轰隆了几分钟。后来，一切变得非常安静，跟我们到来之前那么安静一样。

当我们刚经过港口的炮台时，我们就缓下了脚步，慢到好像我们看上去没有动一样。准将在低声跟一名菲律宾造反者交谈，那位造反者是一名飞行员；我能看到舰艇上那些人的轮廓，他们纹丝不动地站在自己的岗位上；环顾她那边，我已经无法辨清，灰白色的舰艇和海湾深色水之间的分界线，这时我们正缓慢地穿过海湾。

我们爬着，爬着，既看不见我们底下的地雷，也看不见我们前方的舰队。对我们来说，这是一个通过后难免都会松口气的考验。我们都紧张了起来，但不久前，每个人头脑中的那根战斗的弦还铿锵有力，像张满的弓一般。

在这些地区，自然界好像有这种潮流，拂晓突然间就过去了，天空开始泛白，好像我们面前的窗帘突然被掀开，阳光透进来了一样。就在我们的正前方，停靠着一艘西班牙舰艇，它折起在甲米地堡垒下面。

除了运输船，准将杜威的舰队还有7艘舰艇。我方有4艘巡洋舰、2艘炮舰、1艘小汽艇、若干57规格的大炮、若干74规格的速射炮、若干冲锋枪和1808人。

我们的对手有7艘巡洋舰、5艘炮舰、2艘鳕舰、若干57规格的大炮、若干83规格的速射炮、若干冲锋枪和1948人。

不可否认，我们有更多的重型武器，而且我们舰队的构造也更先进。但我们一定不能忽视西班牙舰队，因为它们的数量要远胜于我们，它们不仅有堡垒守卫部队的强力掩护，而且还有一些数量未知，但急剧攀升的机枪。我们已经被告知那些未知的火力非常可怕。

在真正的战争模式开始前，我们前进到东面的弯道,这时我们的监视员报告说，海军司令霍蒙托的旗帜正飘扬在“雷娜·克里斯蒂娜”巡洋舰上，且西班牙人似乎被一种结构粗糙的木吊杆给保护着。

随着我们的蒸汽船的缓慢行驶，在超过补给舰后，城堡那边传来了一道闪光和轰隆声。紧接着，闪过另一道光，且西班牙旗舰里先进的火炮发出了更加尖锐的爆炸声。双方的炮弹都掉落在海湾的某个地方。我方升起旗帜以示回应，也是唯一的回应，旗帜上面写着“记住‘曼恩’！”

舰队继续行进，所有的枪都上了膛，所有人都站在了岗位上，但导火线并没有被拉响。当我们向马尼拉深处驶去时，甲米地城堡里的西班牙人甚至停止了射击。随着我们绕过城市的海边，那座城市距离我们大约有4英里，我们能够用望远镜看到城市里的墙壁，教会的塔楼和一些其他的高建筑物，它们上面都挤满了观光者。当我们收回观望时，准将讲述这个城市非常美丽别致，还补充说，城镇后面的青山，使他想起了福蒙特的那些人。他非常真挚地讲述着，比起王尔德上校在战斗中用棕榈叶自娱自乐，他说话时没有明显的虚张声势的意思。

当我们的船驶向西班牙舰队时，他们的机枪手和堡垒里的那些人都开始一阵恰当而悦耳的射击。西班牙人在那边发出轰隆噼啪声，而我们并没有回应，只是升起了旗帜，上面写着“逼近前不要射击”，分舰队继续行驶。突然发生了什么。“巴尔的摩”的船头堵住了，那里的海湾抖动了一下，还冒出间杂着泥土和水的喷泉。随后，在“罗利”号的正前方，涌出了另一股难看的泉水，泉水里面全是海湾的泥土和水。

最后，我们处在雷区了。

但我们并没有做出任何攻击。这两起突变和马尼拉海湾可怕的地雷，表明了我们经验的有限程度。准将、他的参谋长兰伯顿指挥官、主任参谋里斯上尉和航领航员们都站在舰桥的前方。上尉格里德利在指挥塔里面。准将望了一眼海岸，转过头跟他身旁的军官说：“我觉得有大约5000码远；嗯，你觉得呢，里斯？”

“先生，我觉得在5000码到6000码之间。”里斯答道。

接着准将趴在栏杆上喊道：

“你准备好了就开火吧，格里德利。”

随后我们前方炮塔的左侧，8英寸的火炮率先发出了轰鸣声，舰桥的门在我们脚下立刻打开了。我们的第一目标是西班牙舰队的中央，作为一种国际礼节，“奥林匹亚”号的火力特别对准了“雷娜·克里斯蒂娜”号。

随着我们的炮塔的四面射击，“巴尔的摩”号和“波士顿”号也应和起来。 它们前面的机枪掉落下250磅的弹壳。西班牙人的还击异常可怕。它们的船上和岸边发出了似乎永无休止的噼啪咆哮声。这时，射击时的尖叫声，弹壳的脱落声，交织在一起犹如野兽持续的吼叫声一般。但是，和后面接着发生的相比较，它无论如何都像是一个管弦乐队激烈的奏鸣声。

一发哀嚎尖叫着的炮弹径直飞向“奥林匹亚”号的舰桥。当在我们面前大约100英尺处爆炸时，一块碎片锯开了我们头顶正上方的绳索。其他的在甲板上凿出一道长长的裂片，刚好落在准将的脚下；还有些碎片撞击到舰桥的栅栏。我们的四周和上方，全是抛投炮弹和射击时的噼啪声、尖叫声和咆哮声。

但令人惊讶的是，我们中间没有人被击中。穿过那不可思议的破铜烂铁，我们继续向前行进，直到离西班牙舰队还有4000码时停了下来。

“所有的炮都开火。”准将喊道。这时，它们都轰鸣起来。也就是说，在左边的船舷的火炮都开火了。这次，最后面的舰船超过西班牙人，“奥林匹亚”号紧急地掉方向，返回到攻击方向。我们再一次超越了霍蒙托，在我们前进过程中，我们船舷右侧的枪炮冒着火舌和烟雾，发出噼啪咆哮声。当我们超过他们时，岸边的火炮和西班牙舰船上的火炮朝我们不停地扫射，他们英勇狂暴地战斗着。一发炮弹完全穿过了“巴尔的摩”号，可它什么也没击中。另一发炮弹射向舰艇的后方，切断了布伦比上尉手中的信号旗绳。还有一发炮弹掠过“波士顿”号舰桥的前桅，那个地方的不远处站着王尔德上校。





THE BATTLE AT MANILA(PART Ⅱ)

It was on the third turn that the great naval duel between the two flagships took place.

When we sighted the Spanish fleet, I remarked that the enemy seemed to have no steam up, and that the fleet seemed to lie behind a breakwater. As we came closer to them, however, we saw more clearly the scheme of their order. Put out your right hand with the thumb extended; call the thumb the Cavity spit, and the space between the thumb and the forefinger Cavite Bay. Manila lies about where the nail of the forefinger is. The town of Cavity lies in the pocket of the thumb and forefinger, and the thumb's nail stands for the main Cavit batteries, four in number. Put a pencil halfway across from the thumb's nail to the first joint of the forefinger, and it will stand for the Cavity arsenal with its boom extension. Behind this boom lay the gunboats of the Spanish fleet, while in front of it, facing Manila Bay, were the Spanish cruisers.

They lay anchored while we made our first and second parallels of attack, but by the time we were sweeping up on the third course the smoke poured out of the “Reina Cristina's” smokestacks; there was a fleece of white gathered about the steam pipe, and the flagship moved out to the attack. She gallantly stood for the “Olympia”, and it looked as though it were her intention to ram us. The Commodore passed the word to concentrate all possible fire on the “Reina Cristina”, and she actually shivered under the battering of our storm of shot and shell. Rents appeared near her water-line where the eight-inch shells had torn their way. One shot struck the port bridge on which Admiral Montojo stood, upon which, like the brave man he was, the Admiral coolly stepped to the other end.

But no bravery could stand the driving, crushing, rending of the tons of steel which we poured into the “Cristina”, and there was quite a little cheer from our forward men as the Spanish flagship slowly turned and made for the shore.

In the whole duel between the “Cristina” and the “Olympia” sixty of the Spanish crew were killed, including the chaplain and the first lieutenant. It was small wonder she retreated. It was during the frightful hubbub of the duel between the Admiral and the Commodore that two gunboats crept out from behind the Cavite pier and started in to do desperate deeds. One stole out along the shore, then turned and made for the supply ships, while the other headed for the “Olympia”.

The “Petrel” was sent after the first, and after a sharp bark or two from her four-pounders, the Spaniard evidently gave up the job and made for the shore. The “Petrel” made after her, and while the Spanish crew clambered over their boat's sides and on to the beach and up into the underbrush, the “Petrel” turned her rapid-fire guns on their craft and literally blew her to pieces.

The other torpedo boat, which was bound to destroy our flagship, made a better fight. Our secondary battery was concentrated on her, but still she kept on until within five hundred yards, and matters were beginning to look serious for us. Then the machine guns in the tops began to treat her to a hailstorm, and this proved too much for this representative of Spanish naval daring. She turned, and as she did so a shell struck her just inside the stern railing, exploded, and the gunboat dipped suddenly in the middle; her stern and bow rose as suddenly in the air, and she disappeared.

After passing five times in front of the enemy, the men having been at their blazing work for two uninterrupted hours, the Commodore concluded that it would be well to call a halt.

“What time is it, Reese?” asked the Commodore.

“Seven forty-five, sir.”

“Breakfast time,” said the Commodore with an odd smile, “run up the signals for ‘cease firing’ and follow me.”

With that the “Olympia's” bows were set for a run to the eastern side of the bay where the storeships lay. As we swung out, the Spaniards gave a cheer. They possibly imagined as they saw our line forming to withdraw, that the fight was over. So, too, might the Manila gunners on the Luneta fort have done, for as we passed them they let fly with their Krupp guns.

“No reply, I suppose, sir?” said Lamberton, looking meaningly over to the forward turret, while the men at the five-inch guns were cocking their eyes inquisitively up at the bridge.

“Oh, no,”said the Commodore，“let them amuse themselves if they will. We shall have plenty of opportunity to burn powder. We haven't begun fighting yet.”

No sooner had we reached the anchorage ground beside the transport ships than the Commodore called all the commanders on board to report. Then it was that the wonder of it came to pass.

Not a ship disabled!

Not a gun out of order!

Not a man killed!

Not a man injured!

It seemed incredible that this should have been the result to us in that awful two hours' fight, while to the Spaniards it had meant such destruction and desolation. Captain after captain reported the same astounding news to the Commodore.

The Commodore had decided on three hours' rest, and this being ample time for all the preparatory work needed, there was no hurry. First of all, all hands were piped to breakfast, and while I am not historian enough to have the details of every great combat at my pen's point, it strikes me that this deliberate hauling off and sitting down to breakfast in the middle of a sea-fight, stands as a situation unique in the chronicles of maritime warfare.

The programme for the second act was that we were to finish up the enemy's fleet, taking one ship after another, and then attend to the forts. Again we sailed around to the Manila channel; and as we drew near the Spaniards we saw that the “Cristina”, the “Castilla”, and the transport “Mindanao”, which latter had been beached about midway between Cavity and Manila, were all ablaze, and that their crews were busy as so many ants trying to put out the flames.

The condition of the Spanish flagship was most pitiable, and before we had commenced firing the second is time we saw Admiral Montojo transferring his flag from the “Cristina” to the “Isla de Cuba”.

The “Baltimore” headed for the “Cristina” and “Austria”. As she came within range she caught all of the Spanish fire that was left on board those two ships. It seemed that in their desperation the Spaniards fired better at this time than they had in the earlier morning, for one of the foreigners' shells exploded on the “Baltimore's” deck, wounding five men with the splinters. No reply came from the “Baltimore”.

A few minutes passed and another shell landed on the “Baltimore's” decks, and three other men were hit. Still the “Baltimore” did not reply. Shells plunged about her until she seemed ploughing through a park of fountains. Then, when she reached about a three-thousand-yard range, she swung and poured a broadside into the “Reina Cristina”.

The smoke clouds hid everything for a minute or two, but when they lifted we saw the “Cristina” blow up, and the waters about her beaten with a rain of descending fragments and men. When the rain of her fragments had ceased the “Cristina” settled and sank, the remainder of her crew jumping overboard and swimming for the nearest consort.

The “Baltimore” then turned her attention to the “Don Juan de Austria”, the “Olympia” and “Raleigh” steaming up to complete the destruction in as mercifully brief a time as possible. The three cruisers poured a continuous stream of deadly steel into the Spaniard, which rocked under the smashing.

The Spaniard replied as best as she could, but in the midst of it all there came a roar that drowned all previous noises. A shell had struck the Spaniard's magazine and exploded it. Up shot the “Austria's” decks in the flaming volcano, and so terrific was the explosion that the flying fragments of the cruiser actually tore away all the upper works of the gunboat which lay beside her.

The cruisers “Velasco” and “Castilla” were the next of the enemy's ships to be wiped out.

Every ship in the Spanish fleet, with one exception, fought most valiantly, but to the “Don Antonio de Ulloa” and her commander Robion should be given the palm for that sort of desperate courage and spirit which leads a man to die fighting. Shot after shot struck the Spaniard's hull, until it was riddled like a sieve. Shell after shell swept her upper decks, until under the awful fire all of her upper guns were useless; but there was no sign of surrender. The main deck crew escaped, but the captain and his officers clung to their wreck. On the lower deck her gun crews stuck to their posts like the heroes they were.

As shot after shot struck the shivering hulk, and still her lower guns answered back as best they could, it seemed as though it were impossible to kill her. At last we noticed that sickening, unmistakable lurch of a sinking ship. Her commander noticed it too; still is there was no surrender. He nailed the Spanish ensign to what was left of the mast, and the “Don Antonio de Ulloa” went down, not only with her colors flying, but also with her lower guns still roaring defiance. It was a brave death, and I am sure every man in the squadron would like to have shaken Commander Robion by the hand.

As the firing grew faster and more furious, and the smoke settled down again, it was again almost impossible to distinguish exact and particular acts. Ship after ship was sunk or burned, until poor old Admiral Montojo, seeing but the shattered and blackened remnants of his fleet, hauled down his colors and, together with the surviving Spaniards, hastily escaped from the sinking and burning hulk, Admiral and officers alike leaving behind them all their personal property and valuables.

One after the other of the shore batteries was settled, and then at 12∶45 came the final blow. The bastions of the Cavity forts had been crumbling under the shells of the “Boston”, “Baltimore” and “Concord”, while the “Raleigh”, “Olympia” and “Petrel” had been devoting themselves to the reduction of the arsenal.

After half an hour's fight of this sort the Cavit gunners evidently became demoralized and began to fire wildly. Those guns left in position continued firing, however, until at their back there was a thunderous roar, followed by a heart-shaking concussion. A shell had landed in the arsenal magazine. With the upward rush of flames, fragments, and dead, the heart of the Spaniard went out of him, a white flag was run up at the Cavity citadel, and the battle of Manila was over.

Again the commanders were called over to the flagship. Again came the reports: not a gun overthrown! Not a vessel disabled! Not a man killed!

From “With Dewey at Manila”

马尼拉战役（第二部分）

在双方旗舰间的海上大决斗中，第三次转折发生了。

当我们观察西班牙舰队时，我注意到敌人的蒸汽船并没有提速，还注意到舰队处在防浪堤后面。但当我们靠近他们时，我们更清楚地发现了他们所部署的阴谋。伸出你的右手，张开大拇指；把大拇指当做甲米地暗礁，把食指与拇指中间的部分当做甲米地海湾。马尼拉大约处在食指指甲处。甲米地镇处在拇指与食指之间，拇指指甲代表甲米地主要的4座炮台。拿出铅笔，在拇指指甲和食指关节的正中画条线，用来代表甲米地的军火库和它的喷杆延长杆。在这些喷杆后面，有一些西班牙舰队的炮艇，而在它的前方，面对马尼拉海湾处，有一些西班牙巡洋舰。

在我们同时发出第一次和第二次攻击时，他们的船抛锚了。但当我们正进行第三轮横扫时，“雷娜·克里斯蒂娜”号的烟囱上方冒出了黑烟；主蒸汽管周围聚集了一片白雾，旗舰逃出了攻击范围。它英勇忍受住了“奥林匹亚”号的攻击，它看上去好像要猛烈地撞击我们。准将下达命令，要尽可能地把所有的火力集中到“雷娜·克里斯蒂娜”号上。事实上，在我们风暴般的狂轰滥炸中，它也开始战栗了。它的吃水线附近出现裂口，8英寸的炮弹已经撕碎了他们的路。一发炮弹击中了舰桥，上将霍蒙托刚好站在上面，他好像就是勇敢的人，冷静地走到了另一端。

可是无论多么勇敢，也抵挡不住我们向“克里斯蒂娜”号投去的数吨的火药，炮弹倾泻而下，子弹漫天横飞。当西班牙舰队掉转头驶向海岸时，我们前方的士兵欢呼雀跃了起来。

在整个“克里斯蒂娜”号和“奥林匹亚”号的决斗中，西班牙方死了60名官兵，其中包括一名牧师和一名中尉。毫无疑问，它撤退了。在海军上将与准将角斗的可怕骚动声中，两艘炮艇偷偷地从甲米地码头的后方溜了出来。一艘炮艇偷偷地沿着海岸行驶了一段距离后，转而朝我方补给舰方向驶了过去，而另一艘则径直驶向了“奥林匹亚”号。

“海燕”号随后被派出，在它酷似犬吠般地发出一两颗4磅重的炮弹后，西班牙人显然放弃了他们的计划，转向了海岸。“海燕”号跟在西班牙人后方。随着西班牙人努力地爬过船缘，上到海岸和躲进灌木丛中，“海燕”号上的速射火炮射向了他们的炮艇，彻底地炸毁了它们。

另一艘鱼雷艇不得不摧毁我们的旗舰，来逆转战局。我们的第二火炮将火力集中到它身上，但它仍然冲了过来，直到离我们500码远。我们的处境开始变得不妙。后来，我们顶部的机关枪狂风暴雨般地射向它。这个鲁莽的西班牙海军代表太吃力了，忍受不住攻击。它掉转了船头，可正当它掉头时，一发炮弹刚好击中船尾的围栏，爆炸了。突然间，炮艇沉入水中；它的船尾和船头忽然升到空中，消失了。

在敌人面前经过5次后，士兵们已经在酷热的环境中，连续工作了两个小时，准将觉得是该暂停一下了。

“现在几点了，里斯？”准将询问。

“7点45分了，先生。”

“该吃早饭了，”准将带着古怪的笑容说道，“升起信号旗，让他们停火，按我说的去做。”

就这样，“奥林匹亚”号的船头掉向了海湾的东边，那里停靠着军需船。随着我们摆动船头，西班牙人高兴不已。他们可能误以为战斗结束了，我们的阵势是在撤退。因此，落伦礼沓城堡里的炮手们才会那么高兴，因为当我们经过他们时，他们的克虏伯炮猛烈地发出进攻。

“先生，我想，不还击吧？”兰伯顿问道，意味深长地望着前方的炮塔，与此同时，5英寸火炮旁的士兵，非常好奇地抬起眼睛望向舰桥。

“噢，不，”准将答道，“让他们自娱自乐吧，如果他们想的话。我们还有很多机会射击。我们还没开始战斗呢。”

我们刚到达运输船旁的抛锚处，准将就吩咐，所有的指挥官去报道。接着就传来了那惊讶的声音。

无一船坏损！

无一枪故障！

无一人死亡！

无一人受伤！

似乎有些让人难以置信，在那可怕的两小时战斗中，我方的损伤竟如此之小，而西班牙方却是如此凄惨，他们遭到了毁灭性的打击。舰长挨个地向准将报道了同样的令人震惊的消息。

准将决定休息3小时，这个时间做准备工作足够了，不用着急。首先，所有的人都被递来了早餐。然而我不是一个十足的历史学家，能随意写出每次大战斗的细节。我的印象是，在海战战斗状态下，这是唯一一次有意地避开敌军，坐下来吃早餐。

我们的第二步计划是一个一个地消灭敌人的舰船，然后去攻克堡垒。我们再一次围绕马尼拉海峡航行；当我们接近西班牙人时，看到了后来被拖上岸的“克里斯蒂娜”号、“卡斯蒂利亚”号和“棉兰老岛”号运输船，它们大约在甲米地和马尼拉之间，上面还有火焰。船员们都忙得跟热锅上的蚂蚁似的，正尝试着扑灭船上的火。

西班牙旗舰的处境极其可怜，在我们开始第二轮开火前，看到蒙托霍上将已经将他的旗帜从“克里斯蒂娜”号转移到了“古巴海岛”号。

“巴尔的摩”号直奔“克里斯蒂娜”号和“奥地利”号而去。“巴尔的摩”号进入它们的射程后，遭遇到了那两艘船上剩余火力的全部攻击。绝望之际，他们这次的攻击，似乎要比他们大清早时的还要猛烈，因为一发进口炮弹在“巴尔的摩”号的甲板上爆炸了，碎片伤了5个人。“巴尔的摩”号并没有给以还击。

几分钟过去了，另一发炮弹落到了“巴尔的摩”号的甲板上，又伤了3个人。“巴尔的摩”号仍然没有还击。炮弹不断地落在它的四周，它就像在公园的喷泉间耕作一般。接着，当它离“雷娜·克里斯蒂娜”约3000码射程时，它掉头对它给予了猛烈的还击。

在一两分钟内，烟云笼罩了一切。但当它们抬升时，我们看见“克里斯蒂娜”号爆炸了，它周围的水吹打着雨一般降落的碎片和人。但当它周围由碎片和人组成的雨停止之后，“克里斯蒂娜”号沉了下去。船上的幸存者跳进水里，向离他们最近的西班牙船游去。

随后，“巴尔的摩”号把它的目标交给了“奥地利唐璜”号。“奥林匹亚”号和“罗利”号则开始提速，抓住幸运而短暂的时机彻底摧毁他们。3艘巡洋舰向西班牙舰船持续地发出一连串的致命射击，舰船摇晃着马上就要被粉碎了。

西班牙人做了最好的应对，但舰船的中部传来轰鸣声，淹没了原先的所有声音。西班牙人的弹药库被一发炮弹击中，被砸毁了。在燃烧的火山中， “奥地利”号的甲板升起一座燃烧的火山，爆炸非常凄惨，以致它旁边一艘炮艇的水上部分被飞溅的巡洋舰碎片撕毁了。

“卡斯蒂利亚”号和“韦拉斯科”号巡洋舰是我们下一个要消灭的敌方舰艇。

除了一个外，西班牙舰队的每艘舰船都英勇地还击着，但我们应该给“安东尼奥·德·乌利亚”号和它的指挥官罗宾鼓掌，因为他那种孤注一掷的勇气和气概可以让一个人拼死战斗。子弹一发接着一发撞向西班牙人的船壳，直到它被打成像筛子一样的马蜂窝。炮弹也接连地扫平了它水上的甲板，直到它上面所有的火炮在火焰中被烧毁；但他们并没有任何投降的迹象。主甲板上的船员逃跑了，可上尉和他的官员们紧抓着船的残骸。下面甲板的炮兵坚守在他们的岗位上，好像他们就是英雄。

炮弹接连撞向摇晃着的废船，可此时低处的火炮依旧以最快的速度还击着，看上去就好像不可能击毁它一样。最后我们注意到一只船明显在摇晃，看上去像个病人。它的指挥官也注意到了这种状况，可他们仍然没有投降。他把西班牙国旗固定到剩下的桅杆上，“安东尼奥”号沉了下去，不仅伴随着飘扬的旗帜，也伴随着它底下仍然呼啸着奋力反抗着的火炮沉下去了。这是一个壮烈的牺牲，我相信舰队中的每个人都会向指挥官罗宾致敬。

随着射击越来越快、火力越来越凶猛，烟雾再次弥漫了大地。再一次想要精准地辨清每个动作是不可能的了。舰船挨个地沉了下去，或被烧毁，直到可怜的老上将蒙托霍，只看到了他的已被粉碎的烧得发黑的舰船。他妥协了，和幸存的西班牙士兵急匆匆地从着火的正在下沉的废船上逃跑，上将和军官都留下了他们所有的私人财产和贵重物品。

海岸的炮台一个接一个被摧毁了。随后，在12点45分，最后的号角吹响了。甲米地的堡垒在“波士顿”号、“巴尔的摩”号和“康拉德”号的炮火下坍塌了，而这时“罗利”号、“奥林匹亚”号和“海燕”号负责清扫军火库。

这样的战斗持续了半小时后，甲米地的炮兵显然变得士气低落了，他们开始疯狂地扫射。那些遗留在炮台的枪炮继续迸射着火焰，直到他们的后方传来一阵雷鸣般的喧嚣，接着，响起了一个惊心动魄的震动。一颗炮弹落在了军火弹药库里。火焰、碎片、死尸朝上方涌了出去，西班牙的指挥中心倒塌了。在甲米地城堡的上方，一面白色的旗帜升了起来。马尼拉战役结束了。

指挥官们再一次被叫到旗舰集合。再次传来了这样的报道声：无一炮被推翻！无一船损坏！无一人死亡！

选自《杜威在马尼拉》





BATTLE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC

Julia Ward Howe

Mrs. Julia Ward Howe was born in New York City on the 27th of May, 1819. Her father, Mr. Samuel Ward, was a well known banker. Her mother was a cultured woman and was the author of several poems.

The young girl was carefully educated, and early showed a love for literature. She read a large share of the books in her father's library and wrote verses during her childhood.

She was married to Dr. Samuel Howe, who was the superintendent of the Blind Asylum, at Boston, and traveled with him through Europe.

“Passion Flowers”, Mrs. Howe's first volume of poems, was published in 1854, and another collection, “Words for the Hour”, appeared two years later.

Her “Battle Hymn” was published with other poems in a book entitled “Later Lyrics”.

Mrs. Howe resides in Boston, and is actively engaged in writing and lecturing.

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord:

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored;

He hath loosed the fateful lightning of his terrible swift sword;

His truth is marching on.

I have seen him in the watch-fires of a hundred circling camps;

They have builded him an altar in the evening dews and damps;

I can read his righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps.

His day is marching on.

I have read a fiery gospel, writ in burnished rows of steel:

“As ye deal with my contemners, so with you my grace shall deal;

Let the Hero, born of woman, crush the serpent with his heel,

Since God is marching on.”

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat;

He is sifting out the hearts of men before his judgment-seat;

Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer him! Be jubilant, my feet!

Our God is marching on.

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born, across the sea,

With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me;

As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free,

While God is marching on.

共和国战歌

茱丽雅·沃尔德·何奥

茱丽雅·沃尔德·何奥夫人于1819年5月27日出生于纽约市。她的父亲萨缪尔·沃尔德先生是一位鼎鼎大名的银行家。她的母亲是一位有涵养的女人，发表过一些诗歌。

这位年轻的女孩得到了悉心的教育，很小就展现出了对文学的热爱。童年的她就遍览了她父亲图书室里的书籍，并书写出一些诗篇。

她嫁给了萨缪尔·何奥医生。他是波士顿盲人精神病院的主管，后来他们俩周游了整个欧洲。

她的第一卷诗集是出版于1854年的《激情的花朵》。两年后，她出版了另一部合集《关于时间》。

她的作品《战争礼赞》和其他的诗歌一起被收入《晚年抒情诗》，并得以出版。

何奥夫人居住在波士顿市，活跃于写作和演讲。

我已看见上帝降临时的荣耀光辉：

他正踩踏储藏着盛怒葡萄的地方；

他已拔出可怕的带着宿命亮光的快剑；

他的真理正向前迈进。

我见他已存于许多圆形军营的篝火中；

披着晚露与湿气，他们已为他建好一座神堂；

昏暗闪烁的灯光下，我能读懂他正义的判决。

他正向着胜利迈进。

一排排光亮的利剑上，我已见到火热的福音文书：

“你对付轻蔑我的人，因此我待你于仁慈；

让英雄出自于女人，用脚跟压死那条毒蛇，

因上帝正在向前迈进。”

他已吹响视死如归的号角；

他在审判席前细审人心的虔诚；

啊，我的灵魂快回应他的号召，我的双脚也欢腾雀跃吧！

我们的上帝正在向前迈进。

大海彼岸，基督诞生在美丽的百合花丛中，

他胸怀的光辉荣耀美化了你和我；

他为人类的圣洁而牺牲，也让我们为人类的自由献身吧，

当上帝正在向前迈进时。





THE MOONLIGHT MARCH

Reginald Heber

Reginald Heber, an English clergyman and hymn-writer, was born in 1783. He was appointed Bishop of Calcutta in 1823.

His devotion to his work and the trying climate were too great a strain upon his health, and he died on the 3rd of April, 1826.

Bishop Heber's hymns are among the finest and best known in the English language.

I see them on their winding way,

About their ranks the moonbeams play;

Their lofty deeds and daring high

Blend with the notes of victory;

And waving arms and banners bright

Are glowing in the mellow light.

They're lost and gone; the moon is past,

The woods' dark shade is o'er them cast;

And fainter, fainter, fainter still

The march is rising o'er the hill.

Again, again the pealing drum,

The clashing horn—they come, they come;

Through rocky pass, o'er wooded steep.

In long and glittering files they sweep;

And nearer, nearer, yet more near,

Their softened chorus meets the ear.

Forth, forth, and meet them on their way;

The trampling hoofs brook no delay;

With thrilling fife and pealing drum,

And clashing horn, they come, they come!

月光行进

雷金纳德·希伯

雷金纳德·希伯是一位英国牧师和赞美诗作家，生于1783年。1823年他被任命为加尔各答主教。

他致力于自己的诗歌创作，气候又十分恶劣，这些对他的健康造成了很大的伤害，他死于1826年4月3日。

希伯主教的赞美诗是英语语言中最优美、最知名的。

我看到他们行进，路途蜿蜒，

月光落在他们的肩章之上；

他们的丰功伟绩和坚韧勇敢

与胜利的乐章混合在一起；

挥舞的手臂和明亮的旗帜

在柔和的月光下幽幽发光。

他们消失了、不见了；月亮落下了，

森林的黑影落在他们身上；

幽微，幽微，越来越幽微

他们在山上行进着。

一次又一次，战鼓响起，

号角响起——他们来了，他们来了；

穿过崎岖的山路，翻越陡峭的山坡，

他们队伍雄壮，斗志昂扬；

逼近，逼近，越来越逼近，

可以听到他们优美的军歌。

向前，向前，在路上迎接他们；

践踏的铁蹄不会延误；

笛声响亮，战鼓轩昂，

号角激越，他们来了，他们来了！





A PERILOUS ADVENTURE

Victor Hugo

Victor Hugo was born in France, on the 26th of February, 1802. His father was a general in the French army.

Hugo began to devote himself to literary work when he was nineteen. The next year his volume of “Odes and Ballads” was published, and the king of France was so pleased with the verses that he conferred a pension of a thousand francs upon the young poet.

He then wrote several volumes of poems and romances, as well as a number of dramas, which created great excitement among the political parties of France.

In 1837 he was made officer of the Legion of Honor and held a number of important positions during the next fourteen years. His writings and influence against Napoleon had created so strong a feeling by that time that he was obliged to leave France and take refuge in the Island of Guernsey. There he remained for nearly twenty years.

During his exile he wrote a number of books, among them “Les Miserables”, one of the greatest novels ever published. He continued writing throughout his life.

Victor Hugo died on the 22d of May, 1885. His last years were made happy by the love and admiration of his countrymen, and his death was mourned throughout the nation.

The old man sat motionless. For the moment it seemed to him that in escaping from the sea, and in touching land, all danger had vanished. No one knew his name; he was alone, lost to the enemy, without a trace left behind him. He felt a strange composure. A little more and he would have been asleep.

Suddenly he started to his feet.

He was looking at the steeple of Cormeray, directly in front of him beyond the plain. Something extraordinary was taking place in this steeple.

The belfry appeared alternately open and closed at regular intervals; its lofty windows showed all white, then all black; the sky could be seen through it, then it disappeared; a gleam of light would come, then an eclipse, and the opening and shutting followed each other a second apart, with the regularity of a hammer on an anvil.

He looked at all the steeples on the horizon. The belfries of all the steeples were alternately black and white. What did this mean?

It meant that all the bells were ringing.

They were sounding the alarm, sounding it frantically, sounding it everywhere, in all the belfries, in every parish, in every village, and not a sound reached his ears.

This was owing to the distance, which prevented the sounds from reaching so far, and because of the sea breeze blowing from the opposite direction, which carried all land noises far away from him.

All these bells madly calling from every side, and at the same time, silence; nothing could be more weird.

Certainly they were after somebody.

Whom?

This man of steel shuddered.

It could not be he. No one could have discovered his coming; he had just landed, and he finally assured himself, by repeating, “Surely, no one knows of my arrival, and no one knows my name.”

For some moments there had been a slight sound above and behind him. This sound was like the rustling of a leaf on a wind-shaken tree. At first he paid no heed to it; then, as the sound continued, he at last turned around. The wind was trying to detach a large placard pasted on the pillar above his head.

He mounted the stone on which he had been sitting, and placed his hand on the corner of the placard which was flapping in the wind; a part of the placard was printed in large letters, and there was still enough daylight to read them. He read this:—

The French Republic, One and Indivisible We, Prieur de la Marne, acting representative of the people for the army of the coast of Cherbourg, order: The former Marquis de Lantenac, Viscount de Fontenay, the so-called Prince of Brittany, secretly landed on the coast of Granville, is declared an outlaw. A price is set on his head. The sum of sixty thousand francs will be paid to him who will deliver him up, dead or alive. A battalion of the army of the coast of Cherbourg will be sent immediately in pursuit of the former Marquis de Lantenac. The parishes are ordered to lend every assistance. Given at the town hall of Granville, this second day of June, 1793. Signed.

Prieur de la Marne.

The old man pulled down his hat over his eyes, drew his cloak closely up under his chin, and went quickly down the dune. It was evidently unsafe to remain longer on this prominent summit.

The plain was deserted. It was an hour when there were no passers-by. He stopped behind a thicket, took off his cloak, turned the hairy side of his vest out, fastened his ragged cloak around his neck again by the cord, and started on his way.

“Where are you going?” said a voice.

He turned around.

A man was there in the thicket, tall like himself, old like himself, with white hair like his own, and with garments more ragged. Almost his double. This man was leaning on a long stick. He repeated:—

“I ask where you are going.”

“In the first place, where am I?” he said with an almost haughty calmness.

The man replied: —

“You are in the province of Tanis. I am its beggar; you are its lord.”

“I?”

“Yes, you, sir, the Marquis de Lantenac.”

The Marquis de Lantenac—henceforth we shall call him by his name—replied gravely:—

“You are right. Deliver me up.”

The man continued:—

“We are both at home here: you in the castle, I in the thicket.”

“Make an end of it. Do your work. Betray me.” said the Marquis.

The man pointed to the roof of the farmhouse, which could be seen some distance away, above the trees.

“They are searching for you. There is a half battalion there.”

“Well,” said the Marquis, “let us go on.”

And he took a step in the direction of the farm.

The man seized him by the arm.

“Do not go there.”

“And where would you have me go?”

“Home with me.”

The Marquis looked at the beggar.

“Listen, Marquis, my home is not fine; but it is safe. A hut lower than a cave. For a floor, a bed of seaweed; for a ceiling, a roof of branches and grass. Come. You would be shot at the farm. With me you will go to sleep. You must be tired; and tomorrow morning the Blues will march away, and you can go wherever you please.”

The Marquis studied the man.

“And you wish to save me?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I said: There is another poorer than I. I have the right to breathe, he has not. ”

“But do you know that a price has been put on my head?”

“Yes.”

“How did you know?”

“I read the placard.”

“Then, since you have read the placard, you know that the man who betrays me will win sixty thousand francs.”

“I know it.”

Do you know that sixty thousand francs is a fortune?”

“Yes.”

“And that the one who will deliver me up will make his fortune?”

“That is just what I thought. When I saw you I said to myself : ' Only think of it, the one who betrays this very man will win sixty thousand francs and make his fortune! Let us hasten to conceal him.”

The Marquis followed the poor man. They entered a thicket. Here was the beggar's den. It was a sort of room that a grand old oak had let this man have in its heart. It was hollowed out under its roots and covered with its branches.

They stooped, crept along a little way, entered the room cut up into odd compartments by the great tree-roots, and sat down on a heap of seaweed, which served as a bed. The space between two roots, where they entered, and which served as a doorway, let in some light. A reflection from the moon threw a dim light over the entrance. In a corner there was a jug of water, a loaf of buckwheat bread, and some chestnuts.

They shared the chestnuts; the Marquis added his piece of biscuit; they bit the same loaf of buckwheat and drank from the jug one after the other.

“You belong to this country?” asked the Marquis.

“I have never been out of it.”

“Have I ever met you before?

“Often, for I am your own beggar. I was the poor man at the foot of the road to your castle. You used to give me alms. I held out my hand, you saw the hand only, and you dropped in it the alms which I needed in the morning to keep me from dying of hunger at night. Sometimes a sou saved my life. I owe you my life. I pay the debt.”

His voice grew serious. “On one condition.”

“What is that?”

“That you do not come here to work evil.”

“I come here to do good.” said the Marquis.

“Let us sleep.” said the beggar.

They lay down side by side on the bed of seaweed. The beggar fell asleep immediately. The Marquis, although very tired, remained absorbed in thought for a time, then he looked at the poor man in the darkness and lay down again. Lying on this pallet was like lying on the ground; he took advantage of it to put his ear to the earth and listen. There was a dull humming underground; he heard the noise of the bells.

The tocsin was still sounding.

The Marquis fell asleep. When he awoke it was day.

Tellmarch, the beggar, was outside near the entrance. He was leaning on his stick. The sun shone on his face.

“Monseigneur,” said Tellmarch, “it has just struck four from the belfry of Tanis. I heard the four strokes.So the wind has changed, it is blowing offshore; I hear no other sound, so the tocsin has ceased. Everything is quiet at the farm and in the hamlet. The worst of the danger is over; it will be wise for us to separate. It is my hour for setting out.”

He indicated a point on the horizon.

“I am going that way.”

He pointed in the opposite direction.

“You must go this way.”

The beggar saluted the Marquis solemnly.

A moment later he had disappeared among the trees.

The Marquis rose and went in the direction Tellmarch had pointed out to him.

It was the charming morning hour, called in the old Norman peasant tongue “the song sparrow of the day”.The finches and hedge sparrows were chirping. The Marquis followed the path by which they had come the night before.

At the foot of the crossroad where he was stealing along, he could see only the roofs of the farms which lay to the left. He was skirting a steep height. At the foot of the height the view was abruptly lost in the trees. The foliage seemed bathed in light. All nature was filled with the deep joy of the morning.

Suddenly the landscape became terrible. It was like the bursting forth of an ambuscade. A strange deluge of wild cries and gunshots fell over the fields and woods full of sunlight, and in the direction of the farm a great smoke pierced by bright flames arose, as if the hamlet and the farm were nothing but a bundle of burning straw. It was sudden and fearful, an abrupt change from peace to madness, a horror without warning. The Marquis stopped.

There is no one who, under similar circumstances, would not have felt that curiosity is stronger than danger; one must know, if he has to die in consequence. He climbed up the height, at the foot of which passed the hollow path. From there he could see, but he might also be seen. He looked about him.

To be sure, there was firing and a fire. The noise could be heard, the fire could be seen. The farm was the center of some terrible calamity. What was it? Was the farm attacked? And by whom? Was it a battle? The Blues, as they had been ordered, very often punished refractory farms and villages by setting them on fire; to make an example of them they burned every farm and every hamlet which had not felled the trees prescribed by law, and which had not opened pas- sages through the thickets for the republican cavalry. It was evident that none of the openings ordered by the decree had been made in the thickets and hedges of Tanis. Was this the punishment?

While the Marquis, hesitating to go down, hesitating to remain, was listening and watching,this din ceased. The Marquis was aware of something in the thicket like the scattering of a wild and joyous troop. There was a frightful swarming under the trees. They were rushing from the farm into the woods. Drums were beating. No more firing was heard. They seemed to be hunting about, pursuing, tracking; it was evident that they were in search of someone; the noise was scattered and deep; it was a medley of words of anger and of triumph, a clamorous uproar; suddenly, as an outline becomes visible in a cloud of smoke, something became articulate and distinct in this tumult. It was a name—a name repeated by a thousand voices, and the Marquis heard clearly this cry: —

“Lantenac! Lantenac! The Marquis de Lantenac!”

It was he for whom they were hunting.

Suddenly, all around him and on every side at once, the thicket was filled with guns, bayonets and swords, a tricolored flag arose in the shade, the cry of “Lantenac!” burst on his ear, and at his feet through the brambles and branches passionate faces appeared.

The Marquis was alone, standing on a summit which could be seen from every point of the wood. He could scarcely see those who were crying his name, but he was seen by all. If there were a thousand guns in the woods, he was a target for them. He could distinguish nothing in the thicket but eager eyes fixed upon him.

He took of his hat, turned up the rim, broke a long, dry thorn from a furze bush, drew a white cockade from his pocket, fastened the brim and the cockade back to the crown of the hat with the thorn, and putting the hat on his head again, so that the raised rim showed his forehead and his cockade, he said in a loud voice, speaking to the whole forest at once:—

“I am the man you are seeking. I am the Marquis de Lantenac, Prince of Brittany, Lieutenant-General of the armies of the king. Make an end of it. Aim! Fire!”

And, tearing open his goatskin vest, he bared his naked breast.

He looked down, expecting to meet loaded guns, and saw himself surrounded with kneeling men.

A great shout arose: “Long live Lantenac! Long live the general!”

At the same time hats were thrown in the air, swords flourished joyfully, and throughout the whole thicket sticks were seen rising, on whose points whirled brown woolen caps.

He was surrounded by a Vendean band. This troop fell on their knees when they saw him.

All these eyes, full of a terrible fire, were fixed on the Marquis with a sort of savage love.

A young, noble-looking man made his way through the kneeling soldiers, and with long strides went up towards the Marquis. Like the peasants, he wore a felt hat with turned-up rim and a white cockade, and was wrapped in a fur jacket, but his hands were white and his linen fine, and he wore over his vest a white silk scarf, from which hung a sword with a gold hilt.

When he reached the height, he threw down his hat, unfastened his scarf, knelt on one knee, and presented scarf and sword to the Marquis, saying: —

“We were searching for you, and we have found you. Accept the sword of command. These men are now yours. I was their commander; I am promoted to a higher rank, for I become your soldier. Accept our homage, my lord. General, give me your orders.”

From “Ninety-Three”

致命的历险

维克多·雨果

维克多·雨果于1802年2月26日生于法国。他的父亲是法国军队中的将军。

雨果19岁的时候开始致力于文学创作。第二年，他的诗集《颂诗与歌谣》出版，法国国王非常喜爱他的诗歌，给这位年轻的诗人提供了一份1000法郎的年薪。

之后，他写了几部诗集和小说，还有大量的戏剧，在法国政界产生了巨大影响。

1837年，他成为荣誉军的军官，在接下来的14年里掌握着各种重要职务。他的反对拿破仑的作品产生了巨大的影响，激起了人民的强烈情感，此时他不得不离开法国，在盖尔斯内岛寻求庇护。在那里他度过了将近20年的时光。

在逃亡期间，他写了几本书，其中包括《悲惨世界》，这是最为重要的小说之一。他的一生都在写作。

维克多·雨果死于1885年5月22日。他的晚年因为受到国人的爱戴和敬仰而幸福，全国都为他的去世而哀悼。

老人坐在那里一动不动。有一段时间，他好像感到所有的危险都消失了，因为他从海里逃出来，逃到了陆地上。没有人知道他的名字，他孤身一人，身处敌人之中，身后没有留下任何痕迹。他出人意料地镇静。假若他还可以更加镇静，他一定会睡着的。

突然他跳了起来。

他看着克尔莫雷的尖塔，它就在他前方的平原之上。尖塔上正发生着不同寻常的事情。

钟楼以固定的间隔打开又合上；钟楼上高高的窗户一会儿全白，一会儿全黑；透过窗户，天空一会儿可见，一会儿消失；一会儿闪出一道光，一会儿又遮蔽掉，窗户一秒钟左右开关一次，类似打铁的频率。

他看着远方地平线上所有的尖塔。所有的钟楼都是一会儿变白、一会儿变黑。这究竟是怎么回事？

这其实是人们在敲钟。

他们在发出警报，疯狂地发着警报，到处都在发着警报，在所有的钟楼里，在所有的教区里，在所有的村庄里，但是他听不到钟声。

这是因为距离太远，声音不能传这么远，因为海风从相反的方向吹来，也吹走了所有内陆传来的声音。

钟声从四面八方传来，而在同一时刻他这儿只有寂静，真是太奇怪了。

钟声是要警告什么人的。

谁呢？

这个铁血男子颤抖了。

这不可能是他。没有人可以发现他的到来；他刚刚登陆，最终他让自己安下心来，重复道：“当然，没有人知道我来了，没有人知道我的名字。”

有几次，他的头上和四周传来了细小的声音。这声音就像是风中树叶发出的声响。起初他对此没有留意；后来，因为这声音没有中断，他最后回头一看，大风马上就把他头顶上方的大柱子上的牌子吹落下来了。

之前他坐在石头上，现在他站在上面，牌子在风中作响；牌子的一部分印着硕大的字母，依然有足够的光亮可以辨认清楚。他看到：

法兰西共和国统一不可分割

马克西米连为瑟堡海岸防卫队代表人民，现在命令：悬赏捉拿前郎特纳克侯爵、现冯特奈子爵，即所谓的布列塔尼王子，其已在格兰维尔秘密登陆。捉拿者有赏。捉拿此人者，无论其死活，均可获得6万法郎的赏金。瑟堡海岸防卫队将马上受命，前往捉拿前郎特纳克侯爵。各教区需尽全力支持。格兰维尔市政厅发布，时间1793年6月第二日。已签署。

马克西米连

老人向下拉拉帽子，盖过眼睛，收拢了领口，遮住脸颊，然后快速走下沙丘。显然在这高处停留过久会很危险。

平野上空寂无人。过了一个小时也没有路人经过。他躲在杂草之后，把背心的毛绒内里翻出在外，紧了紧斗篷的系绳，这斗篷已经破烂不堪，裹着他的脖子，然后走上前去。

“你去哪里？”一个声音问道。

他转过头来。

一个人也躲在草丛里，和他一样的身高，年龄相仿，头发也是同样花白，身上的衣服更加破烂。这几乎是另一个他。这个人拄着长长的棍子。他又说了一遍：

“我问你去哪里。”

“首先，我在什么地方？”他带着压人的平静说。

那个人回答道：

“你在坦尼斯省。我是这儿的乞丐，你是老爷吧？”

“我？”

“是啊，你，先生，是郎特纳克侯爵吧。”

郎特纳克侯爵——以后我们都要以他的名字来称呼他——严肃地回答说：

“你说对了。捉我领赏吧。”

那个人接着说：

“我们的家都在这儿：你住城堡，我住草丛。”

“别说了。动手吧。告发我吧。” 郎特纳克侯爵说。

那个人指了指农场的屋顶，农场在远处可以见到，在树林的那边。

“他们在搜你。来了半队巡逻队。”

“好啊，”侯爵说，“继续吧。”

他向着农场的方向走出一步。

那个人抓住了他的胳膊。

“不要往那儿走。”

“你想让我往哪里走？”

“和我回家。”

侯爵看着乞丐。

“听着，侯爵，我的家里很烂，但是它很安全。我的房子比山洞还要低。一层海藻就是地板，枝叶就是天棚。来吧。在农场那里你会被枪打死的。你和我睡觉去吧。你一定累了，明天早上军队的人就会离开，你想去哪里就可以去哪里。”

侯爵端详着这个人。

“你想救我吗？”

“是的。”

“为什么？”

“因为我说：‘有一个人比我还要穷。我有权呼吸，他却没有。’”

“但是你是否知道捉我是有赏钱的？”

“我知道。”

“你怎么知道的？”

“我看那牌子了。”

“好吧，既然你读那牌子了，你知道告发我的人会得到6万法郎的。”

“我知道。”

“你知道6万法郎可是一笔财富啊！”

“知道。”

“谁捉到了我，谁就得到了一笔财富？”

“我就是这么想的。我看见你的时候我就对自己说：‘想想吧，谁告发了这个人，谁就会得到6万法郎、得到一笔财富！让我们把他藏起来吧。’”

侯爵跟着这个穷人。他们走进草丛。这里是乞丐的窝。一棵中空的橡树给这个乞丐提供了住的地方。橡树根以下的地方都空了，被枝叶覆盖着。

他们低下身子，沿着一条小路匍匐前进，进入一间屋子，这间屋子被大树的根须切割成形状不等的单间，他们坐在一层海藻上面，这就是被。他们从两条根茎之间进入，这样的空间既起到了门的作用，也允许阳光进入。幽暗的月光倒映在路口处。一角放着一缸水、一块荞麦面包和几个栗子。

他们分享了栗子，侯爵拿出饼干，他们啃咬一块荞麦面包，轮流从水缸里舀水喝。

“你是当地人吗？”

“我从来没有离开过这里。”

“之前我见过你吗？”

“你经常见到我，因为我是你的乞丐。我是那个乞丐，就在通向你城堡的那条路上。你经常施舍给我。我伸出手，你只见到我的手，你把钱扔到我的手里，我早上就需要这东西，好让我不在晚上饿死。有时一个苏就可以救命。我欠你一条命。我要还给你。”

他的声音变得严肃起来:“只有一个条件。”

“什么条件？”

“你不在这里作恶。”

“我要在这儿做好事。”侯爵说。

“让我们睡觉吧。”乞丐说。

他们并排躺在海藻的床上。乞丐马上就睡着了。虽然非常疲乏，但是侯爵依然沉浸在思念之中，有一段时间，他看了看黑暗中的这个穷人之后，又躺了下来。躺在这样的地板上就好像躺在地面上一样；他趁机把耳朵放在地上，仔细地听。从地下传来了沉闷的声音，他听到了钟声。

警钟还在回荡。

侯爵睡了。他醒来的时候已经到了白天。

乞丐名叫泰尔马奇，站在路口的外面。他扶着棍子。阳光照在他的脸上。

“老爷，”泰尔马奇说，“坦尼斯的钟楼刚刚报过4点钟的钟声。我听到了4下钟响。看来风向变了，风吹向大海了；我听不到其他的声音，所以警钟停了。农场和村庄一片宁静。最危险的时刻过去了，我们最好还是分开吧。时间到了，我该出去了。”

他指了一个方向。

“我这么走。”

他又指了相反的方向。

“你必须这么走。”

乞丐庄重地向侯爵问候。

不一会儿他就消失在树林之中。

侯爵起来了，按照泰尔马奇指示的方向前进。

时间还早，按照老诺曼农民的说法这叫做“麻雀还在唱歌的时间”。各种麻雀正在叽喳乱叫。侯爵沿着前一天来的路向前走。

他走到了一个十字路口，他只可以看到左侧农场房屋的屋顶。他沿着陡峭的山壁前行。在山脚处，视线突然被树木遮蔽了。绿叶沐浴在阳光之中。所有的生命都沉浸在清晨的时光之中。

突然景物变得狰狞起来。好像随时有伏兵隐没。田野、树林满是阳光，上面传来惨烈的叫声和枪声，浓烟带着烈焰从农场的方向升起，好像整个村庄和农场就是一捆燃烧的稻草。一切都很突然、恐怖，平静一下转变为疯狂，恐惧毫无征兆。侯爵停了下来。

没有人在相同情况下会感到好奇心比危险更加强烈，谁马上要死，谁才会理解。他爬上高坡，坡下是凹陷的道路。从山上他可以看到一切，当然他自己也可以被人看到。他四处看了看。

可以肯定有人开了枪，放了火。可以听到声响，可以看到火光。农场就是这灾难的中心。怎么回事？农场遭劫了？谁干的？打仗了吗？蓝衣军已经接到了命令，经常惩罚反抗的农场还有村庄，在那里放火；为了警示世人，他们烧掉了所有的农场、所有的村庄，只要他们没有根据法律砍掉树木，没有为共和骑兵在丛林之中开辟道路。显然，在坦尼斯的重山老林里没有一条路根据规定被开辟出来。这是惩罚吗？

侯爵犹豫不决，究竟是下坡还是留在原处，他听着、看着，这时喧嚣停了下来。侯爵注意到树林里军队的嘈杂之声，显然是得胜的样子。树下面好像有好多人。他们从农场冲向树林。

鼓在敲。枪声再也听不到了。他们好像在打猎，追赶着、突袭着；他们明显是在寻找着什么人；声音破碎，也很低沉；生气的咒骂、胜利的呼喊、大声的叫嚷混为一片；突然，就像云雾中的轮廓一般清晰起来，混乱中可以分辨出清晰的声音了。是一个名字——一千个声音重复着一个名字，侯爵清晰地听到了这样的叫喊：

“郎特纳克！郎特纳克！郎特纳克侯爵！”

他们找寻的正是自己。

突然，他周围的树林里满是枪、刺刀、刀剑，三色旗在树影中升起，他的耳边响起“郎特纳克”的喊声，在他脚下激进的面孔出现在枝叶之间。

侯爵孤身一人，站在高处，从树林的每个方向都可以看到他。他却看不到这些喊着他名字的人，而自己却能被所有的人看见。如果树林里有1000支枪，他是唯一的靶子。他只能看到树林里凶恶的眼睛，死死地盯着自己。

他摘下帽子，翻出帽檐儿，折断一根长长的、干枯的荆棘刺，从口袋里拿出白色的帽徽，用荆棘刺把帽檐和帽徽固定在帽子上，再把帽子戴在头上，这样翻起的帽檐露出他的前额和帽徽，他立刻用低沉的声音向整个树林喊去：

“我就是你们正在寻找的人。我是郎特纳克侯爵、布列塔尼王子、国王禁卫军的主管。结束吧。瞄准！开枪！”

撕开自己的羊皮背心，他露出赤裸的胸膛。

他向下看去，本以为这些人会给枪上上子弹，但是发现周围的人都跪了下来。

人群大喊：“郎特纳克万岁！将军万岁！”

与此同时，帽子被抛向空中，刀剑兴奋地闪着光，整个树林里棍棒挥舞，顶端挂着棕色的棉帽。

他被一群旺代省的军人包在中心。看到了他，所有的军人都跪在了地上。

所有这些眼睛都闪烁着凶狠的光，带着简朴的爱看着侯爵。

一个年轻的、高贵的人从下跪的军人中间走了过来。他迈着很大的步子，走到了侯爵的面前。同那些农民一样，他戴着一顶毡帽，帽檐向上翻起，穿着一件白马甲，外面还有一件毛绒衫，但是他的手很白，衣服的麻料也很精致，马甲上他戴着一个白色的丝围巾，上面挂着一把刀，刀柄是金质的。

他走上了高坡，摘下自己的帽子，解开围巾，单膝下跪，把丝围巾和刀呈给侯爵，说：

“我们正在寻找你，终于发现了你。接过令箭吧。这些人现在是你的了。我是他们的指挥，我可以晋升更高的职位，因为我成了你的士兵。接受我们的效忠吧，我的主人。将军，给我们下命令吧。”

选自《九三年》





RALPH WALDO EMERSON

Ralph Waldo Emerson was born in Boston on the 25th of May, 1803. His father, William Emerson, was a minister. The parsonage was on Summer Street, where at that time were many pretty homes with gardens.

Mr. Emerson took great interest in the education of his children, and Ralph was sent to a private school before he was three years old. His father died during his early boyhood, and his mother worked hard to support and educate her five sons.

The boys were very fond of their books and were manly and helpful, doing all that they could for their mother. Their aunt, Mary Emerson, lived with them, and she guided their choice of reading and led them to think. “Lift your aims”; “Always do what you are afraid to do”; “Scorn trifles” were the maxims which she gave to her nephews.

Ralph entered the Latin School when he was ten years old, remaining there until he entered college. His books were his chief source of happiness, and the scenes in them were so real to him and his brothers that when they visited their grandmother at Concord, they imagined in their play that the barns, garret, or woods were battlefields or mountaintops.

Many were the poems which they could repeat, and a clerk in one of the Concord stores used to stand little Ralph on a barrel so that he might entertain the customers with his recitations.

Each of the boys was fitted for college, and helped pay his own expenses by teaching and acting as usher or waiter. Ralph entered Harvard College when he was but fourteen. He occupied a room at the President's house, and paid for it by carrying official messages. He won five dollars at the prize declamations and sent the money home, hoping that it would enable his mother to purchase a new shawl, but it was needed to pay a debt.

Ralph was graduated when he was eighteen, and was chosen class poet. He and his brother William, two years his senior, opened a school for young ladies in Mrs. Emerson's house. It was fairly successful, but as soon as they were well established, William went to Germany and left Ralph in charge. He taught during more than a year, and then entered the Divinity School at Harvard College.

Within a month his health failed, and he was obliged to give up his studies. He went to visit an uncle at Newton, spending much of his time out of doors. The next fall he went to Chelmsford to teach in the Academy. He remained there for three months, and then left on account of ill-health. In the spring he took a school at Cambridge, in order to be where he might gain some benefit from the Divinity School, and in October of this year, 1826, he was “approbated to preach”.

His health, however, had so failed that his physician ordered him to go south. He traveled as far as St. Augustine, and the next summer returned home, improved in health, but not fully recovered.

He was married, soon after his return, to Ellen Tucker, a very beautiful young lady, but of delicate health. She died a year and a half after her marriage.

Mr. Emerson was for a time the pastor of a church in Boston. He then sailed for Europe, desiring to see the ancient cities and to make the acquaintance of some of the men whose works had influenced him, among them being Wordsworth, Coleridge and Carlyle. He found the latter among the lonely hills of Nithsdale, and the two philosophers formed a friendship which lasted throughout their lives.

On Emerson's return to this country he engaged in lecturing, and preached at Plymouth during that winter. There he met Lydia Jackson, to whom he was married the following September. Mr. Emerson took his bride to their new home in Concord, where he lived the rest of his life, and which is still occupied by the family. He spent much of his time out of doors; and the grove near by, rather than his library, was used by him as a study. He believed that his thoughts were clearer and truer in this solitude, with only the winds and the voices of birds to distract him. He found inspiration in the stars at night and even braved the wind storms, reveling in their grandeur.

Friends gathered in Concord, among them Hawthorne, Thoreau, Alcott, and the Curtis boys, while near by were, Longfellow, Holmes, and Lowell. Their society afforded him much pleasure. Emerson was also a favorite among the village farmers, and the little children loved him dearly.

Much of his time was spent in lecturing. He received but little from his books of “Poems”, “Representative Men”, and other works until the latter years of his life. In his seventieth year he went abroad for the third time, revisiting his old friend Carlyle. On his return to Concord the whole village welcomed him, and his friends and neighbors accompanied him to his home, under a triumphal arch.

His last few years were quiet and peaceful. He died on the 27th of April, 1882, and was buried under a great pine tree in Sleepy Hollow cemetery.

拉尔夫·瓦尔多·艾默生

拉尔夫·瓦尔多·艾默生于1803年5月25日生于波士顿。他的父亲威廉·艾默生是一位牧师。他父亲管辖的区域为夏目尔街，当时这里的许多房子都有花园。

老艾默生先生对于教育子女十分用心，在3岁之前，拉尔夫被送到一家私立学校。在他早年时期他的父亲去世，母亲努力工作以供养和教育5个儿子。

男孩们非常喜欢自己的书，具有男人气概、乐于助人，帮助他们的母亲做了许多。他们的姑姑玛丽·艾默生同他们生活在一起，她为孩子们选择阅读书目，并启发他们思考。“目标要高”“永远要做你不敢做的事情”“不屑琐事”是她给侄儿们的格言。

10岁的时候，拉尔夫进入文法学校，在那里一直学习到进入大学。书是他幸福的主要源泉，书中的场景对于他和兄弟们来说非常真实，在他们到康科德去奶奶家做客的时候，他们在游戏中想象谷仓、阁楼或者树林就是战场或是山顶。

他们可以背诵好多诗歌，康科德店铺的一个伙计常让小拉尔夫站在大桶上背诵诗歌，以取悦顾客。

每一个男孩都上了大学，通过家教或者做传达员、服务员等工作赚钱交学费。在只有14岁的时候拉尔夫进入哈佛大学。他在校长办公楼里有一间屋子，通过传达各种公示消息交房费。他在有奖朗诵比赛中获得5美元的奖金，把它送回家里，希望它可以让妈妈买一条新围巾，却被用于还债。

拉尔夫18岁毕业，被选为班级的诗人。他同比他年长两岁的哥哥威廉在艾默生夫人的房子里办了一个学校，教育年轻女士。学校办得很成功，但在一切安顿下来之后，威廉来到德国，把一切交给拉尔夫处理。他教书的时间有一年多，后来进入哈佛大学神学院学习。

一个月之后他的健康出现问题，他被迫放弃学业。他来到牛顿，拜访一位叔叔，其间大部分时间是在户外度过的。第二年秋，他来到切姆堡学院教书。在此他度过3个月的时光，之后因为健康原因离开。春季，他进入剑桥大学一所学院，以便在此从神学院获得某些好处，1826年10月，他“获准可以布道”。

然而他的健康状况非常糟糕，医生命令他去南方。他最远到达了圣奥古斯汀，第二年夏天回到家里，健康有所好转，但是没有痊愈。

返回后不久，他同爱伦·塔克成婚，爱伦是一位非常漂亮的年轻姑娘，但是身体状况不是很好。婚后一年半爱伦去世。

艾默生先生有一段时间成为波士顿一家教堂的牧师。后来他前往欧洲旅游，想看一看那些古代的城市，结交朋友，因为他们的作品曾经影响了他，其中包括华兹华斯、柯勒律治还有卡莱尔。他在尼斯河谷的偏僻山村里找到卡莱尔，两位哲学家之间的友谊伴其一生。

艾默生返回后，当年冬季他致力于在普利茅斯做讲座、布道。在此他遇到了琳达·杰克逊，第二年9月与其成婚。艾默生先生带着自己的新娘回到康科德的家里，在那里他度过余生，艾默生一家至今仍然生活在那里。他的大部分时间都是在户外度过的。艾默生研究的地方不是自己的图书馆，而是附近的树丛。他相信自己的思想在独处时会更加详细、更加真实，那里只有风声和鸟叫让他分心。他在夜晚的星星中找到灵感，甚至迎对暴风的来临，与之一较高低。

他的朋友在康科德汇集，其中有霍桑、梭罗、阿尔卡特和柯帝士兄弟，附近住着郎费罗、霍姆斯和洛威尔。他们的陪伴给艾默生带来了许多乐趣。村民也十分喜欢艾默生，小孩对他更有感情。

他的许多时间用于讲座。直到晚年，他才从《诗集》《代表人物》和其他作品中获得收益。70岁那年，他第三次出国，拜访了老朋友卡莱尔。艾默生返回康科德，所有村民都来迎接他，朋友和邻居陪伴他一起回家，穿过一扇凯旋之门。

他生命的最后几年平静而祥和。他死于1882年4月27日，葬于沉睡谷的一株巨大的松树之下。





EACH AND ALL

Ralph Waldo Emerson

Little thinks, in the field, yon red-cloaked clown,

Of thee, from the hilltop looking down;

The heifer that lows in the upland farm,

Far-heard, lows not thine ear to charm;

The sexton, tolling his bell at noon

Deems not that great Napoleon

Stops his horse, and lists with delight

Whilst his files sweep round yon Alpine height;

Nor knowest thou what argument

Thy life to thy neighbor's creed has lent.

All are needed by each one—

Nothing is fair or good alone.

I thought the sparrow's note from heaven,

Singing at dawn on the alder-bough;

I brought him home, in his nest, at even;

He sings the song, but it pleases not now;

For I did not bring home the river and sky;

He sang to my ear—they sang to my eye.

The delicate shells lay on the shore;

The bubbles of the latest wave

Fresh pearls to their enamel gave,

And the bellowing of the savage sea

Greeted their safe escape to me.

I wiped away the weeds and foam—

I fetched my sea-born treasures home;

But the poor, unsightly, noisome things

Had left their beauty on the shore,

With the sun, and the sand, and the wild uproar.

Then I said: “I covet truth;

Beauty is unripe childhood's cheat;

I leave it behind with the games of youth.”—

As I spoke, beneath my feet

The ground-pine curled its pretty wreath,

Running over the club-moss burrs;

I inhaled the violet's breath;

Around me stood the oaks and firs;

Pine-cones and acorns lay on the ground;

Over me soared the eternal sky,

Full of light and of deity;

Again I saw, again I heard

The rolling river, the morning bird;—

Beauty through my senses stole—

I yielded myself to the perfect whole.

万物

拉尔夫·瓦尔多·艾默生

红衣小丑啊，没人稀罕你，

大家在种地，从山顶望去；

小母牛在高地的农场上吃草，

叫声远扬，不是取悦于你；

午间，教堂司事敲响了钟，

不管伟大拿破仑

停下了马，愉快地听着

他的军队征服了阿尔卑斯山周边；

你根本不知道，你的生活

为你的邻居带来了什么改变。

人人都彼此依赖——

没人独自美好。

我想着天上麻雀的叫声，

黎明它在杨树上歌唱；

晚间我把它从巢里带到家；

它还在歌唱，但是歌声不再悦耳；

因为我没有把天空、河流一起带回家；

我的耳朵听着它——眼睛看着它们。

弱小的贝壳躺在海岸；

海浪最新产生的泡沫

成为蓝色浪花里的珍珠，

大海有力的咆哮

祝贺它们成功地来到我这里。

我抹掉海草还有泡沫——

我把这海洋中的珍宝拿到家里；

但是这可怜的、难看的、有味道的东西

已经把它们的美留在了海边，

留给太阳、留给沙子还有海声。

后来我说：“我渴望真理；

美是不懂事的小孩的梦幻；

我把它留给孩子们去玩耍。”

我说话的时候，在我的脚下

松树摇摆了它美丽的松枝，

树影在青苔上摇动；

我呼吸着紫罗兰的香气；

我的周围耸立着橡树和冷杉；

松树塔和橡子满地都是；

广阔的天空在我的头顶，

阳光明媚，魅力动人；

我听啊听，看啊看，

河水流动，晨鸟歌唱；

美在我的感官间流动——

我融化于周遭的完美之中。





EYES

Ralph Waldo Emerson

Man cannot fix his eye on the sun, and so far seems imperfect. In Siberia a late traveler found men who could see the satellites of Jupiter with their unaided eye. In some respects the animals excel us. The birds have a longer sight, besides the advantage by their wings of a higher observatory. A cow can bid her calf, by secret signal, probably of the eye, to run away, or to lie down and hide itself. The jockeys say of certain horses, that “they look over the whole ground”. The outdoor life and hunting and labor give equal vigor to the human eye. A farmer looks out at you as strong as the horse; his eye-beam is like the stroke of a staff. An eye can threaten like a loaded and leveled gun, or can insult like hissing or kicking; or, in its altered mood, by beams of kindness, it can make the heart dance with joy.

The eye obeys exactly the action of the mind. When a thought strikes us, the eyes fix, and remain gazing at a distance; in enumerating the names of persons or of countries, as France, Grermany,Spain, Turkey, the eyes wink at each new name. There is no nicety of learning sought by the mind, which the eyes do not vie in acquiring. “An artist,” says Michael Angelo, “must have his measuring tools, not in the hand, but in the eye”; and there is no end to the catalogue of its performances.

Eyes are bold as lions—roving, running, leaping, here and there, far and near. They speak all languages. They wait for no introduction; ... ask no leave of age or rank; they respect neither poverty nor riches, neither learning nor power... but intrude, and come again, and go through and through you, in a moment of time... The glance is natural magic. The mysterious communication established across a house between two entire strangers moves all the springs of wonder. The communication by the glance is in the greatest part not subject to the control of the will. It is the bodily symbol of identity of nature. We look into the eyes to know if this other form is another self, and the eyes will not lie, but make a faithful confession what inhabitant is there...

The eyes of men converse as much as their tongues, with the advantage that the ocular dialect needs no dictionary, but is understood all the world over. When the eyes say one thing, and the tongue another, a practised man relies on the language of the first. If the man is off his centre, the eyes show it. You can read in the eyes of your companion whether your argument hits him, though his tongue will not confess it. There is a look by which a man shows he is going to say a good thing, and a look when he has said it. Vain and forgotten are all the fine offers and offices of hospitality if there is no holiday in the eye. How many furtive inclinations avowed by the eye, though dissembled by the lips! One comes away from a company in which it may easily happen he has said nothing, and no important remark has been addressed to him, and yet, if in sympathy with the society, he shall not have a sense of this fact, such a stream of life has been flowing into him, and out from him, through the eyes. There are eyes, to be sure, that give no more admission into the man than blueberries. Others are liquid and deep—wells that a man may fall into; others are aggressive and devouring, seem to call out the police, take all too much notice, and require crowded Broadways, and the security of millions, to protect individuals against them… There are asking eyes, asserting eyes, prowling eyes; and eyes full of fate—some of good and some of sinister omen. The alleged power to charm down insanity, or ferocity in beasts, is a power behind the eye. It must be a victory achieved in the will, before it can be signified in the eye.

From the Essay on “Behavior”

眼睛

拉尔夫·瓦尔多·艾默生

人不能把视线定在太阳之上，这便不算完美。在西伯利亚，一个旅行者发现有些人不借助望远镜就可以看到木星的卫星。在某些方面，动物超过了我们。鸟类不但有翅膀，可以飞得高望得远，而且目力极佳。牛可以通过神秘的信号召唤小牛，让它跑开、倒下或者掩藏。马术师这样评价一些马匹，说“它们的眼睛可以看向四面八方”。户外生活、打猎和工作可以为人眼带来同样的能力。农民看着你，目光炯炯犹如一匹马；他的目光非常具有穿透力。目光可以造成威胁，效果犹如上膛的枪，或者可以实现蔑视，就好像欷歔、踢打一样；如若情绪不同，目光也可以变得柔和，让人心里满是愉悦。

眼睛听着思想的指挥。当我们头脑中闪过一念，我们目光凝滞，看着远方；我们细数着人或者国家的名字，如法国、德国、西班牙、土耳其，眼睛会在看到每一个新名字时眨一下。思想所追求的所有学问，眼睛都要努力获得。“艺术家，”米开朗琪罗说，“一定要有自己的尺度，尺度不在手中，而在眼里。”眼睛的作用数不胜数。

眼睛同狮子一样直接和干脆——穿透、巡看、仰视，无论哪里、无论远近。眼睛可以说任何语言。眼睛不需要介绍……不顾年龄、不顾等级；不顾贫穷抑或富裕、不顾学识抑或权力……但是在极短的时间里，目光落在你的身上，一次又一次，把你看了又看……目光天生有一种魔力。房屋一间，陌生人两位，他们之间神秘的交流可以令任何人感到惊奇。目光之间的交流最不受意愿的限制。这是自然在人身上的体现。我们看向眼睛才会知道那个人是不是也有一个自我，眼睛不会说谎，只会诚实地坦白那个个体究竟如何……

人的眼睛同舌头一样会说话，但是眼睛的优势在于眼睛的话语不需要任何字典，全世界都懂得它。当眼睛说了一句话而舌头说了另一句话，达练之士就要依靠眼睛来获得含义。人若六神无主，眼睛就会暴露。你可以通过对手的眼睛知道自己的论点是否触动了他，虽然他的

舌头不会承认。人们有一种眼神可以表达他要说好话，而在说好话的时候也有一种眼神。若眼神阴郁，殷勤的举止就会失去作用。眼睛暴露出来多少内在的意愿，虽然舌头要极力掩饰！一个人极有可能离开一群人，他在其中什么也没有说，也没有被人做出任何特别的评价，然而，如果他同这群人惺惺相惜，他绝对不会有这样的感觉，他已经体验到了人情冷暖，已经表达了他的喜怒哀乐，眼睛传达了一切。有些眼睛同蓝莓一样，对于人格的启示无能为力。有些眼睛则温柔、深邃——好像水井，可以落进去一样；有些则充满敌意、盛气凌人，其中满是警惕，小心翼翼却非常过分，向往百老汇拥挤的人群、需要财富的守护、死死地保护着自己……有些眼睛充满疑问，有些眼睛强势逼人，有些眼睛游移不定，有些眼睛则满是对命运的焦虑——有些相信命运吉祥，有些则相信命运凶险。传说中有一种力量可以压下野兽的野蛮和凶恶，这样的力量就在眼睛里。一定是意愿首先取得了优势，之后眼睛才有了这样的表白。

选自散文《行为》





THE PERCEPTION OF BEAUTY

William Ellery Channing

Beauty is an all-pervading presence. It unfolds in the numberless flowers of the spring. It waves in the branches of the trees and the green blades of grass. It haunts the depths of the earth and sea, and gleams out in the hues of the shell and the precious stone. And not only these minute objects, but the ocean, the mountains, the clouds, the heavens, the stars, the rising and setting sun, all overflow with beauty. The universe is its temple, and those men who are alive to it cannot lift their eyes without feeling themselves encompassed with it on every side.

Now this beauty is so precious, the enjoyments it gives are so refined and pure, so congenial with our tenderest feelings, and so akin to worship, that it is painful to think of the multitude of men as living in the midst of it, and living almost as blind to it as if they were tenants of a dungeon. An infinite joy is lost to the world by the want of culture of this spiritual endowment. The greatest truths are wronged if not linked with beauty, and they win their way most surely and deeply into the soul when arrayed in this their natural and fit attire. Now no man receives the true culture of a man, in whom the sensibility to the beautiful is not cherished; and I know of no condition of life from which it should be excluded.

美的感知

威廉姆·埃勒里·钱宁

美是普遍存在的。它展现在春天无数的鲜花中。它摇曳于树杈间，起伏于草叶中。它出没于地壳中深海里，闪烁于贝壳内宝石中。且它不仅存于这些小事物内，更充溢于大海、山脉、云朵、天空、星辰、日出和日落之中。宇宙是它的殿堂，那些留意它的人抬起眼，不可能毫无觉察他们已围绕于中。

现在，美是如此可贵，它所带来的享受是如此高雅与纯真，与我们最脆弱的感情如此相投，与敬慕如此相像。以致很难想象许多人活于其中，也难想象它们犹如地牢的租客无视着美。由于缺乏精神禀赋的修养，无数的愉悦已不属这个世界所有。最伟大的真理若不结合着美就是被亏待。当它们装扮着美，这个它们自然而合身的服饰时，它们无疑赢于深刻的灵魂。如今，没人会欢迎一个对美毫不敏感的真正的文化人；在生活中，我所知晓的情况无一例外。





LOST ON THE MOUNTAIN

Bernardin De St. Pierre

Bernardin De St. Pierre was born at Havre, France, in 1737.

He was very fond of nature, books, and animals, but cared little for other companionship. At twelve years of age he became absorbed in the adventures of “Robinson Crusoe”. To please the boy his parents allowed him to take a sea voyage with his uncle.

On his return he studied at Caen, where he made great progress. He completed his studies at Rome, and soon after was granted a commission as an engineer. He was then sent to Dusseldorf, and might have attained honor and a fortune, but he had a faulty temper and was unwilling to obey orders, so that in spite of his bravery and talents he was sent back to France.

After years of changes and trouble he went to Paris and devoted himself to literature.

His “Paul and Virginia” is one of the most beautiful stories ever written, and has been translated into many languages. It is said that Napoleon slept with a copy of this book beneath his pillow during his Italian campaign, and Joseph Bonaparte awarded a pension of six thousand francs to the author.

St. Pierre was elected a member of the French Academy as a mark of honor, and his last years were happier than his youth had ever been. He died at the age of seventy-seven.

One Sunday, at daybreak, the children perceived a negro woman beneath the plantains which surrounded their habitation. She threw herself at the feet of Virginia and said, “My good young lady, have pity on a poor runaway slave. For a whole month I have wandered among these mountains, half dead with hunger and often pursued by the hunters and their dogs. I fled from my master, a rich planter of the Black River, who has used me as you see”; and she showed her body marked with scars from the lashes she had received. She added, “I was going to drown myself, but hearing you lived here, I said to myself: Since there are still some good white people in this country, I need not die yet.”

Virginia answered with emotion,“Take courage, unfortunate creature! Here is something to eat”; and she gave her the breakfast she had been preparing, which the slave in a few minutes devoured. When her hunger was appeased, Virginia said to her, “Poor woman! I should like to go and ask forgiveness for you of your master. Surely the sight of you will touch him with pity. Will you show me the way?”

“Angel of heaven!” answered the poor negro woman, “I will follow you where you please!” Virginia called her brother and begged him to accompany her. The slave led the way, by winding and difficult paths, until, about the middle of the day, they reached the borders of the Black River. There they perceived a well-built house, surrounded by extensive plantations, and a number of slaves employed in their various labors. Their master was walking among them with a pipe in his mouth and a switch in his hand. Virginia, holding Paul by the hand, drew near, and with much emotion begged him, for the love of God, to pardon his poor slave, who stood trembling a few paces behind.

The planter at first paid little attention to the children, but when he observed the elegance of Virginia's form and the profusion of her beautiful light tresses which had escaped from beneath her blue cap; when he heard the soft tone of her voice which trembled, as well as her whole frame, while she implored his compassion,—he took his pipe from his mouth, and, lifting up his stick, said that he pardoned his slave, for the love of her who asked his forgiveness. Virginia made a sign to the slave to approach her master, and instantly sprang away, followed by Paul.

They climbed up the steep they had descended, and, having gained the summit, seated themselves at the foot of a tree, overcome with fatigue, hunger and thirst. Paul said to Virginia, “My dear sister, it is past noon, and I am sure you are thirsty and hungry; we shall find no dinner here; let us go down the mountain again and ask the master of the poor slave for some food.”—“Oh, no,” answered Virginia, “he frightens me too much. Remember what mamma sometimes says, ‘The bread of the wicked is like stones in the mouth.’ God will take care of us; he listens to the cry even of the little birds when they ask him for food.”

Scarcely had she pronounced these words when they heard the noise of water falling from a neighboring rock. They ran thither, and having quenched their thirst at this crystal spring, they gathered and ate a few cresses which grew on the border of the stream. Soon afterwards, while they were wandering backwards and forwards in search of more solid nourishment, Virginia perceived in the thickest part of the forest a young palm tree. The kind of cabbage which is found at the top of the palm, enfolded within its leaves, is well adapted for food; but although the stock of the tree is not thicker than a man's leg, it grows to above sixty feet in height. The wood of the tree, indeed, is composed only of very fine filaments; but the bark is so hard that it turns the edge of the hatchet, and Paul was not furnished even with a knife.

At length he thought of setting fire to the palm tree, but a new difficulty occurred; he had no steel with which to strike fire; and although the whole island is covered with rocks, I do not believe it is possible to find a single flint. Paul determined to kindle a fire after the manner of the negroes. With the sharp end of a stone he made a small hole in the branch of a tree that was quite dry, and which he held between his feet; he then, with the edge of the same stone, brought to a point another dry branch of a different sort of wood, placing the piece of pointed wood in the small hole of the branch which he held with his feet and turning it rapidly between his hands. In a few minutes smoke and sparks of fire issued from the point of contact. Paul then heaped together dried grass and branches, and set fire to the foot of the palm tree, which soon fell to the ground with a tremendous crash. Having thus succeeded in obtaining this fruit, they ate part of it raw, and part dressed upon the ashes.

After dinner they were much embarrassed by the recollection that they had now no guide, and that they were ignorant of the way. Paul, whose spirit was not subdued by difficulties, said to Virginia, “The sun shines full upon our huts at noon; we must pass, as we did this morning, over that mountain, with its three points, which you see yonder. Come, let us be moving.” They then descended the steep bank of the Black River on the northern side, and arrived, after an hour's walk, on the banks of a large river, which stopped their further progress.

The stream, on the banks of which Paul and Virginia were now standing, rolled foaming over a bed of rocks. The noise of the water frightened Virginia, and she was afraid to wade through the current. Paul there fore took her up in his arms and went thus loaded over the slippery rocks, which formed the bed of the river, careless of the tumultuous noise of its waters. “Do not be afraid,” cried he to Virginia, “I feel very strong with you. If that planter at the Black River had refused you the pardon of his slave, I would have fought with him.”—“What!” answered Virginia, “With that great wicked man? To what have I exposed you! Dear me! How difficult it is to do good! And yet it is so easy to do wrong.”

When Paul had crossed the river, he wished to continue the journey carrying his sister, but his strength soon failed, and he was obliged to set down his burden and to rest himself by her side. Virginia then said to him, “My dear brother, the sun is going down; you have still some strength left, but mine has quite failed; do leave me here and return home alone to ease the fears of our mothers.”—“Oh, no,” said Paul, “I will not leave you; if night overtakes us in this wood, I will light a fire and bring down another palm tree; you shall eat the cabbage, and I will form a covering of the leaves to shelter you.”

In the mean time Virginia being a little rested, she gathered from the trunk of an old tree, which overhung the bank of the river, some long leaves of the plant called hart's-tongue, which grew near its root. Of these leaves she made a sort of buskin, with which she is covered her feet which were bleeding from the sharpness of the stony paths; for in her eager desire to do good she had forgotten to put on her shoes. Feeling her feet cooled by the freshness of the leaves, she broke off a branch of bamboo and continued her walk, leaning with one hand on the staff, and with the other on Paul.

They walked slowly through the woods; but from the height of the trees, and the thickness of their foliage, they soon lost sight of the mountain by which they had hitherto directed their course, and also of the sun, which was now setting. At length they wandered from the beaten path in which they had hitherto walked, and found themselves in a labyrinth of trees, underwood, and rocks, whence there appeared to be no outlet.

Paul made Virginia sit down, while he ran back wards and forwards, half frantic, in search of a path which might lead them out of this thick wood; but he fatigued himself to no purpose. He then climbed to the top of a lofty tree, whence he hoped at least to perceive the mountain; but he could discern nothing around him but the tops of trees, some of which were gilded with the last beams of the setting sun. The most profound silence reigned in those awful solitudes, which was only interrupted by the cry of the deer which came to their lairs in that unfrequented spot. Paul, in the hope that some hunter would hear his voice, called out as loud as he was able, “Come, come to the help of Virginia!” But the echoes of the forest alone answered his call, and repeated again and again, “Virginia—Virginia! ”

Paul at length descended from the tree, overcome by fatigue and vexation. He looked around in order to make some arrangement for passing the night in that desert; but he could find neither fountain, nor palm tree, nor even a branch of dry wood fit for kindling a fire. He was then impressed, by experience, with the sense of his own weakness and began to weep. Virginia said to him, “Do not weep, my dear brother, or I shall be overwhelmed with grief. I am the cause of all your sorrow and of all that our mothers are suffering at this moment. I find we ought to do nothing, not even good, without consulting our parents. Oh, I have been very imprudent! ”—and she began to shed tears. “Let us pray to God, my dear brother,” she again said, “and he will hear us.” They had scarcely finished their prayer when they heard the barking of a dog. “It must be the dog of some hunter,” said Paul, “who comes here at night, to lie in wait for the deer.” Soon after, the dog began barking again with increased violence.

“Surely,” said Virginia, “it is Fidele, our own dog. Yes, now I know his bark.” A moment after Fidele was at their feet, barking, howling, moaning, and devouring them with caresses. Before they could recover from their surprise, they saw Domingo running towards them. At the sight of the good old negro is who wept for joy, they began to weep too.

When Domingo had recovered himself a little, “Oh, my dear children,”he said, “how miserable have you made your mothers! How astonished they were when they returned, on not finding you at home! I ran backwards and forwards in the plantation, not knowing where to look for you. At last I took some of your old clothes, and showing them to Fidele, the poor animal, as if he understood me, immediately began to scent your path, and conducted me, wagging his tail all the while, to the Black River.”

“I there saw a planter who told me you had brought back a Maroon negro woman, his slave, and that he had pardoned her at your request. After that, Fidele, still on the scent, led me up the steep bank of the Black River, where he again stopped and barked with all his might. At last he led me to this very spot. We are now at the foot of the mountain and still four good leagues from home. Come, eat and recover your strength.”

Domingo then presented them with a cake, some fruit, and a large gourd full of beverage.But when they prepared to continue their journey a new difficulty occurred; Paul and Virginia could no longer walk, their feet being swollen and inflamed. Domingo knew not what to do; whether to leave them and go in search of help, or remain and pass the night with them on that spot. “There was a time,”said he,“When I could carry you both together in my arms! But now you are grown big, and I am old.”

While he was in this perplexity, a troop of Maroon negroes appeared at a short distance from them. The chief of the band, approaching Paul and Virginia, said to them, “Good little white people, do not be afraid. We saw you pass this morning with a negro woman of the Black River. You went to ask pardon for her of her wicked master; and we, in return for this, will carry you home upon our shoulders.” He then made a sign, and four of the strongest negroes immediately formed a sort of litter with the branches of trees and lianas, and having seated Paul and Virginia on it, carried them upon their shoulders. Domingo marched in front with his lighted torch, and they proceeded amidst the rejoicings of the whole troop, who overwhelmed them with their benedictions.

It was midnight when they arrived at the foot of their mountain,on the ridges of which several fires were lighted. As soon as they began to ascend, they heard voices exclaiming, “Is it you, my children?” They answered immediately, and the negroes also, “Yes, yes, it is.” A moment after they could distinguish their mothers coming towards them with lighted torches in their hands. “Unhappy children!” cried Madame de la Tour, “Where have you been? What agonies you have made us suffer! ”—“We have been,” said Virginia, “to the Black River, where we went to ask pardon for a poor Maroon slave, to whom I gave our breakfast this morning, because she seemed dying of hunger; and these Maroon negroes have brought us home.” Madame de la Tour embraced her daughter, without being able to speak; and Virginia, who felt her face wet with her mother's tears, exclaimed, “Now I am repaid for all the hardships I have suffered.” Margaret, in a transport of delight, pressed Paul in her arms, exclaiming, “And you also, my dear child, you have done a good action.” When they reached the cottages with their children, they entertained all the negroes with a plentiful repast, after which the latter returned to the woods praying Heaven to shower down every description of blessing on those good white people.

From “Paul and Virginia”

迷失在山上

伯纳丁·圣皮耶尔

伯纳丁·圣皮耶尔于1737年生于法国勒阿弗尔。

他酷爱自然、书籍和动物，但并不重视其他的友谊。在他12岁时，他开始沉醉于《鲁滨孙漂流记》这本书中。为了让这个小男孩开心，他的父母允许他和他的叔叔做一次海上旅行。

回来之后他就读于卡昂，在那里他取得了巨大的进步。他在罗马完成了学业，之后不久就被委任为工程师。后来他又被派送到杜塞尔多夫，在那儿他本可以获得荣誉和财富，但他脾气不好，不愿意循规蹈矩，所以尽管他有勇气和才干，还是被遣送回法国。

经过几年的更迭与动乱后，他去了巴黎，投身于文学。

他的作品《保罗和维吉尼亚》是他曾经写过的最美的故事中的一个，被译成多种语言。据说在意大利战役期间，拿破仑睡觉时枕头底下还有这部小说的复印本。约瑟夫·波拿巴授予了这本书的作者6000法郎的养老金。

作为一种荣誉标志，圣皮耶尔被选举为法国科学院的一员。他的晚年比他年轻时的任何时候都要开心。他在77岁时去世。

一个星期天的黎明，孩子们觉察到一名黑人妇女躲在围绕他们住宅的车前的草下面。她猛地拜倒在维吉尼亚的脚下，说：“我的善良年轻的女士，请可怜可怜我这个不幸的在逃亡的奴隶吧！我都在这些山中游荡了一个月了，快被饿死了，并且还常常被这里的人和他们的狗追捕。我是从我的主人那儿逃脱的，他是黑河的一个富有的农场主，他正如你们所见的那样待我的。”她展示出布满鞭痕的身躯。她接着说：“我刚才正准备去淹死自己的，但听到你们在这儿，我对我自己说：我还不需要去死，因为这个村子里还有一些善良的白人。”

维吉尼亚深情地答道：“鼓起勇气，不幸的女士！这里有些吃的东西。”维吉尼亚把刚准备好的早餐给了她，没用几分钟她就把早餐狼吞虎咽地吃完了。在她的饥饿得以缓解后，维吉尼亚对她说：“可怜的女士！我应该去找你的主人，为你说情。我深信你的样子会触动他而使他可怜你的。你能告诉我路吗？”

“天堂的天使啊！”可怜的黑人妇女答道，“你想去那儿我会跟着你的！”维吉尼亚叫了她哥哥，央求他能陪她去。奴隶在前领路，经过蜿蜒难走的小路，差不多直到这天中午，他们才到达了黑河边界。那儿他们发现一座修建得很好的房子，被广阔的种植园包围着，还看到许多正从事不同劳动的奴隶。他们的主人在他们中间走动着，嘴上叼着一根烟斗，手上拿着一根软鞭子。维吉尼亚握住保罗的手，靠近了他，深情地乞求他能看在上帝的爱的面子上饶恕他可怜的奴隶，她这时正站在几步之后，颤抖着。

农场主开始并没怎么注意到那个小孩，但当他观察到维吉尼亚优雅的外表，看到从她的蓝帽下露出的漂亮大方而又光亮的秀发时；在她恳求他的同情时，他听到她柔弱而颤抖的声音，看到她整个发抖的身躯——他取下嘴上的烟斗，点燃了它，称因为求他宽恕的人的爱心，他原谅了他的奴隶。维吉尼亚打手势要那个奴隶靠近她的主人，然后她就立刻离开了，保罗跟在她的身后。

他们爬上了他们刚下来的陡坡，克服疲劳、饥渴到达了山顶，坐在了树下。保罗对维吉尼亚说：“我亲爱的妹妹，现在已过正午，我确信你又饿又渴；在这儿我们找不到吃的，让我们再次下山找那位可怜的奴隶的主人要些食物吧。”——“啊，别，”维吉尼亚答道，“我很害怕他。记住妈妈有时说过的话，‘恶人的面包就像石头在口中一样硬’。上帝会照顾我们的；当小鸟们向他索求食物时，他甚至能听到它们的啼叫。”

她刚说完这些，他们就听到了水从邻近岩石上落下的声音。他们朝那边跑去，在清澈的泉水旁解决了他们的干渴，还聚在一起吃了些长在溪水边的水芹。随后在他们来回地游荡着寻求更加可靠的滋养品时，维吉尼亚觉察到了在树林的最秘处有一棵棕榈树。在棕榈树的顶部有一种类似白菜的东西，被叶子包围着，非常适合作为食物；可尽管树干不比一个人的腿粗，它却长到了超过60英尺高。树材的确只是由非常纤细的花丝构成；但树皮硬到可以让小斧的刀刃变形，而保罗甚至连一把刀也没有。

最后他想到可以点燃棕榈树，可是新的麻烦出现了，他没有可以打火的铁器，尽管整个岛屿上布满了岩石，我相信找到一个打火石是不可能的。保罗决定效仿黑人的点火方式。他把树枝夹在两只脚的中间，用石头的锋利端在非常干燥的树枝上凿了一个小洞。然后，他用同一块石头的边缘，在另外一个不同种类的干燥树枝上削出了一个尖端，再把这个树枝的尖端插在两脚间树枝的小洞里，并用他的手来回迅速地搓动那个带尖的树枝。几分钟过后，火花和烟雾从摩擦中涌现出来。随后保罗把干草枝堆砌在一起，在棕榈树底部点了火，很快棕榈树伴着巨大的轰隆声倒在了地上。这样成功地获得果实后，他们生吃了一部分，还有一部分被烧成了灰。

晚餐后他们回想到他们现在既没有向导也不认识路，感到非常局促不安。保罗的气魄并没有被困难征服，他对维吉尼亚说：“阳光在正午会完全照射在我们的小屋子上，我们必须像早晨一样经过那个山，在远处你可以看到它的三个山顶。来，让我们快点行动吧。”他们之后从黑河北边的陡岸下来了，经过一个小时的步行后到达了一条大河的河岸，它阻挡了他们的进一步行动。

保罗和维吉尼亚站在那条河的岸边，滚动的浪花超过了河床边的岩石。水流声惊吓到了维吉尼亚，她害怕跨过河流。因此保罗把她抱在怀里,漠视水流的喧嚣声，这样负载着跨过了滑溜的岩石构成的河床。“别害怕，”他向维吉尼亚喊道，“和你在一起我感觉我很坚强。如果那个黑河的农场主拒绝你不宽恕他的奴隶的话，我会和他打一架的。”——“什么！”维吉尼亚回答道，“和那个邪恶的人打一架？我告诉过你什么？天呀！做好事怎么这么难！可做坏事又多么简单啊。”

保罗穿过河流时，他多么希望能继续这段旅程，继续抱着他的妹妹。但他很快就没了力气，不得不放下她，在她的旁边休息。维吉尼亚随后对他说：“我亲爱的哥哥，太阳要下山了，你还有些力气，可我已经完全没了，就把我留在这儿吧，你一个人回家去，免得让我们的妈妈担心。”——“啊，不，”保罗说，“我不能留下你，天黑了我们还在这个林子里，我会点火，砍倒另一棵棕榈树的；你可以吃卷心菜，我还会用树叶做成遮盖物保护你的。”

同时维吉尼亚有了点气力，她把一棵伸到河岸的老树的枝干聚到了一起，旁边的长叶子的植物被称为山谷鸣，长在靠近它的根部。当然她把这些树叶做成一种中筒靴，包裹在脚上，她的脚由于走了锋利多石的山路正在流血。因为她急切地渴望能有效，居然忘了穿上鞋子。她感觉到腿被树叶的清新凉爽后，弄断了一根竹子，一只手撑着竹子，一只手扶着保罗，继续前进。

他们在树林里走得很慢，但因为树木太高，叶子也太茂盛，到目前为止他们用来导向的山很快就从他们的视野里消失了，现在落日也从他们的视野里消失了。最后他们离开了他们已经走得筋疲力尽的小路，发现他们处在一个树丛和岩石的迷宫里，看不出有什么出路。

保罗让维吉尼亚坐了下来，而他自己跑前跑后，半疯似的寻找着能引导他们走出这个茂密森林的路，但他只是无用地疲劳着自己。随后他爬上了一棵高耸的树的顶端，希望至少在那儿能找到山脉；但他在周围什么也没找到，除了看到一些树尖，有些还镀上了落日的最后光芒。

极度的寂静主导了可怕的荒野，只有当鹿去它们那人迹罕至的巢穴时，它们所发出的叫声才打破了那种寂静。保罗希望会有猎人能够听到他，便尽他所能地叫喊着：“来人啊，快来帮帮维吉尼亚！”但深林只传来了他的回音，一遍又一遍，“维吉尼亚——维吉尼亚！”

最后保罗克服疲劳和烦恼爬下了树。他四处张望，希望能在那片荒凉之地找到今晚能够栖身的场所，但他既找不到泉水，也找不到棕榈树，甚至连一个适合点火的干树枝也找不到。随后，他想起了以前的经历，想起了他自己的软弱，居然开始哭起来。维吉尼亚对他说：“别哭了，我亲爱的哥哥，否则我会太伤心的。是我让你伤心的，也是我让我们的妈妈此时这么着急的。我发现我们什么也不用做，甚至好的也不用，不用考虑到我们的爸爸妈妈。啊，我真是太不明智了！”——她开始掉起了眼泪。“让我们祈祷上帝吧，我亲爱的哥哥，”她再次说道，“他会听到我们的。”他们刚完成祝愿，就听到了狗吠声。“那一定是某个猎人的狗，”保罗说，“他晚上来这儿，是来等鹿的。”没多久，那条狗更加狂暴地再次叫了起来。

“确实，”维吉尼亚说，“是菲德尔，是我们自己的狗，我熟悉它的叫声。”过了一会儿，菲德尔来到了他们脚下，吠叫着，哀嚎着，呻吟着，爱抚地凝视着他们。还没等他们从惊讶中缓和过来，就看到多明戈朝他们跑了过来。看到那个善良的年迈的黑人喜极而泣，他们也开始哭了起来。

当多明戈自己好了点儿后，“啊，我亲爱的孩子们，”他说，“你们让你们的妈妈多么痛苦啊！当他们回家后发现你们没在家里，他们多么惊讶啊！我在种植园里到处跑，也不知道在哪儿能找到你们。最后我拿了些你们的旧衣服，给菲德尔这个可怜的家伙看，它好像懂我的意思，立即开始嗅你们走过的路，一直摇着尾巴引导我来到了黑河。”

“在那儿我看到一个农场主，他告诉我你们带回的一个逃亡的黑人妇女是他的奴隶，他已经应你的请求原谅了她。之后，菲德尔仍然嗅着，指引我上了黑河的陡岸。在那儿它又停下了，尽全力吠叫着。最后它引导我来到了这个地方。我们现在在山脚下，离家还足有4里格远。来吧，吃点东西恢复力气。”

多明戈随后拿出一个蛋糕、一些水果和一个装满饮料的大葫芦，给了他们。但当他们准备继续走时，新麻烦出现了：保罗和维吉尼亚不能再走了，他们的脚肿胀发炎了。多明戈不知道怎么办，是留下他们寻求帮助去，还是待在那里和他们过完这个夜晚。他说：“曾经有段时间我可以把你们两个抱在我怀里！可现在你们都长大了，我也老了。”

当他正在感到困惑时，一群逃亡的黑奴在离他们不远处出现了。他们的头头儿接近了保罗和维吉尼亚，对他们说：“善良年轻的白人朋友，别怕。我们看见你们和一名黑河的黑人妇女今天早晨经过了。你们为了她向她那邪恶的主人求情，我们作为回报，会把你们扛回家的。”之后他做了个手势，4个最强壮的黑人立即用树枝和藤蔓做成了一个担架，让保罗和维吉尼亚坐在了上面，然后把担架扛在了肩上。多明戈手持一根点亮的火把，走在前面。他们行进着，整个队伍欣喜若狂，祝福声淹没了他们。

他们于半夜到达了山脚，在山脊点燃了一些火把。他们刚准备下来就听到了一声尖叫声：

“是你们吗？我的孩子们。”他们立即回答了，黑人也答道：“是，是的，是他们。”过了一会儿他们才辨清正向他们跑来的妈妈，他们手里都拿着点燃的火把。“不幸的孩子们！”德拉图尔夫人叫道，“你们去哪儿了？你们经历的痛苦让我们多么难受啊！”——“我们，”维吉尼亚答道，“去了黑河，我们去那儿是为一个流亡的黑奴求情的，我早晨给了她早餐，因为她几乎快要饿死了，是这些流亡的黑奴把我们带回家的。”德拉图尔夫人抱着她的女儿，说不出话来；维吉尼亚觉察到她妈妈的泪水湿润了她的脸，大声说：“我会补偿我所带来的痛苦的，”玛格丽特狂喜，把保罗按在怀里，大声说，“我亲爱的孩子，你做得很好。”在他们和孩子到达村舍后，他们设宴款待了所有的黑人，随后黑人返回到了树林里，向上帝祈祷：把所有的祝福都降临到那些善良的白人身上吧。

选自《保罗和维吉尼亚》





OLIVER GOLDSMITH

Oliver Goldsmith was born in 1728, in a little Irish hamlet called Pallas. His father was a clergyman, who found it hard to provide for his large family of eight children. When Oliver was two years old, his father was offered a place as curate at Lissoy, and the family moved to a large house near that village.

A servant, named Elizabeth Delop, taught the alphabet to little Oliver, and he was afterwards sent to the village school. His teacher was an old quartermaster named Thomas Byrne, who used to shoulder a crutch and show the boys “how fields were won”. He told the children Irish folk stories and wild legends and sang them many a song.

While at this school, Oliver was taken ill with smallpox, and was sent, on recovering, to the Griffin school at Roscommon. The pale-faced little fellow learned very slowly and was looked upon as a dunce. The boys laughed at him and imposed upon him, although they all regarded him as kind-hearted and affectionate.

Oliver was no dunce, though he seemed so stupid and awkward. After he became famous, these very playmates remembered bright answers he had given when they had roused him beyond endurance.

While attending school at Roscommon, Oliver stayed with his Uncle John. A country dance was once given at the house. The gay music led Oliver to forget his shyness, and he began to dance the hornpipe. The fiddler laughed and called him “Ugly AEsop”. Oliver quickly turned to him and said,—“Heralds, proclaim aloud! All saying,

See AEsop dancing and his monkey playing.”In spite of these flashes of wit, his playmates continued to laugh at him and cheat him into buying their worthless toys, and he was thought to be the dullest boy in the village.

At the age of eleven he was sent to a school at Athlone, about five miles away, and two years later attended a school at Edgeworthstown. The master, Rev. Patrick Hughes, took an interest in the lad, and was the only teacher who recognized his good qualities.

The story is told that Oliver was returning to school after a holiday, riding a horse and carrying a guinea in his pocket. He loitered along the way, enjoying the scenes, and at nightfall found himself several miles from school.

The guinea gave him such a sense of wealth that he inquired the way to the best house in the village, meaning the best inn. The man of whom he inquired was amused at the boy's importance, and directed him to the home of Squire Featherstone. Oliver rang at the gate, gave his orders to the servant, and called for a supper and the best room in the house. The squire, seeing his mistake, carried on the joke, and it was not until Oliver produced the guinea to settle his account that he learned the truth.

He afterwards wrote a play, which has such an incident for its foundation.

In his seventeenth year Oliver went to Trinity College, Dublin, entering as a “sizar”, a name given to those students who were educated at little expense but were obliged to act as servants. He swept the courts and waited on the table. He had a room in a garret, and after he became famous it was found that he had scrawled his name upon one of the windows.

The unhappy sizar little thought that some day this pane of glass would be given a place of honor in the College Library.

Poor Oliver led an unhappy life. He cared little for study and had a brutal tutor. A year and a half after he entered college his father died and he was in want.

Music afforded him his only delight, and he loved to play upon his flute and sing. He wrote street ballads to keep himself from starving and sold them for five shillings apiece. The happiest hours he spent were those when he crept out after dark to listen to the singing of these ballads by the street beggars.

He was so kind-hearted that he seldom reached home with the whole of his five shillings. Each beggar's cry would touch his tender heart, and he often robbed himself of his clothing that he might cover some shivering form.

When he was twenty-one, Goldsmith received the degree of Bachelor of Arts and returned to his home. There he spent a happy period of two years, helping his brother, who taught the village school, and assisting his widowed mother.

After trying a number of professions without success, Goldsmith decided to emigrate to America. He started with thirty pounds and mounted on a good horse. In six weeks he returned, riding a forlorn-looking beast. He said that he had reached a seaport and paid his passage to America, but that the winds were unfavorable, and while waiting he had taken a little trip into the country. During his absence a fair wind had arisen and the ship had sailed without him.

Goldsmith then decided to study law. Mr. Contarine, an uncle, lent him fifty pounds, and he set out for London. Stopping at Dublin, he met an old schoolmate who persuaded him to try his luck at doubling his money at a card table, and he lost it all.

Mr. Contarine did not entirely lose faith in his wayward nephew, and, learning that he had some taste for chemistry, gave him the means to start the study of medicine. Goldsmith went to Edinburgh and spent eighteen months there. He then continued his medical studies at Leyden. He left Leyden in his twenty-seventh year. The day before his departure he had seen some rare plants in a florist's window. Remembering that his uncle had expressed a desire for these varieties, he purchased them with the little money he had and sent them to Ireland.

The next year was spent in journeying on foot through Flanders, France, and Switzerland. He had little or no money, and slept in barns and even under hedges. When he came to a convent or a monastery, he found shelter for the night; and his flute often earned him a supper and a lodging, for the peasants, as well as the little children, enjoyed and rewarded him for the merry strains which set them to dancing.

The wanderer landed at Dover, friendless and penniless.He turned strolling player, but his face and figure were not received with favor. He reached London, but led a hard life there. Unable to find suitable employment, he pounded drugs and ran errands for a chemist, served as usher in a school, and was even reduced to a life among the beggars.

His medical education was of little use to him. He tried to open a practice in London, but had few patients, and while at their bedsides was obliged to hold his hat over his coat to hide the worn places.

Goldsmith now began to toil with his pen, lodging in a garret at the top of a flight of stairs called “Breakneck Steps”. In this wretched abode, he wrote many articles for magazines and newspapers, essays, and poems, as were called for by the bookseller who employed him. His style was pure and graceful, and his humor happy. There was beauty in all that he wrote, and he gradually grew in favor. He made the acquaintance of Dr. Johnson, one of the greatest English writers; Reynolds, a famous English painter; and Edmund Burke, a distinguished orator.

Goldsmith left the garret at the top of “Breakneck Steps” and took rooms in a better locality; but he was constantly in debt. At one time he was arrested for not paying his rent, and he appealed to Johnson for help. The good doctor sent him a guinea and soon followed the messenger. He found that Goldsmith had changed the guinea, bought a bottle of wine, and was upbraiding the landlady. Dr. Johnson put the cork into the bottle, and told Goldsmith to think of some way out of his difficulty.

Goldsmith told him that he had a novel all ready for the press. Johnson read it, saw that it was good, and carrying it to a bookseller, sold it for sixty pounds. The debt was paid and the sheriff's officer withdrew. The novel that acted as rescuer was “The Vicar of Wakefield”. Before it was published, however, “The Traveler” appeared. This poem, which was the first work to which Goldsmith had signed his name, received highest praise from the critics.

“The Vicar of Wakefield” was published when Goldsmith was thirty-eight years of age. Few books have been more popular. The story sparkles with wit, and the fresh home life appeals to every one.

“The Deserted Village”,a picture of simple, village life, was published four years later. Even Goldsmith's enemies had nothing to say to the praise which greeted this poem.

He wrote a play called “She Stoops to Conquer”, and after some difficulty found a manager who was willing to put it upon the stage. It was received with enthusiasm, and is still popular.

The last years of his life were attended with success, but his extravagant way of living, and readiness to respond to the call of every needy person, kept him always in debt.

Goldsmith died in 1774, in his forty-sixth year. His grave has been forgotten, but he has been honored with a monument in Westminster Abbey, bearing an inscription written by his friend Dr. Johnson.

奥利弗·古尔德史密斯

奥利弗·古尔德史密斯于1728年出生于爱尔兰一座叫做帕拉斯的小村庄。他的父亲是一位牧师，为养育8个孩子的家庭而倍感艰辛。奥利弗两岁的时候，他的父亲在里索伊得到一份牧师助理的职务，于是一家人搬到附近的一所大房子里。

一个叫做伊丽莎白·德洛浦的佣人教给小奥利弗字母，之后他被送往村子里的学校读书。他的老师是军需官，叫做托马斯·拜恩，经常扛着一个拐杖，告诉孩子们“胜仗是怎么打的”。他给孩子们讲爱尔兰的民间故事和江湖传说，还给他们唱好多歌曲。

上学期间，奥利弗染上了天花，康复后被送往罗斯康芒的格里芬学校。小家伙脸色苍白，学习进步缓慢，被大家看作差等生。男孩们都嘲笑他、欺负他，虽然他们都认为他心肠好、情感丰富。

奥利弗并不是差等生，虽然他好像有些傻、性格怪僻。他成名之后，昔日的同学回想起奥利弗在被紧逼的情况下也曾做出过精彩的回答。在罗斯康芒上学期间，奥利弗和叔叔约翰住在一起。叔叔家举行过一次家庭舞会。欢快的乐曲让奥利弗忘记了自己的羞怯，他开始伴着快步舞曲跳舞。音乐师笑话他，把他叫做“丑陋的伊索”。奥利弗马上转过头，对他说：“使者啊，大声说！让人们都听到，

看猴子演奏，而伊索在舞蹈。”虽然奥利弗时有这样语出惊人的时刻，但是他的同学还是接着嘲笑他，骗他买下他们不值钱的玩具，所以大家都认为他是村子里最愚蠢的孩子。

11岁时，他被送到阿斯隆的学校读书，阿斯隆大概5英里远，两年后在厄齐沃斯镇的学校学习。教士帕特里克·休斯是校长，对这个孩子产生了兴趣，是唯一认识到奥利弗潜质的老师。

据说，假期后奥利弗返回学校，骑着马，口袋里装着一个基尼。他在路上徜徉，欣赏着美景，夜晚时分距离学校已经有几里路远。

口袋里的基尼让他觉得自己十分富有，便询问村子里最好的房子在什么地方，也就是最好的旅店。被询问的那个人惊讶于孩子的气派，把他带到乡绅费瑟斯通的家。奥利弗拉下门铃，给用人下了命令，要房子里最好的晚餐和最好的房间。乡绅发现了孩子的误会，但是还在继续演戏，奥利弗在最后用一基尼结账的时候才知道了事实真相。

后来他写了一出剧，该剧就是以这段经历为基础。

奥利弗17岁来到都柏林的三一学院，被录取为“公费生”，公费生接受教育不需要交学费，但是需要义务工作。他清扫礼堂，在餐厅做服务员。他在阁楼上有一间屋子，奥利弗出名后人们发现他在一扇窗户上曾经刻下了自己的名字。

这个不幸的公费生从来不会想到这扇窗户将会成为学院图书馆的荣誉之地。

可怜的奥利弗生活得并不幸福。他在学习上并不用心，老师对他也不好。他入学后一年半父亲去世，奥利弗陷入困境。

音乐成为他唯一的喜好，他喜欢吹奏长笛和唱歌。他写作街巷民歌，以此赚取少量食物，民歌每首可以卖5先令。一次他在天黑后逃出学校，去听路边的乞丐唱他自己写作的歌谣，这是他度过的最为愉快的时光。

他的心地十分善良，回到家时5先令很少全数保留。每一个乞丐的哀求都会触动他的柔软心肠，他经常脱下衣服，盖在某一个发抖的人身上。

21岁的时候，古尔德史密斯获得了文学学士学位，回到了自己的家。在那里他度过了两年愉快的时光，他可以为在乡村学校教书的哥哥帮忙，也可以协助守寡的母亲。

古尔德史密斯尝试了很多行当，但最终都没有成功，后来他决定移居美国。他离开时身上只有30英镑，骑着一匹骏马。6周后他回来了，骑着一匹筋疲力尽的牲口。他说他抵达了海港，买了船票，但是风向不利，在等待期间他到小村庄里转了一下。在他离开的时候，风向变好，船起航了，他不在船上。

古尔德史密斯决定研究法律。一位叫肯塔林的叔叔借给他50英镑，他去了伦敦。他在都柏林稍作停留，遇到了一位昔日的校友，校友劝他赌博，说可以赢得一倍的旅资，但是他输掉了所有的钱。

肯塔林先生并没有对他古怪的侄儿失去信心，在获悉他对化学有兴趣之后，便给予他必要的资助，助他研究医药。古尔德史密斯来到爱丁堡，在那里度过了18个月的时光。之后他在莱顿继续学医。他27岁离开莱顿。在动身的前一天，他在花商的橱窗里看到了一些稀有的花朵。他记得叔叔曾经说过喜欢稀奇古怪的东西，就用仅有的钱把这些花朵买了下来，寄到了爱尔兰。

第二年古尔德史密斯徒步旅行了弗兰德斯地区、法国和瑞士。他的口袋里几乎没有钱，睡在谷仓里或者树篱下。只有在来到修道院或者僧院的时候，他才可以在房间过夜；他也经常吹长笛，为自己赢得食物和住处，还有农民的孩子喜欢听他的音乐，伴着他的音乐翩翩起舞，为他的演奏报答他。

漫游者在丹佛回国，没有朋友、身无分文。他变成了漫游音乐家，但是他的面孔并没有发生太多的变化。他来到伦敦，生活艰辛。他无法找到合适的工作，便为一位药剂师制药、送消息，在一所学校里做传递员，生活潦倒，像个乞丐。

他接受的药剂教育对他没有多少用处。他尝试在伦敦行医，但是没有病人，而在病床边为病人看病时又要拿帽子挡着衣服，不让他们看到破碎的地方。

古尔德史密斯此时开始努力写作，他住在一间阁楼里，阁楼坐落在一个叫做“刎颈梯”的楼梯上面。在这间破屋里，他为杂志、报纸写了许多文章，应和他签约的出版商之邀，他也写了许多散文和诗歌。他的风格真纯、优雅，他的格调令人愉悦。他的作品中充满了美，他也渐渐赢得了人们的爱戴。他结交了约翰逊博士——英国最伟大的作家之一、雷诺兹——一位著名的英国画家，还有埃德蒙·伯克——一位杰出的演说家。

古尔德史密斯离开了“刎颈梯”上的阁楼，在一处更好的地段落户，但是立即就欠了债。他又一次因为欠债而被捕，他请求约翰逊帮助。好心的博士给了他一个基尼，马上跟着信使来看古尔德史密斯。他发现古尔德史密斯花掉这一个基尼，买了一瓶酒，正在责怪店里的老板娘。约翰逊博士马上用软木塞上了瓶子，告诉古尔德史密斯要想想办法、走出困境。

古尔德史密斯告诉他自己已经写好了一部小说，可以发表。约翰逊阅读了小说，认为写得不错，把小说带给了书商，卖了60英镑。债还清了，法院的官员走了。帮助古尔德史密斯走出困境的小说就是《维克菲尔德的牧师》。然而，在小说出版之前，《旅行者》发表了。这是古尔德史密斯第一首署名的诗歌，得到了评论家的最高评价。

《维克菲尔德的牧师》在古尔德史密斯38岁的时候发表。很少有小说可以受到如此的欢迎。故事充满了智慧，清新的家庭生活吸引了每一个人。

《荒村》是一幅简单的乡村生活图画，发表于4年之后。这首诗歌也受到了广泛好评，甚至古尔德史密斯的对手也无话可说。

他写了一出剧，叫做《她屈恭征服》，遇到了一些困难，但是最后找到了一个经理，愿意上演这部戏剧。戏剧受到了大力的追捧，至今依然流行。

他生活的最后年月与成功相伴，但是他奢华的生活、乐于助人的天性一直使他负债累累。

古尔德史密斯死于1774年，时年46岁。他的墓地已被人们忘却，但是他却被威斯敏斯特寺记录了下来，他的朋友约翰逊博士为他写了墓志铭。





MOSES AT THE FAIR

(ABRIDGED)

Oliver Goldsmith

As we were now to hold up our heads a little higher in the world, it would be proper to sell the colt, which was grown old, at a neighboring fair, and buy us a horse that would carry single or double upon an occasion and make a pretty appearance at church or upon a visit.

As the fair happened on the following day, I had intentions of going myself; but my wife persuaded me that I had a cold, and nothing could prevail upon her to permit me from home. “No, my dear,” said she, “our son Moses is a discreet boy and can buy and sell to very good advantage; you know all our great bargains are of his purchasing. He always stands out and higgles, and actually tires them till he gets a bargain.”

As I had some opinion of my son's prudence, I was willing enough to intrust him with this commission; and the next morning I perceived his sisters busy in fitting out Moses for the fair, trimming his hair, brushing his buckles, and cocking his hat with pins. The business of the toilet being over, we had at last the satisfaction of seeing him mounted upon the colt, with a deal box before him to bring home groceries in. He had on a coat made of that cloth they call thunder and lightning, which, though grown too short, was much too good to be thrown away. His waistcoat was of gosling green, and his sisters had tied his hair with a broad, black ribbon. We all followed him several paces from the door, bawling after him, “Good luck! Good luck!” till we could no longer see him.

He was scarce gone when Mr. Thornhill's butler came to congratulate us upon our good fortune, saying that he overheard his young master mention our names with great commendation.

Good fortune seemed resolved not to come alone. Another footman from the same family followed, with a card for my daughters, importing that the two ladies had received such pleasing accounts from Mr. Thornhill of us all, that after a few previous inquiries they hoped to be perfectly satisfied. “ Ay,”cried my wife, “I now see it is no easy matter to get into the families of the great; but when one once gets in, then, as Moses says, one may go to sleep.”To this piece of humor, for she intended it for wit, my daughters assented with a loud laugh of pleasure. In short, such was her satisfaction at this message that she actually put her hand in her pocket and gave the messenger sevenpence halfpenny.

This was to be our visiting day. The next that came was Mr. Burchell, who had been at the fair. He brought my little ones a pennyworth of gingerbread each, which my wife undertook to keep for them and give them by little at a time. He brought my daughters also a couple of boxes, in which they might keep wafers, snuff, patches, or even money, when they got it. My wife was unusually fond of a weasel-skin purse, as being the most lucky; but this by the by.

I wondered what could keep our son so long at the fair, as it was now almost nightfall. “Never mind our son,” cried my wife, “depend upon it he knows what he is about. I'll warrant we'll never see him sell his hen on a rainy day. I have seen him buy such bargains as would amaze one. But, as I live, yonder comes Moses, without a horse, and the box at his back.”

As she spoke, Moses came slowly on foot, and sweating under the deal box, which he had strapped round his shoulders like a peddler. “Welcome, welcome, Moses; well, my boy, what have you brought us from the fair? ”—“I have brought you myself,” cried Moses with a sly look and resting the box on the dresser.—“Ah, Moses,” cried my wife, “that we know, but where is the horse?”—“I have sold him,” cried Moses, “for three pounds five shillings and two pence.”—“Well done, my good boy,” returned she, “I knew you would touch them off. Between ourselves, three pounds five shillings and two pence is no bad day's work. Come, let us have it, then.”—“I have brought back no money,” cried Moses again.“I have laid it all out in a bargain, and here it is,”pulling out a bundle from his breast; “here they are, a gross of green spectacles with silver rims and shagreen cases.”—“A gross of green spectacles!” repeated my wife in a faint voice. “And you have parted with the colt and brought us back nothing but a gross of paltry, green spectacles!” —“Dear mother,”cried the boy, “why won't you listen to reason? I had them a dead bargain or I should not have bought them. The silver rims alone will sell for double the money.”—“A fig for the silver rims!” cried my wife. “I dare say they won't sell for above half the money at the rate of broken silver, five shillings an ounce.”—“You need be under no uneasiness,” cried I, “about selling the rims. They are not worth six pence, for I perceive they are only copper varnished over.”—“What!” cried my wife, “Not silver! The rims not silver!”—“No,” cried I, “no more silver than your saucepan.”—“And so,” returned she, “we have parted with the colt, and have only a gross of green spectacles with copper rims and shagreen cases! The blockhead has been imposed upon, and should have known his company better.”—“There, my dear,” cried I, “you are wrong; he should not have known them at all.”—“The idiot!” returned she, “to bring me such stuff! If I had them I would throw them into the fire.”—“There again you are wrong, my dear,” said I, “for though they be copper we will keep them by us, as copper spectacles, you know, are better than nothing.”

By this time the unfortunate Moses was undeceived. He now saw that he had indeed been imposed upon by a prowling sharper, who had marked him for an easy prey. I, therefore, asked the circumstances of his deception. He sold the horse, it seems, and walked the fair in search of another. A reverend-looking man brought him to a tent under pretense of having one to sell. “Here,” continued Moses, “we met another man, very well dressed, who desired to borrow twenty pounds upon these, saying that he wanted money, and would dispose of them for a third of the value. The first gentleman, who pretended to be my friend, whispered to me to buy them, and cautioned me not to let so good an offer pass. I sent for Mr. Flamborough, and they talked him up as finely as they did me, and so at last we were persuaded to buy the two gross between us.”

From “The Vicar of wakefield”

集市上的摩西

（节选）

奥利弗·古尔德史密斯

我们现在在社会中的地位进一步提高了，就应该在附近的集市上把那匹马卖了，因为这马已经老了。同时再买一匹骏马，在有场合的时候可以坐一个人或者两个，去教堂做礼拜、串门也算体面。

明天集市就要开集了，我打算自己去；但是我的太太劝我，说我感冒了，怎么也不让我离开家。“不，亲爱的，”她说，“我们的儿子摩西是一个谨慎的孩子，可以卖一个好价钱的；你知道我们所有的得到的便宜都是他带来的。他总会站上前的，讨价还价，让他们烦得最后还是同意卖给我们了。”

我也看中儿子的能力，很愿意把这个任务交给他来完成；第二天早上我看到他的姐妹们正在忙着打扮摩西，为他梳头、擦亮扣子、用别针整好帽子，一切为了赶集。洗漱完毕，我们最后满意地看到他骑上了老马，前面画着一个处理箱，里面好放些杂货回家。他穿着一件特别的衣服，他们把那衣服叫做雷与电，因为衣服已经变得很短了，但是扔掉还是太可惜。他的马甲是嫩绿色的，姐妹们用一条黑色的宽色带绑住了他的头发。我们把他送出了门外，朝他大喊：“好运！好运！”直喊到再也看不到他。

他刚刚走，这时桑希尔先生的管家来庆祝我们的好运，说他听到他年轻的主人说了我们的好话。

好运一定不会是单数的。又从桑希尔先生家来了一位男仆，拿来了一张卡片给我的女儿，说两位女士刚刚从桑希尔先生那里听说了我们有多么好，在问了一些问题之后，她们想要见见我们家人。“啊，”我太太喊道，“我现在知道了，到贵族家里做客并不是一件简单的事情；但是，就像摩西说的那样，一旦你做客了，你就可以高枕无忧了。”这是一句玩笑话，我太太就是这个意思，我的女儿们高声笑了起来，表示欣赏这个笑话。总之，我太太对这条信息非常满意，她竟然把手放到口袋里，掏出几便士给了那送信的人。

我们今天要去做客了。接下来来的人是伯切尔先生，他是从集市来的。他给我的小孩儿买了1便士的姜饼，我太太接过姜饼保存起来，准备每次都给他们切一小块。他也给我的女儿们带来一些盒子，她们可以在里面放一些薄酥饼、烛花、布块，甚至还有钱，如果她们能得到的话。我太太非常喜欢鼬鼠皮钱包，因为它可以带来好运，但是这一次没有。

现在已经快到晚上了，我不知道儿子怎么在集市上待了这么长的时间还不回来。“别担心我们的儿子，”我太太大声说，“我相信他知道应该做些什么。我保证我们绝不会看到他在雨天买鸡的。我看过他讨价还价，连我都想象不到。但是，看啊，摩西在那边，马不见了，盒子在背后。”

在她说话的时候，摩西已经缓缓地走来了，盒子让他出了很多汗，用带子把盒子绑在肩膀上，就像一个小贩。“欢迎，欢迎，摩西；好啊，我的儿子，你从集市上给我们带来了什么？”——“我只把自己带回来了，”摩西大声说，眼神有些狡猾，把盒子放在梳妆台上。——“啊，摩西，”我太太喊道，“我们看到你回来了，但是马在哪里？”——“我把它卖了，”摩西说，“卖了3英镑5先令2便士。”——“干得不错，我的好儿子，”她说，“我就知道你一定能把它卖个好价钱。就我们来说，3英镑5先令2便士可是不差的买卖了。来啊，让我们看看吧。”——“我没带钱回来，”摩西又大声说，“我把钱都换成东西了，在这里，”他从胸口里拿出一大堆东西，“看看吧，一大堆绿色的镜子，边上镶着银，还有鲨鱼皮盒子。”——“一大堆绿色的镜子！”我太太又重复了一遍，声音虚弱。“你把我们的马给卖了，只拿回来一大堆破烂的绿色镜子！”——“亲爱的妈妈，”孩子喊道，“你怎么就不好好想一想啊？我一定是占了便宜，不然我是不会买的。单是银边就可以卖上2倍的价钱。”——“这银边根本不值钱！”我太太喊了起来！——“我敢说，以旧银子来计算，这些银子的价钱是买不上一半的，大概每盎司5先令。”——“你没有必要感到不安，”我喊道，“买着这些银边。这些根本不值一分钱，因为我看出来了这些不过是镀在上面的铜罢了。”——“什么！”我太太喊道，“不是银子！这镶边不是银子！”——“不是，”我大声说，“不是银子，和你的平底锅一样不是银子。”——“就是这样，”她回答说，“我们的马没了，却只得到了这堆绿色的破镜子，镶边是铜的，还有鳄鱼皮盒子！这蠢货中了魔了，应该知道他在和什么人做买卖。”——“亲爱的，”我大声说，“你说错了，他就不应该知道他们。”——“蠢货！”她回答说，“给我拿这些东西回来！要是我拿到这样的东西，我一定会把它们扔进火里的。”——“你又说错了，亲爱的，”我说，“虽然这些东西是铜做的，我们还是要留着，你知道吗，铜镜子也比什么都没有要好啊。”

这时不幸的摩西醒悟了。他终于明白了，他真的被巧舌的骗子给骗了，这骗子把他当傻子来骗。因此，我问了问他上当的场合。好像是这样，他卖了马，后来在集市上游荡，想买一点别的东西。一个面善的人把他带到一个帐篷里，假装要卖给他一点什么。“在这儿，”摩西接着说，“我们遇到了另外一个人，衣服穿得很好，想要用这些东西借20英镑，说他需要钱，只要1/3的价钱这些东西他就出手。第一位先生假装是我的朋友，小声对我说他要买这些东西，警告我不要错过这么好的买卖。我叫来弗兰伯勒先生，他们也劝说他，就像劝说我一样，最后我们被说服了，平分了这两堆东西。”

选自《维克菲尔德的牧师》





THE VILLAGE PREACHER

Oliver Goldsmith

Sweet was the sound, when oft, at evening's close,

Up yonder hill the village murmur rose;

There, as I pass'd with careless steps and slow,

The mingling notes came soften'd from below;

The swain responsive as the milkmaid sung,

The sober herd that low'd to meet their young;

The noisy geese that gabbled o'er the pool,

The playful children just let loose from school;

The watch-dog's voice that bay'd the whispering wind,

And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind;

These all in sweet confusion sought the shade,

And fill'd each pause the nightingale had made.

But now the sounds of population fail,

No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale，

No busy steps the grass-grown foot-way tread，

But all the bloomy flush of life is fled,—

All but yon widow'd, solitary thing，

That feebly bends beside the plashy spring:

She, wretched matron, forced in age, for bread，

To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread，

To pick her wintry fagot from the thorn，

To seek her nightly shed, and weep till morn;

She only left of all the harmless train，

The sad historian of the pensive plain.

Near yonder copse, where once the garden smiled,

And still where many a garden-flower grows wild;

There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose,

The village preacher's modest mansion rose.

A man he was to all the country dear，

And passing rich with forty pounds a year;

Remote from towns he ran his godly race，

Nor e'er had changed, nor wish'd to change his place;

Unskilful he to fawn, or seek for power

By doctrines fashion'd to the varying hour;

Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize,

More bent to raise the wretched than to rise.

His house was known to all the vagrant train，

He chid their wanderings, but relieved their pain;

The long remember'd beggar was his guest，

Whose beard descending swept his aged breast.

The ruin'd spendthrift, now no longer proud,

Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd;

The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay,

Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away;

Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done,

Shoulder'd his crutch, and show'd how fields were won.

Pleased with his guests, the good man learn'd to glow，

And quite forgot their vices in their woe;

Careless their merits or their faults to scan，

His pity gave ere charity began.

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride,

And e'en his failings lean'd to Virtue's side:

But in his duty prompt at every call,

He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt for all;

And, as a bird each fond endearment tries.

To tempt its new-fledged offspring to the skies，

He tried each art, reproved each dull delay,

Allured to brighter worlds, and led the way.

At church, with meek and unaffected grace，

His looks adorn'd the venerable place;

Truth from his lips prevail'd with double sway，

And fools, who came to scoff, remain'd to pray.

The service past, around the pious man，

With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran;

E'en children follow'd with endearing wile，

And pluck'd his gown, to share the good man's smile.

His ready smile a parent's warmth express'd，

Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distress'd;

To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given，

But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven.

As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form,

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm，

Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread，

Eternal sunshine settles on its head.

From “The Deserted Village”

乡村牧师

奥利弗·古尔德史密斯

这声音多美妙，夜晚已经来临，

远处的山上村民的声音响起；

我在那里慢慢地散步，没有顾虑，

不同的声响从下面缓缓传来；

挤奶姑娘歌唱，小伙回应，

沉静的羊群中，长幼亲昵；

聒噪的大鹅在池塘上乱叫，

顽皮的孩子们刚从学校出来；

看门狗的叫声混在风声里，

村民无须动脑，大笑就好；

所有一切乱成一片，寻找树荫，

夜莺的叫声填补了空白。

但是现在人们的声音衰弱了，

再也没有人在风声中小声细语，

再也没有繁忙的脚步响在路上，

生活的所有色彩都消失了——

只有那孤寡老人，孑然一身，

还在那水边，微弱地低下身躯：

可怜的老母，年事已高，为了面包，

还要从满是水芹的水中提水，

还要在冬季从山上砍柴，

还要回到阴暗的小屋，哭泣到天明；

她是这善良的村民中唯一留下的人，

记录着这山村里发生着的变化。

那里的小树丛，曾经点缀着花园，

花朵依然在那里开放，只是无人照管；

这里如今已经长满了杂草，

乡村牧师的小屋曾经就在这里。

全村的人都非常喜爱他，

他每年挣40英镑，还算富裕；

他在远离城镇的地方传经布道，

从未变化，也不想变化；

他不会奉承，也不会利用时尚的教义追逐权力；

他的心中有不一样的追求，

扶助弱者，而非抬高自我。

所有流浪的人都知道他住在哪里，

他否定他们的游荡，但是解除他们的困苦；

一个常年的乞丐是他的客人，

胡子下摆，摆在胸前。

一个挥霍无度的人破产了，如今不再傲慢，

也说是他的朋友，在这儿做过客；

负伤的士兵被邀请休息，

坐在火边，彻夜长谈；

为他的负伤还有其他悲伤的事情而流泪，

扛着拐棍，演示仗是怎么打胜的。

热情好客，这个好人满面笑容，

看到客人的痛苦，忘记了他们的罪恶；

不去在意他们的优点或是错误，

行善之前他开始可怜他们。

他乐于帮助受苦的人，

甚至他的过失也不受谴责：

他的责任使他愿意承担一切，

他体察、怜悯，为所有人祈祷、祝愿；

就像鸟类尝试各种新的冒险，

好让新生的后代展翅翱翔，

他也努力创新，不许拖延，

向往更好的世界，指引那里。

教堂里，他带着平易、自然的优雅，

他的表情为神圣的所在增色；

他嘴里说出的真理更加具有说服力，

前来捣乱的傻子也留下来祷告。

礼拜结束，在这个圣人身旁，

所有质朴的村民带着热情走过；

甚至孩子们也在他身边耍些把戏，

拉一拉他的法袍，引他发笑。

他喜欢笑，笑中有父母的慈爱，

他们过得好他高兴，他们过得坏他担忧；

他的情感、他的爱恨全部给了他们，

但是他严肃的思考却在天上。

就像高耸的峭壁挺起了身躯，

俯临山谷，抗拒风暴，

虽然胸前还有阴云飘荡，

头顶却是永恒的阳光普照。

选自《荒村》





CASTLES IN SPAIN

George William Curtis

George William Curtis was born at Providence, R. I., on the 24th of February, 1824. He received his early education at Jamaica Plain, Mass.

The Curtis family went to New York City when George was fifteen years old, and he spent a year in the counting office of a merchant.

Three years later George and his brother went to Brook Farm, in West Roxbury, Mass., where some literary men had formed a community. They spent two years there, studying, and enjoying the outdoor life.

After a winter at home they went to Concord, working on a farm half the day, and spending the remaining hours in study. Mr. Curtis recalled that season in these words:—

“The soft, sunny spring in the silent Concord meadows, where I sat in the great, cool barn through the long, still, golden afternoons and read the history of Rome.”

He had already become acquainted with Mr. Emerson, and became a member of a club where he met Hawthorne, Thoreau, and Alcott. It was at this time that Thoreau built his hut, and the Curtis brothers helped to raise it.

Mr. Curtis sailed for Europe in 1846, and spent four years in traveling about Italy, France, Germany, and Palestine. On his return his first book, “Nile Notes of a Howadji”, was published, and he began to deliver lectures. He became connected with the publishing house of Harper & Brothers, and also wrote for the “New York Tribune” and “Putnam's Monthly”. In this last-named magazine appeared his “Potiphar Papers” and “Prue and I”. They were afterward published in book form and met with success. The charm of the latter book is as fresh today as when it was first written.

For many years, Curtis held the position of editor of “Harper's Weekly”, and was engaged in writing and lecturing until his death in August, 1892.

I am the owner of great estates. Many of them lie in the west, but the greater part are in Spain. You may see my western possessions any evening at sunset, when their spires and battlements flash against the horizon.

It gives me a feeling of pardonable importance, as a proprietor, that they are visible, to my eyes at least, from any part of the world in which I chance to be. In my long voyage around the Cape of Good Hope to India (the only voyage I ever made, when I was a boy and a supercargo), if I fell homesick, or sank into a revery of all the pleasant homes I had left behind, I had but to wait until sunset, and then looking toward the west, I beheld my clustering pinnacles and towers, brightly burnished, as if to salute and welcome me.

So, in the city, if I get vexed and wearied, and cannot find my wonted solace in sallying forth at dinnertime to contemplate the gay world of youth and beauty, I go quietly up to the house-top, toward evening, and refresh myself with a distant prospect of my estates. And if I sometimes wonder at such moments whether I shall find those realms as fair as they appear, I am suddenly reminded that the night air may be noxious, and, descending, I enter the little parlor where my wife, Prue, sits stitching, and surprise that precious woman by exclaiming with the poet's enthusiasm: “Thought would destroy their Paradise

No more;—where ignorance is bliss

'T is folly to be wise.”

Columbus also had possessions in the west; and as I read aloud the romantic story of his life, my voice quivers when I come to the point in which it is related that sweet odors of the land mingled with the sea air, as the admiral's fleet approached the shores; that tropical birds flew out and fluttered around the ships, glittering in the sun, the gorgeous promises of the new country; that boughs, perhaps with blossoms not all decayed, floated out to welcome the strange wood from which the craft was hollowed. Then I cannot restrain myself. I think of the gorgeous visions I have seen before I have even undertaken the journey to the west, and I cry aloud to Prue:—

“What sun-bright birds and gorgeous blossoms and celestial odors will float out to us, my Prue, as we approach our western possessions!”

The placid Prue raises her eyes to mine with a reproof so delicate that it could not be trusted to words; and after a moment she resumes her knitting and I proceed.

These are my western estates, but my finest castles are in Spain.It is a country famously romantic, and my castles are all of perfect proportions and appropriately set in the most picturesque situations.

I have never been to Spain myself, but I have naturally conversed much with travelers to that country. The wisest of them told me that there were more holders of real estate in Spain than in any other region he had ever heard of, and they are all great proprietors. Every one of them possesses a multitude of the stateliest castles. From conversation with them you easily gather that each one considers his own castles much the largest and in the loveliest positions. And after I heard this said, I verified it by discovering that all my immediate neighbors in the city were great Spanish proprietors.

One day, as I raised my head from entering some long and tedious accounts in my books, and began to reflect that the quarter was expiring, and that I must begin to prepare the balance sheet, I observed my subordinate in office, but not in years (for the poor old clerk will never see sixty again!) leaning on his hand, and much abstracted.

“Are you not well?” asked I.

“Perfectly, but I was just building a castle in Spain.” said he.

I looked at his rusty coat, his faded hands, his sad 26 eyes, and white hair for a moment in great surprise, and then inquired:—

“Is it possible that you own property there too?”

He shook his head silently; and still leaning on his hand, and with an expression in his eye as if he were looking upon the most fertile estate of Andalusia, he went on making his plans: laying out his gardens, I suppose, building terraces for the vines, determining a library with a southern exposure, and resolving which should be the tapestried chamber.

“What a singular whim!” thought I as I watched him and filled up a check for four hundred dollars, my quarterly salary, “that a man who owns castles in Spain should be a bookkeeper at nine hundred dollars a year!”

It is not easy for me to say how I know so much, as I certainly do, about my castles in Spain. The sun always shines upon them. They stand lofty and fair in a luminous, golden atmosphere,—a little hazy and dreamy, perhaps, like the Indian summer, but in which no gales blow and there are no tempests. All the sublime mountains and beautiful valleys and soft landscape that I have not yet seen are to be found in the grounds. They command a noble view of the Alps; so fine, indeed, that I should be quite content with the prospect of them from the highest tower of my castle, and not care to go to Switzerland.

The neighboring ruins, too, are as picturesque as those of Italy. The rich gloom of my orange groves is gilded by fruit as brilliant of complexion and exquisite of flavor as any that ever dark-eyed Sorrento girls, looking over the high plastered walls of southern Italy, hand to the youthful travelers, climbing on donkeys up the narrow lane beneath.

The Nile flows through my grounds. The desert lies upon their edge, and Damascus stands in my garden. From the windows of those castles look the beautiful women whom I have never seen, whose portraits the poets have painted. They wait for me there, and chiefly the fair-haired child, lost to my eyes so long ago, now bloomed into an impossible beauty. In the long, summer mornings the children that I never had, play in the gardens that I never planted. I hear their sweet voices sounding low and far away, calling, “Father! Father!” I see the lost, fair-haired girl, grown now into a woman, descending the stately stairs of my castle in Spain, stepping out upon the lawn, and playing with those children. They bound away together down the garden; but those voices linger, this time airily calling, “Mother! Mother!”

But there is a stranger magic than this in my Spanish estates. The lawny slopes on which, when a child, I played in my father's old country place, which was sold when he failed, are all there, and not a flower faded, nor a blade of grass sere. The green leaves have not fallen from the spring woods of half a century ago, and a gorgeous autumn has blazed undimmed for fifty years among the trees I remember.

Chestnuts are not especially sweet to my palate now, but those with which I used to prick my fingers when gathering them in New Hampshire woods are exquisite as ever to my taste when I think of eating them in Spain. I never ride horseback now at home; but in Spain, when I think of it, I bound over all the fences in the country, bareback upon the wildest horses.

Yes, and in those castles in Spain, Prue is not the placid helpmate with whom you are acquainted, but her face has a bloom which we both remember, and her movement a grace which my Spanish swans emulate, and her voice a music sweeter than orchestras discourse. She is always there what she seemed to me when I fell in love with her many and many years ago.

So, when I meditate my Spanish castles, I see Prue in them as my heart saw her standing by her father's door. “Age cannot wither her.” There is a magic in the Spanish air that paralyzes Time. He glides by unnoticed and unnoticing. I greatly admire the Alps, which I see so distinctly from my Spanish windows; I delight in the taste of the southern fruit that ripens upon my terraces; I enjoy the pensive shade of the Italian ruins in my gardens; I like to shoot crocodiles, and talk with the Sphinx upon the shores of the Nile flowing through my domain; but I would resign all these forever rather than part with that Spanish portrait of Prue for a day.

From “ Prue and I”

By permission of Harper and Brothers

西班牙城堡

乔治·威廉姆·柯蒂斯

乔治·威廉姆·柯蒂斯于1824年2月24日生于罗得岛州普罗维登市。他早年在马萨诸塞州牙买加平原上学。

在乔治15岁时，柯蒂斯家族搬到了纽约市，他在一名商人的会计室工作了一年。

3年后，乔治和他的兄弟前往布鲁克农场，它位于马萨诸塞州的西罗克斯伯里。在那儿一些文人组成了一个社团。他们在那儿度过了两年，学习和享受着户外生活。

他们在家待了一个冬天后，前往康纳德。每天他们在农场上工作半天，剩下的半天用来学习。柯蒂斯先生回忆到那个季节时这么说：

“柔和和煦的春天，在宁静的康纳德牧场里，我坐在凉爽的粮仓里阅读罗马史，就这样度过了长长的、黄金般的下午。”

那时，他已经跟艾默生先生熟识了，并成为了俱乐部的一员。在那里他遇到了霍桑、梭罗和阿尔科特。就在这时，梭罗修建了他的小屋，柯蒂斯兄弟帮助他筹集资金。

柯蒂斯先生在1846年乘船到了欧洲，花了4年时间遍游意大利、法国、德国和巴勒斯坦。在他返回期间，他的第一部书《夏瓦吉的尼罗河记》发表了，他开始做起了演讲。他和哈珀兄弟的出版社有了联系，也为《纽约论坛》和《帕特南月报》写作。他的作品《波蒂弗论文》和《普鲁和我》发表在《帕特南月报》上。随后，它们以书的形式出版并获得了成功。而且，后一本书直到今天仍魅力不减。

柯蒂斯担任《哈珀月报》的编辑很多年，长期从事写作和演讲，直到1892年8月份他去世。

我拥有多处房产。有些在西面，但更多的还是在西班牙。在黄昏的任何一个夜晚，当它们的塔尖和城垛闪着刺眼的光芒时，你也许会看到我西面的房产。

作为一名领主，在我碰巧会去的世界的任何地方，我的眼睛至少是能看到他们的，它给了我一种我的骄傲可以被谅解的感觉。在我环游好望角的长途旅行中（我唯一的一次旅行，那时我还是一名小孩押运员），如果我想家，或陷入到幻想我所丢弃的美好家乡时，我只能等到日落后，眺望西方，注视我那簇拥在一起的塔楼和塔尖，闪着耀眼的光泽，好像在向我致敬，欢迎我。

因此，在这个城市里，如果我苦恼疲惫，而在吃饭时去幻想这个年轻美丽的灰色世界，又找不到惯有的安慰时，我会在濒临夜晚时静静地上到屋顶，眺望我远处的房产，这会让我振作起来。如果有时我会惊叹，是否这会儿我应该找到那些美丽犹如初现时的地方，我会突然记起，夜晚的空气是有毒的，我就会下来，进到一个小客厅。我的妻子普鲁坐在那儿做缝纫活儿，为了让那位我珍爱的妇人惊讶，我会用诗人的热情呼喊：

“思想会摧毁他们的乐园

再也没有；——无知就是幸福

明智是愚蠢的。”

哥伦布在西方也有财产；我会大声地读他的浪漫史，当我读到的段落是关于岛屿甜蜜的气味交杂着海的味道时，是海军司令的舰队靠近海岸时；是关于热带的鸟儿突然飞出，拍打着翅膀盘旋在船只旁，在阳光下熠熠生辉，展现出一个新国家的绚丽征兆时；是关于一些可能并没完全腐败，还开着花的大树枝漂出来，欢迎陌生的被工艺镂空的木头时，我的声音会颤抖。随后我不能抑制住我自己。在我接受这个去西方的旅程之前，我会想到我之前所看到的绚丽美景，大声向普鲁叫道：

“我的普鲁，当我们靠近我们西面的领地时，漂向我们的将会是多么光亮的鸟儿，多么绚丽的花簇和美味的空气啊！”

普鲁非常平静，抬起眼看着我的眼睛，带着一丝责难，非常纤弱，以致无法用言语表达出来；过了一会儿，她又开始了缝制。于是，我就走了。

我在西面有房产，可我最漂亮的城堡还是在西班牙。它是一个出了名的浪漫的国家，我城堡的格局非常完美，非常恰当地被建造在风景如画之处。我自己从来没去过西班牙，但我自然和那些去过这个国家的游者们交谈过很多。他们中间最聪明的一个告诉我，西班牙真正的房产拥有者要比我所听过的其他地方要多，他们都是伟大的业主。他们每个人都拥有大量的庄严的城堡。在与他们的交谈中，你就能轻松地推断出他们每个人都认为他们自己的城堡才是最大的，处在最迷人的位置。在我听到这种说法后，我会通过发现这座城市最近的邻居都是伟大的西班牙业主来证实它的。

一天，当我从一些冗长乏味的账目本中抬起头时，我开始思索1/4的账款都失效了，必须开始准备一些表平衡它。我观察到办公室里我的下属，他手撑着头，心不在焉，可他并不年迈(因为贫困的老职员将再也活不到60岁！)

“你感觉不好吗？”我问。

“很好，但我那时正在西班牙修建一座城堡。”他说。

我非常吃惊，看了会儿他那生锈的帽子、褪色的手、忧郁的眼睛和白发，随后询问道：

“你也可以在那儿拥有房产吗？”

他摇了摇头，沉默不语；手仍然支着头，他的眼神似乎在看着安达卢西亚的大片房产，继续做着他的计划。我想，他是在设计他的花园，为葡萄树修建阳台，决定让图书室朝南，确定带有挂毯的卧房的位置。

“多么奇特的想法啊！”我想，我正如看他时一样惊讶，用400元去填充这个表，那可是我一个季度的薪水，“一年薪水900元的记账人将会在西班牙拥有城堡！”

要说出我为何如此熟悉我西班牙的城堡并不容易，可我的确知道那么多。太阳总是照耀着它们。它们高耸着，很漂亮，处在一个明亮的金黄的大气中——也许就像印度的夏天一样，有点朦胧恍惚。但那儿没有大风，也没有暴风雨。我所没见过的雄伟的山脉、漂亮的峡谷和柔美的风景都将会在那儿被见到。在那儿能看到壮丽的阿尔卑斯山脉，确实非常之美，以致我应满足于从我城堡的最高处所见到的景观，而不用去瑞士。

邻近的废址也和意大利的一样风景如画。我深暗的橘园被果实镀上了金边，就像眼睛漆黑的索伦托女孩的鲜艳肤色和身上的高雅香料，她们俯视着意大利南部高高的还涂着厚厚的石膏的墙。她们把手递给年轻的游者，爬上毛驴，沿着下面的狭道前行。

尼罗河流经我的地盘。沙漠躺在它们旁边，大马士革就屹立在我的花园内。透过那些城堡的窗子能看到我从来没见过的漂亮女人，她们就跟诗人描绘的一样美。她们在那儿等着我，但主要还是等我很久没见过的金发小孩，现在变得如此不可思议的美。在漫长的夏天的早晨，我不曾有的小孩在我从没种植过的花园里玩耍。我听到她们甜甜的声音，忽近忽远，在叫喊：“爸爸！爸爸！”我看到那个丢失过的金发女孩，她长成了一位女子，正从我西班牙城堡雄伟的台阶上下来，到草坪上和那些小孩嬉戏。他们一起活泼地跑出了花园；但他们的声音还在徘徊着，这次传来一个活泼的呼喊声：“妈妈！妈妈！”

但在我的西班牙房子里，还有一个比这更奇异的魔力。我还是孩童时，在我父亲的老村地里玩耍的草坡都在那儿，没有一朵花儿凋谢，也没有一片草叶枯萎。绿叶还没有从半世纪前的春天的树林里掉落下来，在我所记得的树中，绚丽的秋天已有50年一直发出明亮的光芒了。

栗子现在并没有特别地甜到我，曾经在新罕布什尔，当我收集它们时，它还把我的手指给戳破了，但当我想到在西班牙吃这东西时，它们的口味还是和曾经一样细腻。我现在从来不曾骑马回家。但在西班牙，当我想起它时，我会骑在最狂野的马上，不用马鞍而跃过那个国家的所有栅栏。

是，在西班牙的那些城堡里，普鲁不再是你所熟识的安静的伴侣，但她的面色跟我们都记得的一样红润，步调优雅，我那西班牙天鹅也要竭力效仿，它的声音比管弦乐队的音乐还要甜。它对我来说依然和多年前我爱上它时一样。

因此，在我冥想我的西班牙城堡时，我看见普鲁在里面，就和我的心看见他站在她父亲的门旁一样。“岁月没法使她衰老。”西班牙的空气中有种麻痹了时间的魔力。它滑过了，没有被注意到，也没有去注意。我非常仰慕阿尔卑斯山脉，我能从我西班牙的窗子清晰地看到它；我喜欢品尝在我台阶上成熟的南方水果；我享受我花园里意大利遗址那发人幽思的凄凉情调；我喜欢射杀鳄鱼，也喜欢和狮身人面像在流经我领地的尼罗河岸上交谈。然而，我宁愿永远地放弃所有的这些，而不愿和普鲁的西班牙肖像分开一天。

选自《普鲁和我》

版权为哈珀兄弟公司提供





THREE HEROINES

Agnes Repplier

To Spain belongs Augustina, the Maid of Saragossa; to England, brave Mary Ambree; and to America, Molly Pitcher, the stout-hearted heroine of Monmouth; and these three women won for themselves honor and renown by the same valorous exploits.

Augustina is the most to be envied, for her praises have been sung by a great poet; Mary Ambree has a noble ballad to perpetuate her fame; Molly Pitcher is still without the tribute of a verse to remind her countrymen occasionally of her splendid courage in the field.

The Spanish girl was of humble birth, young, poor, and very handsome. When Saragossa was besieged by the French, during the Peninsular War, she carried food every afternoon to the soldiers who were defending the batteries. One day the attack was so fierce, and the fire so deadly, that by the gate of Portillo not a single man was left alive to repulse the terrible enemy.

When Augustina reached the spot with her basket of coarse and scanty provisions, she saw the last gunner fall bleeding on the walls. Not for an instant did she hesitate; but springing over a pile of dead bodies, she snatched the match from his stiffening fingers and fired the gun herself.

Then calling on her countrymen to rally their broken ranks, she led them back so unflinchingly to the charge that the French were driven from the gate they had so nearly captured, and the honor of Spain was saved.

For the story of Mary Ambree we must leave the chroniclers, who to their own loss and shame never mention her at all, and take refuge with the poets. From them we learn all we need to know; and it is quickly told.

Her lover was slain treacherously in the war between Spain and Holland, the English being then allies of the Dutch; and, vowing to avenge his death, she put on his armor and marched to the siege of Ghent, where she fought with reckless courage on its walls.

Fortune favors the brave, and wherever the maiden turned her arms the enemy was repulsed, until at last the Spanish soldiers vied with the English in admiration of this valorous foe...

And now for Molly Pitcher, who, unsung and almost unremembered, should nevertheless share in the honors heaped so liberally upon the English and Spanish heroines. “A red-haired, freckle-faced young Irish woman”, without beauty and without distinction, she was the newly wedded wife of an artilleryman in Washington's little army. On June 28, 1778, was fought the battle of Monmouth, famous for the admirable tactics by which Washington regained the advantages lost through the negligence of General Charles Lee.

It was a Sunday morning, close and sultry. As the day advanced, the soldiers on both sides suffered terribly from that fierce, unrelenting heat in which America rivals India. The thermometer stood at 96° in the shade. Men fell dead in their ranks without a wound, smitten by sunstroke; and the sight of them filled their comrades with dismay.

Molly Pitcher, regardless of everything save the anguish of the sweltering, thirsty troops, carried buckets of water from a neighboring spring and passed them along the line. Backward and forward she trudged, this strong, brave, patient young woman, while the sweat poured down her freckled face, and her bare arms blistered in the sun.

She was a long time in reaching her husband,—so many soldiers begged for drink as she toiled by,—but at last she saw him, parched, grimy, and spent with heat, and she quickened her lagging steps. Then suddenly a ball whizzed past, and he fell dead by the side of his gun before ever the coveted water had touched his blackened lips.

Molly dropped her bucket and for one dazed moment stood staring at the bleeding corpse. Only for a moment, for, amid the turmoil of battle, she heard the order given to drag her husband's cannon from the field.

The words roused her to life and purpose. She seized the rammer from the grass and hurried to the gunner's post. There was nothing strange in the work to her. She was too well versed in the ways of war for either ignorance or alarm.

Strong, skilful, and fearless, she stood by the weapon and directed its deadly fire until the fall of Monckton turned the tide of victory. The British troops under Clinton were beaten back after a desperate struggle, the Americans took possession of the field, and the battle of Monmouth was won.

On the following day poor Molly, no longer a furious Amazon, but sad-faced, with swollen eyes and a scanty bit of crape pinned on her bosom, was presented to Washington, and received a sergeant's commission with half pay for life.

It is said that the French officers, then fighting for the freedom of the colonies, that is, against the English, were so delighted with her courage that they added to this reward a cocked hat full of gold pieces, and christened her “La Capitaine”.

What befell her in after years has never been told. She lived and died obscurely, and her name has well nigh been forgotten in the land she served. But the memory of brave deeds can never wholly perish, and Molly Pitcher has won for herself a niche in the Temple of Fame, where her companions are fair Mary Ambree and the dauntless Maid of Saragossa.

三位女英雄

艾格尼丝·雷普利尔

萨拉戈萨的女仆奥古斯蒂娜，是西班牙人；勇敢的玛丽·安伯是英格兰人；刚毅的蒙茅斯女主角，茉莉·皮彻是美国人。这三个女人都因同样英勇的功绩赢得了荣誉和声望。

奥古斯蒂娜最为可嫉，因为一位伟大的诗人歌唱赞美了她；玛丽·安伯也有一首著名的民谣让她的声名不朽；可茉莉·皮彻仍然没有哪怕一个诗节的颂词歌颂过她，能让她的同胞们偶尔记起她在战场上的壮烈勇气。

西班牙女孩出身卑微，她年轻、贫困，但非常漂亮。在半岛战役中，当萨拉戈萨被法军包围时，每个下午她都会拿食物给保护炮台的士兵吃。一天，战斗如此激烈，火力如此致命，导致波蒂略门附近没有一个人能够幸存，去击溃可怕的敌人。

当奥古斯蒂娜带着粗制的餐篮和勉强够吃的食物到达现场时，她见到最后一个炮手靠在墙上，正流着血。她没有片刻犹豫，跳过一堆死尸，从他僵硬的手指中夺取了火炮，自己开起了火。

随后，她号召她的同胞们恢复他们已被打乱的顺序，引导他们毫不妥协地进攻。结果法国军队被赶离了那个他们几乎都快占领了的门，西班牙的荣誉得以挽救。

关于玛丽·安伯的故事，我们必须避开年代记编者，对于他们来说，史册中完全没有提起她是他们的损失和耻辱。我们只能避难于诗人。从他们那儿我们会得知我们所需了解的一切，她的故事被轻描淡写。

在西班牙与荷兰发生战争时，英国是荷兰的盟国，她的爱人被背叛，导致被杀；她发誓要为他报仇，她穿上了他的盔甲，前往了根特的包围战。在那儿，她以不顾一切的勇气战斗在墙边。

幸运青睐勇者，无论女仆的手转向哪里，敌人都会被击退。直到最后与英国激战的西班牙士兵也对这种无畏的敌人怀着赞美。

现在来讲茉莉·皮彻，她没有被歌颂，且几乎被遗忘，然而她应该与大方称赞英国和西班牙女英雄的人共享荣誉。“一个红发，脸上带有雀斑的爱尔兰女人”，她不漂亮，也没有什么特质，最近刚嫁给华盛顿的一支小军队里的一个炮兵。1778年6月28日，她参与了蒙茅斯战役，出名于一个令人钦慕的战术，凭借那个战术华盛顿重夺查尔斯·李将军因疏忽而损失的优势。

那是一个星期天的早晨，天气闷热难耐。每一天，双方的士兵都要痛苦地忍受那种狂热而无情的热度。美国和印度就在那种环境中对抗着。温度计在阴凉处也有96华氏度。战士们有的没有受伤，却中暑倒下来死去了。那个场景让他们的同志非常气馁。

茉莉·皮彻不顾一切地挽救了热得发昏而又干渴的军队，免去了他们的困扰。她把一桶桶从邻近打来的泉水按队列递给了他们。这个坚强勇敢而耐心的妇女前前后后地跋涉着，此时她长有雀斑的脸上却满溢笑容，赤裸的手在太阳下也起了水泡。

她花了很久才看到她的丈夫——因此当她艰难地移动到士兵身边时，许多都乞求些水喝——可最终她见到了他，他正干渴难耐，满身是灰，热得精疲力竭。这时她加快了迟缓的步伐。后来，就在梦寐以求的水沾到他干得发黑的嘴唇之前，一颗炮弹嗖地飞过，他倒了下来，死在了他的枪旁。

茉莉丢下了水桶，站着凝视着正流血的死尸，眩晕了片刻。只是一会儿，在战场的混乱声中，她听到了一个命令——把她丈夫的加农炮从战场拖走。

那句话唤醒了她的灵魂和意志。她从草地上抓起了加农炮的通条，疾奔向加农炮的位置。这个活儿对她来说并不陌生。她非常精通战争的门道，毫无愚昧和惊慌可言。

她站在武器旁，非常的坚强、老练和无畏，发出致命的火焰，直到颓废的蒙克顿逆转了战局。在经过一阵绝望的挣扎后，克林顿指挥下的英国军队被打了回去，美军占领了战场，蒙茅斯战役胜利了。

接下来的一天，可怜的茉莉再也不是一个热闹的亚马逊人了,她面色黯淡，眼睛红肿，刚刚够大的黑纱别在她的胸前。她被介绍给了华盛顿，他赐予了她一名军士的佣金和够她半辈子生活的奖赏。

据说，随后为殖民地的自由战斗——也就是和英国对抗的法国军官非常欣赏她的勇气，又加给她一个装满金条的高帽子的奖励，并授予她“上尉”头衔。

她后来几年发生了什么没有人知道。她活得隐蔽、死得卑微，她的名字几乎被遗忘在她曾服务过的土地上。可茉莉让她自己流芳百世，在那个有名望的殿堂里她和美丽的玛丽·安伯和勇敢的萨拉戈萨的女仆待在一起。





ENSIGN EPPS, THE COLOR-BEARER

John Boyle O'Reilly

John Boyle O'Reilly was born in Ireland on June 28, 1844. He began life as a type-setter, and later went to England and became a reporter for various newspapers. Returning to Ireland, he joined the 10th Hussars, with the secret intention of spreading the Irish cause among the soldiers. His purpose was discovered, and he was sentenced to be shot. This sentence was commuted, and he was sent to the English prison colony in Australia. From there he escaped in an open boat and was picked up at sea by Captain Gifford of the American ship, “Gazelle”, and brought to America. He wrote and lectured in this country, and became the editor of the “Boston Pilot”.

Among his works are “Songs of the Southern Seas”, “Songs, Legends, and Ballads”, and “In Bohemia”. He died in Hull, Mass., on Aug. 10, 1890.

Ensign Epps, at the battle of Flanders,

Sowed a seed of glory and duty,

That flowers and flames in height and beauty

Like a crimson lily with heart of gold,

Today, when the wars of Ghent are old.

And buried as deep as their dead commanders.

Ensign Epps was the color-bearer—

No matter on which side, Philip or Earl;

Their cause was the shell—his deed was the pearl.

Scarce more than a lad, he had been a sharer

That day in the wildest work of the field.

He was wounded and spent, and the fight was lost;

His comrades were slain, or a scattered host.

But stainless and scathless out of the strife

He had carried his colors, safer than life.

By the river's brink, without weapon or shield,

He faced the victors. The thick heart-mist

He dashed from his eyes, and the silk he kissed

Ere he held it aloft in the setting sun，

As proudly as if the fight had been won,

And he smiled when they ordered him to yield.

Ensign Epps, with his broken blade,

Cut the silk from the gilded staff,

Which he poised like a spear till the charge was made,

And hurled at the leader with a laugh.

Then round his breast, like the scarf of his love,

He tied the colors his heart above，

And plunged in his armor into the tide,

And there, in his dress of honor, died.

Where are the lessons ye kinglings teach?

And what is the text of your proud commanders?

Out of the centuries, heroes reach

With the scroll of a deed, with the word of a story,

Of one man's truth and of all men's glory,

Like Ensign Epps at the battle of Flanders.

军旗手，恩赛因.埃普斯

约翰·波义耳·奥莱利

约翰·波义耳·奥莱利于1844年6月28日生于爱尔兰。他以排字工开始了生计。随后，他去了英格兰，成为一名记者，为多家报纸工作。回到爱尔兰后，他立即加入了第十轻骑兵队，在士兵中秘密地传播爱尔兰理想。他的意图被发现后，他被处以枪决。但随后他被减刑，送到了英国在澳大利亚的殖民地监狱。后来他乘公用船只从那儿逃脱，被美国舰船“加泽尔”号的上校吉福德所救，并被带回美国。在美国他从事写作和演讲，成了《波士顿向导报》的编辑。

他的作品有《南海之歌》、《歌曲，传奇和民谣》和《在波希米亚》。他于1890年8月10日在马萨诸塞州赫尔去世。

恩赛因·埃普斯在弗兰德斯战场上，

播撒荣耀和职责的种子，

高而美丽的花儿和火焰，

仿佛有着金子般的心灵的深红百合，

今天，根特战役已成为历史，

埋得跟逝去的指挥官一样深。

恩赛因·埃普斯是军旗手——

无论在何方，菲利普或厄尔；

他们的动机是贝壳——他的行为是珍珠。

不仅仅是一名小伙子，他一直是分担者。

那天，在战役的最激烈之处

他受了伤，精疲力竭，战斗失败了；

他的战友被屠杀，军队被驱散。

可他逃出了战斗，毫无损伤与污迹

他手握旗帜，保护得比他的生命还要好。

经过河边时，手无武器和盾牌，

他面朝胜利者。浓雾窒息心脏

他怒目而视，亲吻旗帜

先前，他在落日下高举它于空中，

骄傲得仿佛赢得了战斗，

被令投降时，他微笑了。

埃普斯军旗旗手，手握破损的剑，

从镀金处砍下旗帜，

直到被攻击，握剑的手都紧如握枪，

面露嘲笑猛掷敌方指挥。

接着旗帜被当做爱的领巾围绕于胸，

旗帜紧绑在胸前，

佩戴着盔甲投入潮水，

身着荣耀之衣死在了那里。

你们光荣的指挥官的版本是什么？

几个世纪以来，英雄到了

和一幅事迹的画卷，和一本故事的台词，

一个人的事实和所有人的荣耀，

就像弗兰德斯战场上的恩赛因·埃普斯。





THE BATTLE OF LANDEN

(ABRIDGED)

Thomas Babington Macaulay

Thomas Babington Macaulay was born in England on the 25th of October, 1800.

He gave proof of a decided taste for literature when a little child. From the time he was three years old he spent the greater part of his time in reading, and liked to lie on a rug before the fire with his book before him. He was a quaint little fellow and talked in the language of the books which he read.

Before he was eight years old he had written a history and a romance. His early education was received in private schools, and he entered Trinity College, Cambridge, when he was eighteen years old. He enjoyed his college life, and succeeded in gaining a fellowship of three hundred pounds and a prize for an essay.

After his graduation he began to practice law in London, but had little business, and spent more time at the House of Commons than in the court.

When he was twenty-four, he made a speech which surprised the audience by its eloquence and was praised in the “Edinburgh Review”. The next year this magazine published an essay on Milton written by Macaulay, which made the young man famous.

He was invited to dinners and honored by the most distinguished persons in London. His gift as a brilliant and entertaining talker increased his popularity.

In 1830 he became a member of the House of Commons and distinguished himself by his eloquent speeches. He continued to contribute to the “Edinburgh Review”, and took an active part in the question of slavery in India.

A few years later he was sent by the Government to India, where his services proved of great value. One of his sisters accompanied him, and he remained there for four years.

On his return he became a member of Parliament, and for two years was Secretary of War. His duties were light, and he engaged in literary work. He became deeply interested in writing a history of England, and retired to private life in order to devote his time to this work. He worked slowly and carefully, sparing no pains in searching for material.

The first two volumes, published in 1849, had an enormous sale, both in England and America. Three more volumes were completed seven years later. This history has been published in a dozen different languages, and Macaulay received many flattering marks of admiration and respect.

After resigning his seat in Parliament he went to Holly Lodge, Kensington. It was a delightful house, with a large library and a garden. Macaulay was very happy there. On his return to Holly Lodge, after a trip through Germany and Italy, he writes, “My garden is really charming. The flowers are less brilliant than when I went away, but the turf is perfect emerald. All the countries through which I have been traveling could not show such a carpet of soft, rich, green herbage as mine.” He died on the 28th of December, 1859, and was buried in the Poets' Corner at Westminster Abbey.

Though the French army in the Netherlands had been weakened by the departure of forces, and though the allied army was daily strengthened by the arrival of fresh troops, Luxembourg still had a superiority of force; and that superiority he increased by an adroit stratagem.

He marched towards Liege, and made as if he were about to form the siege of that city. William was uneasy, and the more uneasy because he knew there was a French party among the inhabitants. He quitted his position near Louvain, advanced to Nether Hespen, and encamped there, with the river Gette in his rear.

This was exactly what General Luxembourg had expected and desired. He turned his back on the fortress, which had hitherto seemed to be his object, and hastened toward the Gette.

William, Prince of Orange, who had but fifty thousand left in his camp, was alarmed by learning from his scouts that the French general, with near eighty thousand, was close at hand.

It was still in the king's power, by a hasty retreat, to put the narrow but deep waters of the Gette between his army and the enemy. But the site which he occupied was strong; and it could easily be made still stronger. He set all his troops to work. Ditches were dug, mounds thrown up, palisades fixed in the earth, and the king trusted that he should be able to repel the attack even if a force greatly outnumbering his own.

Luxembourg, however, was determined to try whether even this position could be maintained against the superior numbers and the impetuous valor of his soldiers. Soon after sunrise the roar of the cannon began to be heard. William's batteries did much execution before the French artillery could be so placed as to return fire. It was eight o'clock before the close fighting began. The village of Neerwinden was regarded by both commanders as the point on which everything depended.

There an attack was made by the French left wing, commanded by Montchevreuil, a veteran officer of high reputation, and by Berwick, who, though young, was fast rising to a high place among the captains of his time.

Berwick led the onset and forced his way into the village, but was soon driven out again with a terrible carnage. His followers fled or perished; he, while trying to rally them, was surrounded by foes. He concealed his white cockade and hoped to be able, by the help of his native tongue, to pass himself off as an officer of the English army. But his face was recognized by one of his mother's brothers, who held on that day the command of a brigade. A hurried embrace was exchanged between the kinsmen, and the uncle conducted the nephew to William.

By this time, the French, who had been driven in confusion out of Neerwinden, had been reinforced by a division and came gallantly back to the attack. This second conflict was long and bloody. The assailants again forced entrance into the village. They were driven out with tremendous slaughter, and showed little inclination to return to the charge.

Meanwhile, the battle had been raging all along the intrenchments of the allied army. Again and again Luxembourg brought up his troops within pistol-shot of the breastwork, but he could bring them no nearer. At length Luxembourg formed his decision. A last attempt must be made to carry Neerwinden; and the invincible household troops, the conquerors of Steinkirk, must lead the way.

The household troops came on in a manner worthy of their long and terrible renown. A third time Neerwinden was taken. A third time William tried to retake it. At the head of some English regiments he charged the guards of Louis, the French king, with such fury that, for the first time in the memory of the oldest warrior, that far-famed band gave way. It was only by strenuous exertions that the broken ranks were rallied.

A little after four in the afternoon the whole line gave way. All was havoc and confusion. The Duke of Ormond was struck down in the press; and in another moment he would have been a corpse, had not a rich diamond on his finger caught the eye of one of the French guards, who justly thought that the owner of such a jewel would be a valuable prisoner. The duke's life was saved; and he was speedily exchanged for Berwick.

It was only on such occasions as this that the whole greatness of William's character appeared. Amidst the rout and uproar, while arms and standards were flung away, while multitudes of fugitives were choking up the bridges and fords of the Gette, or perishing in its waters, the king put himself at the head of a few brave regiments and by desperate efforts arrested the progress of the enemy.

His risk was greater than that which others ran, for he could not be persuaded to encumber his feeble frame with a cuirass, or to hide the ensigns of the garter. He thought his star a good rallying point for his own troops, and only smiled when he was told that it was a good mark for the enemy.

Many fell at his right hand and at his left. Two led horses, which in the field always followed his person, were struck dead by cannon shots. One musket ball passed through the curls of his wig, another through his coat, a third bruised his side and tore his blue riband to tatters.

Many years later, gray-headed old pensioners, who crept about the arcades and alleys of Chelsea Hospital, used to relate how he charged at the head of Galway's horse, how he dismounted four times to put heart into the infantry, how he rallied one corps which seemed to be shrinking, “That is not the way to fight, gentlemen. You must stand close up to them. Thus, gentlemen, thus.” “You might have seen him,” an eyewitness wrote only four days after the battle, “with his sword in his hand, throwing himself upon the enemy. It is certain that one time, among the rest, he was seen at the head of two English regiments, and that he fought seven with these two in sight of the whole army, driving them before him above a quarter of an hour. Thanks to God who preserved him!”

The enemy pressed on him so close that it was with difficulty that he at length made his way over the Gette. A small body of brave men who shared his peril to the last, could hardly keep off the pursuers as he crossed the bridge. Never, perhaps, was the change which the progress of civilization has produced in the art of war more strikingly illustrated than on that day. Ajax beating down the Trojan leader with a rock which two ordinary men could scarcely lift, Horatius defending the bridge against an army, Richard the Lion hearted spurring along the whole Saracen line without finding an enemy to stand his assault, Robert Bruce crushing with one blow the helmet and head of Sir Henry Bonun in sight of the whole array of England and Scotland,—such are the heroes of dark ages.

At Landen two poor sickly beings, who in a rude state of society would have been regarded as too puny to bear any part in combats, were the souls of the two great armies. But their lot had fallen on a time when men had discovered that the strength of the muscles is far inferior in value to the strength of the mind.

From “The History of England”

兰登之战

（节选）

托马斯·巴宾顿·麦考莱

托马斯·巴宾顿·麦考莱1800年10月25日生于英格兰。

很小的时候，他就对文学表现出明显的喜爱。他3岁的时候就把大部分时间用于阅读，喜欢躺在火炉前的小毯子上，书放在面前来阅读。他是一个奇怪的小家伙，用他在书中读到的语言与人进行交谈。

8岁之前他写了一部历史和一篇传奇故事。他在私立学校里接受的早期教育，18岁进入剑桥大学三一学院读书。他喜欢大学生活，并成功地以一篇论文得到了一份300英镑的奖学金。

毕业后他开始在伦敦从事法律工作，但是业务不是很多，他把更多的时间用于下议院——法庭之外的地方。

他在24岁的时候进行了一次演说，他的能言善辩令观众非常惊讶，在《爱丁堡评论》得到了好评。第二年麦考莱在该杂志上发表了一篇论弥尔顿的散文，这个年轻人从此扬名。

伦敦最为杰出的人群开始邀请他出席晚会，并给予他荣誉。他在言谈方面聪颖、幽默，极有天赋，这使他更受欢迎。

1830年他成为下议院的一员，因为一次雄辩的演讲而出众。他继续为《爱丁堡评论》写文章，在印度奴隶制问题的讨论上积极参与。

几年以后政府把他派往印度，他在印度做出了杰出的贡献。他的一位妹妹陪伴着他，他们在印度度过了4年的时光。

归国后他进入国会，做了两年的战争秘书。他的任务不是很重，他得以投身于文学事业。他对写作一部英国历史产生了浓厚的兴趣，便从公务中脱身，把自己的时间用于这项事业。他的工作进展缓慢而细致，他在寻找材料上不遗余力。

头两卷发表于1849年，在英格兰和美国的销量都很大。7年以后，另外3卷也完成了。这部英国史被翻译为多种语言出版，为麦考莱赢得了很多赞赏和崇拜。

从国会辞职后他来到肯辛顿的圣洛奇。他在此处的房子很不错，有一所很大的图书馆和花园。麦考莱在这里的生活非常美好。他从德国和意大利旅游返回，回到圣洛奇时他说：“我的花园的确迷人。花朵不像我离开时那样鲜艳，但是草还是很绿的。我旅游过的这些国家都没有这样柔软、肥沃、翠绿的草地，不能与我家的相比。”他于1859年12月28日去世，安葬于威斯敏斯特大教堂的诗人角。

虽然由于军队调离荷兰的法军势力被削弱，而联军每日都有人员加入，实力壮大，但是卢森堡在军力上依然领先，而且通过一个灵活的计策继续扩大其优势。

他行军至列支，假装他要包围这座城市。威廉感到很不安，而当他知道居民中有一群法国人，他更加不安了。他放弃了位于鲁汶的地点，前往下西斯本，在此扎营，后方就是盖迪河。

这同卢森堡将军的预期正好吻合。他离开了城堡，围城似乎是他的目标，但是他赶往了盖迪河。

奥兰治亲王——威廉的军队只有5万人，侦查员报告说大约8万法军正在逼近，他吓了一跳。

威廉依然可以快速撤退，使盖迪河位于两军之间，河水深而湍急。他所在的地点有利，而且优势可以进一步扩大。他命令军队开始行动。壕沟开挖、土堤筑起、尖桩插进地上，亲王相信他可以抵抗这次袭击，即使自己的军队在数量上远远落后于敌军。

然而，卢森堡将军决定尝试一下是否可以抵抗敌军，即使位置、数量和武力均不利。日出以后加农炮的炮声传来了。威廉的排炮开了好多火，此时法军的大炮还没有架起，无法还击。不到8点最后一役就已经开始。双方都把尼尔维登村当成了制胜的地点。

法军左翼开始进攻，由蒙特奇维略尔和贝里克指挥，前者是一员老将，享有荣誉，后者虽然年轻，却在当时众多军官的竞争中升至高位。

贝里克发起了袭击，杀出一条通往村子的路，但却被敌人击退了，他们还屠杀了村民。他的追随者或逃跑，或死掉；他试图集结军队，却被敌人包围了。他掩饰起自己的白色帽徽，希望借助自己的本土口音，佯装一个英国军官以图逃脱。但是他母亲的一位兄弟当天指挥特命队，认出了他的面孔。亲人急忙相互拥抱了一下，然后叔叔就把侄儿带到了威廉那里。

此时，从尼尔维登撤退的法军和一分队合为一队，实力增强，重新返回战场。第二次的遭遇战持续时间长，且异常血腥。进攻方又一次攻进了村子，又被打退回来，死伤众多，此后再也没有重返村子的迹象。

其间，沿着联军的战壕进行了许多战斗。卢森堡带着部队前进到距离胸墙一枪远的地方，但是无法进一步靠近。最终卢森堡做出决定：一定要为攻取尼尔维登做出最后的努力；不可战胜的近卫军——斯坦刻尔克的征服者——必须冲在最前方。

近卫军的确名不虚传。尼尔维登被第三次攻取。威廉第三次试图夺回。他是英军的首脑，向法国国王路易的卫兵发出命令，器宇轩昂，这名声远扬的部队服从了，在老兵的记忆里这是第一次。做出了巨大的努力，离散的部队才集结起来。

下午4点钟以后，整个战线崩溃了。四处混乱，惨烈不堪。奥尔芒公爵在压力下做出了屈服；一时之间若不是他手指上的钻石吸引了一名法军守卫的眼球，让他认为这样首饰的拥有者将会是一个有利可图的囚犯，他早已成为一具死尸。公爵的命保住了，马上要用他换取贝里克。

威廉的性格优势只有在这样的场合下才会完全地得到显现。在溃败和叫喊声中，士兵丢盔弃甲，大批的逃兵或挤满了盖迪河的桥和河滩，或死在河里，国王带着一批勇敢的士兵，竭尽全力阻止了敌人的前进。

他所处的环境尤为危险，因为他不听劝说，不愿佩戴铠甲，挡住弱小的身躯，也不愿掩藏袜

带上的徽章。他认为自己的徽章是队伍集合的标志点，有人告诉他对于敌人这也是一个很好的标志，他只是一笑。

他的左右许多人倒下。有两匹马在战场上一直跟着他本人，被手榴弹击中倒下。一颗子弹从他的假发中穿过，一颗穿过了他的衣服，一颗击中了他的侧身，他蓝色的绸带散落下来。

许多年以后，几个老兵头发已经花白，穿梭在切尔西意愿的拱廊和小路之间，他们经常谈论威廉是如何骑着加尔威马开火，如何4次下马、抱紧步兵，如何召集一队颤抖的特种部队，“先生们，这不是打仗的方式。你们必须要靠近他们。是这样，先生们，是这样。”“你可以想象，”战争结束4天后一位目击者写道，“他手中握着刀，扑向敌人。可以确定，有一次我们见到他带领着两队英军，在整个军队的注视下抗击7队敌人，一刻多钟的时间他就打跑了他们。感谢上帝保佑了他！”

敌人向他逼近，最终他十分困难地渡过了盖迪河。一小队勇敢的人和他一起患难到最后，在他渡河的时候，他们依然没有逃脱敌人的追击。也许，文明的进步给战争的艺术带来的变化在那一天得到了最好的诠释。埃阿斯用巨石击退了特洛伊人的进攻，两个普通人是绝对举不起这样的石头的，贺拉斯反抗敌人、保护桥梁，狮心理查在整个萨拉森人的战线上策马扬鞭，没有一个敌人可以抵挡他的进攻，罗伯特·布鲁斯一下击碎了亨利·伯恩爵士的头盔和脑袋，整个英格兰和苏格兰军队都看到了——这就是野蛮时代的英雄。

在兰登有两个弱小的、生病的身躯，他们在野蛮的社会里显得过于瘦弱，不能在战场上承担任何任务，却是两个伟大军队的灵魂。但是他们的年代改变了，人们发现肌肉的力量要比头脑的力量差了好多。

选自《英国史》





THE PLANTING OF THE APPLE TREE

William Cullen Bryant

Come, let us plant the apple tree.

Cleave the tough greensward with the spade;

Wide let its hollow bed be made;

There gently lay the roots, and there

Sift the dark mould with kindly care,

And press it o'er them tenderly,

As round the sleeping infant's feet,

We softly fold the cradle-sheet;

So plant we the apple tree.

What plant we in this apple tree?

Buds, which the breath of summer days

Shall lengthen into leafy sprays;

Boughs where the thrush with crimson breast,

Shall haunt, and sing, and hide her nest;

We plant upon the sunny lea,

A shadow for the noontide hour,

A shelter from the summer shower.

When we plant the apple tree.

What plant we in this apple tree?

Sweets for a hundred flowery springs

To load the May-wind's restless wings,

When, from the orchard-row, he pours

Its fragrance through our open doors;

A world of blossoms for the bee,

Flowers for the sick girl's silent room,

For the glad infant sprigs of bloom,

We plant with the apple tree.

What plant we in this apple tree?

Fruits that shall swell in sunny June,

And redden in the August noon,

And drop when gentle airs come by,

That fan the blue September sky,

While children come, with cries of glee,

And seek them where the fragrant grass

Betrays their bed to those who pass,

At the foot of the apple tree.

And when, above this apple tree.

The winter stars are quivering bright,

And winds go howling through the night,

Girls, whose young eyes o'erflow with mirth.

Shall peel its fruit by the cottage hearth,

And guests in prouder homes shall see,

Heaped with the grape of Cintra's vine

And golden orange of the line

The fruit of the apple tree.

The fruitage of this apple tree

Winds and our flag of stripe and star

Shall bear to coasts that lie afar,

Where men shall wonder at the view

And ask in what fair groves they grew;

And sojourners beyond the sea

Shall think of childhood's careless day

And long, long hours of summer play,

In the shade of the apple tree.

Each year shall give this apple tree

A broader flush of roseate bloom,

A deeper maze of verdurous gloom,

And loosen, when the frost-clouds lower,

The crisp brown leaves in thicker shower.

And time shall waste this apple tree.

Oh, when its aged branches throw

Thin shadows on the ground below,

Shall fraud and force and iron will

Oppress the weak and helpless still?

What shall the tasks of mercy be,

Amid the toils, the strifes, the tears

Of those who live when length of years

Is wasting this apple tree?

“Who planted this old apple tree?”

The children of that distant day

Thus to some aged man shall say;

And, gazing on its mossy stem,

The gray-haired man shall answer them:

“A poet of the land was he,

Born in the rude but good old times;

'T is said he made some quaint old rhymes

On planting the apple tree.”

种苹果树

威廉·卡伦·布莱恩特

来啊，让我们种苹果树。

用铁锹锄开坚硬的草皮；

让地垄宽阔一点；

树根轻轻缠绕，

小心撒播模具，

轻轻地压在它们上面，

在熟睡的婴儿脚下，

我们轻轻地折上摇篮；

我们这样种苹果树。

我们在苹果树上种了什么？

秧苗，夏日的微风

会让它们发芽；

树枝，红色胸脯的歌鸫

会在其中出没、歌唱、做窝；

我们种在阳光明媚的草场上，

为午间带来阴凉，

为夏雨带来遮蔽，

我们这时种苹果树。

我们在苹果树上种了什么？

是许多春花烂漫的甜美，

五月的风载满花香，

从果园，它把

香气送到我们敞开的大门；

为蜜蜂带来鲜花，

为生病的女孩增添房间的色彩，

为了小枝叶开出花朵，

我们种上苹果树。

我们在苹果树上种了什么？

果子将在阳光明媚的六月挂满枝头，

在八月的午间发出红光，

清风一吹，红果落下，

这是九月天空吹来的风，

孩子们跑来，兴奋地叫喊，

就在芳香的草地上寻找红果

为路人提供休息之所，

就在苹果树下。

在苹果树之上，

冬季的星星明亮地闪烁，

大风彻夜咆哮，

小女孩的眼里满是喜悦，

坐在炉边削苹果皮，

有钱人家里的客人将会看到，

与辛特拉的葡萄酒、

金色的橙子放在一起，

那苹果树的果实。

这苹果树的果实

要远航，我们的星条旗

带着它来到遥远的海岸，

那里的人们惊奇地看着，

询问这果子在怎样的果园里生长；

海外的旅居人

也会想起童年的无忧无虑，

想起夏日长长的游戏时间，

在那苹果树的树荫里。

苹果树每一年都会

开出大大的红色花朵，

长出成片的绿色叶子，

凉风刮起的时候，

深色的叶子又会成片落下。

时间流逝，苹果树要衰老。

啊，当年老的枝干投射到

地面的阴凉不再宽大，

忘恩负义的人们是否会

折磨这无依无靠的果树？

仁慈会做些什么，

人们活在困苦、挣扎、眼泪

之中，岁月流逝

浊蚀着苹果树？

“谁种了这老苹果树？”

像这样，未来的孩子

会问一些老人；

看看那长满青苔的树干，

灰发老人会回答他们：

“他是这里的一位诗人，

出生在淳朴、美好的过去，

据说他写了一些古怪的诗歌

歌颂种这棵苹果树。”





A HIGHLAND SNOWSTORM

(ABRIDGED)

John Wilson

John Wilson, better known as “Christopher North”, was born at Paisley, Scotland, in 1785, and died in Edinburgh in 1854.

He entered the University at Glasgow when he was twelve years old and completed his education at Oxford.

After leaving college he went to live on his estate, which was delightfully situated on Lake Windermere, near the homes of Wordsworth and Coleridge. He spent four years there in boating, fishing, and hunting. He was married when he was twenty-six, and soon afterwards published a volume of poems. He continued to live an idle, out-of-door life until the loss of a large share of his fortune, when he went to Edinburgh and began to study law.

He decided, however, to devote himself to literature, and wrote many articles for “Blackwood's Magazine”, signing himself “Christopher North”.

When he was thirty-five years old, Mr. Wilson was elected professor in the University at Edinburgh, and held this position for thirty years.

One family lived in Glencreran, and another in Glencoe—the families of two brothers. Each had an only child—a son and a daughter—born on the same day. Thus had these cousins grown up before their parent's eyes—Flora Macdonald, a name hallowed of yore, the fairest, and Ronald Cameron, the boldest of all the living flowers in Glencoe and Glencreran.

It was now their seventeenth birthday, and Flora was to pass the day in Glencreran. Ronald was to meet her in the mountains, that he might bring her down the precipitous passes to his father's hut; and soon they met at the trysting place, a bank of birch trees beneath a cliff that takes its name from the eagles.

On their meeting, seemed not to them the whole of nature suddenly inspired with joy and beauty? From tree roots, where the snow was thin, little flowers, or herbs flower-like, now for the first time, were seen looking out as if alive; the trees seemed budding, as if it were already spring; and rare as in that rocky region are the birds of song, a faint trill for a moment touched their ears, and the flutter of a wing. Deep down beneath the snow they listened to the tinkle of rills unreached by the frost, and merry, thought they, was the music of these contented prisoners.

The boy starts to his feet, and his keen eye looks along the ready rifle; for his sires had all been famous deer-stalkers, and the passion of the chase was in his blood. Lo! A deer from Dalness, hound-driven, or sullenly astray, slowly bearing his antlers up the glen, then stopping for a moment to snuff the air, then away—away! The rifle-shot rings dully from the scarce echoing snow cliffs, and the animal leaps aloft, struck by a certain death wound. Laboring and lumbering heavily along, the huge animal at last disappears around some rocks at the head of the glen.

“Follow me.Flora!” the boy-hunter cries; and flinging down their plaids they turn their bright faces to the mountain, and away up the glen after the stricken deer. Redder and redder grew the snow, and more heavily trampled, as they winded around the rocks.

Yonder is the deer, staggering up the mountain, not half a mile off—now standing at bay, as if before his swimming eyes came Fingal, the terror of the forest, whose howl was known to all the echoes, and quailed the herd while their antlers were yet afar off. “Rest, Flora, rest! While I fly to him with my rifle and shoot him.”

The boy, maddened by the chase, pressed forward, now alone, and thus he was hurried on for miles, till at last he struck the noble quarry, and down sank the antlers in the snow, while the air was spurned by the convulsive beatings of feet. Then leaped Ronald upon the red deer and lifted a look of triumph to the mountain-tops.

Where is Flora? Ronald has forgotten her, and he is alone—he and the deer—an enormous animal, fast stiffening in the frost of death.

Some large flakes of snow are in the air, and they seem to waver and whirl, though an hour ago there was not a breath. Faster they fall and faster; the flakes are as large as leaves; and overhead whence so suddenly has come that huge, yellow cloud? “Flora, where are you? Where are you, Flora?” and from the huge animal the boy leaps up and sees that no Flora is at hand.

But yonder is a moving speck, far off upon the snow.’T is she! 'T is she! Shrill as the eagle's cry he sends a shout down the glen, and Flora is at last by his side. Panting and speechless she stands, and then dizzily sinks upon his breast. Her hair is ruffled by the wind, and her face moistened by the snowflakes, now not falling but driven. Her shivering frame misses the warmth of the plaid which almost no cold can penetrate.

What would the miserable boy give now for the coverings lying far away, which in his foolish passion he had flung down to chase that fatal deer? “Oh, Flora, if you would not fear to stay here by yourself, under the protection of God, soon would I go and come from the place where our plaids are lying; and under the shelter of the deer we may be able to outlive the hurricane.”

“I will go with you down the glen, Ronald”; but, weak as a day-old lamb, she tottered and fell down in the snow. The cold had chilled her very heart, after the heat of that long race; and it was manifest that here she must be for the night, to live or to die.

“I will go and leave you with God,” said Ronald; and he went and came as if he had been endowed with eagles' wings.

All at once Ronald lifted Flora in his arms, and walked up the glen. Some walls of what had once been a house, he had suddenly remembered, were but a short way off. There it was—a snowdrift at the opening that had been once a door; the wood of the roof had been carried off for fuel, and the snowflakes were falling in, as if they would soon fill the inside of the ruin. The snow in front was all trampled, as if by sheep; and carrying in his burden, Ronald saw the place was filled with a flock that, all huddled together, looked on him as on a shepherd come to see how they were faring in the storm.

And a young shepherd he was, with a lamb apparently dying in his arms. All color, all motion, all breath seemed to be gone; and yet something convinced his heart that she was yet alive. The ruined hut was roofless, but across an angle of the walls some pine branches had been flung, as a sort of shelter for the sheep or cattle that might repair thither in stormy weather.

Into that corner the snowdrift had not yet forced its way, and he sat down there with Flora. The chill air was somewhat softened by the breath of the huddled flock, and the edge of the cutting wind blunted by the stones.

Bright was the peat fire in the hut of Flora's parents in Glencoe, and they were among the happiest of the humble happy, blessing this the birthday of their blameless child. They thought of her singing her sweet songs by the fireside of the hut in Glencreran, and tender thoughts of her cousin Ronald were with them in their prayers.

So was it now with the dwellers in the hut at the head of Glencreran. Their Ronald had left them in the morning; night had come, and he and Flora were not there; but they never doubted that the happy creatures had changed their minds, and that Ronald had returned with Flora to Glencoe.

But the inland storm had been seen brewing among the mountains, and down through the long cliff-pass went a band of shepherds, trampling their way across a hundred frozen streams. Away over the drift-bridged chasms toiled that gathering, with their sheep-dogs scouring the loose snows in the van, Fingal, the Red lo Beaver, with his head aloft on the lookout for deer. Following the dogs, who know their duties, the band are now close to the ruined hut.

Why bark the sheep-dogs so? And why howls Fingal, as if some spirit passed athwart the night? He scents the body of the boy who so often had shouted him on in the forest when the antlers went by. Not dead—nor dead she who is on his bosom. Yet will the red blood in their veins ever again be thawed?

Almost pitch dark is the roofless ruin; and the frightened sheep know not what is that terrible shape that is howling there. But a man enters and lifts up one of the bodies, giving it into the arms of those at the doorway, and then lifts the other; and by the flash of a rifle they see it is Ronald Cameron and Flora Macdonald, seemingly both frozen to death. But the noble dog knows that death is not there, and licks the face of Ronald, as if he would restore life to his eyes.

The storm was with them all the way down the glen; nor could they have heard each other's voices; but mutely they shifted the burden from strong hand to hand, thinking of the hut at Glencoe, and of what would be felt there on their arrival.

Instinct, reason, and faith conducted the saving band along; and now they are at Glencoe, and at the door of the hut.

To life were brought the dead; and there, at midnight, sat they up like ghosts. Then, as if in holy fear, they gazed in each other's faces, thinking that they had awakened in heaven.“Flora!” said Ronald; and that word, the first he had been able to speak, reminded him of all that had passed, and he knew that the God in whom they had put their trust had sent them deliverance.

高地风暴

（节选）

约翰·威尔逊

约翰·威尔逊1785年生于苏格兰的佩斯利，1854年死于爱丁堡，以“克里斯托弗·诺尔斯”而被人所知。

他12岁进入格拉斯哥大学学习，在牛津大学完成学业。

离开学校之后他来到自己的房产生活，他的房产位于温德米尔湖，距离华兹华斯和柯勒律治的家很近。他在那里度过了4年的时光，赛舟、垂钓、打猎。他26岁成婚，此后发表了一卷诗歌。他的生活闲散，多在户外度过，直到最后他财产的大部分丧失，他来到爱丁堡，开始研究法律。

然而，他决定投身于文学创作，为《布莱克伍德》杂志写了许多文章，以“克里斯托弗·诺尔斯”署名。

威尔逊先生35岁被选为爱丁堡大学教授，在这一职位上干了30年。

一家人住在葛伦克利兰，另一家人住在格伦科——这是两个兄弟的家庭。每家都有一个独生子——一个儿子和一个女儿——他们在同一天出生。因此兄妹两人在他们父母的眼下成长起来——芙罗拉·麦克唐纳德，这是一个自古以来就十分神圣的名字、最美好的名字。罗纳德·卡梅伦，他是格伦科和葛伦克利兰两家最勇敢的人。

现在是他们的17岁生日，芙罗拉要到葛伦克利兰度过这一天。罗纳德要在山里与她碰面，这样他就可以带她走下崎岖的山路，来到父亲的房子；他们马上就在约会地点见了面，悬崖下有一片白桦林，以雄鹰而闻名。

他们见到了彼此，自然地全部在他们面前充满了快乐和美！在树根周围，雪迹还有，小花或者花朵一样的草第一次可以被看到，如同还有生命一样；树林好像在开花，就像春天来了一样；山区的鸟叫非常稀少，几声啼啭、几下展翅就可以吸引他们的耳朵。他们听着深深埋在雪下的鸟叫，这里不受雾气的干扰，他们以为这些满足的囚禁者的音乐非常愉快。

男孩开始步行，他敏锐的眼睛沿着来复枪的瞄准镜开去。因为他的祖辈都是有名的猎鹿人，狩猎的激情流淌在他的血液里。啊！一只戴尔尼斯鹿，或被猎狗追赶，或迷失了方向，鹿角慢慢地出现在幽谷之上，后来停一会儿喘一口气，后来离开——离开！来复枪沉闷的枪声回荡在白雪覆盖的峭壁，鹿跳了起来， 被致命的子弹击中。庞大的动物拖着沉重的身体向前移动，最后消失在幽谷之上的岩石中。

“跟我来，芙罗拉！”年轻的猎人大喊，扔下他们的披肩，他们满面春风地走向山里，走进幽谷，寻找野鹿。雪变得越来越红，他们绕过岩石，蹄印儿越来越深。

野鹿就在那里，踉踉跄跄地走在山上，没有半里的距离——一会儿站起来看一看，好像它那游离的眼睛已经看见了芬格尔，那森林的恐惧之王，它的吼声到处回荡，鹿群还在很远的地方就已经害怕起来。“歇一歇，芙罗拉，歇一歇！我要赶上它，用来福枪射杀它。”

男孩被这追逐激怒了，一人走上前去，他又走了好几里路，最后杀死了这高贵的猎物，鹿角落在白雪之中，空气中回荡着野鹿痉挛的蹄声。罗纳德跳上血泊中的野鹿，向着山顶看上胜利的一眼。

芙罗拉在哪里？罗纳德把她给忘了，他独自一人——他和野鹿——一个庞大的动物，很快就在死亡的阴影中变得僵硬。

天上落下几片大雪花，虽然一小时前并没有起风，但是它们好像在盘旋、打转。雪下得越来越快；雪花如树叶般大小；头上庞大、黄色的阴云从何而来？“芙罗拉，你在哪里？你在哪里，芙罗拉？”男孩从巨大的动物身上跳了下来，看到芙罗拉不在附近。

但是那边有一个移动的小点，在遥远的雪上。就是她！就是她！他的喊叫就像雄鹰一样尖利，喊声回荡在幽谷，芙罗拉最后来到了他的身边。她站着，气喘吁吁、没有说话，晕倒在他的胸前。她的头发随风飘舞，她的脸被雪花打湿，这时雪已经不是在下，而是在卷。她颤抖的身体需要披肩保存热量，任何寒冷也不能穿透那披肩。

痛苦的男孩此时可以做些什么，披肩被扔在了遥远的地方，他在愚蠢的冲动之下将其扔下，追逐这致命的野鹿？“啊，芙罗拉，如果你一个人在这里不会感到害怕，上帝保佑你，我马上就去，去我们披肩所在的地方，在野鹿的遮蔽之下我们可能从风暴中幸免。”

“我要跟你一起走下幽谷，罗纳德。”但是她虚弱得就像一只刚出生一天的羊羔，她走一走，摔倒在雪里。长跑让她身体发热，此时寒冷已经让她的心感到寒冷。可以肯定她一定要在这里过夜，或生或死。

“我要去，愿上帝与你同在。”罗纳德说。他离开、回来，好像有一双雄鹰的翅膀似的。

罗纳德马上把芙罗拉抱在怀里，走进幽谷。他突然记起一个房子的围墙，就在不远的地方。就在那里——一个雪堆，曾经一扇门就在这里；房顶的木材被拿走做了柴火，雪花飘进，好像马上就要把遗址的内部填满。前面的雪已经被踩倒，好像是羊踩的；罗纳德扛进了芙罗拉，看到这里被一群羊填满，羊群簇拥在一起看着他，就好像把他当作了牧羊人，来看他们在风暴中境况如何。

他是一个年轻的牧羊人，怀里抱着一只羊羔，明显冻得要死。所有的颜色、所有的动作、所有的气息好像都没有了；一些东西让他相信她依然活着。破损的房子没有房顶，在墙的一角松枝聚在一起，好像是为羊群和牛群度过风暴而提供的一个庇护所。

雪堆还没有达到这一角落，他和芙罗拉坐在这里。刺骨的寒风由于羊群的呼吸而减弱了力量，疯狂的风雪由于石头的存在而减弱了强度。

芙罗拉的父母坐在明亮的泥炭火炉前，他们是普通人中最幸福的，祝愿他们纯洁的孩子生日快乐。他们想象着她在葛伦克利兰的房子的炉火前唱着甜美的歌曲，在他们的祈祷声中默默思念着她的堂兄罗纳德。

住在葛伦克利兰的人也有同样的想法。他们的罗纳德早晨离开了他们；夜晚来临，他和芙罗拉都不在那里；但是他们从来没有怀疑过，幸福的他们一定改变了想法，罗纳德和芙罗拉一起返回了格伦科。

但是内陆的暴风在山里肆虐，一队牧羊人行走在漫长的峭壁之路上，穿越了好多封冻的小溪。这群人艰难地行走在陡峭的峡谷，他们的牧羊犬擦掉车里的飘雪，红海狸芬格尔高高抬起脑袋，找寻野鹿。人群跟着牧羊犬，牧羊犬知道它们的责任，他们正在靠近遗弃的房屋。

牧羊犬为什么要大声叫起来？芬格尔为什么吼叫，好像幽灵出现在今夜？它闻到了男孩身体的气味，在树林里每当鹿角经过，他经常向他召唤。没有死——他怀里的她也没有死。但是他们血管中的鲜血是否还可以融化？

无顶的废墟一片漆黑，受惊的羊群不知道这吼叫的怪物究竟是什么。但是一个人走了进来，抬起其中的一个，交给了门口的一个人，让他抱紧在怀里；通过来复枪的反影他们知道，这是罗纳德·卡梅伦和芙罗拉·麦克唐纳德，两个人好像冻得要死。但是高贵的牧羊犬知道死亡不在这里，舔罗纳德的脸，好像要把生命带给他的眼睛。

风暴伴着他们走下幽谷，他们听不到彼此的声音，但是他们默默地轮换背着他们，想着格伦科的房子，想着他们的到来会让人作何感想。

本能、理智和信念让这救命的人群前行。不一会儿他们来到了格伦科，来到房子的门前。

生命被从死亡中夺回。那里，在晚间，他们像幽灵一样坐起。后来，好像在神圣的恐惧之中，他们看着彼此的脸颊，以为他们是在天堂中醒来一样。“芙罗拉！”罗纳德说，这是他可以说出的第一句话，让他想起了之前发生了什么，他知道是他们所信仰的上帝拯救了他们。





LEARNING BY HEART

Vernon Lushington

Till he has fairly tried it, I suspect a reader does not know how much he would gain from committing to memory passages of real excellence; precisely because he does not know how much he overlooks in merely reading. Learn one true poem by heart, and see if you do not find it so. Beauty after beauty will reveal itself, in chosen phrase, or happy music, or noble suggestion otherwise undreamed of. It is like looking at one of nature's wonders through a microscope.

Again, how much in such a poem that you really did feel admirable and lovely on a first reading passes away if you do not give it a further and much better reading!——Passes away utterly, like a sweet sound, or an image on the lake, which the first breath of wind dispels. If you could only fix that image, as the photographers do theirs, so beautifully, so perfectly! And you can do so! Learn it by heart, and it is yours forever!

Poems and noble extracts, whether of verse or prose, once so reduced into possession and rendered truly our own, may be to us a daily pleasure—better far than a whole library unused. They may come to us in our dull moments, to refresh us as with spring flowers; in our selfish musings, to win us by pure delight from the tyranny of foolish castle-building, self-congratulations, and mean anxieties. They may be with us in the workshop, in the crowded streets, by the fireside; sometimes, perhaps, on pleasant hillsides, or by sounding shores—noble friends and companions our own! Never intrusive, ever at hand, coming at our call!

Shakespeare, Milton, Wordsworth, Tennyson—the words of such men do not stale upon us; they do not grow old or cold. Furthermore, though you are young now, someday you will be old. Someday you may reach that time when a man lives in greater part for memory and by memory. I can imagine a chance renewal, chance visitation of the words long remembered, long garnered in the heart, and I think I see a gleam of rare joy in the eyes of the old man.

For those, in particular, whose leisure time is short, and precious as scant rations to beleaguered men, I believe there could not be a better expenditure of time than deliberately giving an occasional hour—it requires no more—to committing to memory chosen passages from great authors. If the mind were thus daily nourished with a few choice words of the best English poets and writers; if the habit of learning by heart were to become so general that, as a matter of course, any person presuming to be educated amongst us might be expected to be equipped with a few good pieces,—I believe it would lead, far more than the mere sound of it suggests, to the diffusion of the best kind of literature and the right appreciation of it, and men would not long rest satisfied with having a few stock pieces.

The only objection I can conceive to what I have been saying is, that it may be said that a relish for higher literature belongs only to the few; that it is the result of cultivation; and that there is no use in trying to create what must be in general only a fictitious interest. But I do not admit that literature, even the higher literature, must belong to the few. Poetry is, in the main, addressed to all men; and though some poetry requires particular knowledge and superior culture, much, and that the noblest, needs only natural feeling and the light of common experience.

To abandon all recitation is to give up a custom which has given delight and instruction to all the races of articulately speaking men. If our faces are set against vain display, and set towards rational enjoyment of one another, each freely giving his best, and freely receiving what his neighbor offers, we need not fear that our social evenings will be marred by an occasional recitation, or that the fine passages will wither. And, moreover,it is not for reciting's sake that I chiefly recommend this most faithful form of reading—learning by heart.

I come back, therefore, to this, that learning by heart is a good thing, and is neglected amongst us. Why is it neglected? Partly because of our indolence, but partly, I take it, because we do not sufficiently consider that it is a good thing, and needs to be taken in hand. We need to be reminded of it; I here remind you. Like a town- crier, ringing my bell, I would say to you,“O-yes, O-yes! Lost, stolen, or strayed, a good ancient practice—the good ancient practice of learning by heart. Every finder should be handsomely rewarded.”...

If any ask, “What shall I learn?” the answer is, “Do as you do with tunes; begin with what you sincerely like best, what you would most wish to remember, what you would most enjoy saying to yourself or repeating to another.” You will soon find the list inexhaustible. Every one has spare ten minutes; one of the problems of life is how to employ them usefully. You may well spend some in looking after and securing this good property you have won.

背诵

维尔农·鲁兴顿

除非一位读者真正尝试，我想他决不会发觉自己可以通过记忆优秀篇章收益多少，原因就在于他不知道在阅读中他忽视了多少。背诵一首优秀的诗歌，看一看你是不是会有同样的心得。在精选的词句里，在优美的节奏里，在只有这样才能发现的震撼暗示里，一系列的美会被发掘出来。这就像用显微镜观察自然界的奇观一样。

如果你不在此基础上继续深入、仔细阅读，你在第一次阅读中所发现的诗歌的优秀、迷人之处就会消失掉！——完全消失掉，就像一个甜蜜的声音，或者一个湖面上的倒影，微风初起就会让它消散。如果你可以让倒影永恒，像照片一样，那么美丽、那么完美，该有多好！你可以实现！背诵吧，这就永远是你的了！

诗歌或者优秀的节选片段，诗歌也好，散文也罢，一旦变成了我们自己的财产，每一天都可以给我们带来快乐——远好过一个无法利用的图书馆。它们可以在我们情绪低落的时候像春天的花朵一样让我们精神昂扬；我们沉浸在自我的世界里时，它们会给我们带来快乐，把我们从自私的城堡中解救出来，从自我满足中解救出来，从无端的焦虑中解救出来。它们在工作的地方与我们同在，在拥挤的街道上与我们同在，在炉边与我们同在；有些时候，也许会在美丽的山间与我们同在，在清爽的海边与我们同在——高贵的朋友、高贵的伙伴，属于我们自己！绝不会打扰我们，永远在我们近旁，招之即来！

莎士比亚、弥尔顿、华兹华斯、丁尼生——这些人的话语我们永远不会听厌；它们不会过时，不会僵硬。而且，你虽然现在还年轻，总有一天会变老。总有一个阶段人会依靠回忆而生活、通过回忆而生活，总有一天你也会达到这样的阶段。我可以想象一次偶然重温、一次偶然记起长久以来记忆的话语，长久以来深藏于内心的话语，我想我在老人的眼里看到了久违的开心之光。

尤其是那些空闲时间少的人，时间对于他们就像被围困的人的口粮那么珍贵，我相信打发时间最好的方法就是花上一个小时的时间——真的不需要太多——来背诵伟大作家的精选篇章。如果头脑每天都可以受到英语诗人和作家珠玑字句的滋养；如果背诵的习惯可以得到推广，成为普遍的事，达到我们之中受过教育的人就可以背诵几个优秀段落的程度——我相信这比简单的学舌效果更好，可以实现最优秀文学的推广、文学的正确鉴赏，人们也不会满足于几句陈词滥调了。

针对我所说的一切我可以想象到的唯一反驳就是，也许对于高雅文学的热爱只属于少数人，这是文教的结果，我们没有必要把这个虚幻的兴趣作为一种普遍的要求。我也并不承认文学——即使是高雅文学——一定要属于少数人。总体来说，诗歌倾向于所有的人；虽然有些诗歌需要特定的知识和更高的文教，但是许多诗歌——还有最优秀的诗歌——只需要自然的情感和普通的经验。

放弃背诵就是放弃传统，这传统曾经给所有可以清晰说话的人都带来了乐趣和教义。如果我们反对虚假的展示、追求彼此之间理性的欣赏，每个人自由地展示他最好的一面、自由地接受其他人提供的东西，我们不必担心偶尔的朗诵会影响我们的晚会，我们也不必担心优秀的篇章会失去魅力。而且，并不是为了朗诵的原因，我才推荐这种最真切的朗读方式——背诵。

因此，我强调背诵是一件好事，却被我们忽视了。我们为什么会忽视背诵？部分原因在于我们的懒惰，部分原因我想在于我们还没充分意识到背诵是一件好事，需要把握在手里。我们需要别人来提醒我们，我在此提醒你们。就像城市里的报钟人一样，我摇响了我的钟，我想对你说：“啊，是的，啊，是的！这个美好的、古老的习惯丢失了、偷走了、消散了——背诵是美好的、古老的习惯。重新寻找到它的人应该得到奖赏。”……

如果有人问：“我该背诵些什么呢？”回答就是:“同你背诵歌曲一样；选择那些你最喜欢的，那些你最希望记住的，那些你最喜欢对自己说、重复给别人的。”你马上就会发现条目无穷无尽。每个人都可以挤出10分钟；生活的一个问题就是如何好好利用它们。保持你所获得的这宝贵财富，你可以好好地利用时间。





A COURT LADY

Elizabeth Barrett Browning

Elizabeth Barrett was born in England on the 6th of March, 1806. Her father was a wealthy Englishman, and shortly after the birth of this daughter he built a country in Herefordshire—“a luxurious home standing in a park, among trees, and sloping hills all sprinkled with sheep.”

Elizabeth, a slender little maiden with dark eyes, soft curls, and a smile like a sunbeam, occupied a room in the upper part of the house, where she could look out upon the tree-tops and listen to the soft notes of the birds.

Each of the children of the family had a garden of his own, and Elizabeth was so fond of white roses that she had a bower overgrown with them .

Her tutor found in her a remarkable pupil and at eight years of age the little girl was reading Greek, often holding her book in one hand while she nursed her doll on her arm.

Her father was very proud of his little daughter, and when she was between eleven and twelve he had one of her poems, “The Battle of Marathon”, published for his own library.

But her time was not all spent in studying. She loved to play with her brothers and sisters, and ride her black pony, Moses, about the country. One day in trying to saddle him in the field, she fell and injured her back, so that for years she was a helpless invalid. This trial did not prevent her from living as she had dreamed and hoped to live, and she continued to read and write in her seclusion.

Her mother died when Elizabeth was twenty, and her father was unfortunate in business, so that he was obliged to sell his beautiful home, and the family went to London.

Elizabeth was seldom able to leave her room, but continued to write. Her name soon became known to the world. One of her first works to attract attention was “Prometheus”, which was published when she was twenty-six years old.

Many a sweet and tender poem came from her pen, and she always wrote on the side of truth and freedom.

She became acquainted with Robert Browning, another of England's great poets, and they were married in 1846. Mr. Browning took his wife to Florence, Italy, and the sunny skies of that country partially restored her health.

“Casa Guidi Windows”，one of Mrs. Browning's strongest poems, was written during her life in Florence, as she looked from her windows upon the Italian people struggling for freedom.

“Aurora Leigh” is Mrs. Browning's most famous work. Every page is filled with beauty. This most gifted of women-poets died at Florence in 1861.

Her hair was tawny with gold, her eyes with purple were dark,

Her cheeks' pale opal burnt with a red and restless spark.

Never was lady of Milan nobler in name and in race;

Never was lady of Italy fairer to see in the face.

Never was lady on earth more true as woman and wife,

Larger in judgment and instinct, prouder in manners and life.

She stood in the early morning, and said to her maidens,

“Bring That silken robe made ready to wear at the court of the King.

“Bring me the clasps of diamond, lucid, clear of the mote,

Clasp me the large at the waist, and clasp me the small at the throat.”

Gorgeous she entered the sunlight which gathered her up in a flame.

While, straight in her open carriage, she to the hospital came.

In she went at the door, and gazing from end to end,

“Many and low are the pallets, but each is the place of a friend.”

Up she passed through the wards, and stood at a young man's bed:

Bloody the band on his brow, and livid the droop of his head.

“Art thou a Lombard, my brother? Happy art thou,” she cried,

And smiled like Italy on him: he dreamed in her face and died.

Down she stepped to a pallet where lay a face like a girl's,

Young, and pathetic with dying,—a deep black hole in the curls.

“Art thou from Tuscany, brother? And seest thou, dreaming in pain.

Thy mother stand in the piazza, searching the list of the slain?”

Kind as a mother herself, she touched his cheeks with her hands:

“Blessed is she who has borne thee, although she should weep as she stands.”

On she passed to a Frenchman, his arm carried off by a ball:

Kneeling, “O more than my brother! How shall I thank thee for all?

“Each of the heroes around us has fought for his land and line.

But thou hast fought for a stranger, in hate of a wrong not thine.

Happy are all free peoples, too strong to be dispossest;

But blessed are those among nations who dare to be strong for the rest.”

Ever she passed on her way, and came to a couch where pined

One with a face from Venitia, white with a hope out of mind.

Long she stood and gazed, and twice she tried at the name,

But two great crystal tears were all that faltered and came.

Only a tear for Venice? She turned as in passion and loss,

And stooped to his forehead and kissed it, as if she were kissing the cross.

Faint with that strain of heart she moved on then to another,

Stern and strong in his death. “And dost thou suffer, my brother?”

Holding his hands in hers: “Out of the Piedmont lion

Cometh the sweetness of freedom! Sweetest to live or to die on.”

Holding his cold rough hands, “Well, oh, well have ye done

In noble, noble Piedmont, who would not be noble alone?”

Back he fell while she spoke. She rose to her feet with a spring,

“That was a Piedmontese! And this is the Court of the King.”

宫廷淑女

伊丽莎白·巴雷特·勃朗宁

伊丽莎白·巴雷特·勃朗宁于1806年3月6日生于英格兰。她的父亲是一位富有的英国人，在女儿出生不久便在赫利福德郡建造了一间乡间房屋——“这是一间豪华的房子，在花园里，周围都是树，山坡上的羊群都在吃草”。

伊丽莎白是一个瘦弱的小姑娘，黑黑的眼睛，头发软而卷曲，笑起来像阳光一样灿烂，在这间房子的上层有一间屋子，在那里她可以看到外面的树木，听到小鸟轻柔的歌唱。

家里的每个孩子都有一个自己的花园，伊丽莎白非常喜欢白玫瑰，她的花园里种满了白玫瑰。

她的老师认为她是一名出色的小学生，8岁的时候这个小女孩就可以阅读希腊文，她通常是一只手拿着书，胳膊上放着她的玩具。

她的父亲对于自己的小女儿感到非常骄傲，在她十一二岁的时候，她的一首诗歌《马拉松之战》就在他的私人图书馆内发表。

然而，她的时间并没有全部用在学习上。她喜欢和兄弟姐妹们玩耍，骑着自己的黑色小马摩西在乡间游荡。有一天，她试图在田野里给小马系上马鞍，却摔倒、伤到了自己的后背，导致几年里她都行动不便。这样的经历并没有影响她像梦想、希望的那样生活，她继续在孤寂中阅读、写作。

伊丽莎白20岁的时候她的母亲去世，父亲在生意中遭到不幸，因此他被迫卖掉了漂亮的房子，一家人搬到了伦敦。

伊丽莎白很少能离开自己的房间，但她坚持写作。她的名字很快为世人所知。她最早的几部吸引众人注意的作品之一就是《普罗米修斯》，在她26岁的时候该作品发表了。

她的笔下写出了许多优美、温柔的诗歌，她也是一直为了真理、自由而写作。

她同罗伯特·勃朗宁结识，勃朗宁先生是英国另外的一位伟大的诗人，1846年他们结为夫妻。勃朗宁先生把妻子带到意大利的佛罗伦萨，那里明媚的天空为她恢复健康起到了一些作用。

《圭迪的窗子》是最能体现勃朗宁夫人情感的诗歌之一，是在佛罗伦萨生活期间所创作的，她在窗户后面看到了意大利人民为了自由而战。

《奥罗拉·蕾》是勃朗宁夫人最著名的作品。每一页写得都很美。这位最为杰出的女性诗人于1861年在佛罗伦萨去世。

她的头发黄褐而又金黄，她的眼睛暗黑而又带紫，

她的脸颊白皙，泛着红光、闪着光彩。

米兰的太太们在名分、门第上都没有她好；

意大利的夫人们脸蛋都没有她漂亮。

世界上女人、妻子都没有她真实，

没有她见多识广、心胸广大，没有她仪态优雅、举止动人。

清晨起来，她对自己的侍女说：“拿给我

准备好的丝裙，好在国王的宫廷上穿着。

拿给我钻石项链，明亮而毫无瑕疵，

让我腰间宽松，让我颈间细窄。”

仪态大方，她走进阳光，阳光照亮了她，

她坐着宽松的马车，来到了医院。

她从大门走进，从一边看到另一边，

“病床多且矮，每一张上都躺着一位朋友。”

她穿过几个病房，停在一个年轻人的床边：

他眉上的纱布渗着血，头没精打采地垂着。

“我的兄弟，你可是伦巴族人？你真幸福。”她说道，

他脸上浮现出意大利人式的笑——他迷离地看着她的脸死去了。

她走到一张病床旁边，床上的脸好像一位姑娘，

年轻却对死亡忧心忡忡——头发之中有一个深深的黑色的大洞。

“你来自托斯卡纳，兄弟？你看到了吗，在痛苦中做梦，

你的母亲站在广场上，看着阵亡者的名单？”

像母亲一样慈爱，她用手摸摸他的脸颊：

“保佑给你生命的那个人，虽然她一定会流眼泪。”

她走向一个法国人，他的胳膊被子弹打断了：

跪下说：“啊，你比我的亲人还要亲！我怎样才能感谢你呢？

“我们身边的每一个英雄都为自己的国家、族人而战，

但是你却为别人而战，恨恶那未曾临到你不义。

所有自由的人民都是幸福的，他们坚强得不可剥夺；

愿上帝保佑那些为他人而坚强的人们。”

她走着，来到一张病床旁，

一位来自维尼西亚的人痛苦地躺着，脸色苍白、不抱希望。

她站了好久、看了好久，两次她都想以上帝的名义说些什么，

但是两次只有晶莹的泪水夺眶而出。

只为威尼斯而泣？她转过头来，情绪激动、怅然若失，

她俯身亲吻他的前额，好像在亲吻十字架一样。

带着这种沉重的心情，她来到另一张病床旁，

他的死亡毫无疑问。“你遭受痛苦了吗，我的兄弟？”

手中握着他的手：“皮埃蒙特的雄狮

给我们带来美好的自由！生也幸福，死也荣耀。”

握着他冰冷、粗糙的手，“好样的，啊，你做得好，

高贵的皮埃蒙特人，你的高贵不是孤单的吧？”

说话的时候她摔倒了。她一下站了起来，

“那是皮埃蒙特人！这是国王的宫廷。”





THE STAG OF CLANRUADH

George MacDonald

For a sketch of the life of George MacDonald see “Cyr's Fifth Reader”.

Among the peasantry assembled at the feast were two that had neither danced nor seated themselves at the long table where all were welcome. The elder was a man about five and fifty, tall and lean, with a wiry frame, dark grizzled hair, and a shaven face. His eyes were remarkably clear and keen, and the way he used them could hardly fail to attract attention. Although everybody spoke to him, he never spoke in reply—only made signs, sometimes with his lips, often with hand or head; the man was deaf and dumb.

His companion was a youth whose age it would have been difficult to guess. He looked a lad, and was not far from thirty. The relation between the two was strangely interesting. Day and night they were insep-arable. Because the father was deaf, the son gave all his attention to the sounds of the world; his soul sat in his ears, ever awake, ever listening.

What his people thought of him came out in the name they gave him: “Rob of the Angels”. Some said he always looked cold; but I think that came of the wonderful peace on his face, like the quiet of a lake over which lies a thin mist. Never was stronger nor fuller devotion manifested by son to father than by Rob of the Angels to Hector of the Stags.

The father trusted his son's hearing as implicitly as his own sight. When he saw a certain look come on his face, he would drop on the instant and crouch as still as if he had ears, watching Rob's face for news of some sound wandering through the vast of night.

He had the keenest eyes in Clanruadh and was a dead shot. Even the Chief was not his equal. Yet he never stalked a deer, never killed anything for mere sport. What the two wanted for food they would kill; but it was not much they needed, for seldom can two men have lived on less.

Two young men of wealth, named Sercombe and Palmer, had come to the country to hunt. They had neither experience nor trustworthy attendants; none of the Chief's men would hunt with them. Neither had shot a single stag and the time was drawing near when they should return. To have no proof of prowess to display was humbling to Sercombe he must show a stag's head or hide his own! He resolved, by himself, one of the next moonlit nights, to stalk a certain great, wide-horn stag of whose habits he had received information.

His sole attendant when shooting was a clever vaga-bond lad, called Christian. From him he heard of the great stag and the spots in the valley which he frequented, often scraping away the snow with his feet to get the grass. The lad did not inform him that the animal was a special favorite with the Chief of Clanruadh, or that the clan looked upon him as their live symbol, the very stag represented upon their coat of arms.

Christian and Sercombe had stalked him day after day, but without success. And now, with one poor remaining hope, the latter had determined to stalk him by night. To despoil him of his life, his glorious rush over the mountain-side, to see that ideal of strength, suppleness, and joyous flight lie nerveless and placid at his feet, was for the time the ambition of Halary Sercombe.

There was, however, a reason for the failure of the young hunters beyond lack of skill and what they called their ill luck. Hector of the Stags was awake; his keen eye was upon them, seconded by the all-hearing ears of Rob of the Angels. They had discovered that the two men had set their hearts on the big stag, and every time they were out after him Hector, too, was out with his spyglass, the gift of an old seafaring friend, searching the billowy hills.

While the hunters would be toiling along to get wind of him imseen, for the old stag's eyes were as keen as his velvety nose, the father and son would be lying, perhaps close at hand, perhaps far away, on some hill-side of another valley, watching now the hunters, now the stag.

For love of the Chief and for love of the stag they had constituted themselves his guardians. Again and again, when one of the hunters had him within range quietly feeding, naught between the great pumping of his big joyous heart and the hot bullet but the brown skin, a distant shot would forestall the nigh one, a shot for life, not death; and the stag, knowing instantly, by wondrous combination of sense and judgment, in what quarter lay the danger, would, without once looking around him, measure a hundred yards of hillock and rock between the sight-taking and the pulling of the trigger.

Another time it would be no shot, but the bark of a dog, the cry of a moor fowl, or a signal from some watching hind that started him.

The sounds that warned the stag were by no means always uttered by other animals. They were often but imitations by Rob of the Angels. Not a moment did the stag neglect any warning, but from peaceful feeder was changed to wind-like fleer, his great horns thrown back upon his shoulders, and his four legs just touching the ground with elastic hoof.

One night Hector of the Stags could not sleep. It was not for cold, for the night was for the season a mild one. Raising himself on his elbow, Hector learned that Rob was not by his side. He, too, had been unable to sleep, and at last discovered that he was uneasy about something; what, he could not tell. He rose and went out. The moon was shining,and, as there was much snow, the night was brighter than many a day. Hector soon joined his son. He had brought his telescope and immediately began to sweep the moonlight on the opposite hill. In a moment he touched Rob on the shoulder and handed him the telescope. Rob looked and saw a dark speck on the snow moving along the hillside. It was the big stag. Now and then he would stop to snuff and search for a mouthful, but was evidently making for one of his feeding places-most likely that on the Chief's land. They did not stop for more than a glance, however, but made for the valley as fast as they could walk; the noise of running feet would be heard too far on such a clear night. The whole way, without sound uttered, father and son kept interchanging ideas on the matter.

From thorough acquaintance with the habits of the animal, they were quite certain he was on his way to his favorite haunt. If he reached there, he would be safe; it was the Chief's ground and no one would dare to touch him. But he was not yet upon it and was in danger. If they found him at his usual feed, and danger threatening, they must scare him eastward; if no peril was at hand, they would watch him a while, that he might feed in safety.

They approached the castle; immediately beyond that they would be in sight of the feeding ground. But they were still behind it when Rob of the Angels bounded forward in terror at the sound of a gun. His father, however, who was in front, was off before him. Neither hearing anything, nor seeing Rob, he knew that a shot had been fired, and, caution being now useless, was in a moment at full speed.

The smoke of the shot hung white in the moonlight over the end of the ridge. No red bulk shadowed the green pasture, no thicket of horns went shaking over the sod. No lord of creation, but an enemy of life, stood regarding his work, a tumbled heap of death, yet saying to himself, “It is good.”

Rage filled the heart of Hector of the Stags. He gave a roar like a wild beast and raised his gun. But Rob of the Angels caught it ere it reached his shoulder. He yielded, and with another roar like a lion bounded bare-handed upon the enemy.

It was not merely that the enemy had killed the great stag of their love; he had killed him on the Chief's own ground, under the eyes of the man whose business it was to watch over him. It was an insult as well as a wrong to his Chief. In the fierce majesty of his wrath he threw himself upon the poacher. Sercombe met him with a blow straight from the shoulder, and he dropped.

Rob of the Angels, close behind him, dropped his gun, his knife flashed pale in the moonlight, and he darted upon the enemy. It would have gone ill with the bigger man, for Rob was as lithe as a snake—not only swift to parry and dodge, but to strike. Sercombe's arm would have had at least one terrible gash, had not at that moment, from the top of the ridge, come the stern voice of the Chief. Rob's knife “made lightnings in the splendor of the moon”, as he threw it from him and sank down by his father. Then Hector came to himself and rose, trembling with excitement, for he saw the stalwart form of his Chief on the ridge above him.

The Chief had been wakened by the gun, and, at the roar of his friend Hector, sprang from his bed. But when he saw his beloved stag dead on his pasture, he came down the ridge like an avalanche. He gazed speechless for a moment on the slaughtered stag and heaved a great sigh. “Mr. Sercombe,” he said, “I would rather you had shot my best horse. Are you aware, sir, that you are a poacher?”

“I had supposed the term inapplicable to a gentleman,” answered Sercombe with entire coolness. “I will pay whatever you choose to set on the brute.” It would be hard to say which was less agreeable to the Chief, to have his stag called a brute, or be offered blood money.

“Stag Ruadh priced like a bullock,” he said with a slow smile, full of sadness; “the pride of every child in the glen ! Not a gentleman in the county would have shot Clanruadh's deer.”

Sercombe was by this time feeling uncomfortable, and it made him angry. He muttered something about superstition.

“He was taken when a calf,” the Chief went on, “and given to a great-aunt of mine; but when he grew up he took to the hills again, and was known by his silver collar till he managed to rid himself of it. He shall be buried where he lies, and his monument shall tell how the stranger served the stag of Clanruadh.”

From “What's Mine's Mine”

克兰鲁阿兹的雄鹿

乔治·麦克唐纳

乔治·麦克唐纳的生平见第五册

在农民阶级聚集的盛宴中有两个人，他们既没有跳舞，也没有坐在被所有人欢迎的长桌上。年长的那位男士身高约5英尺半，身材纤长、精瘦，头发斑白，脸上的胡子刮得很干净。他的眼睛极其明亮和敏锐，他使用眼睛的方式从来都很吸引注意力。尽管所有的人都向他说话，他却从来不应答——只是做手势，有时会用嘴唇，但更经常用手和头。他是个聋哑人。

他的同伴是个年轻人，年纪很难猜测。他看上去像个小伙子，30岁左右。他们两人的关系异常有趣。他们白天黑夜不分离。因为父亲聋，儿子把所有的注意力都放在了这个世界的声音上；他的灵魂驻扎在他的耳朵里，永远是醒的，永远在聆听。

人们对他的看法都出自他们给他的名字——“天使的罗布(掠夺)”。有些人说他看上去总是很冷；但我想那是由他脸上惊人的平静引起的，就像安静的湖面蒙有一片薄雾。儿子对父亲的忠诚表现得从来没有“天使的罗布”对“雄鹿的赫克托（保护者）”那么强烈和完全。

父亲毫无疑问地相信他儿子的听力，像相信他自己的视力一样。当他看到一个面孔来到他面前时，他会立即找时间弯腰，好像他听得到一样，看看罗布的脸，寻找徘徊在广阔黑夜中的信息。

他有着克兰鲁阿兹最敏锐的眼睛，还是一个神枪手。甚至连首领也比不上他。然而他从没偷偷地靠近过一头鹿，从没有为了消遣而杀死过任何动物。他们俩想要什么食物，就会去杀；但他们要的并不多，因为很少有人比他们食用得更少。

有两个富有的年轻人，一个名叫塞科姆，一个名叫帕默，他们相约来到村子里打猎。他们既没有经验，也没有值得信赖的随从，没有一个首领的人愿意和他们一起打猎。两个人从没射杀过一头雄鹿，可这次当他们要返回时，机会邻近了。没有英勇的见证可以展示让塞科姆感到受到了羞辱；他必须出示一个雄鹿的头要么就只能把自己给藏起来！他自己下定了决心，下一个月光照耀的晚上就去偷偷接近一只身躯庞大、鹿角宽宽的雄鹿，他对它的习惯已有所了解。

射击时，他唯一的随从是一个聪明的游手好闲者，名叫克里斯琴。从他那儿塞科姆得知峡谷里有一头大雄鹿，并知道了它经常光顾的地点，为了得到牧草，它经常会用脚把雪铲掉。

那个小伙子并没有提醒他那个动物是克兰鲁阿兹首领特别喜爱的，也没告诉他氏族把它当做活的图腾，它正代表着盾形纹章。

克里斯琴和塞科姆连续几日偷偷地接近它，但没有成功。现在，还有一丝残存的希望，塞科姆决定在夜里偷偷靠近它。当时，塞科姆的夙愿就是掠夺它的生命，他的荣耀能马上传遍山腰，看到那个理想的力量，他的脚行动灵活喜悦，脚步沉着平缓。

但是，年轻的猎人失败的原因除了缺乏技巧和他们所认为的运气不好外，还有一个。“雄鹿的赫克托”还是醒的，他敏锐的眼睛盯着他们，再加上“天使的罗布”能听到一切的耳朵。他们已觉察到那两个人早已把心思放在了那头体格硕大的雄鹿上，每次他们跟在雄鹿后时，赫克托也会拿着小望远镜跟在他们后面；望远镜是一个年老的航海朋友送给赫克托的礼物，可以用来搜寻波涛汹涌的水山。

然而猎人们只能辛劳地在周围跋涉，去获得他们看不见的风声，因为年老的雄鹿的眼睛跟他软绵绵的鼻子一样敏锐。爸爸和儿子可能就躺在附近，也可能躺得很远，躺在另一个峡谷的山腰，现在正看着猎人和雄鹿。

出于对首领的爱，也出于对雄鹿的爱，他们自己组成了保护者。当其中一个猎人一次又一次地进入他的射击范围，悄悄地给枪上膛时，他异常喜悦的心脏和火热的子弹当中什么也没有，只有褐色的皮肤，一个远距离射击能阻止靠近者，不是为了杀死他，而是为了拯救雄鹿；雄鹿凭借意识和判断的惊人结合，立刻知道了那个方位存在危险，它能够不用环顾四周，在瞄准和触动扳机的空当去判断100码内的小丘和岩石。

仍没有射击声传来，但传来了犬吠声和红松鸡的啼叫声，或者是身后的人观察它时所发出的惊动他的信号声。

警告雄鹿的声响绝非总是由其他的动物发出的。它们常常是罗布模仿动物发出的叫声。雄鹿没有一刻会忽略任何提醒，它从安静地觅食变为风一般地逃跑，它硕大的角猛地抬起，重新高昂到肩以上，它的四只脚只有灵活的脚蹄触碰到地面。

一天夜晚，“雄鹿的赫克托”无法入眠。可并不是由于冷，因为这个季节的夜晚很温暖。赫克特撑起胳膊肘，发现罗布不在他身旁。他也睡不着，最终他发现是在担忧着一些事情,一些他自己也说不清的事情。他站起来走了出去。屋外月光明亮，由于地面有很多积雪，这个夜晚比其他很多夜晚都要明亮。很快，赫克特跟他儿子待在了一起。他带来了望远镜，立即开始彻底地扫视对面山上的月光。过了片刻，他摸了摸罗布的肩膀，把望远镜递给了他。罗布看后发现一个黑点在雪地上沿着山腰在移动。那是头大雄鹿。它时而停下来呼呼地吸口气，找口吃的，但显然它正前往它的一个食物区——很可能是在首领的地盘。他们没有停下来多看一眼，而是尽他们最快的速度走向峡谷；在如此安静的夜晚，跑动的脚声在很远处也能被听到。整个路途中，父亲和儿子互相交流着对这件事情的看法，但没有发出声响。

因为他们完全熟悉那个动物的习性，他们非常确定它正走向它的巢穴。如果它到那儿了，它会是安全的；因为那是首领的地盘，没人敢在那儿碰它。但它还没接近那儿，它还处于危险中。如果他们发现它去它平时觅食的地方，那么将会有危险威胁到它，他们必须惊吓它，让它朝东；如果附近没有危险，他们会观察片刻，它应该可以安全地用餐。

他们接近了城堡。立刻，他们所处的地方除了能看到城堡外，还能看到雄鹿觅食之处。

在天使罗布听到枪声恐惧地向前跳的时候，他们父子一直跟在它后面。但是前面的父亲，在离他前面很远的地方。他既没听到任何声音，也没看到罗布，但他知道有人开枪了，而这时警告已经没用了，他立马飞奔起来。

月光下，枪击后的白烟悬浮在山脊边缘。没有流血的躯体投影于牧场，也没有灌木丛的警告声惊吓到那个家伙。没有万物之灵，但一条生命的敌人站着，端详他的成果——一具摔倒的死尸，他还自言自语道：“很好。”

赫克托心中充满了愤怒。他像凶猛的野兽咆哮着，举起他的枪。但在枪举到肩之前，天使的罗布抓住了它。赫克托放弃了，这次又像狮子一样咆哮着，赤手猛地扑向敌人。

不仅仅是因为敌人杀死了他们所爱的伟大的雄鹿，而且还是在首领自己的地盘上杀死了它，在职责就是看守它的人的眼皮下杀死了他。对于他的首领而言，这是一个羞辱，也是一个过失。在威严的激怒下，他扑向捕猎者。塞科姆直接殴打他的肩膀，他倒下了。

“天使的罗布”紧跟在他后，丢下枪，他拿出的刀在月光下发着暗淡的光，他把它扔向了敌人。决斗对身材高大的人不利，因为罗布犹如蛇一般灵活——不仅能够敏捷地闪躲，还能快速地攻击。如果那一刻，山脊的顶部没有传来首领严峻的声音，塞科姆的手臂至少会遭受一处严重的伤口。罗布的刀“在月亮的光辉下闪着光”，当他扔出去时，被他父亲拦了下来。随后海克特醒悟了过来，兴奋地颤抖着，因为在他上面的山脊上，他见到了他首领结实的身形。

首领被枪声惊醒了，他朋友海克特的咆哮声传到了他的床边。但当他看见他心爱的雄鹿死在他的牧场时，他就像雪崩一样滚了下来。他无言地凝视了一会儿被屠杀的雄鹿，深深叹了口气。“塞科姆先生，”他说，“我宁愿你杀了我最好的马。先生，你意识到你是一个偷猎者了吗？”

“我认为那个说法并不适用于一个绅士，”塞科姆非常冷静地答道。“我为攻击了一个畜生愿意答应你提出的任何赔偿。”很难说首领是不喜欢把他的雄鹿说成畜生，还是不喜欢提出赔偿的问题。

“雄鹿鲁阿兹定价为一个阉牛的价格，”他说道，带着一个浅浅的微笑，充满了忧伤，“它是峡谷里每个小孩的骄傲！郡里面没有一个绅士会杀害克兰鲁阿兹的鹿的。”

塞科姆到这时感到非常不安，甚至他很生气，他咕哝着，抱怨那太迷信。

“当它还是个幼仔时，”首领继续说，“给了我的一个婶祖母；但当它长大后，再次被带到了山里，因它银色的颈圈出名，直到它自己设法成功地去掉了它。它应该被埋在它躺着的地方，它的墓碑会告知人们陌生人是怎样对待克兰鲁阿兹的雄鹿的。”

选自《什么是属于我的》





PINE TREES

John Ruskin

John Ruskin was born in London in 1819. He was a bright, active boy and learned to read when he was four years old. He amused himself by making little books, printing them by hand, and illustrating them with his own drawings.

His parents spent several summers in driving about England enjoying the sights and historical places. John went with them, and as soon as he could write he kept a journal.

Several years later he traveled with his father through Germany, sailed across the Italian lakes, and saw the Alps.

Ruskin was educated at Oxford. When he was graduated he had already become well known as a writer, gained the most popular university prize, and was considered a clever artist.

He became deeply interested in the artists of his time, and published a number of volumes entitled “Modern Painters”. He has also written many other works, each containing common sense and truth, as well as beauty and imagination.

Mr. Ruskin is still living in his delightful home at Brantwood.

The pine is trained to need nothing and to endure everything. Tall or short, it will be straight. Small or large, it will be round. It may be permitted to the soft, lowland trees that they should make themselves gay with the show of blossom and glad with pretty charities of fruitfulness. We builders with the sword have harder work to do for man, and must do it in close-set troops.

To stay the sliding of the mountain snows, which would bury him; to hold in divided drops, at our sword points, the rain, which would sweep away him and his treasure fields; to nurse in shade among our brown, fallen leaves the tricklings that feed the brooks in drought; to give massive shield against the winter wind, which shrieks through the bare branches of the lo plain,—such service must we do him steadfastly while we live.

Our bodies also are at his service; softer than the bodies of other trees, though our service is harder than theirs. Let him take them as he pleases for his houses and ships. So also it may be well for these timid, lowland trees to tremble with all their leaves, or turn their paleness to the sky, if but a rush of rain passes by them; or to let fall their leaves at last, sick and sere. But we pines must live amidst the wrath of clouds.

We only wave our branches to and fro when the storm pleads with us, as men toss their arms in a dream.

And, finally, these weak, lowland trees may struggle fondly for the last remnant of life, and send up feeble saplings again, from their roots when they are cut down. But we builders with the sword perish boldly; our dying shall be perfect and solemn, as our warring; we give up our lives without reluctance, and forever.

I wish the reader to fix his attention for a moment on these two great characters of the pine, its straightness and rounded perfectness; both wonderful, and in their issue lovely. I say first its straightness. Because we see it in the wildest scenery, we are apt to remember only as examples of those which have been disturbed by violent accident or disease.

Of course such instances are frequent. The soil of the pine is subject to continual change; perhaps the rock in which it is rooted splits in frost and falls forward, throwing the young stems a slope, or the whole mass of earth around it is undermined by rain, or a huge boulder falls on its stem from above, and forces it for twenty years to grow with weight of several tons leaning on its side.

Nevertheless this is not the truest or universal expression of the pine's character. The pine rises in serene resistance, self-contained; nor can I ever without awe stay long under a great Alpine cliff, looking up to its great companies of pine.

You cannot reach them; those trees never heard human voice; they are far above all sound but that of the winds. No foot ever stirred fallen leaf of theirs.

Then note, farther, their perfectness. The pine stands compact, like one of its own cones, slightly curved on its sides, and instead of being wild in its expression, forms the softest of all forest scenery. For other trees show their trunks and twisting boughs; but the pine, growing either in luxuriant mass or in happy isolation, allows no bough to be seen. Lowland forests arch overhead and chequer the ground with darkness; but the pine, growing in scattered groups, leaves the glades between emerald bright. Its gloom is all its own; narrowing to the sky, it lets the sunshine strike down to the dew.

And then I want you to notice in the pine its exquisite fineness. Other trees rise against the sky in dots and knots, but this in fringes.

You never see the edges of it, so subtle are they; and for this reason it alone of trees, so far as I know, is capable of the fiery changes noticed by Shakespeare.

When the sun rises behind a ridge crested with pine, provided the ridge be at a distance of about two miles, and seen clear, all the trees for about three or four degrees on each side of the sun become trees of light, seen in clear flame against the darker sky, and dazzling as the sun itself.

I thought at first this was owing to the actual luster of the leaves; but I believe now it is caused by the cloud-dew upon them, every minutest leaf carrying its diamond. It seems as if these trees, living always among the clouds, had caught part of their glory from them.

From “Modern Painters”

松树

约翰·罗斯金

约翰·罗斯金于1819年生于伦敦。他是一个聪明活泼的孩子，4岁的时候学会了阅读。他制作书籍，用手进行印刷，自己画画作为插图，以此作为游戏。

他的父母利用几个夏季的时间周游英格兰，欣赏美景和历史古迹。约翰同他们一起出游，在能写字之后，他就有了自己的日记。

几年之后，他和父亲一起漫游德国，在意大利的大小湖泊航行，还游览了阿尔卑斯山。

罗斯金在牛津大学接受了教育。毕业之时他已经是一名知名作家，获得了最流行的学校奖金，被公认为是一个聪慧的艺术家。

他对自己时代的艺术家产生了浓厚的兴趣，以《当代画家》为题发表了大量作品。他也写出了许多其他作品，其中充满了常识和真理，充满了美和想象。

罗斯金先生依然生活在位于布兰特伍德幸福的家中。

松树经受了考验，所需很少，忍耐力极强。或高或矮，松树都是直的。或大或小，松树都是圆的。可以看出，低地的树木一旦开花便显得鲜艳，一旦结果就变得动人。我们这些长着刀剑的树木为人类效力，虽然做的事情比较艰难，一定要在紧密的队伍里才可以做好。

我们要抵抗山雪的冲击，可能会被掩埋；我们要用我们的剑尖割开雨点，否则雨水就会带走树木和他宝贵的土地；我们要在枯黄、落下的树叶间蕴涵涓涓细流，这些滋养了溪水；我们要抵抗冬季的冷风，冷风穿过光秃的树干咆哮而过——我们活着就一定要坚定地为人类做这样的事情。

我们的身体服务于人类，虽然我们做的事情比其他树木都艰苦，但是我们的身体比他们都柔软。让人们随意选取，制造自己的房屋还有船只。同样，若是一阵雨水降下，这些懦弱的低地树木可以带着叶子颤抖，或者面色苍白地面向天空，或许这样也不错；他们的叶子可以最终垂下，病变而枯萎。但是我们松树一定要在云雨愤怒中生存。

当风暴来临，我们只是来回摇摆我们的枝干，就像人在梦中摆动手臂一样。

最后，这些弱小的低地树木可以留恋生命、为求生而奋斗，在它们被砍掉之后，弱小的幼苗会在他们的根部生长出来。我们这些长着刀剑的树木勇敢地死去；我们的死去同我们的战争一样完美、一样庄严；我们毫无眷顾地放弃我们的生命、永远地放弃我们的生命。

我希望读者可以花一点时间，注意松树的这两个品质，它的笔直和完美的圆形；两种品质都那么奇妙，散发着可爱。我首先说它的笔直。因为我们在野外看到松树，我们很容易记住这些因意外或者被疾病击倒的树木，以为这才是正常的现象。

这样的情况当然不少。松树的土壤要经受持续的变化；也许它所生长的岩石在云雾中崩裂了，向前倾滑，小树随之下滑，或者周边的土壤整体被雨水冲掉，或者巨石从上方落在了树干上，把几吨的重量都压在树上，让它在20年的生长中都背负这样的重量。

然而，这些都不是松树品格最真实、最普遍的表达。松树在神圣的抵抗中挺立，自我满足；我不由得带着敬畏之情长久地站立在阿尔卑斯山陡峭的山崖下，仰望那高大伟岸的松树林大批的松树。

你永远也不能碰到它们，这些树木从来没有听到过人类的声音，它们站在所有的声响之上，只有风声与之为伴。人类的足迹不曾搅动它们落下的树叶。

那么，再看一看它们的完美吧。松树站姿优美，自己就可以形成一个圆锥，边缘略有弧线，表达并非粗野，反而变成了森林里最轻柔的景色。其他树木露出它们的树干还有扭曲的树枝，但是松树或群然而立，或幽然独处，其中的树枝是看不到的。低地的树木把头顶的天空遮盖起来，在地面上洒下斑斑黑迹。但是松树有足够的生长空间，绿树之间依然留有空地。松树的树荫都是自己的；松树由下到上越来越窄，这样阳光才可以照射在露水之上。

我还想让你留意松树上精致的美妙。其他树木映衬天空只有模糊的星星点点，但是松树却界限分明。

你永远见不到松树的边缘，它们如此精致。因此，据我所知，松树在所有树木当中才可以表现出莎翁发觉的火一般的变化。

每当太阳从长满松树的山脊之后升起，只要山脊在两里之外、可以被清晰地看到，太阳两边大概三到四度所有的树木都变成了光的树木，映衬着略发黑的天空变成了清晰的火焰，像太阳一样散发着光彩。

我开始以为这是因为树叶上的光彩，但是我现在相信这是由上面的露水造成的，每一个细小的枝叶都带着自己的钻石。这些树就好像永远生长在云雾之间，从云雾里获得了部分的光芒。

选自《当代画家》





ASPECT OF THE PINES

Paul Hamilton Hayne

Paul Hamilton Hayne, a well-known Southern poet, was born in Charleston, S. C, in 1830.

His verses are filled with pictures of nature in the South and the lessons revealed to his poetic mind. He died in 1886.

Tall, somber, grim, against the morning sky

They rise, scarce touched by melancholy airs,

Which stir the fadeless foliage dreamfully,

As if from realms of mystical despairs.

Tall, somber, grim, they stand with dusky gleams

Brightening to gold within the woodland's core,

Beneath the gracious noontide's tranquil beams—

But the weird winds of morning sigh no more.

A stillness strange, divine, ineffable，

Broods round and o'er them in the wind's surcease，

And in each tinted copse and shimmering dell

Rests the mute rapture of deep-hearted peace.

Last sunset comes—the solemn joy—and night

Born from the nest when cloudless day declines—

Low, flutelike breezes sweep the waves of light,

And lifting dark green tresses of the pines.

Till every lock is luminous, gently float,

Fraught with pale odors up the heavens afar，

To faint when twilight on her virginal throat

Wears for a gem the tremulous vesper star.

松树的神态

保罗·汉密尔顿·海恩

保罗·汉密尔顿·海恩是一位著名的南方诗人。他于1830年生于南卡罗莱纳州查尔斯顿市。

他的诗歌富于南方的自然景象，这些景象在他笔下呈现出了诗意。他死于1886年。

高耸，严峻，不屈，直拔清晨的天空

它们挺拔，触不到忧郁的天空，

它如梦般唤醒了未曾凋谢的树叶，

恍若来自神秘的绝望王国。

高耸，严峻，不屈，它们伫立在暗光下

在森林中心发着金子般的亮光，

雅致的正午，宁静的光线下——

然而，早晨怪诞的风不再叹息。

一种古怪、神圣、妙不可言的寂寥，

和风寂静，它们的周围云雾弥漫，

每个五彩的灌木丛和微光闪烁的幽谷里

依偎着内心深处平静而缄默的狂喜。

最后的晚霞来了——庄严的喜悦——和黑夜

在无云天的尾声生于温床——

低沉，宛若长笛般的微风掠过光的波浪，

吹拂起松树深绿的披肩长发。

直至每束长发闪着淡光，轻柔地飘荡，

伴着黯淡的气味直上远处的天堂，

黎明时分消失在她纯洁的咽喉

佩戴着宝石一般闪烁的晨星。





WORK

John Ruskin

It is physically impossible for a well-educated, intellectual, or brave man to make money the chief object of his thoughts; as physically impossible as it is for him to make his dinner the principal object of them. All healthy people like their dinners, but dinner is not the main object of their lives. So all healthily minded people like making money—ought to like it, and to enjoy the sensation of winning it; but the main object of their life is not money; it is something better than money.

A good soldier, for instance, mainly wishes to do his fighting well. He is glad of his pay—very properly so, and justly grumbles when you keep him ten years without it; still, his main notion of life is to win battles, not to be paid for winning them.

So of doctors. They like fees no doubt—ought to like them; yet if they are brave and well educated, the entire object of their lives is not fees. They, on the whole, desire to cure the sick; and—if they are good doctors, and the choice were fairly put to them—would rather cure their patient and lose their fee than kill him and get it. And so with all other brave and rightly trained men; their work is first, their fee second; very important always, but still second.

But in every nation, as I said, there are a vast class who are cowardly, and more or less stupid. And with these people, just as certainly the fee is first and the work second, as with brave people the work is first and the fee second.

And this is no small distinction. It is the whole distinction in a man. You cannot serve two masters; you must serve one or other. If your work is first with you, and your fee second, work is your master.

Observe then, all wise work is mainly threefold in character. It is honest, useful, and cheerful. I hardly know anything more strange than that you recognize honesty in play, and you do not in work. In your lightest games you have always some one to see what you call “fair play”. In boxing, you must hit fair; in racing, start fair. Your watchword is fair play; your hatred, foul play. Did it ever strike you that you wanted another watchword also, fair work, and another hatred also, foul work?

工作

约翰·罗斯金

要一个接受过良好教育的、理智的、英勇的人把挣钱当做其精神生活的主要目标，这实际上是不可能的；要让他把做饭当做其精神生活的主要内容，这同样也是不可能的。所有健康的人都喜欢他们的晚餐，但是晚餐不是他们生活的主要内容。所以，所有头脑健康的人都喜欢赚钱——他们应该喜欢赚钱，喜欢赚钱带来的快感。但是他们生活的主要内容并不是赚钱，而是高于赚钱的某些东西。

比如，一个好兵通常会希望他仗打得好。他满足于自己的薪水——很得体，若是让他10年拿不到薪水，他也会牢骚满腹。然而，他生活的主要意义还是打胜仗，不是为了打胜仗而得到薪水。

医生也是这样。毫无疑问他们喜欢赏钱——应该喜欢赏钱。但是，如果他们英勇的、受过良好的教育，他们生活的全部目标就不是赏钱。总而言之，他们愿意医治病人；而且——如果

他们是好医生，选择通常是他们自己做的——他们宁愿医治病人、不拿赏钱，也不愿杀害病人、得到赏钱。其他英勇、受过良好培训的人也是一样；他们的工作是第一位的，他们的赏钱是第二位的；赏钱永远是重要的，但是永远是第二位的。

但是，如我所说，在每一个国家里都有一大群人软弱无能，他们多少都有点愚蠢。对于这些人来说，赏钱当然是第一位的，工作是第二位的，就像那些有作为的人认为工作是第一位的，赏钱是第二位的。

这一差别并非毫无意义。这是人身上的所有差别。你不可能为两位主人效劳，你必须为这位主人效劳，或者那位。如果对于你来说工作是第一位的，赏钱是第二位的，那么工作就是你的主人。

看看吧，所有的好工作都有三个特点。这工作要诚实、有用、愉快。如果你在玩耍中认出了诚实，工作中却没有，我不知道有什么比这更加奇怪。在最轻松的游戏当中，你都有某一个人保证你所谓“公平竞争”的东西。在拳击中，你一定要公平出拳；你恨的就是不公平竞争。你是否发现过，你也需要另外一个口号，就是公平工作，还有一个憎恨，就是不公平工作？





THE MARCH OF THE MARSEILLAIS

What an uproar! The whole square, blazing with sunlight, was crammed full of people, all talking and shouting and gesticulating at once, while the National Guard was forming in line. No one seemed to know what had happened.

“What is it all about?” I asked.

“What is it all about?” repeated one of the soldiers. “The King of France is a traitor. We are betrayed by our king. The Marseilles battalion is on its way to Paris. It will pass through Avignon. We are going to welcome these brave patriots.”

Scarcely were we in line when a number of children came running towards us screaming，“Here they are! Here they are!”

And then, around the turn of the road, brave in their red plumed cocked hats, appeared the leaders of the Marseilles battalion, while all the men together burst forth with:—

“Forward, forward, countrymen!

The glorious day has come!”

It was the “Marseillais” that they were singing; and that magnificent hymn, heard then for the first time, stirred us down to the very marrow of our bones.

On they came, and what a sight it was! Five hundred men sunburnt as locust beans, with black eyes blazing like live coals under bushy eyebrows, all white with the dust of the road. They wore green cloth coats turned back with red like mine. Some wore cocked hats with waving feathers; some, red liberty caps with the strings flying back over their shoulders.

Each man had stuck in the barrel of his gun a willow or a poplar branch to shelter him from the sun, and all this shrubbery cast dancing shadows over their faces that made them look still more fantastic and strange.

And when from all those red mouths—wide open as a wolf's jaws, with teeth gleaming white like a wild beast's teeth—burst forth the chorus, “To arms, citizens!” It fairly made a shiver run down one's spine.

The whole battalion passed onward and was swallowed up in the city gate. Then came four men, hauling after them a rusty truck, on which was a cannon. These men were harnessed to the truck as oxen to the plough, and, like oxen, pulled from head and shoulders. With every muscle at full stretch they bent forward to their heavy task. Following the truck came another and still another. Gasping though the men were for breath, yet they too raised their heads and shouted as they passed through our ranks:—

“To arms, citizens, to arms!”

Day was dawning as we began our march with the battalion, and soon we were on the highroad under a blazing sun, kicking up the dust like twenty flocks of sheep and making our throats as dry as limekilns.

In spite of heat and dust, in spite of thirst and weariness, no one complained as we tramped steadily on; one body and one soul, with one will and one aim—and that to make the traitor king and those Parisians who were traitors with him cry mercy.

At midday we reached Orange, where the whole town came to meet us. I can tell you I was a proud boy as I entered that town! From my shoes to my eyebrows I was white with dust. My red cap was cocked over one ear. I kept my eyes glaringly wide open, so as to look fierce and dangerous. I howled the “Marseillais” at the top of my voice as I marched—and I was sure no one saw or heard anybody but me!

Hours went by; onward we marched through the black night. Oh, how long was that night and how weary that road! We were too tired to talk. The only sounds we heard were the rumbling of the cannon on the road and the chirping of the crickets in the fields.

At last we came to a village just as the dawn began to whiten the sky. On the straw of some threshing floors we laid ourselves down for an hour's sleep. At sunrise we were in line again.

This time I stationed myself in the rear, beside the cannon. A tremendous longing to help pull the guns had taken hold of me; for I thought that if only I could be harnessed up with the others I would not seem so young. I fancied to myself how I would look as we passed through the towns and villages—bending over and tugging at the straps, my eyes wide open and rolling ferociously, and all the while shouting in a voice as hoarse as I could make it, “Liberty forever!”

“Your turn will come in good time, little man.” I was told. “We are not in Paris yet, and before we reach there you will have quite enough to do to carry your bundle and your gun and your sword, which is a good deal longer than you are!”

This setback made me turn red with shame, but suddenly the drum beat the quickstep and we steadied our lines. We were entering the town beyond which we were to rest.

How delicious it was to go down on one's elbows and stretch out at full length on the soft grass in the shade of the poplars and willows! I let my head fall between my hands and watched with great interest an ant who was carrying through the grass a crumb of bread bigger than himself. The little creature would lose its way in a thick tangle of grass blades, or would slip down from a tall stem. In pity for him I would take a twig and help him on his way; putting the twig under him very gently so as not to hurt him, and so lifting him over a hard pass that would have cost him an hour of climbing to cross alone. And so the afternoon wore away.

We marched all night. Now we were coming to the frontiers of the north. There were no more olive trees, and the soft sea wind of the Mediterranean was far away. But this was only the beginning of the march. We went steadily on, drinking the water of brooks and ditches, and taking only snatches of sleep as the chance came.

The endless road was always the same long, weary way. Footsore, hungry, weary, still we toiled on. Some of the men began to drag behind, limping on bleeding feet; but they struggled bravely along. To drown the murmurs of pain, which even the best of them could not wholly stifle, we sang the “Marseillais”.

And at last, after days of weariness and hunger and thirst, we saw on the edge of the green plain the towers and spires of Paris.

A great crowd followed us into the city, drawn on partly by the steady roll of the drums, but more strongly by the terrible chant of the “Marseillais”, which all the five hundred men of the battalion sang in one tremendous voice. Soon the crowd caught the words of the chorus and sang with us—and then it was no longer five hundred, but a thousand, ten thousand, twenty thousand singers, singing with one voice.

I sang as if I would tear my throat open. From time to time I would look back to see the overwhelming, howling, terrible flood of people pouring in close behind us. Our weeks and weeks of marching were over. It seemed as if a great mountain were galloping after us with its peaks and valleys and forests shaken and riven by the avalanche, the tempest, the earthquake of God!

Adapted from Janvier's translation from the “Provencal of felix Gras”

马赛进行曲

多么严重的骚乱啊！整个广场阳光照耀，挤满了人，他们都交谈着，呼喊着，同时还指指点点，这时国民警卫队正排着队。似乎没有人知道发生了什么。

“那是怎么回事？”我询问。

“那是怎么回事？”一个士兵重复道，“法国国王是个卖国贼。他背叛了我们。马赛部队正在去往巴黎的路上。他们将经过阿维尼翁，我们要去欢迎这些勇敢的爱国志士了。”

我们刚排好队，一些小孩就朝我们跑来，尖叫道：“他们到了！他们到了！”

随后转过路口，马赛部队的领导出现了，他们头戴红色饰有羽毛的三角帽，非常华丽，此刻所有的人都同时迸发出呼喊：

“前进，前进，同胞们！

荣耀的一天已经到了！”

他们唱的正是《马赛曲》,这么激昂的赞歌，当时还是第一次听到，它唤醒了我们，深入我们的骨髓。

他们刚来时的场面是多么壮观啊！500个人都晒得黑如槐豆，浓眉下的黑眼睛，仿佛燃烧的煤发着光，身上落满路上的白灰。他们穿着绿色的外套，背面是跟我们一样的红色。有些戴着三角帽，上面的羽毛挥舞着；有些戴着红色的自由帽，丝带向后飞舞在他们的肩膀上。

每个人都在自己的枪筒里放着柳条或杨树枝，用来遮阳，所有的这种灌木落在他们脸上的阴影在跳动着，让他们看上去还要更加古怪和陌生。

所有的那些人都露出红色的嘴——宽如狼的下颚，露出的牙齿就像猛兽的一样发着白光——喊叫着：“武装起来，市民们！”它确实让人情不自禁地打了一个寒战，深入脊髓。

整个部队在向前迈进，然后被淹没在城门口。随后来了4个人，身后都拖着一个生锈的手推车，上面装有一架加农炮。这些人固定到了车上，就跟牛套上轭具耕作一样，用它们的头和肩拽着。他们弯腰向前去完成他们艰巨的任务，全身都青筋暴露。跟在这辆车后来了一辆又一辆。尽管他们喘气是为了呼吸，可他们还是昂起头，在经过我们的队列时，呼喊着：

“武装起来，市民们，武装起来！”

随着我们开始跟着部队行进，天开始破晓了，不一会儿我们就到了高速路上，头顶骄阳四射，踢起的灰尘就跟20只羊经过后一样，使我们的喉咙像石灰一样干硬。

尽管有灰尘，还很热，尽管很干渴很疲惫，我们稳步向前行进时，没有一个人抱怨；同一身躯，同一灵魂，同一意愿，同一目标——让叛国的国王和那些跟他一起叛国的巴黎人哭喊求饶。

正午我们到了奥朗日，那里全镇的人都出来迎接我们。我敢跟你说，在我们进入那个镇时，我是多么自豪的一个男孩！从我的鞋到我的眉毛都白白的，沾满了灰。我的红帽是竖起的，露出一只耳朵。我一直让眼睛睁得大大的，怒目而视，以便让我看起来是凶猛和危险的。前进中，我用我最大的音量吼叫着《马赛曲》——我确信没人能看到或听到任何人，但可以看到或听到我！

数小时过去了，我们迈过了黑夜。啊，那夜多么长啊！那路走得多么累啊！我们太疲惫了，以至于说不出话来。我们唯一能听到的声响就是加农炮在路上的辘辘声和田间蟋蟀的叫声。

最终，当天空现出鱼肚白时，我们到了一个村子。我们躺在已脱粒的秸秆的地面，睡了一小时。日出时，我们再次排好队出发了。

这次我走在最后边，身边只有加农炮。我非常渴望去帮忙推那些火炮，并一直那样。因为我想只要我能和其他人那样固定在车上，我看上去似乎就不会这么年轻。我设想我自己再经过小镇和小村时的样子——弓着腰，拉着皮带，眼睛睁得大大的，还凶猛地转着，自始至终都尽我所能地嘶哑地吼叫着：“永远自由!”

“适时你会来拉炮火的，小大人。”其他人对我说，“我们还没到巴黎呢，在我们到那里之前，你将有足够多的事情要做东西要拿，要拿你的包裹、你的枪和你的剑，那个剑比你还要长好多!”

这个阻碍让我感到耻辱，脸也红了起来。但是突然锣鼓敲打着快速进行曲，我们站稳了。我们正在进镇，过了那儿我们会休息一下。

在杨柳条的阴影下，躺在柔软的草地上，胳膊肘撑着头，尽情地伸展，那是多么惬意的一件事啊！我把头低到我的双手之间，饶有趣味地看着一只蚂蚁，它正搬着一块比它自己还要大的碎面包屑。这个小生物会在浓密混乱的草叶中迷失方向，也会从一个高的茎干上滑倒。出于同情，我会拿着细枝帮它探路；温柔地把细枝放在它下面，以免伤到它，把它抬起来，帮它避过一个困难的关口，那会免去它独自地爬行一个小时。一下午就这样荒废掉了。

整晚我们都在赶路。现在我们到达了北部的边界。再也没有橄榄树，柔和的地中海海风也已远去了。但这仅仅只是征程的开始。我们稳步向前，饮用溪水和壕沟里的水，只是有机会了才憩息一下。

无尽的路总是这样的遥远，这样的令人疲倦。我们忍受着脚痛、饥饿、困乏，仍在艰难地跋涉。一些人开始落在后面，拖地而行，一瘸一拐，脚还流着血，但他们还是在勇敢地艰难前行着。为了淹没那低沉的，即使他们中间最坚强的人也无法压制的痛苦的呻吟，我们便歌唱《马赛曲》。

最后，经过数日的疲倦和饥渴后，我们在绿色平原的边缘看到了巴黎的塔和塔尖。

在鼓平稳的翻滚鼓动声中，一大群人跟随我们进了城，但他们更是在“马赛曲”慷慨激昂的唱声中进了城，部队里有五百号人在大声吟唱《马赛曲》。很快人群听到了合唱的歌词，和我们一起唱了起来——后来不再是五百人，而是多达一千人，一万人，两万人用着同一音调在唱《马赛曲》。

我好似要撕开喉咙那样吟唱着。我时不时地回过头看看紧跟在我们身后的人群，他们咆哮着，如势不可当的洪水涌向我们。我们这几周结束了，这几周的征程也结束了。我们身后好似有一座雄伟的山脉在疾驰，上面有山巅、峡谷、森林，它们都被雪崩、暴风雨和上帝的地震给摇晃、给撕碎。

根据詹维尔《菲利斯狂欢节的普罗旺斯》的翻译作品改编





THE LADY OF SHALOTT

Alfred Tennyson

Part I

On either side the river lie

Long fields of barley and of rye,

That clothe the wold and meet the sky;

And through the field the road runs by

To many-towered Camelot;

And up and down the people go,

Gazing where the lilies blow

Round an island there below,

The island of Shalott.

Willows whiten, aspens quiver,

Little breezes dusk and shiver,

Through the wave that runs forever,

By the island in the river

Flowing down to Camelot.

Four gray walls and four gray towers,

Overlook a space of flowers,

And the silent isle embowers

The Lady of Shalott.

By the margin, willow-veiled,

Slide the heavy barges trailed

By slow horses; and unhailed,

The shallop flitteth silken-sailed,

Skimming down to Camelot:

But who hath seen her wave her hand?

Or at the casement seen her stand?

Or is she known in all the land,

The Lady of Shalott?

Only reapers, reaping early

In among the bearded barley,

Hear a song that echoes cheerly

From the river winding clearly,

Down to towered Camelot:

And by the moon the reaper weary,

Piling sheaves in uplands airy,

Listening, whispers, “‘T is the fairy

Lady of Shalott.”

Part II

There she weaves by night and day

A magic web with colors gay.

She has heard a whisper say,

A curse is on her if she stay

To look down to Camelot.

She knows not what the curse may be,

And so she weaveth steadily,

And little other care hath she,

The Lady of Shalott.

And moving through a mirror clear

That hangs before her all the year,

Shadows of the world appear.

There she sees the highway near

Winding down to Camelot:

There the river eddy whirls,

And there the surly village-churls，

And the red cloaks of market-girls，

Pass onward from Shalott.

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad，

An abbot on an ambling pad,

Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad，

Or long-haired page in crimson clad，

Goes by to towered Camelot;

And sometimes through the mirror blue

The knights come riding two and two:

She hath no loyal knight and true,

The Lady of Shalott.

But in her web she still delights

To weave the mirror's magic sights,

For often through the silent nights

A funeral, with plumes and lights,

And music, went to Camelot:

Or when the moon was overhead

Came two young lovers lately wed;

“I am half sick of shadows,” said

The Lady of Shalott.

Part III

A bow-shot from her bower-eaves，

He rode between the barley-sheaves，

The sun came dazzling through the leaves,

And flamed upon the brazen greaves

Of bold Sir Lancelot.

A red-cross knight forever kneeled

To a lady in his shield，

That sparkled on the yellow field，

Beside remote Shalott.

The gemmy bridle glittered free，

Like to some branch of stars we see

Hung in the golden Galaxy.

The bridle bells rang merrily，

As he rode down to Camelot:

And from his blazoned baldric slung

A mighty silver bugle hung,

And as he rode his armor rung,

Beside remote Shalott.

His broad clear brow in sunlight glowed;

On burnished hooves his war-horse trode;

From underneath his helmet flowed

His coal black curls as on he rode,

As he rode down to Camelot.

From the bank and from the river

He flashed into the crystal mirror,

“Tirra lirra,” by the river

Sang Sir Lancelot.

She left the web, she left the loom，

She made three paces through the room，

She saw the water-lily bloom,

She saw the helmet and the plume,

She looked down to Camelot.

Out flew the web and floated wide;

The mirror cracked from side to side;

“The curse is come upon me!” cried

The Lady of Shalott.

Part IV

In the stormy east wind straining,

The pale yellow woods were waning,

The broad stream in his banks complaining,

Heavily the low sky raining

Over towered Camelot;

Down she came and found a boat

Beneath a willow left afloat,

And round about the prow she wrote

The Lady of Shalott.

And down the river's dim expanse—

Like some bold seer in a trance,

Seeing all his own mischance—

With a glassy countenance,

Did she look to Camelot.

And at the closing of the day

She loosed the chain, and down she lay;

The broad stream bore her far away,

The Lady of Shalott.

Lying, robed in snowy white

That loosely flew to left and right—

The leaves upon her falling light—

Through the noises of the night

She floated down to Camelot:

And as the boat-head wound along

The willowy hills and fields among，

They heard her singing her last song，

The Lady of Shalott.

Heard a carol, mournful, holy，

Chanted loudly, chanted lowly，

Till her blood was frozen slowly，

And her eyes were darkened wholly,

Turned to towered Camelot.

For ere she reached upon the tide

The first house by the water-side,

Singing in her song she died,

The Lady of Shalott.

Under tower and balcony，

By garden-wall and gallery,

A gleaming shape she floated by，

Dead-pale between the houses high,

Silent into Camelot.

Out upon the wharves they came,

Knight and burgher, lord and dame,

And round the prow they read her name，

The Lady of Shalott.

Who is this? And what is here?

And in the lighted palace near

Died the sound of royal cheer;

And they crossed themselves for fear:

All the knights at Camelot:

But Lancelot mused a little space;

He said, “She has a lovely face;

God in his mercy lend her grace,

The Lady of Shalott.”

夏洛特夫人

阿尔弗雷德·丁尼生

第一部分

河水的两边种着

大片的大麦还有黑麦，

装点着荒原、连着天；

路在麦田之间穿过

引向多塔的卡姆洛特；

人们走在路上，

看着百合花开

远方有一个小岛，

那是夏洛特岛。

柳树变白，杨树摆动，

吹来微风，

河水永远流动，

沿着河中的小岛

流向卡姆洛特。

四层漂亮的围墙、四座漂亮的塔楼，

俯视一片花朵，

那平静的小岛上住着

夏洛特夫人。

河边种满了柳树，

马匹拉着沉重的驳船

前行；没有船夫的号子，

小船静静地前行，

驶向卡姆洛特：

但是谁曾见过她挥手？

谁曾见过她站在窗前？

所有的地方都知道她吗，

这位夏洛特夫人？

只有收割的人，清晨

在结穗的麦田里收割，

听过一首歌，歌声轻快地从

蜿蜒流动的河水传来，

传向卡姆洛特：

伴着月光，疲惫的收割者，

在高地垒起稻穗，

侧耳倾听，小声说：“这是迷人的

夏洛特夫人。”

第二部分

那里她不分昼夜地编织着

一张神奇的网，五彩缤纷。

她曾经听说过，

自己会中咒语，要是她敢

看向卡姆洛特。

她不知道这咒语是什么，

她这样勤奋地编织，

没有其他的顾虑，

这位夏洛特夫人。

透过一张明亮的镜子

镜子长年挂在她的面前，

世界的图像就会出现。

她看到附近的大道

蜿蜒向卡姆洛特：

那里河水的波浪翻滚，

那里祖鲁的村里下人，

还有红斗篷的姑娘，

从夏洛特走来。

有时一群高兴的少女，

一个修士，坐着小车，

有时一个卷发的牧羊童，

或者穿着红装的侍童，

路过这里，走向卡姆洛特；

有时穿过蓝色的镜子

骑士并肩骑着马走过：

她却没有忠诚的骑士，

这位夏洛特夫人。

但是在她的魔网中她依然热衷于

编织那镜子具有魔力的外观，

好多次在静静的夜里

葬礼上，羽饰、灯光，

还有音乐，就在卡姆洛特：

在明月当头之时

走来一对新婚的恋人；

“影子有点让我恶心。”

夏洛特夫人说道。

第三部分

她的屋檐上发出一道光，

他在麦穗间骑马走来，

阳光从树叶间洒进，

照亮了那铜色的汗水

那勇敢的兰斯洛特。

一位红十字骑士永远

向他盾牌上的女士下跪，

盾牌在金黄的田野里闪亮，

就在遥远的夏洛特近旁。

珠宝镶嵌的笼头自由地闪光，

就像我们看到的星星在发光

挂在金色的银河之上。

笼头上的铃铛欢快地响着，

他骑向卡姆洛特：

他刻着徽章的佩带上挂着

一个巨大的银色的号角，

他一边骑马，盔甲一边作响，

就在遥远的夏洛特近旁。

他宽大的额头在阳光下发光；

他的战马马蹄磨得光亮；

他向前骑行，他乌黑的卷发

从头盔下飘出来，

他骑向卡姆洛特。

从岸边、从河边

他闪进了镶着水晶的镜子，

“啦啦，啦啦”在河边

兰斯洛特爵士唱着。

她离开魔网，她离开织机，

她在屋子里踱了几步，

她看到百合开花，

她看到头盔、看到羽饰，

她看向了卡姆洛特。

魔网飞了出去，在空中飘荡；

镜子破成了碎片；

“咒语成真了！”

夏洛特夫人喊道。

第四部分

从东边刮来了狂风，

惨白暗淡的树林在呻吟，

河水冲向岸边，抱怨着，

低空下起了大雨

冲向卡姆洛特；

她走下来，在柳树下

发现一条船留在那里，

在船头她写下

“夏洛特夫人”。

沿着阴暗的河水——

就像处于恍惚之中的勇敢的探险者，

看到了自己的危险——

表情呆滞，

她看向卡姆莱特。

在白天结束的时候

她松开了绳索，躺了下来；

宽大的河水载着她漂向远方，

这位夏洛特夫人。

她躺着，全身雪白

衣服随风飘荡——

树叶落在她的身上——

穿过夜间的喧哗

她漂向卡姆莱特：

沿着茂密的群山和周围的田野

小船在蜿蜒，

他们听到她唱最后一首歌，

那位夏洛特夫人。

他们听到一首颂歌，悲伤、神圣，

歌声时而大，时而小，

直到她的血慢慢冻结，

她的眼前一片漆黑，

她看向卡姆莱特。

后来她赶着浪潮

抵达了岸边的第一个房子，

唱着歌，她死去，

这位夏洛特夫人。

塔楼下、阳台下，

沿着围栏、沿着长廊，

她漂过，一道闪光的影子，

漂在高楼间，已经死去，

静静地漂进卡姆莱特。

他们赶到码头，

有骑士、市民，有主人、夫人，

他们在船头看到了她的名字，

“夏洛特夫人”。

这是谁？这是什么？

忠诚的祝福消失在

附近灯火通明的宫殿；

他们惧怕而画起十字：

卡姆莱特所有的骑士都是如此：

但是兰斯洛特想一想；

他说：“她有一张可爱的脸；

仁慈的主保佑她吧，

这位夏洛特夫人。”





JOHN LOTHROP MOTLEY

John Lothrop Motley was born in Dorchester, now a part of Boston, Mass., on the 15th of April, 1814. His parents belonged to old New England families, and John never tired of hearing their stories of the early settlers. His great-grandfather was killed by the Indians, and his grandmother, who was a little child at the time of the attack, would have lost her life or been taken prisoner, if the maid servant had not hidden her under a large tub in the cellar.

John was a bright boy, truthful, and with a quick sense of honor. He was very fond of reading and was seldom seen without a book in his hand. He had a talent for declaiming, and one of his younger brothers remembers being wrapped in a shawl, and kept quiet with sweetmeats, to represent the dead Caesar, while John delivered the speech of Antony over his body.

His father's house was a large, homelike dwelling, and the children were allowed the freedom of the garret and garden. Many a treasure was stowed away in trunks under the eaves, and John and his playfellows, among them Wendell Phillips, who afterward became a famous orator, often arrayed themselves in long cloaks and plumed hats, and acted plays or scenes from history.

John was sent to school at Northampton when he was about ten years old. He was a brilliant scholar and gained a great reputation among the boys because of his ability to declaim. One of his teachers was George Bancroft, the historian, who little thought that his clever pupil would some day rank with himself as an author.

At the age of thirteen, the future historian entered Harvard College. He was the youngest member of his class, and his reputation as a scholar and his handsome person attracted much attention. During his first year in college, young Motley held the second or third rank in his class. He led a very pleasant life, receiving his friends in his handsomely furnished room, roaming about the old historic town, and spending his leisure time in reading and writing sketches and poems for his own amusement.

After completing his college course, he went to Germany and spent two years at the Universities of Berlin and Gottingen. One of the friends made at this time was Prince Bismarck, who was one of his fellow students at Gottingen. The two young men lodged in the same house and spent much time together.

On his return to America, Motley studied law. He was married when he was twenty-three to Mary Benjamin, and two years later his first work, a novel called “Morton's Hope” was published. This book contains many scenes drawn from the life of the author.

In 1841 Mr. Motley was sent by the government to fill an office in Russia. He spent several months in St. Petersburg, but found the climate so trying that he was unwilling to take his family to that country, so resigned his position and returned to America.

Mr. Motley's first historical work was an article on “Russia” and “Peter the Great”, which appeared in the “North American Review”. It was a brilliant essay and gave the author a place among the foremost writers of the day.

After the success of this article, Mr. Motley determined to devote his time to historical writing, and he began reading for a history of the Dutch Republic. Meanwhile his second novel “Merry-Mount” had been published. This was a romance of the Massachusetts Colony, and received more attention than the story of “Morton's Hope”.

After working for several years on the Dutch history, Mr. Motley decided that in order to make his work complete he must consult the libraries of Europe.

He took his family abroad, and started his work anew, visiting the scenes which he was describing, and searching in the libraries, for old letters and documents. He so lived in his work that to his imagination, Brussels seemed peopled with the kings and heroes of bygone days.

For ten years he labored upon this history, and then published it at his own expense, for he could find no publisher willing to undertake so large a work.

The book was widely read and highly praised. It was reprinted in New York and translated into several languages, and the author, who had almost forgotten living men in his close study of historical characters, found himself the object of every attention.

Motley was forty years of age when “The Rise of the Dutch Republic” was published. He spent the next winter in this country, enjoying its social life, and then returned to England, where he was received with every attention. He was a welcome guest in the best houses, and the kindness and pleasure with which he was received added much to his happiness.

He again devoted himself to study, and in four years the first part of his second historical work, “The History of the United Netherlands”, was published.

It increased the reputation gained by the first history. The last volumes of this work were not published until eight years later.

Mr. Motley was a true American. When the Civil War broke out，he was deeply interested in the welfare of his country and returned to the United States. He was appointed Minister to Austria, which position he held for six years, making his home in Vienna. During this time he met his old friend, Bismarck. Motley's daughter writes of their meeting:—

“Bismarck dined with us twice during his short stay, and was most delightful and agreeable. When he and my father were together, they seemed to live over the youthful days they had spent together as students, and many were the anecdotes of their boyish frolics which Bismarck related.”

After resigning his office in Vienna, Motley returned to America, and two years later was sent as Minister to England, remaining there one year.

He then devoted his time to literary work, and wrote “The Life of John of Barneveld”, “Advocate of Holland”. In order to search for material for this work he took his family to The Hague, where the Queen of Holland had made ready a house for him. He completed this work; but it was his last, for his health was failing, and after the death of his wife in 1874 he laid aside his pen.

His last days were spent in England. He died near the place of his birth, on the 29 th of May, 1877.

约翰·洛思罗普·莫特利

约翰·洛思罗普·莫特利于1814年4月15日生于多尔切斯特市，现在属于马萨诸塞州波士顿市的一部分。约翰的父母是旧新英格兰家庭，他对先前开拓者的故事百听不厌。他的曾祖父被印第安人杀害，他的祖母那时还是个小孩，如果不是女仆把她藏到地下室里的一个大澡盆下，她也许早就失去了性命，或被抓进了监狱。

约翰是个聪明的孩子，真实，还有很强的荣誉感。他酷爱阅读，很少看到他手上不拿书的。他有演讲的天赋。他的一个弟弟记得，有一次他被包裹在围巾里，在糖果的哄骗下非常安静，扮演死去的恺撒，与此同时，约翰在他的身体上方做安东尼的演讲。

他父亲的房子很大，是一处很舒适的住所，小孩们被允许在阁楼和花园里随处走动。很多珍宝都保存在屋檐下的箱子里。约翰和他的玩伴儿经常戴着长斗篷和羽毛帽表演历史话剧或历史场景。他们中有一个叫温德尔·菲利普斯，后来成为一位著名的演讲家。

约翰10岁时被送到北安普敦读书。他是一个才华横溢的奖学金获得者，而且由于他的演讲才能在男孩中鼎鼎大名。历史学家乔治·班克罗夫特是他的老师，他没想到，某一天他聪明的学生作为一名作家能和他齐名。

13岁时，这位未来的历史学家进入了哈佛学院。他是班上最年轻的一个，他作为奖学金获得者的名声和他英俊的外表吸引了众多关注。大学的第一年，年轻的莫特利在班上排第二或第三名。他的生活很舒适，在他装修精致的屋子里接待朋友，漫步在古老的历史城镇，闲暇时间用来阅读、画素描和做一些诗歌来娱乐。

完成了两年的大学课程后，他前往了德国，在哥廷根大学和柏林大学就读了两年。普林斯·俾斯麦是他那时交的一个朋友，是他在哥廷根的一名同学。两个年轻人寄宿在同一间房子里，经常待在一起。

莫特利返回美国后学习了法律。在23岁时，他和玛丽·本杰明结了婚。两年后，他的第一部作品——小说《莫顿的希望》出版了。这部小说的许多场景都取材于作者自己的生活。

1841年，莫特利先生被政府派送到俄罗斯任职。他在圣彼得堡任职了数月，但他发现那里的气候令人难以忍受，不情愿把他的家人带来，因此辞去了职务，返回了美国。

莫特利先生的第一部历史作品《俄罗斯》和《彼得大帝》发表在《北美评论》上。那是一部才华横溢的随笔，帮他跻身于当时的一流作家之列。

这篇文章成功后，莫特利先生决心投身于历史小说创作。他开始阅读荷兰共和国的历史。同时，他的第二部小说《欢乐山》发表了。它是关于马萨诸塞州殖民地的浪漫史，它受到的关注比《莫顿的希望》还要多。

经过几年致力于荷兰历史的创作后，莫特利决定为了使他的作品更加完整，他必须参考欧洲各图书馆的资料。

他举家出国，重新开始了他的工作，参观了一些他正描述的场景，在图书馆里搜寻原先的信件和旧文献。他如此生活在他的作品中，结果，在他的想象中，布鲁塞尔似乎居住着往日的国王和英雄。

他连续地工作于这段历史长达10年，随后自费出版了它，因为他找不到愿意承担如此巨大的工程的出版商。

这部书广受传诵并受到高度评价。它在纽约市被再版，并被翻译成好几种语言。由于作者潜心研究历史人物，几乎忘记了现实生活中的人，这时他才发现自己成了每个人关注的对象。

《荷兰共和国的崛起》发表时，莫特利40岁。他在这个国家又待了一个冬天，享受着社交生活，随后返回了英格兰，在那儿他受到了每个人的关注。他成了最奢华精致的屋子里的客人，被友好愉悦地接待，这让他非常幸福。

随后，他再次投身于研究。4年后，他的第二部历史小说的第一部分《荷兰联合王国》发表了。

它提高了第一部历史小说已获得的知名度。8年后，这部作品的最后一卷才得以发表。

莫特利先生是一名地道的美国人。内战爆发时，他对他祖国的安宁非常关心，并在那时回到了美国。随后他被任命为奥地利公使，他在那个位置上干了6年，还在维也纳安了家。在这期间，他遇到了他的老朋友俾斯麦。莫特利的女儿这样写他们相遇的情景：

“在俾斯麦短暂的逗留中，他和我们一起进餐两次，他非常高兴和愉悦。当他和我的父亲在一起时，他们看上去似乎活在他们一起做学生时的青年时期，俾斯麦讲述了他们很多男孩子气的嬉戏趣闻。”

在辞去维也纳的工作后，莫特利返回了美国。两年后他被任命为英格兰公使，去了英格兰，并在那儿待了一年。

随后，他致力于文学创作，写出《巴纳费尔德·约翰传》《荷兰的辩护》。为了能搜寻到这部作品的材料，他举家前往海牙，在那里荷兰女王已经为他备置好了一套房子。接着他完成了这部作品，但那也是他的最后一部作品，因为他的健康每况愈下，在1874年他的妻子去世后，他才放下了笔。

他在荷兰度过了生命的最后几年。他于1877年5月29日去世于他的出生地附近。





THE ABDICATION OF CHARLES V

John Lothrop Motley

On the twenty-fifth day of October, 1555, the estates of the Netherlands were assembled in the great hall of the palace at Brussels. They had been summoned to be the witnesses and the guarantees of the abdication which Charles V. had long before resolved upon, and which he was that day to execute.

The palace where the states-general were upon this occasion convened was a spacious and convenient building. In front was a large, open square, enclosed by an iron railing; in the rear an extensive and beautiful park, filled with forest trees, and containing gardens and labyrinths, fish ponds and game preserves, fountains and promenades, race courses and archery grounds.

The main entrance to this edifice opened upon a spacious hall, connected with a beautiful chapel. The hall was celebrated for its size, harmonious proportions, and the richness of its decorations. At the western end a spacious platform, or stage, with six or seven steps, had been constructed. In the center of the stage was a splendid canopy, decorated with the arms of Burgundy, beneath which were placed three gilded armchairs. The theater was filled—the audience was eager with expectation—the actors were yet to arrive.

As the clock struck three, the hero of the scene appeared. Caesar, as he was always designated in the classic language of the day, entered, leaning on the shoulder of William of Orange. They came from the chapel and were immediately followed by Philip II. and Queen Mary of Hungary, and other great personages came afterward, accompanied by a glittering throng.

All the company present had risen to their feet as the Emperor entered. By his command all immediately afterward resumed their places. The benches at either end of the platform were accordingly filled with the royal and princely personages invited, with the Fleece Knights, with the members of the three great councils, and with the governors. The Emperor, the King, and the Queen of Hungary were left conspicuous in the center of the scene.

Charles V. was then fifty-five years old, but he was already decrepit with premature old age. Broad in the shoulders, deep in the chest, very muscular in the arms and legs, he had been able to match himself with all competitors in the tourney and the ring, and to van- quish the bull with his own hand in the favorite national amusement of Spain. He had been able in the field to do the duty of captain and soldier, to endure fatigue and exposure, and every privation except fasting.

These personal advantages were now departed. Crippled in hands, knees, and legs, he supported himself with difficulty upon a crutch, with the aid of an attendant's shoulder. In face he had always been extremely ugly. His hair was white with age, close clipped and bristling; his beard was gray, coarse, and shaggy. His forehead was spacious and commanding; the eye was dark blue, with an expression both majestic and benignant.

So much for the father. The son, Philip II., was a small, meager man, much below the middle height, with thin legs, a narrow chest, and the shrinking, timid air of an habitual invalid.

In face he was the living image of his father, having the same broad forehead and blue eye, with the same aquiline but better proportioned nose. His demeanor in public was still, silent, almost sepulchral.

Such was the personal appearance of the man who was about to receive into his single hand the destinies of half the world; whose single will was, for the future, to shape the fortunes of every individual then present, of many millions more in Europe, America, and at the ends of the earth, and of countless millions yet unborn.

The three royal personages being seated upon chairs placed triangularly under the canopy, such of the audience as had seats provided for them now took their places and the proceedings commenced. Philibert de Bruxelles, a member of the council of the Netherlands, arose at the Emperor's command and made a long oration. He spoke of the Emperor's warm affection for the provinces, of his deep regret that his broken health and failing powers compelled him to resign his sovereignty and to seek relief for his shattered frame in a more genial climate. He rejoiced, however, that his son was both vigorous and experienced, and that his recent marriage with the Queen of England had furnished the provinces with a most valuable alliance. He concluded with a tremendous exhortation to Philip on the necessity of maintaining religion in its purity.

After this the councillor proceeded to read the deed of cession by which Philip, already sovereign of Sicily, Naples, Milan, and titular king of England, France, and Jerusalem, now received all the Burgundian property, including, of course, the seventeen Netherlands.

The Emperor then rose to his feet. Supported upon his crutch and upon the shoulder of William of Orange, he proceeded to address the states.

As long as God granted him health, he continued, only enemies could have regretted that Charles was living and reigning; but now that his strength was but vanity, and life fast ebbing away, his love for dominion, his affection for his subjects, and his regard for their interests required his departure.

Turning toward Philip, he observed that for a father to bequeath so magnificent an empire to his son was a deed worthy of gratitude; but that when the father thus descended into his grave before his time, and by an anticipated and living burial sought to provide for the welfare of his realms and the grandeur of his son, the benefit thus conferred was surely far greater.

Posterity would applaud his abdication should his son prove worthy of his bounty; and that could only be by living in the fear of God, and by maintaining law and justice in all their purity as the true foundation of the realm.

In conclusion he entreated the estates, and through them the nation, to render obedience to their new prince; begging them at the same time to pardon him all errors or offenses which he might have committed toward them during his reign, and assuring them that he should unceasingly remember their obedience and affection in his every prayer to that Being to whom the remainder of his life should be dedicated.

Sobs were heard throughout every portion of the hall, and tears poured profusely from every eye. As for the Emperor himself, he sank almost fainting upon his chair as he concluded his address. An ashy paleness overspread his countenance, and he wept like a child.

Even the icy Philip was almost softened as he rose to perform his part in the ceremony. Dropping upon his knees before his father's feet, he reverently kissed his hand. Charles placed his hands solemnly upon his son's head and blessed him. Then raising him in his arms he tenderly embraced him, saying as he did so, to the great potentates around him, that he felt a sincere compassion for the son on whose shoulders so heavy a weight had just devolved.

Philip now uttered a few words expressive of his duty to his father and his affection for his people. Turning to the orders, he signified his regret that he was unable to address them either in the French or Flemish language, and was obliged to ask their attention to the Bishop of Arras, who would act as his interpreter. Antony Perrenot accordingly arose, and in smooth, fluent, and well-turned commonplaces expressed at great length the gratitude of Philip toward his father, with his firm determination to walk in the path of duty, and to obey his father's counsels and example in the future administration of the provinces.

This address was responded to by Jacob Maas, who had been selected to reply on the behalf of the states general. Queen Mary of Hungary, the regent of the Netherlands during the past twenty-five years, then rose to resign her office, making a brief address expressive of her affection for the people. Again Maas responded, asserting in terms of fresh compliment and elegance the uniform satisfaction of the provinces with her conduct during her whole career.

The orations and replies having now been brought to a close, the ceremony was ended. The Emperor, leaning on the shoulders of the Prince of Orange and of the Count de Buren, slowly left the hall, followed by Philip, the Queen of Hungary, and the whole court; all in the same order in which they had entered, and by the same passage into the chapel.

From “The Rise of the Dutch Republic”

查尔斯五世的退位

约翰·洛思罗普·莫特利

1555年10月25日，在荷兰有身份的人都集合在布鲁塞尔的宫殿大厅。他们被传唤过去，充当查尔斯五世退位的见证人和担保人，在那一天，他会完成很久前就下定决心的退位。

荷兰议会在宫殿这个场所召开，它是一栋宽敞方便的建筑物。前面有一个大的公共广场，周围有铁栅栏围着；后方有一个广阔漂亮的公园，里面种满了树木，还修建有花园、迷宫、鱼塘、娱乐区、喷泉、人行道、赛马场和射箭场。

这座大建筑物的主要入口朝向一个宽敞的大厅，大厅紧挨着一个漂亮的小教堂。这个大厅以它的规格、和谐的格局和丰富的装饰而闻名。西面的尽头建有一个宽敞的六七步台阶的平台，或者说是舞台。舞台的中央有一个华盖，上面装饰着勃艮第徽章，下面置有3把镀金的扶手椅。剧场的人摩肩接踵——观众急切地盼望着——参与者还未到达。

随着时钟敲响3下，剧场的英雄们露面了。因为恺撒的语言被认为是当时的古典语言，他倚靠在奥林奇·威廉的肩上，走了进来。他们是从小教堂里面走出来的，菲利普二世和匈牙利女王玛丽紧跟其后，伴随着一群闪耀的人群，其他名流也随后跟了出来。

君主进来时，所有的在场人员都站了起来。依照他的指令，所有人随后又立刻坐了下去。平台两端的议会席都相应地坐满了被邀请的王室名流，有弗里斯·奈茨，有三大议会的成员和地方长官。君主、国王和匈牙利王后坐在场景的正中显眼的位置。

当时查尔斯五世只有55岁，但他却提前显出了老态。 他肩膀宽阔，胸膛厚实，四肢肌肉尽显，能够匹敌于比武场和拳击场里的所有竞争者，能在西班牙人民最喜欢的国民娱乐中赤手战胜公牛，能在战场中承担首领和士兵的职责，能忍受疲劳和暴晒，能忍受除了禁食外的一切困苦。

可现在这些身体优势已经不复存在了。他伏在一个随从的肩膀上，艰难地支撑着一把拐杖，手臂、膝盖和腿都残废了。他的长相一直极其丑陋，头发剃得很短，竖立着，显现出年迈的银白色；胡须灰白、粗糙、蓬松。前额宽阔，威严；眼睛呈深蓝色，同时露出庄严和慈祥。

父亲就是这样。儿子——菲利普二世是个矮瘦的男人，远不及中等个头，腿纤细，胸膛狭窄，一副习惯性病残的猥琐胆怯的模样。

他的脸就是他父亲的活肖像，同样宽阔的前额和蓝眼睛，鼻子同样的弯曲，但更加匀称。在公共场合，他的举止更加沉静，几乎是阴沉沉的。

这就是那个人的外表，那个将要一只手掌管半个世界命运的人的外表；他的一只手今后将塑造每个人的命运，要塑造欧洲和美国数百万计人的命运，在地球的尽头，还要塑造无数个尚未出生的人的命运。

华盖底下三角形放置的椅子，上面坐着三个王室的显贵。听众在提供给他们的椅子上坐下后，议程开始了。布鲁塞尔的菲利伯特是荷兰议会的一员，他站了起来，在君主的命令下做了一篇长的演讲。他讲了君主对行政区的深情热爱，讲了他垮掉的身体和衰退的权力和对强迫他解除他君主的地位的深深遗憾，以及他要在更加温和的气候下去缓解他极度疲劳的身心。但他很高兴，高兴他的儿子既朝气蓬勃又经验丰富，高兴他和英格兰王后的婚姻提供给了行政区最有价值的结盟。总结时，他强烈敦促菲利普必须维持纯洁的宗教信仰。

在这之后，议员继续宣读领土割让的契约，契约表明现已是西西里岛、那不勒斯、米兰的君主和英格兰、法国、耶路撒冷名义国王的菲利普现在接受所有的勃艮第财产，当然也包括17世纪的荷兰。

随后君主站了起来。他拄着拐杖，手扶着奥林奇·威廉的肩，继续着他的陈述。

只要上帝授予他健康，他还会继续当政的，只有敌人会遗憾查尔斯还活着、还在位；但既然他的力量已不复存在，生命也在渐渐衰退，由于他对领土的热爱，对臣民的喜欢，对他们利益的关心，他需要离开了。

转向菲利普，他说一个父亲把这么大的一个帝国移交给他的儿子，是一种值得感激的行为。但当一个父亲如此的英年早逝，并在料定的真正的葬礼之前，为他的国度的繁荣做准备，为他儿子的庄严做准备，这样赋予的利益无疑要大得多。

国度的繁荣会为他的退位而鼓掌的，如果他儿子证明，他值得他的慷慨的话,那只有这样才可以做到，必须活在上帝的敬畏下，必须维持纯洁的法律和正义，像建立一个真正的国度那样做。

总结时，他恳求一些财产，国民通过给予财产，来表示他们对新王子的顺从；同时他恳求他们原谅他在位期间可能犯下的错误或做出的冒犯，向他们保证他应该不断地记着，他们顺从和喜爱他时刻祈祷的那个人，他应该献于他剩余生命的那个人。

啜泣声传遍大厅的每个角落，每个人都泪如雨下。在他总结请愿时，君主自己几乎昏了过去，倚在椅子上，面如死灰，像小孩一样抽泣起来。

在菲利普站起去履行仪式中他的部分时，甚至连冰冷的他也几乎被软化和感动了。他跪拜在他父亲的脚下，虔诚地亲吻他的手。查尔斯严肃地把手放在他儿子的头上，为他祈福。随后他握住他的手，让他站立起来，温柔地抱着他，对于他附近的伟大君主，他所说的正如他所做的。他感到他对他儿子有一股真诚的同情，因为他的肩上刚刚被委托以如此的重任。

现在菲利普说了一些话，表达了他对他父亲的义务和他对他的人民的热爱。话锋一转，他表示他无法用法语或佛兰德语讲话的遗憾，感谢他们，要他们关注给他充当口译的阿拉斯主教。于是，安东尼·皮尔诺特站了起来，他用流利顺畅、措辞巧妙的平常话，洋洋洒洒地表达了菲利普对他父亲的感激、他坚定履行职责的决心，以及他会在他将来的行政管理中遵守他父亲的策略和先例的决心。

先已被选举为议会代表的雅各布·马斯答复了这段讲话。随后，荷兰在过去25年的摄政者，匈牙利的玛丽王后站了起来，辞去了她的公职，并做了一个简短的陈述，表达了她对人民的热爱。马斯再次做了答复，以前所未闻的恭维和简洁，他声称了人民对她整个领导生涯的一致满意。

演讲和答复已将仪式带向了落幕，仪式结束了。君主手扶奥林奇王子和比伦伯爵的肩，缓缓地离开了。菲利普，匈牙利王后和整个议会跟在他们身后；他们与先前进入时的顺序一样，通过同一通道进入了小教堂。

选自《荷兰共和国的崛起》





MAZEPPA'S RIDE

(ABRIDGED)

Lord Brkon

Lord Byron was born in London in 1788. When he was ten years old he inherited a title of nobility and took possession of Newstead Abbey, the ancient family seat near Nottingham.

His early education was received at private schools and he entered Trinity College Cambridge when he was seventeen years of age.

Two years later his first volume of verses, “Hours of Idleness,” was published. It was severely criticised, and the young poet replied in so savage a poem that he attracted much attention.

After leaving college Byron traveled along the shores of the Mediterranean visiting Greece and Turkey. On his return he published the first part of “Childe Harold,” which is generally considered his greatest work. After the publication of this poem he was recognized as one of the leading poets of England.

Byron took final leave of England when he was twenty-eight, and lived for several years in Switzerland and Italy, where he wrote some famous poems.

The cause of Greek independence appealed so strongly to him that he raised a large sum of money, and in the summer of 1823 he sailed to the assistance of the Greeks. He was made commander-in-chief of an expedition, but was taken ill and died on the 19th of April, 1824.

“‘Bring forth the horse!’ The horse was brought;

In truth he was a noble steed,

A Tartar of the Ukraine breed,

Who look'd as though the speed of thought

Were in his limbs; but he was wild,

Wild as the wild deer, and untaught,

With spur and bridle undefiled—

'T was but a day he had been caught;

And snorting, with erected mane,

And struggling fiercely, but in vain,

In the full foam of wrath and dread

To me the desert-born was led;

They bound me on, that menial throng,

Upon his back with many a thong;

Then loosed him with a sudden lash —

Away!—away!—and on we dash!—

Torrents less rapid and less rash.”

“Away, away, my steed and I,

Upon the pinions of the wind.

All human dwellings left behind;

We sped like meteors through the sky;

Town—village—none were on our track.

But a wild plain of far extent，

And bounded by a forest black;

And, save the scarce seen battlement

On distant heights of some strong hold,

Against the Tartars built of old,

No trace of man.”

“We near'd the wild wood—'t was so wide,

I saw no bounds on either side;

'T was a wild waste of underwood,

And here and there a chestnut stood，

The strong oak, and the hardy pine;

We rustled through the leaves like wind.

Left shrubs, and trees, and wolves behind;

Where'er we flew they followed on.

Nor left us with the morning sun;

Behind I saw them, scarce a rood,

At daybreak winding through the wood,

And through the night had heard their feet

Their stealing, rustling step repeat.

Oh! how I wish'd for spear or sword,

At least to die amidst the horde，

And perish—if it must be so—

At bay, destroying many a foe!

“Up rose the sun; the mists were curl'd

Back from the solitary world.

The very air was mute;

And not an insect's shrill small horn,

Nor matin bird's new voice, was borne

From herb nor thicket. Many a werst,

Panting as if his heart would burst,

The weary brute still stagger'd on;

And still we were—or seem'd—alone.

At length, while reeling on our way,

Methought I heard a courser neigh,

From out yon tuft of blackening firs.

Is it the wind those branches stirs?

No, no! from out the forest prance

A trampling troop; I see them come!

In one vast squadron they advance!

I strove to cry—my lips were dumb.

The steeds rush on in plunging pride;

But where are they the reins to guide?

A thousand horse—and none to ride!

With flowing tail, and flying mane,

Wide nostrils, never stretch'd by pain,

Mouths bloodless to the bit or rein.

And feet that iron never shod,

And flanks unscarr'd by spur or rod,

Came thickly thundering on,

As if our faint approach to meet;

The sight re-nerved my courser's feet,

A moment staggering, feebly fleet,

A moment, with a faint low neigh,

He answer'd, and then fell;

With gasps and glazing eyes he lay,

And reeking limbs immovable,

His first and last career is done!

On came the troop—they saw him stoop,

They saw me strangely bound along

His back with many a bloody thong:

They stop—they start—they snuff the air,

Gallop a moment here and there,

Approach, retire, wheel round and round.

Then plunging back with sudden bound,

Headed by one black mighty steed,

Who seem'd the patriarch of his breed,

Without a single speck or hair

Of white upon his shaggy hide;

They snort—they foam—neigh—swerve aside,

And backward to the forest fly,

By instinct, from a human eye.

They left me there to my despair,

Link'd to the dead and stiffening wretch,

Whose lifeless limbs beneath me stretch,

Relieved from that unwonted weight,

From whence I could not extricate

Nor him, nor me—and there we lay,

The dying on the dead!

I little deem'd another day

Would see my houseless, helpless head.

“I woke—Where was I?—Do I see

A human face look down on me?

And doth a roof above me close?

Do these limbs on a couch repose?

Is this a chamber where I lie?

And is it mortal, yon bright eye,

That watches me with gentle glance?

I closed my own again once more,

As doubtful that the former trance

Could not as yet be o'er.

A slender girl, long-hair'd, and tall,

Sate watching by the cottage wall;

The sparkle of her eye I caught.

Even with my first return of thought;

For ever and anon she threw

A prying, pitying glance on me

With her black eyes so wild and free;

I gazed, and gazed, until I knew

No vision it could be,—

But that I lived, and was released.”

From “Mazeppa”

梅泽帕骑行记

（节选）

拜伦勋爵

拜伦勋爵于1788年生于伦敦。他在8岁的时候继承了贵族头衔，得到纽斯台德庄园，这是诺丁汉附近的一处古老的家族产业。

他的早期教育是在私立学校进行的，他17岁进入剑桥大学的三一学院学习。

两年以后他的第一部诗集《悠闲时刻》发表。诗歌只得到了严厉的批评，年轻的诗人以非常尖利的方式进行了回击，由此备受关注。

离开学校之后，拜伦沿着地中海沿岸进行旅行，来到希腊和土耳其。回国后他发表了《恰尔德·哈罗德游记》的第一部分，该作品被广泛认为是他最好的作品。本诗发表以后，他被认为是英国杰出的诗人之一。

拜伦28岁永远地离开了英国，在瑞士和意大利生活了几年时间，在这两个国家他写出了一些著名的诗歌。

希腊的民族解放运动深深地吸引了他，他募捐了大量的钱财，在1823年夏季来到希腊，对希腊进行支援。他被认命为远征军的总指挥，但是染上疾病，死于1824年4月19日。

“‘牵马过来！’马被牵来了；

这的确是一匹优秀的骏马，

是乌克兰种的鞑靼骏马，

看起来就像思想的速度

它也可以达到，但是这是一匹野马，

同野鹿一样狂野，无法驯服，

马刺和笼头都佩戴不上——

只是前一天它才被捉到；

它咆哮着，鬃毛竖立，

激烈地反抗着，却不能逃脱，

它非常愤怒，又十分惧怕，

被牵到了我的面前；

一群仆人助我骑上了马，

我坐在马背上，策马扬鞭；

突然一下鞭打，这马脱缰而出——

跑啊！——跑啊！——我们向前飞奔！——

比湍流还要快、还要剧烈。”

“跑啊，跑啊，骏马和我，

乘着风的翅膀，

所有人的处所落在后面；

我们就像天上的流星；

城镇——村庄——不在我们的路上，

我们跑在广阔的原野，

远处是深色的树林；

只有那若隐若现的城垛

出现在遥远的高处，

那是古时抵抗鞑靼人修建的，

此外杳无人迹。”

“我们走近一处野林——它非常广大，

我看不到这森林的边缘；

这是一片广大的矮树林，

栗树散落其间，

橡树也有，寒松也有；

我们像风一样在林间穿梭，

把矮树、高树、狼甩在后面；

我们跑到哪里，它们就跟到哪里，

不让我们欣赏清晨的太阳；

我看到它们紧随其后，不到一路德远，

破晓时分穿梭在树林里，

彻夜都可以听到它们的脚步，

它们那沙沙作响的脚步声响起。

啊！我多想得到一把矛、一把刀，

至少可以在狼群之间阵亡，

死去——如果一定要这样——

走投无路，但要杀敌而亡！”

“太阳升起；雾气

从这孤寂的世界上退去。

空气沉静；

无论虫鸣，

或是鸟叫，

矮木中都听不到，好多匹狼

依然跟着我们，这些疲惫的野兽，

气喘吁吁，好像心要跳出来；

依然——或是好像——四下无人。

终于，我们还在赶路，

我想我听到了有马在靠近，

声响从那阴暗的冷杉之中传出。

是风搅动了这些枝干？

不，不是！从那树林里飞出

一个强大的马群，我看着它们跑来！

它们数量众多，向我跑来！

我想叫喊——但是我的嘴唇僵硬起来。

那些马匹跑来，傲慢无比；

但是它们的缰绳指向何处？

一千匹骏马——无人驾驭！

马尾飘动、鬃毛飞舞，

鼻子张开，从未感到过疼痛，

嘴上从未套过缰绳，

蹄子也没有安过马掌，

身体没有被马刺或马鞭打过，

闪电一般飞驰而过，

好像有意来让我们感到惊讶；

这样的景象刺激了我的骏马，

一时有点犹豫、稍有动作，

一时发出马的嘶叫，

它回应着，之后倒下；

气喘吁吁、眼神呆滞，

疲惫的四肢不能动弹，

第一次、最后一次的骑行这样收场！

马群跑来——它们看到它倒下，

它们看到我坐在它的背上，

上面留下了许多伤痕：

它们停下——它们飞跑——它们剧烈呼吸，

一会儿跑到这里、一会儿跑到那里，

靠近、退却、跑来跑去，

之后突然一下退了回去，

一匹黑色的骏马带领它们，

看起来它是它们的头马，

身上毫无斑点、毫无杂毛，

毛下面的皮是白色的；

它们喷鼻息——它们吐沫——嘶叫——转身而去，

重新回到了森林之中，

本能地逃离人类的视线。

它们留下我独自悲伤，

和那死去的僵硬尸体绑在一起，

僵硬的四肢伸展着，

从身体伸出去，

我不能脱身，

它也不能，我也不能——我们倒在一起，

马匹已死，我也要死去！

我想不出一天

我就会无助地死去。

“我醒来——我在哪儿？——我看到

一张人脸看着我？

我的头上是屋顶？

我躺在一张床上？

我躺在一间屋里？

那明亮的眼睛，是致命的吗，

温柔地看着我？

我又一次合上了自己的眼睛，

我不确定之前的昏迷

是否已经过去。

一位修长的女子，长发、高挑，

站在墙边看着我；

我看到她眼里的火花，

我刚刚恢复意识；

她一直看着我，

眼神深邃，充满怜悯，

她黑色的眼睛狂野而自由；

我看啊，看啊，直到我知道

这不是幻想——

但是我还活着，得救了。”

选自《梅泽帕》





THE GENIUS OF A GREAT ARCHITECT

Phillips Brooks

Phillips Brooks was born in Boston, December 13, 1835. His college education was received at Harvard, after which he studied theology at the seminary in Alexandria, Va.

After preaching for several years in Philadelphia he removed to Boston and filled the office of rector of Trinity Church, a beautiful edifice which was designed by the famous architect, Henry H. Richardson.

Mr. Brooks was one of the most brilliant pulpit orators of his denomination, and his printed sermons are widely read.

He was offered the position of preacher and professor at Harvard University, but declined. In 1891 he was made Bishop of Massachusetts. His death occurred in January, 1893.

Bishop Brooks was loved and honored throughout England and America; and memorials to him have been placed in London, at Harvard University, and in several churches.

From 1872 to 1886—fourteen years—was the great full period of Henry H. Richardson's life and work. And what years they were! He had realized his powers. The fire of distinct genius, indefinable and unmistakable, was burning brightly. His buildings opened like flowers out of his life. It is not in my purpose now to name even his greatest works, or to describe the order in which they came, but rather to characterize some of the qualities, both of the man and of his work, as they showed themselves in those glorious years when —all over the country, in Albany and Washington and Boston and Cincinnati and Chicago, and in quiet villages, where he made the town hall and library a perpetual inspiration, and along the railroads, where he made the station houses bear witness to the power of art to beautify the most prosaic uses, and in dwellings, which he filled with dignity and grace—everywhere the man genuinely and spontaneously blended his own nature with the purposes and material of the structures which he built.

The first quality of true genius certainly was in all that he did. It was instinctive and spontaneous. Based upon thorough study, genuinely expressing great ideas, it yet was true that there was much in Richardson's work of which he gave and could give to himself little or no account as to how it came to pass. He was not a man of theories. His life passed into his buildings by ways too subtle even for himself to understand.

And so he has done a larger work than he ever deliberately resolved to do. He simply did his work in his own way, and the style was there.

It is a style of breadth and simplicity that corresponds with his whole nature. Never sombre, because the irrepressible buoyancy and cheerfulness of his life are in it; never attaining the highest reach of spirituality and exaltation, for his own being had its strong association with the earth, and knew no mystic raptures or transcendental aspirations; healthy and satisfying within its own range, and suggesting larger things as he himself always suggested the possession of powers which he had never realized and used—something like this is the character of the buildings which he has left behind him.

He grew simpler as he grew older and greater. He often seemed to disregard and almost despise detail of ornament. He loved a broad, unbroken stretch of wall. He seemed to count, with Ruskin, “a noble surface of stone a fairer thing than most architectural features which it is caused to assume.” And yet out of this simplicity could burst a sumptuousness of design or decoration all the more captivating and overwhelming for the simplicity out of which it sprang. I have heard one of his own profession call him “barbaric”. It was that which made his work delightful. Whoever came in contact with it felt that the wind blew out of an elemental simplicity, out of the primitive life and fundamental qualities of man. And this great simplicity, the truthfulness with which he was himself, made him the real master of all that his art had ever been, made it possible for him, without concealment, to take some work of other days and appropriate it into work of his own, as Shakespeare took an Italian tale and turned it into Shylock or Othello.

These are the moral qualities of his architecture. But these qualities every one must feel who stands in front of one of Richardson's great buildings; and the same qualities every man felt who came to know him. That is another note of genius. The man and his work are absolutely one. The man is in the work, and the work is in the man. So Richardson possessed in himself that solidity without stolidity, that joyousness without frivolity, which his best art expresses.

Nowhere does this identity of Richardson and his work seem more impressive than in that unique house at Brookline which was at once his workshop and his home. No one who saw it when it was filled with his vitality will ever lose the feeling of how it was all vital, like a thing that had grown.

His life was like a great picture full of glowing color. The canvas on which it was painted was immense. It lighted all the room in which it hung. It warmed the chilliest air. It made, and it will long make, life broader, work easier, and simple strength and courage dearer to many men.

一位伟大的设计天才

菲利普斯·布鲁克斯

菲利普斯·布鲁克斯于1835年12月13日生于波士顿市。他在哈佛上完大学，随后在弗吉尼亚州亚历山德里亚市的神学院学习神学。

他在费城传教数年后，移居到波士顿市，填补了三一教堂的教区长一职，那座教堂是一栋很漂亮的大建筑物，由著名的建筑师亨利·霍布森·理查森设计。

布鲁克斯先生是他教派中最为卓越的教士演讲者之一。他的布道文被印刷后广为传诵。

哈佛大学提供给他传教士和教授的职务，但被他婉拒。1891年，他被任命为马萨诸塞州的主教。他去世于1893年1月。

在整个英格兰和美国，他都受到爱戴和尊重；他的纪念碑被置于伦敦市、哈佛大学和一些教堂内。

从1872年到1886年——14年——是亨利·霍布森·理查森的生活和工作的全盛时期。那是多么辉煌的年月啊！他早已意识到他的本领。清晰而又不可思议的天才火焰正在熊熊燃烧。在他的整个生命中，他的建筑物就像花一样在他的生命里盛开。可我现在的意图甚至不是去指出他最伟大的作品的名字，或描述它们建造的顺序，而是去刻画其中的一些特征，既包含他的人，也包含他的作品，恰如它们在那些光辉岁月展现的那样——整个国家，奥尔巴尼，华盛顿，波士顿，辛辛那提和芝加哥，还有寂静的乡村里，都有他修建的城镇大厅和图书馆，他让它们充满永恒的灵感。他沿着铁路修建的火车站，经受住了艺术力量的见证，他美化了最为乏味的用途，他让住宅满怀高贵和优雅——他在每一处，都真诚自然地将自己的天性交融于结构的材料和意图。

真正天才的上等品质全由他所建造。那是天生的，也是自发的。他总在彻底研究的基础上，真诚地去表达伟大的想法。然而那也是真实的，对于理查森的许多作品，他自己也没法给自己理由，它是如何迸发出来的理由。他不是一个喜欢理论的人。他的生活经由微妙的方式逐渐变为他的建筑，那太过微妙了，甚至连他自己也没法理解。

因此他建造了很多的建筑，比他决心要做得多。他只是简单地按他自己的方式去做他的工作，风格就这样形成了。

那是一种豪放和质朴的风格，和他的整个天性相呼应。他从不曾忧郁，因为生活中，他有无法抑制的情感自愈能力和愉悦能力；他从不曾到达灵性和兴奋的最高点，因为他自己和大地强烈地结合在一起，对神秘的狂喜或超验的灵感毫无所知；他风格的范围是健康的、令人满意的，他联想起更大的事情，犹如他自己总是联想起他已掌握的却从不曾意识到的，也没使用过的力量——遗留在他身后的建筑物的特征就是类似于这样的东西。

随着他年纪的增长和声名的增加，他却变得越来越简单。他似乎时常漠视，甚至鄙视装饰的细节。他喜爱一个辽阔的伸展的未曾受损的墙。他似乎算得上拉斯金，“一块石头的高贵外表是一件比绝大多数建筑特征要美的事情，因为建筑特征来源于设想”。由于这种质朴，设计或装饰的奢华才更具吸引力，才更加势不可当。我听过他自己的一个同行称他“野蛮”。可正是这种“野蛮”才让他的作品讨人喜欢。无论谁接触到它，都能感觉到那股风吹自于固有的质朴，吹自于原始的生活，吹自于人的心理素质。他自己就有着这种伟大的质朴和诚实，这使他成为他艺术的真正主人，使他可以毫无掩盖地采用不同时代的作品，然后把它们挪用到自己的作品中，就像莎士比亚采用意大利传说，并把它们转变为夏洛克或奥赛罗那样。

这些是他建筑的精神特质。然而站在一个理查森最伟大的建筑之前，所有人一定感受到了这些特质，且认识他的人会感受到同一特质。这是天才的另一种注解。他的人和他的作品完全统一。因此理查森他自己拥有毫不迟钝的固性，毫不轻浮的欢乐，那是他最为出色的艺术表达。

在位于布鲁克莱恩的独一无二的房子里，理查森和他作品的特性看上去更给人印象深刻，因为那既是他的创作室，也是他的家。当它充满他的生命力时，每个人都不免会探索，它是如何具有如此生命力的，好似一个长成的东西。

他的生活就像一幅充满鲜艳色彩的伟大画卷。它所绘用的油画布是渺无边际的。它点亮了他所有的悬挂之屋。它温暖了最寒冷的空气。它让，且会永久地让生活更加丰富、工作更加简单，让简单的力量和勇气对许多人更显弥足珍贵。





HONEST WORK

“Men said the old Smith was foolishly careful, as he wrought on the great chain he was making in his dingy shop in the heart of the great city. But he heeded not their words, and only wrought with greater painstaking. Link after link he fashioned and welded and finished, and at last the great chain was completed.

“Years passed. One night there was a terrible storm, and the ship was in sore peril of being dashed upon the rocks. Anchor after anchor was dropped, but none of them held. The cables were broken like threads. At last the mighty sheet anchor was cast into the sea, and the old chain quickly uncoiled and ran out till it grew taut. All watched to see if it would bear the awful strain. It sang in the wild storm as the vessel's weight surged upon it. It was a moment of intense anxiety. The ship with its cargo of a thousand lives depended upon this one chain. What now if the old Smith had wrought carelessly even one link of his chain! But he had put honesty and truth and invincible strength into every part of it; and it stood the test, holding the ship in safety until the storm was over.”

诚实的行为

“人们宣称年迈的史密斯是愚蠢的小心，因为大城市的中心，他在他肮脏的店里拧着他正制作的大链子。然而他并没留心他们的话，只是更加煞费苦心地拧着。他一节接着一节地塑造，焊接，抛光。最终，大链子做好了。”

“数年过去了。一天夜里起了场可怕的暴风雨。船面临被冲到岩石上的危险。接锚杆一个接着一个地掉了下来，但没人接住。电缆被毁坏得就像线丝一样。最终，巨大的备用大锚掉到水中，陈旧的链子很快被拉直了，直到它绷紧了。所有人都看着，看它是否能承受住如此大的拉力。随着船的重量汹涌地压在它上面，它在激烈的暴风雨中唱着歌。这一刻人们极其焦虑。这艘船和上面的一千条人命都仰仗着这一根链子。现在，要是年迈的史密斯草率地少拧即使一节他的链子该怎么办了!但他诚实地用不屈不挠的力量拧紧了它，它经受住了考验，安全地拉着船只，直到暴风雨结束。”





SONG OF THE FORGE

Clang, clang! the massive anvils ring;

Clang, clang! a hundred hammers swing;

Like the thunder rattle of a tropic sky,

The mighty blows still multiply;

Clang, clang!

Say, brothers of the dusky brow,

What are your strong arms forging now?

Clang, clang! We forge the colter now,—

The colter of the kindly plough;

Prosper it, Heaven, and bless our toil!

May its broad furrow still unbind

To genial rains, to sun and wind,

The most benignant soil!

Clang, clang! Our colter's course shall be

On many a sweet and sunny lea,

By many a streamlet's silver tide,

Amid the song of morning birds,

Amid the low of sauntering herds,

Amid soft breezes which do stray

Through woodbine hedges and sweet may,

Along the green hill's side.

When regal Autumn's bounteous hand

With widespread glory clothes the land,—

When to the valleys, from the brow

Of each resplendent slope, is rolled

A ruddy sea of living gold,—

We bless—we bless the Plough.

Clang, clang! Again, my mates, what glows

Beneath the hammer's potent blows?—

Clink, clank! We forge the giant chain

Which bears the gallant vessel's strain,

'Mid stormy winds and adverse tides;

Secured by this, the good ship braves

The rocky roadstead, and the waves

Which thunder on her sides.

Anxious no more, the merchant sees

The mist drive dark before the breeze,

The storm-cloud on the hill;

Calmly he rests, though far away

In boisterous climes his vessel lay,

Reliant on our skill.

Say on what sands these links shall sleep,

Fathoms beneath the solemn deep;

By Afric's pestilential shore,—

By many an iceberg, lone and hoar,—

By many a palmy Western isle,

Basking in Spring's perpetual smile,—

By stormy Labrador.

Say, shall they feel the vessel reel.

When to the battery's deadly peal

The crashing broadside makes reply?

Or else, as at the glorious Nile,

Hold grappling ships, that strive the while

For death or victory?

Hurrah! Cling, clang! Once more, what glows,

Dark brothers of the forge, beneath

The iron tempest of your blows,

The furnace's red breath?

Clang, clang! A burning torrent, clear

And brilliant, of bright sparks, is poured

Around and up in the dusky air,

As our hammers forge the sword.

The sword!—a name of dread; yet when

Upon the freeman's thigh 't is bound.

While for his altar and his hearth.

While for the land that gave him birth,

The war-drums roll, the trumpets sound,

How sacred is it then!

Whenever, for the truth and right,

It flashes in the van of fight,—

Whether in some wild mountain pass,

As that where fell Leonidas,—

Or on some sterile plain, and stern,

A Marston or a Bannockburn,—

Or 'mid fierce crags and bursting rills,

The Switzer's Alps, gray Tyrol's hills,—

Or, as when sank the Armada's pride.

It gleams above the stormy tide,—

Still, still, whene'er the battle-word

Is Liberty, when men do stand

For justice and their native land,

Then Heaven bless the Sword!

铸造之歌

叮当，叮当！沉重的铁砧回响；

叮当，叮当！一百个铁锤挥舞；

如同热带天空的雷声乍响，

猛击仍在渐强；

叮当，叮当！

灰色眉毛的兄弟说，

你强壮的手臂正在铸造什么？

叮当，叮当！我们在铸造犁头——

亲切耕作的犁头；

让它繁荣，天堂，保佑我们的辛劳！

愿它广袤的犁沟仍然松动

在温和的雨、太阳和风中，

最仁慈的泥土！

叮当，叮当！我们犁头的进程会是

在许多甜蜜和煦的草地上，

在许多小溪的银色浪潮旁，

在早晨鸟儿的歌声中，

在牧人漫步的低语中，

在真正飘荡的和风中

穿过忍冬植物的树篱和芳香的山楂花，

沿着绿山的山腰。

当君主奥特姆慷慨的手，

给大地覆盖了无边的光荣——

当从山脊到溪谷

每个鲜艳夺目的斜坡都在翻滚

一个活黄金的红润海洋——

我们祈祷——我们祈福耕作。

叮当，叮当！再次，我们的伙伴，什么在发光?

铁锤强有力地击打下面——

叮当，叮当！我们在铸造大铁链

它能经受雄伟船只的拉力，

在暴风和恶劣的潮汐中；

有它确保，上等的船只能勇敢面对

多石的碇泊处和海浪

它们拍打在她的船舷上。

商人看上去不再焦虑

微风吹拂下，薄雾驱走黑暗，

山上的暴风云；

他镇定地歇息，尽管遥远

他的船只停靠在喧嚣的地域，

依靠我们的技艺。

说这些铁链憩息在什么沙滩，

探测在庄严的大海下；

经过非洲瘟疫的海岸——

经过许多孤寂、灰白的冰川——

经过许多富饶的西方岛屿，

取暖在春天永恒的微笑下——

经过暴风雨下的拉布拉多

说，他们会觉察到船只的摇晃，

当遭受到炮火的致命轰击

毁坏的船舷会回应吗？

或者别的，在辉煌的尼罗河，

斗争片刻后抓住锚定的船只，

为了死亡还是胜利？

好啊！叮当，叮当！又再一次，什么在发光，

下面铸造着的黑色兄弟们

你击打下的铁的暴风雨，

熔炉的红色烟雾？

叮当，叮当！一个清澈、燃烧的激流

闪耀、鲜亮的火花倾泻而出

在昏暗空气的周围和上方，

当我们的铁锤铸造刀剑。

那把剑!——一个敬畏的名字；然而当

它绑在自由人民的大腿，

有时为了他的祭坛和他的灶台。

有时为了他出生的地方，

战鼓敲响，喇叭轰鸣，

那时它是多么的神圣啊！

无论何时，为了真理和权利，

他闪烁在斗争的前方——

是否进入一些荒凉的山脉，

例如利奥尼达斯倒下的地方——

或在一些严酷、不毛的平原上，

马斯顿或者班诺克本——

或在陡峭的悬崖和汹涌的小溪中，

瑞士的阿尔卑斯山脉，灰色的特洛伊山脉——

或者，当阿曼达的荣耀衰落时，

它闪烁在暴风雨的潮汐上——

依然，依然，无论哪个战争世界

是自由，当人们真正站立时，

为了正义和他们的祖国，

天堂保佑胜利！





ROBERT BURNS

Robert Burns was born near the town of Ayr, Scotland, on the 25th day of January, 1759. William Burns, “the brave father, a silent hero and poet,” was a humble farmer, but he had a thirst for knowledge, and longed to give his family an education. He often spent his noon hour in pointing out the Wonders of nature and imparting to his children what little knowledge he had gained.

Robert was sent to school at Mt. Oliphant in his sixth year; but his father's poverty gave him little opportunity for education, and at the age of thirteen he was assisting in threshing the corn, and at sixteen was the principal laborer on the farm.

There was an old woman named Betty Davidson who lived in the family. She had a store of tales and songs of fairies, ghosts, witches, dragons, and enchanted towers. Robert used to listen to these weird stories, which had a strong effect upon his imagination. They fostered his love of poetry, so that when his hands were busy with the farm work, his mind was galloping off on deeds of chivalry or indulging in flights of fancy.

The Sabbath was the only time for rest in this busy household, and upon that day Robert Burns would be found wandering alone beside the river Ayr and listening to the songs of the birds: 　“The simple Bard, rough at the rustic plough,

Learning his tuneful trade from ev'ry bough;

The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush,

Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the green thorn bush.” A storm always filled his heart with reverence. He wrote:

“There is scarcely any earthly object gives me more—I do not know if I should call it pleasure, but something that exalts me—than to walk in the sheltered side of a wood or high plantation in a cloudy winter day and hear the stormy wind howling among the trees and raving over the plain... I listened to the birds, and frequently turned out of my path lest I should disturb their little songs or frighten them to another station.”

In spite of his long hours of hard work, Burns became a great reader. He carried some volume, usually a book of poems, in his pocket to study during his spare moments, and wrote: “I pored over them driving my cart, or walking to labor, song by song, verse by verse, carefully noting the true, tender, sublime, or fustian.”

While whistling along behind the plough or swinging the scythe, he was humming the songs of his country, or changing the forms of the ballads which he wrote at night in his cheerless room. It was while ploughing in the field that he composed :

“That I for puir auld Scotland's sake

Some useful plan or book could make

Or sing a song at least.” Burns had a tender heart and ready sympathy. One day his plough turned up a field mouse in her nest. The frightened little creature started to run, and one of the boys was about to kill her when Burns interfered. The thought that he had broken up this home where Mousie thought herself safe from the cold of winter filled him with regret, and he wrote his celebrated poem, “To a Mouse,” on this occasion. Another poem, “To a Mountain Daisy,” was composed while he was ploughing a field where he had uprooted a daisy which was just springing up through the soil.

His first poem of note, “Behind Yon Hills where Lugar Flows”, was written when Burns was twenty-two years old. During that year he went to Irvine to learn the flax dresser's trade. “It was,” he writes, “an unlucky affair. As we were giving a welcome to the New Year, the shop took fire and burned to ashes, and I was left, like a true poet, without a six pence.” His father's failing health and misfortunes made it necessary for him to return to the farm.

Burns began to be known in the neighborhood as a writer of verses, but some of his poems were received with disapproval, and other circumstances increased the feeling against him, so that he decided to leave Scotland and sail for Jamaica. To raise the needful funds, he had six hundred copies of a volume of his poems printed at Kilmarnock. The little book sold rapidly, and the poet had twenty guineas left after paying all expenses. Burns was now ready to leave Scotland, but a letter from a friend changed the current of his life and kept him in his native land.

The poet was received with the highest honor at Edinburgh, where he was invited into the society of the men of letters, rank, and fashion. Surely his dream had come true. He had reached the heart of “Bonnie Scotland”! Burns has taken the humblest pictures of Scottish life and breathed a deeper meaning into them than has ever been dreamed of by poet or artist. He has compared himself to an Eolian harp strung to every wind of Heaven, and there seems to be nothing from the “wee, modest, crimson-tipped flower” to Scotland, his dear native land, that he has not clothed in verse. A second edition of his poems was published during the following year, and the proceeds of their sale brought the author five hundred pounds. Soon afterwards Burns married Jean Armour, to whom he had long been attached, and settled on a farm at Ellisland, not far from Dumfries. When he took possession of the farm Burns asked little Betty, the servant, to take the family Bible and a bowl of salt, and, placing the one on the other, to walk into the house. This was one of the old customs, and the poet delighted in such observances. He and his wife followed Betty and began life on this farm.

While here he was appointed Excise officer for the district, and spent much of his time riding about the hills and vales of Nithsdale searching for smugglers, and murmuring his wayward fancies as he rode along. He often had a half dozen pieces in his mind, and thought of one or the other as suited his mood. At this time Burns wrote about a hundred Scottish songs, for which he received a shawl for his wife, a picture representing “The Cotter's Saturday Night”, and about five pounds.

In a short time he was obliged to leave the pleasant farm and remove to a small house at Dumfries, where he hoped to support his family on his small increase of salary as Excise man of that district; but certain political views made him unpopular. He became intemperate, and his health failed. He decided to try sea bathing and at first imagined that the sea had benefited him, but on his return home on the 18th of July, 1796, he became very ill and died within a few days.

The inhabitants of Dumfries started a subscription for the support of the widow and children of their beloved poet, which was increased by contributions from all over Scotland, and from England also. In the old churchyard at Dumfries is the mausoleum built over the poet's tomb, and a monument was erected to his memory beside the banks of “Bonnie Doon”; but he still lives in the hearts and memories of the Scottish people, who sing his songs and reverence the very walks where he loved to muse.

罗伯特·彭斯

罗伯特·彭斯于1759年1月25日生于苏格兰的艾尔。威廉·彭斯是一位“杰出的父亲，一位默默无闻的英雄和诗人”，是一个卑微的农民，但他对知识充满渴望，向往给家人带来教育的机会。他通常与孩子们度过中午时间，给他们指出自然的神奇，把自己获得的全部知识灌输给孩子们。

罗伯特在6岁的时候被送往太奥立芬的学校学习，但是父亲的贫穷没有给他多少受教育的机会，13岁帮助大人打谷，16岁成为农场的主要劳动力。

有一位叫作贝蒂·戴维德森的老太太与他们生活在一起。她知道许多故事，还有精灵、鬼神、巫师、龙怪还有受到诅咒塔楼的歌谣。罗伯特经常听到这些神奇的故事，这对他的想象

影响非常深刻。它们塑造了他对诗歌的热爱，即使他在农场上干活的时候，他依然想着骑士的事迹，纵情于想象之中。

在这个繁忙的家庭里，安息日是唯一的休息时间，在这一天里罗伯特·彭斯便会独自游荡在艾尔河畔，听着小鸟的歌唱：

“淳朴的诗人啊，忙于乡间的农活，

从枝干上的小鸟那里学到了诗歌的本事；

歌唱的红雀，或是漂亮的歌鸫，

在翠绿的树林里歌唱日落，歌声甜美。”风暴总会让他的心里充满敬畏。他写道：

“世界上没有什么东西可以给我带来更多的——我不知道可否把它叫做快乐，但是那的确是让我感觉美好的东西——只有在树林里枝叶茂密的地方散步，抑或在冬季多云的一天去高处的农场，听狂风在树林间狂吼、在平原上呼啸，我才痛快。我听鸟儿歌唱，经常离开道路，以免耽误了它们的歌唱或者把它们吓怕，飞向别处。”

虽然需要长时间的工作，但是彭斯成为了一位伟大的诗人。他口袋里带着几本书，通常都是诗集，在闲暇时间里研究，他写道：“我在坐车或者去做工的时候仔细研读这些书，一首接着一首、一行接着一行，仔细地辨认着真、柔、壮美或者浮夸。”

在犁的后面吹口哨，或者在摆动镰刀的时候，他哼唱着自己的乡村歌曲，修改歌谣的形式，这是他晚上在阴暗的屋子里写出来的。正是在地里耕地的时候他写道：

“为了我可爱的苏格兰，

做出一些计划、写出几本书，

或者至少唱一支歌。”彭斯心地善良。一天，他的犁把一只田鼠从它的窝里翻了出来。小动物受到了惊吓，开始逃窜，一个男孩想要杀死它，这时彭斯阻止了他。他毁坏了它的家，小老鼠认为自己在那里是安全的，远离冬日的寒冷，一想到这里彭斯就感到内疚，他借此写出了广受欢迎的诗歌《致小老鼠》。还有一次，他在田间耕地，一只雏菊刚刚从土地里探出头来，却被他连根拔起，他为此写出另一首诗歌《致山间雏菊》。

彭斯21岁的时候写出了他的第一首著名的诗歌《路加河流淌在那边的山后》。当年他来到欧文，学习亚麻工行当。“这是一件不幸的事情。”他说，“在我们迎接新年的时候，商店着火了，烧成灰烬，我同真正的诗人一样，身上分文不剩。”他父亲健康状况不佳、时运不济，他被迫返回农场。

彭斯在当地开始以诗人闻名，但是他的一些诗歌没有被人们接受，一些事情还使人们加深了对他的反感，所以他决定离开苏格兰，前往牙买加。为了募集必要的资金，他在基尔马诺克出版了一本诗集，包括600多首诗歌。这本诗集销售得很快，诗人在偿付了所有的费用之后身上只剩下了20基尼。彭斯此时准备好离开苏格兰，但是一封来自朋友的信改变了他的生命轨迹，让他留在了自己的乡土。

诗人在爱丁堡受到了最高的荣誉的礼待，在那里他受到文人、高层人士和时尚人士的邀请。他的梦想当然变为了现实。他来到了“漂亮的苏格兰”的中心！彭斯看到了苏格兰生活最卑小的地方，为之带来了更深的意义，这是以往诗人或者艺术家想都不敢想的。他把自己比作一张风神的竖琴，琴弦被天上的风拨弄，从“小小的、卑微的、红顶的花朵”到苏格兰，他亲爱的祖国，他把所有的东西都写成了诗歌。第二年诗集的第二版出版，诗集的销售给作者带来了500英镑的收入。此后不久彭斯同让·阿尔穆尔结婚，他们订婚已久，婚后在埃利斯兰定居下来，距离邓弗里斯郡不是很远。他得到农场之后，彭斯告诉仆人小贝蒂拿出家里的《圣经》还有一碗盐，《圣经》放在盐的上面，这样走到房子里。这是一个古老的习俗，诗人喜欢奉行。他和自己的妻子跟随着贝蒂，在这个农场开始了生活。

在此期间他被认命为街区的货物税官员，大部分时间都用在骑行于山间和尼斯河谷，寻找走私贩，一边行路一边低语着奇怪的想象。通常他的头脑中有好多作品，随着心情的变化思索不同的作品。此时彭斯写出了大概100首苏格兰歌曲，为此他为妻子赢得了一块围巾、一幅反映《佃农周六的夜晚》的画，还有大约5英镑。

不久他被迫离开美丽的农场，搬往位于邓弗里斯郡的小屋，他成为街区的货物税官员，收入有所增加，他希望以此供养全家，但是某些政治观点让他变得不受欢迎。他开始放纵，健康状况出现问题。他决定尝试海水浴进行调养，他起初以为他从海水浴获得了健康，但是他于1796年7月18日返回家里，生了重病，几天以后死去。

邓弗里斯郡的居民做出决议，要供养他们心爱的诗人的遗孀和孩子，该决议得到了整个苏格兰的支持，英格兰也有所表示。在邓弗里斯郡的古老墓地里坐落着诗人的陵墓，在“美丽的杜恩河”岸边耸立着一个纪念碑，以纪念彭斯。他依然活在苏格兰人民的心里和记忆里，因为他们还在唱着他的歌，纪念着他曾经冥想的小路。





PLEASURES

Robert Burns

But pleasures are like poppies spread,

You seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed;

Or like the snow falls in the river,

A moment white—then melts forever;

Or like the borealis race,

That flit ere you can point their place;

Or like the rainbow's lovely form

Evanishing amid the storm.

From “Tam O' Shanter”

乐趣

罗伯特·彭斯

乐趣就像盛开的樱树花，

你若想摘，花就谢下；

或者就像落进河水的雪花，

白了一会儿——后来永远地融化；

或者就像北极的极光，

你还来不及指出，就已经消逝；

或者就像可爱的彩虹，

消失在风暴之中。

选自《塔姆·奥尚特》





FLOW GENTLY, SWEET AFTON

Robert Burns

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes,

Flow gently, I'll sing thee a song in thy praise;

My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream,

Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream.

Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds thro' the glen,

Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den,

Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming forbear,

I charge you disturb not my slumbering fair.

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighboring hills,

Far mark'd with the courses of clear, winding rills;

There daily I wander as noon rises high,

My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye.

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below,

Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow;

There oft, as mild ev'ning weeps over the lea,

The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me.

Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides,

And winds by the cot where my Mary resides;

How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave,

As gathering sweet flow'rets she stems thy clear wave.

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes,

Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays;

My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream,

Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream.

轻轻地流淌，美丽的顿河

罗伯特·彭斯

轻轻地流淌，美丽的顿河，流淌在绿色的山坡，

轻轻地流淌，我要唱一支歌，歌唱你；

躺在流淌的河水边，我的玛丽在熟睡，

轻轻地流淌，美丽的顿河，不要惊醒她的美梦。

那野鸽，叫声在山谷中回荡，

那鸣叫的画眉，站在长刺的窝里，

那绿冠的麦鸡，不要叫出声来，

我请求你们不要打扰我熟睡的恋人。

你周围的群山，美丽的顿河，多么高耸，

清澈、蜿蜒的溪流刻画出它们的轮廓；

中午太阳高升，我每日在此徜徉，

看着我的羊群还有玛丽可爱的吊床。

你那河岸多么美丽，山谷多么翠绿，

林地里开满了报春花；

每当静谧的夜晚降临草地，

清新的桦树遮蔽了我和玛丽。

你明亮的河水，顿河，流淌得多么美丽，

流过那吊床，玛丽躺在那里；

你的河水多么无礼，濯她雪白的足，

摘下美丽的花朵，她装点你清亮的波。

轻轻地流淌，美丽的顿河，流淌在绿色的山坡，

轻轻地流淌，美丽的顿河，我为你唱歌；

在你默默的水边，我的玛丽熟睡，

轻轻地流淌，美丽的顿河，不要把她的美梦打碎。





BONNIE DOON

Robert Burns

Ye flowery banks o'bonnie Doon,

How can ye blume sae fair?

How can ye chant, ye little birds,

And I sae fu'o'care?

Thou'll break my heart, thou bonnie bird,

That sings upon the bough;

Thou minds me o' the happy days,

When my fause(fause=false) luve was true.

Thou'll break my heart, thou bonnie bird,

That sings beside thy mate;

For sae I sat, and sae I sang,

And wist na o' my fate.

Aft hae I rov'd by bonnie Doon

To see the wood-bine twine,

And ilka (ilka=every) bird sang o' its luve,

And sae did I o' mine.

Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose

Frae aff its thorny tree;

And my fause luver staw(staw = stole) my rose

But left the thorn wi' me.

O Scotia! my dear, my native soil!

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent!

Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil

Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet content!

And, oh! May Heaven their simple lives prevent

From luxury's contagion, weak and vile!

Then, howe'er crowns and coronets be rent,

A virtuous populace may rise the while,

And stand a wall of fire around their much-lov'd isle.

From “The Cotter's Saturday Night”

美丽的杜恩河

罗伯特·彭斯

杜恩河的岸边开满鲜花，

花开得多么鲜艳！

小鸟啊，你在歌唱，

我却充满忧伤！

可爱的小鸟，你会让我心伤，

你在树上歌唱；

你让我想起那美好的时光，

我的错爱、我的爱恋。

可爱的小鸟，你会让我心伤，

你有你的伴侣；

我也曾这样陪伴，也曾这样歌唱，

却不知我也会悲伤。

我曾沿着杜恩河徜徉，

看那蔓藤缠绕，

所有的小鸟都在歌唱爱情，

我也一样歌唱。

带着轻快的心情我摘下玫瑰，

从那带刺的树上；

我的恋人却偷走了玫瑰，

给我留下悲伤。

啊，苏格兰！我亲爱的，我的故土！

我最热切的祝愿全部给了你！

愿你做苦力的强壮子孙永远

享有健康、和平和美好的满足！

啊！但愿上苍保佑他们简朴的生活

远离奢华的侵染，变得软弱而又肮脏！

还有，无论皇冠和冠冕给了谁，

一个正直的民族还在前进，

在他们心爱的岛屿周围形成一面坚固的围墙。

选自《佃农周六的夜晚》





HISTORY OF OUR FLAG

The history of our glorious old flag is of exceeding interest, and brings back to us a throng of sacred and thrilling associations. The banner of St. Andrew was blue, charged with a white saltire or cross, in the form of the letter X, and was used in Scotland as early as the eleventh century. The banner of St. George was white, charged with the red cross, and was used in England as early as the first part of the fourteenth century. By a royal proclamation, dated April 12, 1700, these two crosses were joined together upon the same banner, forming the ancient national flag of England.

It was not until Ireland, in 1801, was made a part of Great Britain, that the present national flag of England, so well known as the “Union Jack”, was completed. But it was the ancient flag of England that constituted the basis of our American banner. Various other flags had indeed been raised at sundry times by our colonial ancestors. But they were not particularly associated with, or, at least, were not incorporated into and made a part of, the destined “Stars and Stripes”.It was after Washington had taken command of the fresh army of the Revolution, at Cambridge, that, January 2, 1776, he unfolded before them the new flag of thirteen stripes of alternate red and white, having upon one of its corners the red and white crosses of St. George and St. Andrew, on a field of blue. And this was the standard which was borne into the city of Boston when it was evacuated by the British troops and was entered by the American army.

Uniting, as it did, the flags of England and America, it showed that the colonists were not yet prepared to sever the tie that bound them to the mother country. By that union of flags they claimed to be a vital and substantial part of the empire of Great Britain, and demanded the rights and privileges which such a relation implied. Yet it was by these thirteen stripes that they made known the union also of the thirteen colonies, the stripes of white declaring the purity and innocence of their cause, and the stripes of red giving forth defiance to cruelty and opposition.

On the 14th day of June, 1777, it was resolved by Congress,That the flag of the thirteen United States be thirteen stripes, alternate red and white, and that the Union be thirteen white stars in the blue field.”This resolution was made public September 3, 1777, and the flag that was first made and used in pursuance of it was that which led the Americans to victory at Saratoga. Here the thirteen stars were arranged in a circle, as we sometimes see them now, in order better to express the idea of the union of the states.

In 1794, there having been two more new states added to the Union, it was voted that the alternate stripes, as well as the circling stars, be fifteen in number, and the flag, as thus altered and enlarged, was the one which was borne through all the contests of the War of 1812. But it was thought that the flag would at length become too large if a new stripe should be added with every freshly admitted state. It was therefore enacted, in 1818, that a permanent return should be made to the original number of thirteen stripes, and that the number of stars should henceforth correspond to the growing number of states.

Thus the flag would symbolize the Union as it might be at any given period of its history, and also as it was at the very hour of its birth. It was at the same time suggested that these stars, instead of being arranged in a circle, be formed into a single star—a suggestion which we occasionally see adopted. In fine, no particular order seems now to be observed with respect to the arrangement of the constellation. It is enough if only the whole number be there upon that azure field—the blue to be emblematical of perseverance, vigilance, and justice, each star to signify the glory of the state it may represent, and the whole to be eloquent forever of a Union that must be “one and inseparable”.

What precious associations cluster around our flag! Not alone have our fathers set up this banner in the name of God over the well-won battlefields of the Revolution, and over the cities and towns which they rescued from despotic rule; but think where also their descendants have carried it, and raised it in conquest or protection! Through what clouds of dust and smoke has it passed—what storms of shot and shell—what scenes of fire and blood! Not only at Saratoga, at Monmouth, and at Yorktown, but at Lundy's Lane and New Orleans, at Buena Vista and Chapultepec. It is the same glorious old flag which, inscribed with the dying words of Lawrence,—“Don't give up the ship!”—was hoisted on Lake Erie by Commodore Perry just on the eve of his great naval victory—the same old flag which our great chieftain bore in triumph to the proud city of the Aztecs and planted upon the heights of her national palace. Brave hands raised it above the eternal regions of ice in the arctic seas, and have set it up on the summits of the lofty mountains in the distant west.

Where has it not gone, the pride of its friends and the terror of its foes? What countries and what seas has it not visited? Where has not the American citizen been able to stand beneath its guardian folds and defy the world? With what joy and exultation seamen and tourists have gazed upon its stars and stripes, read in it the history of their nation's glory, received from it the full sense of security, and drawn from it the inspirations of patriotism! By it how many have sworn fealty to their country!

What bursts of magnificent eloquence it has called forth from Webster and from Everett! What lyric strains of poetry from Drake and Holmes! How many heroes its folds have covered in death! How many have lived for it, and how many have died for it! How many, living and dying, have said, in their enthusiastic devotion to its honor, like that young wounded sufferer in the streets of Baltimore, “Oh, the flag! The Stars and Stripes!” And wherever that flag has gone it has been a herald of a better day; it has been the pledge of freedom, of justice, of order, of civilization, and of Christianity. Tyrants only have hated it, and the enemies of mankind alone have trampled it to the earth. All who sigh for the triumph of truth and righteousness love and salute it.

国旗的故事

我们荣耀的古老国旗充满了趣味，会让我们想起一系列神圣的、刺激的故事。圣安德鲁的旗帜是蓝色的，上面有白色的十字，形状为一个“X”，早在11世纪就已经在苏格兰使用。圣乔治的旗帜是白色的，上面有一个红十字，早在14世纪前叶就已经在英格兰使用。在1700年4月12日，皇家宣布，这两个十字应该在同一面旗帜上放在一起，形成古时英国的国旗。

英国当时的国旗叫做“联合王国国旗”，1801年爱尔兰成为大不列颠的一部分，英国国旗才最终完全确定。英国古时的国旗是我们美国国旗的基础。我们殖民地的祖先在不同时候也给出了许多其他种类的旗帜，但是这些都没有同注定的“星和条”形成联系，或者至少与之有机结合成为一个部分。于剑桥，华盛顿在成为新的革命军统帅之后，1776年1月2日，他在军队面前展开一面新的旗帜，上面有红白相间的13道条纹，其中一角就是圣乔治和圣安德鲁的红白十字，背景为蓝色。该旗帜被定为标准旗帜，英军曾疏散了波士顿城的居民，美军重新进城后，该旗帜就被带到了城里。

星条旗统一了英国和美国的国旗，反映出殖民者还没有完全做好准备，无法剪断他们同祖国之间的联系。通过旗帜联盟，他们声称是大不列颠帝国有机的、必要的一个部分，要求获得该关系所产生的权利和特权。通过13条条纹，他们也使得13个殖民地的联盟闻名于世，白色条纹表明他们出于正义发动独立战争，红色条纹也向残忍和压制抗击。

1777年7月14日，美国国会决定：“13个联邦的旗帜为13条条纹，红白相间，联邦为13个“白色的星，背景为蓝色。”1777年9月3日该决定被公开，起先启用的旗帜以及后续启用的旗帜在萨拉托加给美国人带来胜利。旗上的13个星以圆形排列，我们现在有时也可以看到这样的排列，可以更好地表达联邦团结的意思。

1794年，两个新的州加入了联邦，由此进行投票，决定相间的条纹和圆形排列的星在数量上为15，国旗因而发生改变，开始变大，该旗帜在1812年的战争所有的战役中出现。但是人们考虑到，如果每有一个新州加入联邦就加入一条新的条纹，国旗最终会变得过于巨大。因此，1818年做出规定，旗帜上的条纹数量应该最终回归为最初的13个，星的数量要在此后与州增长的数量相对应。

这样，国旗应该象征联邦，就像国旗在历史的任何阶段起到的作用，也像国旗起初起到的作用一样。与此同时有人提议，这些星不应该以圆形排列，而应该变为一个单独的星——我们时而也见到这一提议得到落实。最终，并没有方案规定星应该如何排列。只要所有的元素都在蓝色的背景之上就一切都好——蓝色代表坚韧、警觉和正义，每一颗星象征所代表州的荣耀，国旗整体永远象征一个“统一而不可分割”的整体。

我们国旗上的象征意义多么丰富！我们的祖先不但以上帝的名义设计这面旗帜，以代表革命战争中所取得的胜利以及他们从暴政中解救出来的城市和城镇；他们还想到了子孙后代将来会把国旗带到的地方、以征服或者保护为名义升起国旗的地方！国旗经历了战火硝烟——经历了枪林弹雨——经历了热血激情！不但升起在萨拉托加、蒙茅斯、约克，而且升起在伦迪小路和新奥尔良、布埃纳维斯塔和查普尔特佩克。就是这张同样荣耀的古老旗帜，上面镌刻着劳伦斯临死前的话语——“不要放弃战船！”——佩里司令把它升起在伊利湖，就在他取得伟大海战胜利的前夕——我们伟大的首领也在胜利中把同样古老的旗帜带到了阿兹特克人的雄伟城市，在那里的宫殿把它升起。勇敢的人把它升起在北冰洋永久的冰层之上，把它升起在遥远西方高高的群山之巅。

国旗在所有的地方升起，这是友人的荣耀，这是敌人的恐惧！国旗来到了所有的大陆和大洋！美国公民可以在它的保佑下而站立，可以向所有人反抗！带着满意、喜悦，水手和游人看着旗上面的星和条，在其中看到了他们国家的荣耀，从中得到了完美的安全感，也得到了爱国主义的启发！好多人在国旗下向他们的祖国效忠！

国旗让韦伯斯特和艾瑞特雄辩滔滔！国旗让德雷克和霍姆斯诗情洋溢！国旗盖在多少阵亡英雄的身上！多少人为国旗而生，多少人为国旗而亡！多少人效忠于国旗的荣誉，或生或死，就像那个巴尔的摩街受伤的年轻人一样，他们都曾经说过：“啊，国旗！星和条！”无论国旗来到哪里，它都预示着美好的生活；它是自由、正义、秩序、文明和基督教的保证。独裁者只能憎恨它，人类的敌人只能把它踏在脚下。所有为了真理和正义的胜利而叹息的人都热爱、拥护它。





THE AMERICAN FLAG

Joseph Rodman Drake

Joseph Rodman Drake was born in New York City, in 1795. He wrote a number of poems which gave promise of his gaining high rank as a poet; but he died at the age of twenty-four.

When Freedom from her mountain height

Unfurled her standard to the air,

She tore the azure robe of night.

And set the stars of glory there;

She mingled with its gorgeous dyes

The milky baldric of the skies,

And striped its pure, celestial white

With streakings of the morning light;

Then from his mansion in the sun

She called her eagle-bearer down,

And gave into his mighty hand

The symbol of her chosen land.

Flag of the brave, thy folds shall fly,

The sign of hope and triumph high!

When speaks the signal trumpet tone,

And the long line comes gleaming on

(Ere yet the life-blood, warm and wet,

Has dimmed the glistening bayonet)

Each soldier eye shall brightly turn

To where thy sky-born glories burn,

And as his springing steps advance,

Catch war and vengeance from the glance.

And when the cannon-mouthings loud

Heave in wild wreaths the battle-shroud,

And gory sabers rise and fall

Like shoots of flame on midnight's pall,

Then shall thy meteor glances glow,

And cowering foes shall sink beneath

Each gallant arm that strikes below

That lovely messenger of death.

Flag of the seas, on ocean wave

Thy stars shall glitter o'er the brave;

When death, careering on the gale,

Sweeps darkly round the bellied sail,

And frighted waves rush wildly back

Before the broadside's reeling rack,

Each dying wanderer of the sea

Shall look at once to Heaven and thee,

And smile to see thy splendors fly

In triumph o'er his closing eye.

Flag of the free heart's hope and home,

By angel hands to valor given,

Thy stars have lit the welkin dome,

And all thy hues were born in heaven.

Forever float that standard sheet!

Where breathes the foe, but falls before us,

With Freedom's soil beneath our feet,

And Freedom's banner streaming o'er us?

美国国旗

约瑟夫·罗德曼·德雷克

约瑟夫·罗德曼·德雷克于1795年生于纽约市。他写了许多诗歌，那些诗歌预示着他作为诗人能达到很高的成就，然而，他在24岁时去世。

当自由从她的高山

展开她的旗帜于空气中。

她撕碎夜晚的蔚蓝睡衣，

还在那放置荣耀的星星；

她用它绚丽的染料混合

天空的乳白色肩带，

还剥光了它纯净的、天空的白色

用晨光的条纹；

随后从他阳光下的大厦

她呼喊她的鹰旗坠下，

通往他强大的手臂

她被选择的土地符号。

勇敢的旗帜，你的折痕可以飞翔，

希望的标志和崇高的胜利！

当吹响了暗号的喇叭，

然后长线闪烁来临

（然而在温暖和潮湿的生命线前，

闪耀的刺刀已暗淡了下来）

每位士兵的眼睛会明亮地转向

你生于天上的燃烧荣耀，

在他的脚步跳跃向前时，

一瞥即可看见战争和复仇。

当加农炮口发出轰鸣时

在野花圈里，投掷出战争的寿衣，

沾满血污的军刀起起落落

仿佛午夜灵柩上的火焰射击，

随后，你的流星发着光和热掠过，

畏缩的敌人会沉没在下面

攻击中每个英勇的手臂下

死去那个可爱的传令兵。

海浪上，海的旗帜

你的星星会闪烁在勇敢者之上；

当死亡在微风中全力前进，

沿大肚的帆船，秘密地扫过，

惊涛骇浪疯狂地冲回来

在船侧的支架前

每个垂死的海的漫游者

会同时看着天堂和你，

微笑着，看你的光辉飞翔

在胜利时他闭合的眼睛之上。

胸襟坦白的希望和家的旗帜，

由天使的手交与英勇者，

你的星星已点燃苍穹的圆顶，

你的所有色彩都生于天堂。

那个军帆永远飘荡！

敌人呼吸的地方只是坍塌在我们身前，

我们脚下有自由的土地，

自由的旗帜招展在我们上方？





DREAM-CHILDREN : A REVERIE

Charles Lamb

Charles Lamb was born in London on the 10th of February, 1775.

He was sent to school at Christ's Hospital when he was eight years old and remained there for seven years. Chares was a delicate, sensitive boy, and there was little in the dull, hard life of this school to make him happy. He was fortunate in having Coleridge for a companion with whom he formed a lifelong friendship.

After leaving school Lamb held a clerkship for a short time and then entered an accountant's office where he remained for over thirty years。

A terrible sorrow shadowed his life. His sister Mary became violently insane and was placed in an asylum. After the recovery of her health her brother obtained her release by promising to watch over and care for her.

When Lamb was twenty-one years old Coleridge included four of his sonnets in a collection called “Poems on Various Subjects.” These were the first of Lamb's writings to appear in print. He afterwards published a number of poems and plays, and, in company with his sister, wrote the famous “Tales” founded on the Plays of Shakespeare.

When Lamb was about forty-five years old, he wrote a number of essays, signing himself “Elia”, and it is upon these that his literary fame rests. They are delicate in fancy and sparkle with wit and humor. He died on the 27th of December, 1834.

Children love to listen to stories about their elders when they were children; to stretch their imagination to the conception of a traditionary great-uncle, or a grandame, whom they never saw. It was in this spirit that my little ones crept about me the other evening to hear about their great-grand-mother Field, who lived in a great house in Norfolk (a hundred times bigger than that in which they and papa lived), which had been the scene—so at least it was generally believed in that part of the country—of the tragic incidents which they had lately become familiar with from the ballad of the “Children in the Wood”. Certain it is that the whole story of the children and their cruel uncle was to be seen fairly carved out in wood upon the chimney-piece of the great hall, the whole story down to the Robin Redbreast; till a foolish rich person pulled it down to set up a marble one of modern invention in its stead, with no story upon it.

Here Alice put on one of her dear mother's looks, too tender to be called upbraiding. Then I went on to say how good their great-grand-mother Field was; how beloved and respected by everybody, though she was not indeed the mistress of this great house, but had only the charge of it (and yet in some respects she might be said to be the mistress of it too) committed to her by the owner, who preferred living in a newer and more fashionable mansion which he had purchased somewhere in the adjoining county; but still she lived in it in a manner as if it had been her own, and kept up the dignity of the great house in a sort while she lived, which afterwards came to decay, and was nearly pulled down, and all its old ornaments stripped and carried away to the owner's other house, where they were set up, and looked as awkward as if some one were to carry away the old tombs they had seen lately at the Abbey, and stick them up in Lady C.'s tawdry gilt drawing-room. Here John smiled, as much as to say, “That would be foolish indeed.”

And then I told how,when she came to die,her funeral was attended by a concourse of all the poor, and some of the gentry too, of the neighborhood for many miles round, to show their respect for her memory, because she had been such a good woman; so good indeed that she knew all the Psalter by heart, ay, and a great part of the Testament besides. Here little Alice spread her hands. Then I told her what a tall,upright, graceful person their great-grandmother Field once was; and how in her youth she was esteemed the best dancer,—here Alice's little right foot played an involuntary movement, till, upon my looking grave, it desisted,—the best dancer in the country.

Then I told how good she was to all her grandchildren, having us to the great house in the holidays, where I in particular used to spend many hours by myself in gazing upon the old busts of the twelve Caesars that had been emperors of Rome, till the old marble heads would seem to live again or I to be turned into marble with them. How I never could be tired with roaming about that huge mansion with its vast empty rooms, with their wornout hangings, fluttering tapestry, and carved oaken panels with the gilding almost rubbed out,—sometimes in the spacious, old-fashioned gardens, which I had almost to myself, unless when now and then a solitary gardening man would cross me.

How the nectarines and peaches hung upon the walls without my ever offering to pluck them, because they were forbidden fruit, unless now and then,—and because I had more pleasure in strolling about among the old melancholy-looking yew trees, or the firs, and picking up the red berries, and the fir apples, which were good for nothing but to look at,—or in lying about upon the fresh grass with all the fine garden smells around me,—or basking in the orangery, till I could almost fancy myself ripening too along with the oranges and the limes in that grateful warmth,—or in watching the dace that darted to and fro in the fish pond at the bottom of the garden, with here and there a great sulky pike hanging midway down the water in silent state, as if it mocked at their impertinent friskings. I had more pleasure in these busy-idle diversions than in all the sweet flavors of peaches, nectarines, oranges, and such-like common baits of children.

Here John slyly deposited back upon the plate a bunch of grapes, which, not unobserved by Alice, he had meditated dividing with her, and both seemed willing to relinquish them for the present as irrelevant. Then, in somewhat a more heightened tone, I told how, though their great-grandmother Field loved all her grandchildren, yet in an especial manner she might be said to love their uncle, John L—, because he was so handsome and spirited a youth, and a king to the rest of us. Instead of moping about in solitary corners, like some of us, he would mount the most mettlesome horse he could get, when but an imp no bigger than themselves, and make it carry him half over the county in a morning, and join the hunters when there were any out,—and yet he loved the old great house and gardens too, but had too much spirit to be always pent up within their boundaries,—and how their uncle grew up to man's estate as brave as he was handsome, to the admiration of everybody, but of their great-grandmother Field most especially; and how he used to carry me upon his back when I was a lame-footed boy—for he was a good bit older than me—many a mile when I could not walk for pain.

In after life he became lame-footed too, and I did not always (I fear) make allowances enough for him when he was impatient and in pain, nor remember sufficiently how considerate he had been to me when I was lame-footed; and how when he died, though he had not yet been dead an hour, it seemed as if he had died a great while ago, such a distance there is betwixt life and death; and how I bore his death, as I thought pretty well at first, but afterwards it haunted and haunted me; and though I did not cry or take it to heart as some do, and as I think he would have done if I had died, yet I missed him all day long, and knew not till then how much I had loved him. I missed his kindness, and I missed his crossness, and wished him to be alive again.

Here the children fell a-crying and asked if their little mourning which they had on was not for Uncle John, and they looked up, and prayed me not to go on about their uncle, but to tell them some stories about their pretty dead mother.

Then I told how for seven long years, in hope sometimes, sometimes in despair, yet persisting ever, I courted the fair Alice W—n; and, as much as children could understand, I explained to them what coyness, and difficulty, and denial meant in maidens,—when suddenly, turning to Alice, the soul of the first Alice looked out at her eyes with such a reality of representment that I became in doubt which of them stood there before me, or whose that bright hair was. While I stood gazing, both the children gradually grew fainter to my view, receding, and still receding, till nothing at last but two mournful features were seen in the uttermost distance, which, without speech, strangely impressed upon me the effects of speech: “We are not of Alice, nor of thee, nor are we children at all. The children of Alice call Bartrum father. We are nothing; less than nothing, and dreams”;—and, immediately awaking, I found myself quietly seated in my bachelor armchair, where I had fallen asleep.

儿童梦想：幻想

查尔斯·兰姆

查尔斯·兰姆于1775年2月10日生于伦敦。

他8岁的时候被送往蓝衣学校学习，在那里度过了7年的时光。查尔斯身体瘦弱而敏感，学校生活无聊而辛苦，查尔斯没有任何幸福感。

他与柯勒律治为伴，这让他感到幸运，他们之间的友谊伴其一生。

离开学校之后，他做了一段短时的文职工作，后来在会计办公室工作，在这里他度过了30年的时光。

一场可怕的伤痛笼罩了他的生活。他的姐姐玛丽精神失常，被送往精神病院。姐姐恢复健康之后，兰姆才如释重负，他同意看管、照顾姐姐。

兰姆21岁的时候，柯勒律治把他的4首14行诗收录在一本叫做《各题诗歌》的诗集里。这是兰姆第一次发表作品。他此后发表了大量的诗歌和戏剧，并同他的姐姐合作，以莎士比亚的戏剧为基础写出了著名的《莎士比亚故事集》。

兰姆45岁时，写出了大量散文，署名为“伊利亚”，他在文学领域中的成就主要依赖于此。作品想象丰富，充满机智、幽默的火花。他死于1834年12月27日。

孩子还小的时候喜欢听他们的长辈讲故事。他们喜欢发挥想象力，想象一位他们从来没有见过的传统的老爷爷抑或老奶奶。正是基于这样的喜好，一天晚上，我家的孩子们向我围拢过来，要听他们的奶奶菲尔德的故事，她生活在诺福克的一间大房子里（要比他们和爸爸生活的这间房子大100倍），这间大房子里——至少在这个地方，人们通常是这样认为的——发生了神奇的事情，孩子们也是最近才从《林中儿童》这首民谣中得知的。可以肯定，孩子们和他们残忍的叔叔的整个故事被清晰地刻在大厅的木制的炉壁上，包括所有的故事还有罗宾·莱德布莱斯特；后来一个愚蠢的有钱人毁坏了壁炉，在原来的位置上修建起一个现代的大理石壁炉，上面没有任何故事。

这时，爱丽丝脸上的表情同她所爱的妈妈一样，非常温柔，毫无责备。之后，我接着讲他们的奶奶菲尔德有多么好；所有的人都喜爱她、尊敬她，虽然她并不是这所大房子的主人，而只是管理它（然而从某些方面来说，也可以说她就是房子的主人），房子的主人托她保管房子，他们更愿意生活在一间更新的、更现代化的房子里，这是他们在临郡购买的；可是她的生活方式就好像这房子就是她自己的，她在活着的时候维持了房子的尊严，后来房子没落了，几乎被毁掉，所有古老的装饰都被剥了下来，拿到了房主的新家，安装在那里，只是看上去非常奇怪，就好像某些人最近在修道院看到了古老的棺材，将其带走，安放在一位C女士豪华的卧室里一样。这时约翰笑了一笑，就好像在说：“真是太愚蠢了。”

之后我继续讲，奶奶死后，远近几里所有的穷人、几位名流都来参加了她的葬礼，他们非常看重对于她的纪念，因为她是一个好人；她的确是一个好人，可以背下所有的诗篇，此外还有好多经文。这时小爱丽丝伸了伸手。我告诉她他们的奶奶菲尔德曾经是一位很高、很正直、很优雅的人；在她年轻的时候，大家都说她的舞跳得最好——这时小爱丽丝的右脚情不自禁地动了一下，我有点严肃起来，后来她的右脚不动了——整个乡村她的舞跳得最好。

后来我告诉他们奶奶对她所有的孙儿孙女都非常好，假期的时候把我们接到这间大房子，那里我最喜欢看12个恺撒的半身像，独自一人看上好久，他们都是罗马的帝王，后来古老的大理石头像好像活了起来，我也同它们一样，变成了大理石。我喜欢在大房子里游荡，不知疲倦，那里有好多空房间，帘子非常陈旧，挂毯在飘动，曾经刻有花纹的橡木板几乎已经磨平——有时我也会去宽大、旧式的花园，那里只有我一个人，偶尔会遇见一位孤单的园丁。

油桃和桃子挂在墙上，我从来不敢摘它们，因为这是不允许的，不过偶尔也会开恩——我更喜欢在那古老、伤感的紫杉或者冷杉林间散步，捡起红色的浆果和冷杉的果子，这些除了好看没有什么用处——我也喜欢躺在清新的草地上，沉浸在美好的花园气息之中——我还喜欢在橘园里取暖，后来我也会想象连自己也熟透了，同那橘子、酸橙一样，沐浴在温馨的温暖之中——我喜欢看花园底部的鱼池，看那里的鲦鱼来回穿梭，其中还杂有几条狗鱼，安静地停留在水的中部，好像是在笑话鲦鱼的嬉戏。我喜欢桃、油桃、橘子的甜美气息，更喜欢这样的繁忙、这样的清闲，还有所有这些孩子喜欢的把戏。

这时约翰狡猾地把一串葡萄放回盘子，爱丽丝没有看到这串葡萄，他想着与她平分，而两个人此时似乎都情愿放弃这无关紧要的礼物。这时我提高了声音，我讲到虽然他们的奶奶菲尔德喜爱她所有的孙儿孙女，但是她也特别喜欢他们的叔叔，约翰·L——因为他英俊而又有活力，对于我们其他人来说就像一个国王一样。和我们不同，他不愿在孤单的角落里游荡，他会骑上能找到的最精神的马匹，他和我们一样，个子都不高，清晨骑着马在郡里游玩，如果有人要打猎他也会参与——他也喜欢那所古老的大房子还有花园，但是他精力过剩，不愿被囚禁在房子之内——后来他们的叔叔长成了人，既勇敢又英俊，所有的人都羡慕他，但是他们的奶奶菲尔德最喜欢他；在我的腿脚还有一点跛的时候，他经常把我背在背后——因为他比我大一点——我走路脚就会疼，他会背我好远、好远。

后来他的脚也跛了，在他失去耐心或者疼痛的时候，（我恐怕）我没有为他考虑周全，也没有记住，在我跛脚的时候，他对我的照顾有多么细致；在他去世的时候，虽然他才刚刚离去不长时间，但是他就好像在很久以前死去的一样，生死之间的距离真是好大；我接受了他的死亡，起先还好，但是后来我非常难受、十分难受；虽然我并没有像一些人那样哭出声来，或者铭记在心，因为我想如果是我死了他也会同样处理的，但是整天都十分想念他，直到那时我才知道我有多么喜欢他。我想念他的善良、想念他的愤怒，真希望他可以活过来。

这时孩子们哭了起来，问我他们的服丧是否也是为了约翰叔叔，他们抬起头来，请求我不要再讲他们叔叔的故事了，他们要我讲一讲他们死去的漂亮妈妈。

我开始给他们讲，大概有7年的时间，有时怀有希望、有时怀有痛苦，但是永远都在坚持，我追求漂亮的爱丽丝·W-n；在孩子可以理解的范围内，我给他们解释少女的腼腆、为难、拒绝意味着什么——突然之间，我看向爱丽丝，第一位爱丽丝的灵魂看着她的眼睛，非常真实，我开始怀疑站在我面前的究竟是哪一个，那漂亮的头发究竟是谁的。就在我盯着看的时候，两个孩子在我眼里变得模糊，退却，还在退却，最后什么都没有留下，只剩下两个悲伤的身影在远方，没有言语，我却好像听到了声音的效果：“我们不是爱丽丝，也不是你，我们更不是小孩子。爱丽丝的孩子管巴特兰姆叫爸爸。我们什么都不是；不是虚无、不是梦幻。”——我突然醒来，发现自己安静地坐在躺椅里，还是单身汉，我竟然睡着了。





THE SHANDON BELLS

Father Prout

Francis Sylvester Mah'ony, better known by his pen-name of Father Prout, was born in Ireland in 1804, and died in Paris in 1866.

He was a contributor of brilliant, witty, and fantastic productions to the leading periodicals of his time. His poem, “The Shandon Bells” is the best known of his productions.

With deep affection

And recollection,

I often think of those Shandon bells.

Whose sounds so wild would,

In days of childhood,

Fling round my cradle their magic spells.

On this I ponder

Where'er I wander,

And thus grow fonder, sweet Cork, of thee;

With thy bells of Shandon,

That sound so grand on

The pleasant waters of the river Lee.

I've heard bells chiming

Full many a clime in,

Tolling sublime in cathedral shrine,

While at a glib rate

Brass tongues would vibrate;

But all their music spoke naught like thine:

For memory dwelling

On each proud swelling

Of the belfry knelling its bold notes free,

Made the bells of Shandon

Sound far more grand on

The pleasant waters of the river Lee.

I've heard bells tolling

Old Adrian's Mole in,

Their thunder rolling from the Vatican,

And cymbals glorious

Swinging uproarious

In the gorgeous turrets of Notre Dame;

But thy sounds were sweeter

Than the dome of Peter

Flings o'er the Tiber, pealing solemnly;—

O, the bells of Shandon

Sound far more grand on

The pleasant waters of the river Lee!

Such empty phantom

I freely grant them;

But there is an anthem more dear to me,

'T is the bells of Shandon,

That sound so grand on

The pleasant waters of the river Lee.

尚登的钟声

普劳特神父

弗朗西斯·西尔威斯特·马奥尼于1804年生于爱尔兰，于1866年卒于巴黎。他更以他的笔名普劳特神父出名。

他是当时主要期刊的投稿者，他的作品卓越、诙谐、不可思议。他的诗歌《尚登的钟声》是他最为著名的作品。

满怀深情

和追忆，

我时常想起那些尚登的钟声，

他们的声音如此狂野，

在孩提时代，

他们的魔法咒语沿我的摇篮急行。

我沉思在这上面

我究竟徘徊到哪儿，

亲爱的科克，你变得如此多情；

伴随着你的尚登钟声

那响声如此嘹亮

在利河惹人怜爱的水面上。

我已听到和谐的钟声

充斥在许多地区，

庄严地响在圣陵教堂里，

有时处于从容的速度

黄铜乐器的簧片会震动；

但他们所有的乐音像你的东西泯为泡影：

因为往事停留

在每一个辉煌的骄傲上

钟塔的丧钟无拘地敲响它大胆的旋律,

让尚登的钟声

响得更加嘹亮

在利河惹人怜爱的水面上。

我已听到钟声鸣响

在老艾德里安的防波堤里，

他们的轰隆声从梵蒂冈滚滚而来，

荣耀的铙钹

喧嚣地摇摆

在圣母院绚丽的炮塔里；

但你的声响更加悦耳

比彼得大教堂

急行在台伯河上的庄严鸣响——

啊，尚登的铃声

请响得更为嘹亮

在利河惹人怜爱的水面上！

如此空虚的幻影

我慷慨地赋予他们；

但那里有一曲圣歌，对我更显珍贵，

它是尚登的钟声，

响得更为嘹亮

在利河惹人怜爱的水面上。





DON QUIXOTE AND THE LIONS

Miguel de Cervantes

Miguel de Cervantes was born in the province of New Castile, Spain, in 1547. He was descended from a noble family, his grandfather having been a knight of some distinction.

Cervantes received a good education and soon showed a talent for writing.

At the age of twenty-one he became a soldier and won glory, during a sea battle, by rising from a sick-bed and taking command of some soldiers at the post of greatest danger, declaring his resolve to die fighting for his God and his king, rather than to remain under shelter and take care of his health.

Some years later, Cervantes was captured by the Algerians and made a slave; but after five years of captivity, which he bore with wonderful heroism, he was ransomed and returned to Spain, where he rejoined his regiment and distinguished himself.

He left the army when he was about thirty-five years of age, and engaged in writing poems and plays. Many years of hard-ship and poverty followed.

His great work “Don Quixote” was published in 1604, when he was fifty-seven years old. It was intended to ridicule the extravagant stories of chivalry which were popular at that time. This book has been translated into many languages, and although nearly three hundred years have passed since it was written, it still retains its popularity.

Cervantes died at Madrid in 1616, the same year in which Shakespeare died in England.

The history relates that when Don Quixote called out to Sancho Panza, his servant, he was buying some curds of the shepherds, and being summoned in such haste to his master he knew not what to do with them; so to prevent their being wasted he poured them into the helmet and hurried away to receive the commands of his master.

“Sancho,” said the knight, “give me my helmet; for either I know little of adventures, or that which I descry yonder is one that will oblige me to have recourse to arms.”

He of the green riding coat, hearing this, looked on all sides and could see nothing but a cart coming towards them with two or three small flags, by which he thought it probable that it was conveying some of the King's money.

He mentioned his conjecture to Don Quixote, but his only reply was: “Forewarned, forearmed; to be prepared is half the victory. I know by experience that I have enemies both visible and invisible, and I know not when, nor from what quarter, nor at what time, nor in what shape they may attack me.”

He then took his helmet from Sancho, and without perceiving the contents, clapped it hastily upon his head. The curds being squeezed and pressed, the whey began to run down the face and beard of the knight to his great consternation.

“What can this mean, Sancho?” said he;“methinks my skull is softening, or my brains melting, or I sweat from head to foot! If so, it is certainly not through fear, though I verily believe that this will prove a terrible adventure.”

Sancho said nothing but gave him a cloth. Don Quixote took off his helmet to see what was so cool to his head. “By my soul!” he exclaimed, “these are curds which thou hast put here, thou unmannerly squire!”

Sancho replied with much coolness and cunning:“If they are curds, sir, I should sooner have put them into my stomach than into your Worship's helmet.”

“Well,” said Don Quixote, “there may be something in that”; and after having wiped his head, face, beard, and helmet, again put it on, and fixing himself firm in his stirrups, adjusting his sword, and grasping his lance he exclaimed,“Now, come what may, I am prepared to encounter the enemy! ”

They were soon overtaken by the cart with the flags, which was attended only by the driver, who rode upon is one of the mules, and a man sitting upon the cart.

Don Quixote planted himself just before them and said:“ Whither go ye, brethren? What carriage is this? What does it contain, and what are those banners? ”

“The cart is mine,” answered the carter, “and in it are two fierce lions, which the general of Oran is sending to court as a present to his Majesty; the flags belong to our liege, the King, to show that what is in the cart belongs to him.”

“And are the lions large?” demanded Don Quixote.

“Larger never came from Africa to Spain,” said the man on the front of the cart; “I am their keeper, and in my time have had charge of many lions, but never of any so large as these. Not having eaten today, they are now hungry; therefore, sir, stand aside, for we must make haste to the place where they are to be fed.”

“What!” said Don Quixote with a scornful smile,“lion whelps against me! Against me, your puny monsters! and at this time of day! By yon blessed sun! those that sent them hither shall see whether I am a man to be scared by lions. Alight, honest friend, and since you are their keeper, open the cages and turn out your savages of the desert; for in the midst of this field I will make them know who Don Quixote is, in spite of the enchanters that sent them hither to me. I vow, Don Rascal, if thou dost not instantly open the cages, with this lance I will pin thee to the cart.”

Whilst the keeper was unbarring the first grate, Don Quixote deliberated whether it would be better to engage on horseback or not; and finally determined it should be on foot, as Roxinante, his steed, might be terrified at sight of the lions. He therefore leaped from his horse, flung aside his lance, braced on his shield, and drew his sword; then slowly advancing, with marvelous courage and an undaunted heart, he planted himself before the lion's cage.

The keeper, seeing that he could not avoid letting loose the lions without incurring the resentment of the angry and daring knight, set wide open the door of the first cage where lay a monster, which appeared to be of an extraordinary size and of a hideous and frightful aspect.

The first thing the creature did was to turn himself round in the cage, reach out a paw, and stretch himself at full length. Then he opened his mouth and yawned very leisurely; after which he threw out some half yard of tongue, wherewith he licked and washed his face. This done, he thrust his head out of the cage and stared round on all sides with eyes like red-hot coals; a sight to have struck temerity itself with terror!

Don Quixote observed him with fixed attention, impatient for him to leap out of his den, that he might grapple with him and tear him to pieces.

But the generous lion, after having stared about him, turned his back upon Don Quixote, and calmly and quietly laid himself down again in his cage.

Upon which Don Quixote ordered the keeper to give him some blows, and provoke him to come forth. “That I will not do,” answered the keeper; “for, should I provoke him, I shall be the first whom he will tear to pieces. The lion has the door open to him, and the liberty to come forth; and since he has not done so, he will not come out to-day.

“The greatness of your Worship's courage is already sufficiently shown; no brave combatant is bound to do more than challenge his foe and wait his coming in the field; and if the antagonist fails to meet him, the disgrace falls upon him, while the challenger is entitled to the crown of victory.”

“That is true,” answered Don Quixote; “shut the door, friend, and give me a certificate, in the best form you can, of what you have seen me perform.”

The keeper closed the door, and Don Quixote, having fixed the linen cloth with which he had wiped the curds from his face, upon the end of his lance, began to hail the troop in the distance, who were still retiring, looking around at every step.

They all stopped, and saw that it was Don Quixote that made the sign; and their fear in some degree abating, they ventured to return slowly, till they could distinctly hear the words of Don Quixote, who continued calling to them.

When they had reached the cart again, Don Quixote said to the driver: “Now, friend, put on your mules again and proceed on your journey; and, Sancho, give two crowns to him and the keeper to make them amends for this delay.”

“That I will with all my heart,” answered Sancho; “but what is become of the lions? Are they dead or alive?”

The keeper then gave an account of the conflict, enlarging to the best of his skill on the valor of Don Quixote, at sight of whom the daunted lion would not or durst not stir out of his cage, though he held open the door a good while; and upon his representing to the knight that it was tempting God to provoke the lion and force him out, he had, at length, very reluctantly permitted him to close it.

Sancho gave the gold crowns; the carter yoked his mules; the keeper thanked Don Quixote for his present, and promised to relate this valorous exploit to the King himself when he arrived at court.

“If, perchance, his Majesty,”said Don Quixote, “should inquire who performed it, tell him the knight of the lions; for henceforward I resolve that the title I have hitherto borne, of the knight of the sorrowful figure, shall be thus changed, and herein I follow the ancient practice of knights-errant, who changed their names at pleasure.”

From “Don Quixote”

堂·吉诃德与狮子

米格尔·德·塞万提斯

米格尔·德·塞万提斯于1547年出生于西班牙的新卡斯蒂利亚。他出身贵族，祖父曾经是杰出的骑士。

塞万提斯接受了良好的教育，并很快显示出写作天分。

他21岁的时候成为军人，在海战中从病床上站起，在最危急的时刻命令几名士兵，宣誓宁愿为上帝、国王战死，也不愿留在房檐之下，苟且偷生，他以此赢得了荣誉。

几年以后，塞万提斯被阿尔及利亚人捉住，沦为奴隶；在囚禁中他度过了5年时光，他坚强地忍耐了下来。后来他被赎回，返回西班牙，他重新返回部队，并扬名立万。

他35岁左右离开了部队，投身于诗歌和戏剧创作。此后几年他饱受困苦和贫穷。

1604年，在他57岁的时候，他的伟大作品《堂·吉诃德》发表了。作品有意嘲弄骑士文学的浮华，当时骑士文学颇为流行。该书被翻译为多种语言。虽然作品写出后将近300年的时间过去了，《堂·吉诃德》依然不失其魅力。

1616年，塞万提斯死于马德里，同年莎士比亚死于英格兰。

据史传，当堂·吉诃德向他的仆人桑丘·潘萨喊的时候，桑丘正在从牧羊人那里购买凝乳，他的主人如此匆忙地召唤他，他不知道应该如何是好；为了不浪费，他把凝乳倒进了头盔里，匆忙赶去接受主人的命令。

“桑丘，”骑士说，“把头盔给我，要么是我不知道什么是冒险，要么我在那里看到的东西迫使我拿起我的武器。”

他穿着绿色的骑士衣，听到这样的话，四下看了一看，除了一辆车子向他们行驶而来什么也没有看见，车上插着两三面旗子，他以为这极有可能就是运送国王钱财的车辆。

他向堂·吉诃德说了自己的猜测，但是唯一的回答是：“做好警惕，武装好自己；做好准备就胜利了一半。我通过经验知道我会遇到看得见、看不见的敌人，我不知道他们什么时候、从什么地方、在什么时间或者以什么方式向我发起进攻。”

之后他从桑丘那里拿来了头盔，没有看到里面装了什么东西，就急忙地把它戴在了头上。凝乳被挤压起来，乳汁开始顺着骑士的脸和胡子流下来，让他很是难堪。

“桑丘，这是怎么回事？”他说，“我想是我的脑袋变软了，还是我的脑子融化了，还是我从头到脚都在流汗！如果是这样，我肯定不是害怕，虽然我的确相信这会是一次艰苦的历险。”

桑丘什么也没有说，只是给了他一块布。唐·吉诃德摘下头盔，看一看脑袋上的东西究竟是什么，竟然这么凉。“我的天啊！”他大叫道，“是你把凝乳放在这里的，你这个没有用的下人！”

桑丘冷静而又狡猾地回答：“如果这些是凝乳，先生，我宁愿把它们放进我的肚子，也不愿放在您的头盔里。”

“好吧，”堂·吉诃德说，“你说的有些道理。”他擦干了头、脸、胡子和头盔，又把头盔戴上了，他稳稳地坐在马上，整了整剑，抓住长矛，喊道：“让危险来吧，我准备好应对敌人啦！”

那辆插旗的车很快赶上了他们，只有一个人赶着车，坐在一头骡子身上，还有一个人坐在车上。

堂·吉诃德站在他们面前，说：“兄弟们，你们要去什么地方？这辆车是干什么的？里面装了什么，这些旗又是干什么的？”

“这辆车是我的，”车夫回答说，“里面装了两头凶狠的狮子，奥兰将军把它们送到宫殿，作为送给国王的礼物；这些旗子属于我们的君主、我们的国王，表示里面装的东西属于他本人。”

“这些狮子大吗？” 堂·吉诃德询问。

“从非洲送到西班牙的狮子从来就没有这么大，”坐在车前面的人说，“我是它们的看管者，我一生看管了好多狮子，但是从来没有见过这么大的。它们今天还没有吃东西，现在饿了；因此，先生，请站在一边，因为我们需要马上赶到喂狮子的地方。”

“什么！”堂·吉诃德说，蔑视地笑着，“拿小狮子崽儿吓我！拿这样的小崽儿吓人！在这样的时刻！以太阳起誓！把它们送到这里的人会看到我究竟是不是一个可以被狮子吓到的人。下车，我的好朋友，既然你是看管狮子的人，打开笼子，把沙漠里的野兽放出来。在这旷野的中心我要让它们知道唐·吉诃德究竟何许人也，不论是什么样的巫师把它们送到我这里。我发誓，流氓先生，如果你不马上打开笼子，我就用这支长矛把你插在车子上。”

看管人正在打开第一扇门，堂·吉诃德考虑究竟是否应该在马上迎战；最终决定他应该在地上迎战，因为他的马罗克西南德可能会因为见到狮子而受惊。因此他从马背上跳下来，把长矛扔在一边，提起盾牌，拔出剑；然后慢慢地前行，充满信心、毫无畏惧，他站在狮子笼前。

看管眼看无法避免放出狮子，否则就会招惹这个愤怒、胆大的骑士，把第一个笼子的门大大打开，里面躺着一头野兽，个头非常大，面目狰狞可怖。

狮子做的第一件事就是在笼子里面翻过身子，伸出一只爪子，用力舒展了一下身子。然后它张开大嘴，悠闲地吼叫；后来它伸出长长的舌头，舔一舔脸。做完这些之后，它把头探出笼子，四下看去，目光就像烧红的木炭。这景象会让鲁莽的人恐惧起来！

堂·吉诃德仔细地看着狮子，迫切地等着狮子跳出笼子，这样他就可以与狮子厮打，把它撕成碎片。

但是狮子很随和，它看了一下周围之后就把背转向了堂·吉诃德，又在笼子里平静地躺下。

看到这里，堂·吉诃德命令看管人打狮子几下作为挑衅，让狮子出来。“我不会这么做的，”看管人回答说，“要是我敢挑衅，它会第一个把我撕成碎片的。门开了，狮子可以随意出来；既然它没有这么做，它今天就不会出来了。

“您的伟大已经得到了充分证实；勇敢的战士可以做的就是向他的敌人发出挑战，在战场上等待对方的到来；如果对手不敢应战，耻辱是对手的，挑战者就应该得到胜利的皇冠。”

“的确如此，”堂·吉诃德回答说，“关上门，朋友，给我一份证明，用尽可能好的形式，证明你看过了我的表现。”

看管人关上了门，堂·吉诃德把亚麻布固定在长矛的顶端，他刚刚用这块布擦掉脸上的羊奶，开始向远方的部队欢呼，部队还在后退，每一步都四下张望。

他们都停了下来，看到是堂·吉诃德发出的信号。他们的恐惧在某种程度上减弱了，他们慢慢地返回，直到他们可以清晰地听到堂·吉诃德的声音，堂·吉诃德持续地向他们叫喊。

当他们赶上车的时候，堂·吉诃德对车夫说：“现在，朋友，套上你的骡子，继续赶路吧；桑丘，给他和车夫两个朗克，补偿他们的延误。”

“我会尽心做的，”桑丘回答说，“但是狮子怎么样了？它们是死还是活？”

看管人之后讲述了遭遇的经过，尽其所能夸大堂·吉诃德的勇敢，一见到堂·吉诃德狮子不能、也不敢走出笼子，虽然大门已经敞开了好久；在他对骑士说只有上帝才可以让狮子走出来之后，堂·吉诃德才最终不情愿地允许他关上笼子。

桑丘拿出金朗克；车夫给骡子套上轭；看管人感谢堂·吉诃德送给他的礼物，承诺在他抵达宫殿的时候他会亲自把他勇敢的事迹讲给国王听的。

“如果国王陛下，”堂·吉诃德说，“询问是谁做出了这样勇敢的事情，告诉他是雄狮骑士；我决定，从此以后我拥有的名号应该从悲伤身影骑士变成雄狮骑士，这里我遵循古时行游骑士的做法，可以随意改变名号。”

选自《堂·吉诃德》





THE SIGNING OF THE DECLARATION

George Lippard

It is a cloudless summer day; a clear blue sky arches and expands above a quaint edifice, rising among the giant trees in the center of a wide city. That edifice is built of plain red brick, with heavy window frames and a massive hall door.

Such is the statehouse of Philadelphia in the year of our Lord 1776.

In yonder wooden steeple, which crowns the summit of that red brick statehouse, stands an old man with snow-white hair and sunburnt face. He is clad in humble attire, yet his eye gleams as it is fixed on the ponderous outline of the bell suspended in the steeple there. By his side, gazing into his sunburnt face in wonder, stands a flaxen-haired boy with laughing eyes of summer blue. The old man ponders for a moment upon the strange words written upon the bell, then, gathering the boy in his arms, he speaks:“Look here, my child. Will you do this old man a kindness? Then hasten down the stairs and wait in the hall below till a man gives you a message for me; when he gives you that word, run out into the street and shout it up to me. Do you mind?” The boy sprang from the old man's arms and threaded his way down the dark stairs.

Many minutes passed. The old bell keeper was alone. “Ah,” groaned the old man, “he has forgotten me!” As the word was upon his lips a merry ringing laugh broke on his ear. And there, among the crowd on the pavement, stood the blue-eyed boy, clapping his tiny hands, while the breeze blew his flaxen hair all about his face, and swelling his little chest he raised himself on tiptoe and shouted the single word “Ring!”

Do you see that old man's eye fire? Do you see that arm so suddenly bared to the shoulder? Do you see that withered hand grasping the iron tongue of the bell? That old man is young again. His veins are filling with a new life. Backward and forward, with sturdy strokes, he swings the tongue. The bell peals out; the crowds in the street hear it and burst forth in one long shout. Old “Delaware” hears it and gives it back on the cheers of her thousand sailors. The city hears it and starts up, from desk and workshop, as if an earthquake had spoken.

Under that very bell, pealing out at noonday, in an old hall, fifty-six traders, farmers, and mechanics had assembled to break the shackles of the world. The committee, who have been out all night, are about to appear. At last the door opens and they advance to the front. The parchment is laid on the table. Shall it be signed or not ?

Then ensues a high and stormy debate. Then the faint-hearted cringe in corners. Then Thomas Jefferson speaks his few bold words, and John Adams pours out his whole soul.

Still there is a doubt; and that pale-faced man, rising in one corner, squeaks out something about “axes, scaffolds, and a gibbet”. A tall, slender man rises, and his dark eye burns, while his words ring through the halls:“Gibbets! They may stretch our necks on every scaffold in the land. They may turn every rock into a gibbet, every tree into a gallows; and yet the words written on that parchment can never die. They may pour out our blood on a thousand altars, and yet, from every drop that dyes the axe or drips on the sawdust of the block, a new martyr to freedom will spring into existence. What! are these shrinking hearts and faltering voices here, when the very dead upon our battlefields arise and call upon us to sign that parchment or be accursed forever?

“Sign! if the next moment the gibbet's rope is around your neck. Sign! if the next moment this hall ring with the echo of the falling axe. Sign! by all your hopes in life or death, as husbands, as fathers, as men! Sign your names to that parchment!

“Yes! were my soul trembling on the verge of eternity, were this voice choking in the last struggle, I would still, with the last impulse of that soul, with the last gasp of that voice, implore you to remember this truth: God has given America to the free. Yes! as I sink down into the gloomy shadow of the grave, with my last breath I would beg of you to sign that parchment.”

签署宣言

乔治·利帕德

那是一个晴朗的夏天，蔚蓝色的天空弯成弓形，展开在一栋古色古香的大建筑物上，蓝天从宽广城市中心的大树中浮现出来。那栋大建筑物由暗红色的砖砌成，窗子结构沉重，大门非常雄伟。

在1776年，宾夕法尼亚州的议会大厦就是这样的。

远处，在由红砖砌成的议会大厦的木制塔尖上，站着一位头发雪白、晒得黑黑的老人。他穿着简陋，可在他盯着悬挂在那边尖塔的外观沉重的钟时，他的眼睛发着光。在他身旁，站着一位亚麻色头发的男孩，笑吟吟的眼睛呈夏季的蓝色，他正凝视着老人晒得黝黑的脸庞。老人在沉思了一会儿写在钟上的字后，把小孩一把搂在怀里，说：“看这儿，我的孩子。你能帮我个忙吗？你一会儿赶紧冲下楼梯，在大厅下等候，直到有人让你给我带信息；在他跟你说那个字时，你就跑到街上，并大声地向我呼喊那个字。可以吗？”男孩从老人的怀里跳了下去，向下穿过黑暗的楼梯。

好几分钟过去了。老钟声监管人站着，孤零零一人。“哎呀，”老人抱怨道，“他把我给忘了！”他正说着，一阵欢快的银铃般的笑声在他耳际响了。那边，在人行道的人群中间，一个蓝眼睛的小男孩站在那儿，正拍着他的小手，这时微风把他亚麻色的头发吹到他脸上，他鼓起他的小胸膛，踮着脚尖，呼喊着唯一一个字“响”。

你看到那位老人眼中的火焰了吗？你看见他突然把衣袖卷到肩膀了吗？你看见那只憔悴的手急忙抓住响铃的铁舌了吗？那位老人再次年轻了起来，浑身充满了活力。他挥舞着舌状物，一来一回，有力地敲击着。钟发出洪亮的响声；街上的人群听到了，他们爆发出一声长吼。老“特拉华”听到了，她的一千名船员，欢呼雀跃地回应了它。城市听到了，从部门到车间都开始运转着，好像地震在响动。

正是在中午洪亮的铃声之下，56名商人、农民和技工聚集在一座古老的大厅里。他们是为了打破世界的束缚。整夜都在外面的委员会要出现了。最终，门打开了，他们前进到门口。羊皮纸放置在桌上。是签署它还是不签署呢？接着传来了嘈杂激烈的争论声。随后，胆怯的

人卑躬屈膝，畏缩在角落。接着，托马斯·杰斐逊大胆地说了几句，然后约翰·亚当斯倾诉了他全部心声。

可是，疑虑犹在。那位面色苍白的男士，站在一个角落，短促地尖叫着：“斧头，脚手架，一个绞刑台。”一位高高的、纤瘦的男士站了起来，他的黑眼睛燃烧着，与此同时他的话响彻大厅：“绞刑台！他们会把我们的脖子拉伸到这片土地的每个脚手架上。他们会把每块岩石变为绞刑台，会把每棵树当成绞刑架；然而写在羊皮纸上的字迹永不会褪色。他们会把我们的血液洒在一千个祭坛上。可是，每当一滴血给斧头染上颜色，或滴落到锯块上时，一名向往自由的烈士就产生了。什么！当我们战场死去的人出现了，号召我们是在那张羊皮纸上签字，还是被永远诅咒时，这里还是畏缩的人心和支支吾吾的声音吗？

“签！即便下一刻，绞刑台的绳索就在你的脖子旁。签！即便下一刻，这个大厅的铃声，伴随着斧子落下的回声，响了。签！用你所有生与死的希望，像大丈夫一样，像父亲一样，像人一样！把你的名字签到那张羊皮纸上！

“是的！如果我的灵魂战栗在永恒的边缘，如果这个声音是在最后的挣扎中哽咽着发出的，我仍然会用灵魂的最后一次鼓舞，用那个声音的最后一次喘息，乞求你记住这个真理：上帝赋予了美国自由。是的！在我沉入坟墓忧郁的阴影时，我会用我最后一口呼吸，乞求你在羊皮纸上签署那个宣言的。”





KING'S MOUNTAIN

(A Ballad of the Carolinas )

William Gilmore Simms

William Gilmore Simms was born at Charleston, South Carolina, in 1806, and died at Savannah in 1870.

He made verses when but seven years of age, and during the War of 1812 wrote many a rhyme celebrating the victories of the American army and navy.

His early education was received in the public schools of his native city. At the age of eighteen he began the study of law, and was afterwards admitted to the bar. After practicing law for a year, he purchased an interest in a newspaper, but this venture proved unsuccessful.

Mr. Simms then resolved to be an author, and from that time was constantly at work. He wrote plays, poems, novels, and historical romances.

What Cooper was to the North, Simms was to the South. His writings are full of vivid and picturesque scenes, telling of the brave and chivalrous deeds of the people in his section of the country. He was a true American and a man of pleasant and genial manners.

Hark! 't is the voice of the mountain,

And it speaks to our heart in its pride,

As it tells of the bearing of heroes,

Who compassed its summits and died!

How they gathered to strife as the eagles,

When the foemen had clambered the height!

How, with scent keen and eager as beagles,

They hunted them down for the fight!

Hark! through the gorge of the valley,

'T is the bugle that tells of the foe;

Our own quickly sounds for the rally.

And we snatch down the rifle and go.

As the hunters who hear of the panther,

Each arms him and leaps to his steed,

Rides forth through the desolate antre,

With the knife and the rifle at need.

From a thousand deep gorges they gather—

From the cot lowly perched by the rill,

The cabin half hid in the heather,

'Neath the crag where the eagle keeps still;

Each lonely at first in his roaming,

Till the vale to the sight opens fair,

And he sees the low cot through the gloaming,

When his bugle gives tongue to the air.

Thus a thousand brave hunters assemble

For the hunt of the insolent foe;

And soon shall his myrmidons tremble

'Neath the shock of the thunderbolt's blow.

Down the lone heights now wind they together,

As the mountain brooks flow to the vale,

And now, as they group on the heather,

The keen scout delivers his tale:—

“The British — the Tories are on us;

And now is the moment to prove

To the women whose virtues have won us,

That our virtues are worthy their love!

They have swept the vast valleys below us,

With fire, to the hills from the sea;

And here would they seek to o'erthrow us,

In a realm which our eagle makes free! ”

No war council suffered to trifle

With the hours devote to the deed;

Swift followed the grasp of the rifle,

Swift followed the bound to the steed;

And soon, to the eyes of our yeomen,

All panting with rage at the sight,

Gleamed the long wavy tents of the foeman,

As he lay in his camp on the height.

Grim dashed they away as they bounded, —

The hunters to hem in the prey, —

And with Deckard's long rifles surrounded.

Then the British rose fast to the fray;

And never, with arms of more vigor,

Did their bayonets press through the strife.

Where, with every swift pull of the trigger.

The sharpshooters dashed out a life!

'T was the meeting of eagles and lions,

'T was the rushing of tempests and waves.

Insolent triumph 'gainst patriot defiance.

Born freemen 'gainst sycophant slaves:

Scotch Ferguson sounding his whistle.

As from danger to danger he flies,

Feels the moral that lies in Scotch thistle,

With its “touch me who dare!” and he dies.

An hour, and the battle is over;

The eagles are rending the prey;

The serpents seek flight into cover.

But the terror still stands in the way:

More dreadful the doom that on treason

Avenges the wrongs of the state;

And the oak tree for many a season

Bears its fruit for the vultures of Fate.

国王的山峦

(一首加利福尼亚民谣)

威廉·吉尔摩·西姆斯

威廉·吉尔摩·西姆斯于1806年生于南加利福尼亚州查尔斯顿市，于1870年去世于毛里求斯。

他7岁就能作诗。在1812年战争期间，他写出许多庆祝美国陆军和海军胜利的韵文。

他早年就读于他家乡城市的公共学校。18岁时，他开始学习法律，随后进入了律师界。在当了一年律师后，他购买了一家报纸的股权，但这个冒险最终失败了。

随后，西姆斯先生决心做一名作家。从那时起，他持续地工作，写戏剧、诗歌、小说及演义。

库珀对于北方的重要性，等同于西姆斯对于南方的重要性。他的作品充满栩栩如生的生动场景，讲述了当地人民的勇敢侠义行为。他是一位真正的美国人，还是一位举止文雅、和蔼可亲的人。

听！它是山峦的声音，

它向我们的心骄傲地诉说着，

同时它讲述了英雄的姿态，

他们抵达它的山巅，死去了!

他们是如何聚集，像鹰一样地战斗，

当敌人费力地攀爬到绝顶！

他们是如何用猎兔犬般灵敏而急切的嗅觉，

投身战斗，捕捉到他们！

听！穿过山峦的峡谷，

它是提供敌人信息的号角声；

我们自己快速地回应，以便聚集。

我们抓起地上的来复枪，出发了。

因为猎人听到黑豹的声响，

每个人都武装起来，跃到马上，

骑马前进，通过荒凉的洞窟，

困难之际，有匕首和来复枪。

他们从一千米深的峡谷聚集起来——

从小溪旁低处的小房子，

小木屋的一半藏在石南花中，

鹰静悬的峭壁之下；

漫游的开始，每个人都是孤单的，

直到溪谷的景色美丽动人，

通过暮色，他看见底下的小房子，

当他的号角在空气中响起。

于是，一千个英勇的猎人聚集起来

为了追捕张狂的敌人；

不久，他的忠实追随者会颤抖

在电闪雷鸣下。

现在，他们一起放松在孤寂的绝顶，

随着山间小溪流到溪谷里，

此刻，当他们簇拥在石南花上，

机敏的侦察员诉说着他的故事:

英国人——我们是保守党成员;

现在是时候去证明

向那些我们欣赏其美德的女人，

我们的美德值得她们的爱！

他们扫荡了我们下面的巨大山谷，

在射击下，从海面到冈峦；

他们企图在这里瓦解我们，

在我们的鹰看守的地方！”

不会经受虚度的军事会议

时间投身于行动上；

立刻，急忙抓住来复枪，

立刻，跳跃到马背上；

不久，我们自耕农的眼睛看到，

所有人都大口喘气的情景，

敌人长而起伏的帐篷闪烁着微光，

当他躺在绝顶的营地时。

他们跳跃离开时，狰狞地横冲直撞，

猎人在捕获中发出哼声，

随着德卡德的长来复枪被围绕，

英国人仓促应战。

他们的火力不再威猛，

刺刀也不再横行无阻。

每个迅速扣动扳机的地方，

神枪手都涂抹了一条生命！

它是鹰与狮子的集会，

它是暴风雨与波浪的激流。

傲慢的胜利对抗爱国者的蔑视，

生于自由的人抗衡谄媚者的奴隶：

苏格兰福克森吹着口哨。

当他躲避着一个个的危险时，

苏格兰蓟花的精神感召着他，

说了句“谁敢碰我之后便倒地而亡”。

一小时后，战斗结束。

雄鹰撕裂猎物，

蛇翻找着飞虫。

但仍然是恐惧当道：

对背叛的宣判更可怕

这个国度的罪恶招致更多的复仇，

橡树周而复始

结出贪婪者的命运之果。





TRAILING ARBUTUS

Henry Ward Beecher

Henry Ward Beecher was born in Litchfield, Conn., on the 24th of June, 1813. He was graduated from Amherst College and then studied theology with his father, the Rev. Lyman Beecher.

He became pastor of the Plymouth Church, Brooklyn, when he was thirty-four years of age and held this position until his death, in 1887.

Mr. Beecher was an author and orator as well as a preacher.

...The ground was white in spots with half-melted snow. A few whirls of snow had come down in the night, and the air was too cold to change to rain. Some green leaves, in sheltered nooks, had accepted the advances of the sun and were preparing for the summer. But that which I came to search after was trailing arbutus, one of the most exquisite of all Nature's fondlings.

I did not seek in vain. The hills were covered with it. Its gay whorls of buds peeped forth from ruffles of snow in the most charming beauty. Many blossoms, too, quite expanded, did I find; some pure white, and a few more deliciously suffused with pink. For nearly an hour I wandered up and down, in pleasant fancies, searching, plucking, and arranging these most beautiful of all early blossoms.

Who would suspect by the leaf what rare delicacy was to be in the blossom? Like some people of plain and hard exterior, but of sweet disposition, it was all the more pleasant from the surprise of contrast. All winter long this little thing must have slumbered with dreams, at least, of spring. It has waited for no pioneer or guide, but started of its own self and led the way for all the flowers on this hillside.

Its little viny stem creeps close to the ground, humble, faithful, and showing how the purest white may lay its cheek in the very dirt without soil or taint.

The odor of the arbutus is exquisite, and as delicate as the plant is modest. Some flowers seem determined to make an impression on you. They stare at you. They dazzle your eyes. If you smell them, they over fill your sense with their fragrance. They leave nothing for your gentleness and generosity, but do everything themselves.

But this sweet nestler of the spring hills is so secluded, half covered with russet leaves, that you would not suspect its graces, did you not stoop to uncover the vine, to lift it up, and then you espy its secluded beauty.

If you smell it, at first it seems hardly to have an odor. But there steals out of it at length the finest, rarest scent, that rather cites desire than satisfies your sense. It is coy, without designing to be so, and its reserve plays upon the imagination far more than could a more positive way.

Without doubt there are intrinsic beauties in plants and flowers, and yet very much of pleasure depends upon their relations to the seasons, to the places where they grow, and to our own moods. No midsummer flower can produce the thrill that the earliest blossoms bring, which tell us that winter is gone, that growing days have come!

Indeed, it often happens that the air is cold and the face of earth is brown, so that we have no suspicion that it is time for anything to sprout, until we chance upon a flower. That reveals what our senses had failed to perceive — a warmth in the air, a warmth in the soil an advance in the seasons!

Strange that a silent white flower, growing on a hillside, measures the astronomic changes, and, more than all our senses, discerns that the sun is traveling back from his far southward flight!

Sometimes we admire flowers for their boldness, in places where that quality seems fit. When meadows and fields are gorgeous, we look for some flower that shall give the climax. An intensity often serves to reveal the nature of things in all their several gradations.

A violet color in these early spring days would not please half so well as these pure whites or tender pinks. We like snowdrops and crocuses to come up pale colored, as if born of the snow and carrying their mother's complexion. But later, when the eye is used to blossoms, we wish deeper effects and profusions of color, which, had they existed earlier, would have offended us.

Flowers seem to have a peculiar power over some natures. Of course they gratify the original faculties of form, color, odor; but that is the least part of their effect. They have a mysterious and subtle influence upon the feelings, not unlike some strains of music. They relax the tenseness of the mind. They dissolve its rigor.

In their presence one finds an almost magnetic tremulousness, as if they were messengers from the spirit world, and conveyed an atmosphere with them in which the feelings find soothing, pleasure, and peacefulness.

Besides this, they are provocative of imagination. They set the mind full of fancies. They seem to be pretty and innocent jugglers that play their charms and incantations upon the senses and the fancy, and lead off the thoughts in gay analogies or curious medleys of fantastic dreaming.

From “Eyes and Ears”

藤地莓

亨利·沃德·比彻

亨利·沃德·比彻于1813年6月24日生于康涅狄格州利奇菲尔德县。他毕业于阿默斯特学院，随后他跟父亲——牧师莱曼·比彻研究神学。

在他34岁时，他成为布鲁克林市普利茅斯教堂的牧师，并一直任职到1887年他去世。

比彻先生是一名作家、演讲家和传教士。

……地面是白色的，上面的雪花似融非融。夜里，有些许雪花打着旋，掉落下来。而且空气太寒冷了，雨下不下来。在被遮蔽的角落里，一些绿叶接纳了太阳的示好，正在为夏天做准备。但我来这儿是为了寻找藤地莓——在自然所有的溺爱中，它最为高雅。

我没有白忙活。满山都遍布着藤地莓。它的萌芽附有艳丽的螺纹，在可爱而美丽的雪花褶儿边，它正向前窥视着。我也发现了许多鲜花，它们极力招展着；一些是纯白色，一些布满着更为怡人的粉红色。我上上下下徘徊了几乎将近一个小时，沉醉在快乐的想象中，想象寻找，采摘和整理这些花儿，它们是所有早开花儿中最美丽的一种。

谁会在叶子旁怀疑，盛开的鲜花会有多么罕见的优美呢?就像一些人，他们相貌平平，外表生硬，可他们的性情却是和蔼可亲的，在你惊讶地发现他们内外的反差后，你会觉得他们更加可爱。

整个冬天，这个小东西都必须蛰伏在梦中，至少，春天刚盛开的必须那样。它并没有等待一位先驱或向导，而是靠它自己怒放，并且它还为山腰的所有花儿示范。

它的茎干小巧，像香葡萄树一样紧紧地贴在地面，看上去谦逊、忠实。它正展示着，在这个没有肥料和污染的泥土中，它如何拥有最纯洁的白色脸颊。藤地莓的气味是细腻的，且还很柔和，就跟植物那么谦逊一样。一些花儿似乎决心给你留下印象。它们端详着你，闪耀着你的眼睛。如果你闻它们，它们会让你的感官溢满它们的芳香。它们不会从你们的温柔慷慨中获得什么，它们是自愿那么做的。

但春天的山上，这个甜蜜的巢穴如此与世隔绝，半铺着黄褐色的落叶。你不会怀疑它的优雅。你去揭开藤蔓，拿起它，不会感到自贬身价，只会看到它僻静的美丽。

如果你闻它，开始你几乎闻不出它的气味。但最终它会偷偷溜出来，一种沁人心脾、罕见至极的香味，它与其说唤起了你的欲望，不如说满足了你的感官。它是腼腆的，但并非刻意如此。它的保守是在想象中荡漾，远远超出一个更加积极的方式所能做的。

毋庸置疑，植物和花卉中有固有的美丽，不过有许多愉悦取决于它们生长的季节、生长的地方及我们自己的心境。仲夏的花朵不会引起早开花儿所带来的震撼。那种震撼告诉了我们冬天已离去了，生长的时期已经到了！

确实，经常会发生这样的事情，空气寒冷，土表面呈现褐色，结果我们没有怀疑它是万物复苏的时刻了，直到我们偶然碰见一朵鲜花。那揭露了我们的意识没有觉察到——空气的暖和，泥土的温暖，季节的迈进！

让人感到惊奇，一朵缄默的白色花儿生长在山边，测量着天文变化。它居然可以超越我们的意识，觉察到太阳正从它远南的飞行中返回！

有时我们钦慕花朵，因为它们的勇敢似乎适合它们所处的地方。当草地和田野绚丽多姿时，我们会寻找一些能给人以极尽享受的花儿。那种强烈的感情，经常用于揭露事物在它们所有不同阶段中的特性。

在这些初春的日子里，蓝紫色惹人喜欢的程度，不及这些洁白色或嫩粉色的一半。我们喜欢雪莲花和番红花发出浅色的芽，它们好像从雪中出生一样，怀有它们母亲的肤色。但随后，当眼睛看惯了花儿时，我们会想要更深的感受和更丰富的颜色，可它们要是存于更先前，可能会使我们心生反感而不适。

花朵似乎有一种可以战胜自然的神奇力量。当然，它们有令人满意的形式、颜色和气味；但那是它们最弱的影响。它们对情绪有一种神秘微妙的影响，就像几段音乐。它们能放松紧张的头脑，溶解僵硬的思想。

它们存在时，人会发现一种几乎带有磁性的发抖，仿佛它们是来自精神世界，传递了一种气氛的信使。在那种氛围下，心情能感到慰藉、愉悦和平静。

除此之外，它们惹人想象，让大脑充满幻想。它们似乎是美丽无辜的杂耍人，依靠意识和想象玩耍它们的魅力和咒语，并在愉悦的类比中，或在奇妙古怪而混杂的梦中，发掘想法。

选自《眼与耳》





THE CHRISTIAN KNIGHT AND THE SARACEN CAVALIER

Sir Walter Scott

The burning sun of Syria had not yet attained its highest point in the horizon when a knight of the Red Cross, who had left his distant northern home and joined the host of the crusaders in Palestine, was pacing slowly along the sandy deserts which lie in the vicinity of the Dead Sea, where the waves of the Jordan pour themselves into an inland sea from which there is no discharge of waters.

The dress of the rider and the accouterments of his horse were peculiarly unfit for the traveler in such a country. A coat of linked mail, with long sleeves, plated gauntlets, and a steel breastplate, had not been esteemed a sufficient weight of armor; there was also his triangular shield suspended round his neck, and his barred helmet of steel, over which he had a hood and collar of mail, which was drawn around the warrior's shoulders and throat and filled up the vacancy between the hauberk and the headpiece. His lower limbs were sheathed, like his body, in flexible mail, securing the legs and thighs, while the feet rested in plated shoes, which corresponded with the gauntlets.

A long, broad, straight-shaped, double-edged falchion, with a handle formed like a cross, corresponded with a stout poniard on the other side. The knight also bore, secured to his saddle, with one end resting on his stirrup, the long steel-headed lance, his own proper weapon, which, as he rode, projected backwards and displayed its little pennoncelle, to dally with the faint breeze or drop in the dead calm. To this cumbrous equipment must be added a surcoat of embroidered cloth, much frayed and worn, which was thus far useful that it excluded the burning rays of the sun from the armor, which they would otherwise have rendered intolerable to the wearer.

The surcoat bore in several places the arms of the owner, although much defaced. These seemed to be a couchant leopard with the motto:“I sleep—wake me not.” An outline of the same device might be traced on his shield, though many a blow had almost defaced the painting. The flat top of his cumbrous cylindrical helmet was unadorned with any crest.

The accouterments of the horse were scarcely less massive and unwieldy than those of the rider. The animal had a heavy saddle plated with steel, uniting in front with a species of breastplate, and behind with defensive armor made to cover the loins. Then there was a steel axe or hammer, called a mace-of-arms, which hung to the saddlebow; the reins were secured by chain work, and the front stall of the bridle was a steel plate with apertures for the eyes and nostrils, having in the midst a short, sharp pike projecting from the forehead of the horse like the horn of the fabulous unicorn.

As the Knight of the Couchant Leopard continued to fix his eyes attentively on the yet distant cluster of palm trees, it seemed to him as if some object were moving among them. The distant form separated itself from the trees, which partly hid its motions, and advanced toward the knight with a speed which soon showed a mounted horseman, whom his turban, long spear, and green caftan floating in the wind, on his nearer approach, proved to be a Saracen cavalier. “In the desert,” saith an Eastern proverb, “no man meets a friend”. The crusader was totally indifferent whether the infidel, who now approached on his gallant barb as if borne on the wings of an eagle, came as a friend or foe; perhaps as a vowed champion of the cross, he might rather have preferred the latter. He disengaged his lance from his saddle, seized it with the right hand, placed it in rest with its point half elevated, gathered up the reins in the left, waked his horse's mettle with the spur, and prepared to encounter the stranger with the calm self-confidence belonging to the victor of many contests.

The Saracen came on at the speedy gallop of an Arab horseman, managing his steed more by his limbs and the inflection of his body than by any use of the reins, which hung loose in his left hand; so that he was enabled to wield the light, round buckler of the skin of the rhinoceros, ornamented with silver loops which he wore on his arm, swinging it as if he meant to oppose its slender circle to the formidable thrust of the Western lance.

His own long spear was not couched or leveled like that of his antagonist, but grasped by the middle with his right hand and brandished at arm's length above his head. As the cavalier approached his enemy at full career, he seemed to expect that the Knight of the Leopard would put his horse to the gallop to encounter him.

But the Christian knight, well acquainted with the customs of Eastern warriors, did not mean to exhaust his good horse by any unnecessary exertion; and, on the contrary, made a dead halt, confident that if the enemy advanced to the actual shock, his own weight and that of his powerful charger would give him sufficient advantage without the additional momentum of rapid motion.

Equally sensible and apprehensive of such a probable result, the Saracen cavalier, when he had approached within twice the length of his lance, wheeled his steed to the left with inimitable dexterity and rode twice around his antagonist, who, turning without quitting his ground, and presenting his front constantly to his enemy, frustrated his attempts to attack him on an unguarded point; so that the Saracen, wheeling his horse, was fain to retreat to the distance of a hundred yards.

A second time, like a hawk attacking a heron, the heathen renewed the charge, and a second time was fain to retreat without coming to a close struggle. A third time he approached in the same manner, when the Christian knight, desirous to terminate this illusory warfare, in which he might at length have been worn out by the activity of his foeman, suddenly seized the mace which hung at his saddlebow, and, with a strong hand and unerring aim, hurled it against the head of the Emir; for such, and not less, his enemy appeared.

The Saracen was just aware of the formidable missile in time to interpose his light buckler betwixt the mace and his head; but the violence of the blow forced the buckler down on his turban, and though that defense also contributed to deaden its violence, the Saracen was beaten from his horse.

Ere the Christian could avail himself of this mishap his nimble foeman sprang from the ground, and, calling on his steed, which instantly returned to his side, he leaped into his seat without touching the stirrup and regained all the advantage of which the Knight of the Leopard had hoped to deprive him.

But the latter had in the meanwhile recovered his mace, and the Eastern cavalier, who remembered the strength and dexterity with which his antagonist had aimed it, seemed to keep cautiously out of reach of that weapon of which he had so lately felt the force; while he showed his purpose of waging a distant warfare with missile weapons of his own.

Planting his long spear in the sand at a distance from the scene of combat, he strung with great address a short bow which he carried at his back, and, putting his horse to the gallop, once more described two or three circles of a wider extent than formerly, in the course of which he discharged six arrows at the Christian with such unerring skill that the goodness of his harness alone saved him from being wounded in as many places. The seventh shaft apparently found a less perfect part of the armor, and the Christian dropped heavily from his horse.

But what was the surprise of the Saracen, when, dismounting to examine the condition of his prostrate enemy, he found himself suddenly within the grasp of the European, who had had recourse to this artifice to bring his enemy within his reach. Even in this deadly grapple the Saracen was saved by his agility and presence of mind. He unloosed the sword-belt in which the Knight of the Leopard had fixed his hold, and thus eluding his fatal grasp, mounted his horse, which seemed to watch his motions with the intelligence of a human being, and again rode off.

But in the last encounter the Saracen had lost his sword and his quiver of arrows, both of which were attached to the girdle, which he was obliged to abandon. He had also lost his turban in the struggle. These disadvantages seemed to incline the Moslem to a truce; he approached the Christian with his right hand extended, but no longer in a menacing attitude.

“There is a truce betwixt our nations,” he said in the language commonly used for the purpose of communication with the crusaders; “wherefore should there be war betwixt thee and me? Let there be peace betwixt us.”

“I am well contented” answered he of the Couchant Leopard, “but what security dost thou offer that thou wilt observe the truce?”

“The word of a follower of the Prophet was never broken” answered the Emir. “It is thou, brave Nazarene, from whom I should demand security, did I not know that treason seldom dwells with courage.”

The crusader felt that the confidence of the Moslem made him ashamed of his own doubts.

“By the cross of my sword” he said, laying his hand on the weapon as he spoke, “I will be true companion to thee, Saracen, while our fortune wills that we remain in company together.”

“By Mohammed, Prophet of God, and by Allah, God of the Prophet,” replied his late foeman, “there is not treachery in my heart towards thee. And now wend we to yonder fountain, for the hour of rest is at hand, and the stream had hardly touched my lip when I was called to battle by thy approach.”

The Knight of the Couchant Leopard yielded a ready and courteous assent; and the late foes, without an angry look or gesture of doubt, rode side by side to the little cluster of palm trees.

From “The Talisman”

基督骑士和撒拉森骑士

沃尔特·司各特爵士

叙利亚灼热的太阳在地平线上还没有达到最高点，一位红十字骑士离开了遥远的北方家园，加入巴勒斯坦的十字军，在沙漠中缓慢地前行。这片沙漠位于死海的附近，约旦河的波浪冲向内陆海洋，没有水分从这里排出。

骑士的衣装和马匹的配饰尤其不适合在这样的地区旅行。他穿着铠甲，袖子很长，臂甲上镀了金，胸甲是钢制的，即使这样铠甲的重量并不足够；三角形的盾牌悬挂在他的脖子上，他的钢制头盔是封闭的，上面有一条头巾和围沿，覆盖了骑士的肩膀和喉咙，填补了锁子甲和头盔之间的空隙。他的下半身也佩戴了护套，同他的身体一样，穿着可活动的铠甲，保护他的腿部，他的脚穿着镀了金的鞋，同他的臂甲相配。

一把长长的、宽宽的、锋利的、双刃的大刀挂在身体的一边，手柄的形状好像十字架，身体的另外一边挂着一把结实的匕首。骑士还带着一条长长的钢尖长矛，安放在马鞍之上，底端放在马镫上，这是他常用的武器，长矛在他骑马的时候向后方指去，露出上面的小旗，小旗或随着微风摆动，或在无风的时候下垂。除了这些略显累赘的盔甲之外，骑士还穿有一件绣花的外衣，这外衣已经有些破烂，但是依然可以隔绝太阳灼热的炙烤，免得铠甲发烫，外衣的作用仅限于此，否则骑士绝对不会穿这样的衣服。

虽然破烂，衣服里的许多地方放着主人的武器。骑士好像还有一个卧狮的徽章，上面刻着警句：“我睡了——不要打扰我。”盾牌上似乎可以找到同样的徽章轮廓，虽然无数的战斗几乎已经磨灭了上面的纹饰。他沉重的圆柱形头盔顶端非常宽阔，上面没有羽毛作为装饰。

与骑士相比，马匹的配饰差不多同样繁复、笨重。马鞍是钢制的，所以很沉，前端同护胸甲相连，后端同防御铠甲相连，那防御铠甲是用来掩盖腰部的。他还有一把钢制的斧头或者锤子，这东西叫做锤矛，悬挂在马鞍之上；缰绳被锁了起来，马龙头的前栏也是钢制的，在眼睛和鼻孔的位置都有空隙，中间部位有一个短短的、尖尖的角，从马匹的前额向前突出，就像传说中的独角兽一样。

卧狮骑士持续地将目光专注地定在遥远的棕榈树丛上，他好像看见里面有什么东西在移动。那遥远的身影与树丛保持了一段距离，因此部分地掩盖了他的运动，他向着骑士而来，骑士很快就通过速度发现他也坐着马，他的头包着头巾，拿着长矛，绿色的长袖衣服在风中摆动，他越来越近，这是一位撒拉森的骑士。“沙漠中，”东方的言语道，“没有朋友。”卧狮骑士毫不在意，不管这异教徒究竟是朋友还是敌人，那人坐着勇猛的非洲马而来，就好像是乘着鹰的翅膀一样迅捷；一位他曾经宣誓，要永远为十字效忠，所以骑士更加希望那人是一个敌人。他从马鞍上拿下长矛、放在右手紧紧握着，长矛的矛尖略微抬起，他的左手收拢缰绳，用马刺激将一下自己的马匹，准备好迎战这个陌生人，平静而勇敢，显然就是一位在多次的征战中取得胜利的骑士。

撒拉森人的速度非常快，身手同阿拉伯的骑手一样矫捷，更多是通过肢体和身体的姿势变动来驾驭马匹，而不是通过缰绳，因为他的左手只是松松地把着缰绳；所以他才能挥舞那轻的、圆形的犀牛皮护盾，护盾上装饰这银线圈，缠绕在他的手臂上，他挥舞着护盾，好像有意要用这纤小的护盾抵御西方长矛无情的进攻。

与他的敌人不同，他自己的长矛没有平放，而是放在他的右手，悬挂在中央，在头的上方远近挥舞。撒拉森骑士全速冲向他的敌人，好像期待着卧狮骑士同样放马前来应战。

但是基督骑士非常了解东方骑士的风格，并不想费力，以免他的好马疲劳；相反，他就停在原地，对自己非常有信心，如果那敌人就是前来打仗的，即使没有快速奔跑带来的动力，他本人和马匹的重量也是优势。

那撒拉森的骑士也同样了解可能的结果，他来到了距离基督骑士两矛远的地方，迅速地放马走向左侧，围绕他的敌人走了两圈，基督骑士原地打转，一直面对着他的敌人，让对方趁其不备发出致命一击的打算化为乌有；撒拉森骑士转了几圈，宁愿退到一百码远的地方。

异教徒发动了第二次袭击，就像鹰突一样，但是又不得不第二次撤退，没有机会进行近距离的战斗。他以同样的方式第三次靠近，基督骑士想要结束这场没有意义的交战，因为敌人的运动可能会让他最终感到厌倦，他突然握住放在马鞍上的锤矛，手一用力、瞄准目标，投向埃米尔人的头；敌人看起来好像是一个埃米尔人。

撒拉森人及时发现了这致命一击，用盾牌护住头。但是锤矛还是击落了他的盾牌，盾牌落在他的头巾之上，虽然盾牌抵挡了锤矛的攻击，但是撒拉森人依然从马上跌落下来。

基督骑士还没有来得及利用这个好机会，那敏捷的敌人已经从地上一跃而起，召唤他的马匹，那马立即来到他身边，他没有踏马镫就跳上了马背，基督骑士希望获得的优势马上就消失了。

但是基督骑士在此期间已经重新捡起了自己的锤矛，东方骑士依然记得敌人抛矛的力量和敏捷，此时好像要小心翼翼地走出攻击范围，因为他已经感受到了那武器的力量。这时他好像要用自己的武器发起远程进攻。

他远离了战场，把长矛插在沙子里，他迅速地拿出放在背上的短弓，放马骑行，在更远的距离绕行了两三圈，其间向基督骑士射出六支箭，的确身手不凡，基督骑士只能依靠马具使自己免受伤害。第七箭明显射中了铠甲中的薄弱环节，基督骑士从马上沉重地摔倒在地。

撒拉森人下马来试探地上敌人的情况，欧洲人突然之间把他紧紧抱住，基督骑士只能用这种方法把敌人引诱到自己的进攻范围，这让撒拉森人大吃一惊。即使是在这样的扭打之中，撒拉森人也通过敏捷的身手和清醒的头脑保住了性命。基督骑士用刀带把他缠住，但是撒拉森人解开了刀带，就这样逃脱了致命的一劫，跳上马背，骑马走开，那马就好像有人的智慧，观察着主人的运动。

撒拉森人在这次遭遇中丢掉自己的刀和箭囊，之前两样东西都放在腰带里，他不得不放弃这两样东西。他的头巾也掉了下来。处于这样的不利境地，穆斯林人有意停战；他向基督骑士靠近，张开右手，再也没有了敌意。

“我们国家之间有停战条约，”他说，所用的语言是为了与十字军进行交流的，“那么我们之间为什么要打仗呢？我们还是和平相处吧。”

“我愿意停战，”卧狮骑士回答说，“但是你怎么做，以表示你遵守停战条约？”

“先知的追随者从来不食言，” 埃米尔说，“勇敢的拿撒勒人，反而是我应该向你提出要求，我知道背叛的人不会有勇气的。”

十字骑士感到穆斯林人的信任让他对自己的怀疑感到羞耻。

“我向刀上的十字架起誓，”他说，说话的时候把手放在武器之上，“撒拉森人，如果我们的命运决定我们会和平相处，我愿意做你忠诚的伙伴。”

“我向神的先知穆罕默德、神的先知安拉起誓，”敌人回答说，“我的内心不会背叛你。我们现在就向那边的泉水行进，眼下是休息的时间，你过来的时候我就准备迎战，到现在还没有喝水。”

卧狮骑士就此同意；刚才两人还是敌人，现在没有怒颜、没有怀疑的举止，并肩骑向那小片棕榈树林。

选自《护身符》





A MYSTERIOUS VISITOR

Thomas Carlyle

Thomas Carlyle was born in a little village in Scotland, in the year 1795.

His father, James Carlyle, was a poor mason, so poor that at times there was scarcely enough food in the house for his family; but the father resolved that the boy should have an education, and saved, little by little, the money to pay for it .

When Thomas was ten years old, he and his father walked to the town of Annan, where Thomas was to enter the academy. The father little dreamed, as they trudged along together, that one day his son would be famous as one of the world's greatest writers, so great that even the Queen of England would wish to talk with him.

He studied at the academy of Annan for three years. His father, dressed in his coarse workman's clothes, once visited him there. Thomas was afraid that the other boys would laugh at him, but the sturdy Scotchman was so dignified that he won their respect.

When Thomas reached the age of thirteen his parents decided to send him to the great University at Edinburgh. They walked through the village streets with him and watched him start on the highway. It was a journey of a hundred miles, and he traveled all the way on foot.

These experiences made the boy brave and resolute. He was not afraid of the world.

A few years after leaving the University he began to earn his living by writing. For many years his income was small, as he would only write what he thought would make the world better. He used to say that he would write his books as his father built his houses, so that they would last. He scolded the world for its faults, but he was very kind-hearted.

His “History of the French Revolution” is a wonderful work. When the first volume of this history was written, Carlyle loaned it to a friend, and the manuscript was accidentally destroyed. Carlyle did not utter a word of reproach, although the loss meant months of study and thought, but set manfully to work and wrote it once more.

He was fond of German literature, and translated the “Wilhelm Meister” by Goethe. He wrote many other books, and became so famous that when Gladstone retired from office as Lord Rector of Edinburgh, Carlyle was made his successor. It was a great triumph for the mason's son; but in the midst of his new honors his wife died, and there was no one to share his happiness.

Not long after this. Queen Victoria sent for Carlyle and granted him a personal interview. On his eightieth birthday he was honored by gifts from Scotland, England, and Germany. He died in 1881.

In the village of Entepfuhl dwelt Andreas Futteral and his wife — childless, in still seclusion, and cheerful, though now verging toward old age.

Andreas had been grenadier sergeant and even regimental schoolmaster under Frederick the Great; but now, quitting the halbert and ferule for the spade and pruning hook, cultivated a little orchard, on the produce of which he lived not without dignity.

Fruits, the peach, the apple, the grape, with other varieties came in their season, all of which Andreas knew how to sell. On evenings he smoked or read (as beseemed a regimental schoolmaster), and talked to the neighbors about the victory of Rossbach; and how “Fritz the Only” had once with his own royal lips spoken to him, and had been pleased to say, when Andreas as camp sentinel demanded the password, “Peace, hound!” before any of his staff adjutants could answer. “There is what I call a king!” would Andreas exclaim; “but the smoke of Kunersdorf was still smarting his eyes.”

Gretchen, the housewife, had been won by the deeds rather than the looks of her husband, nevertheless she at heart loved him both for his valor and wisdom. Was not Andreas in very deed a man of order, courage, downrightness, that understood Busching's Geography, had been in the victory of Rossbach, and left for dead on the battlefield?

The good Gretchen, for all her fretting, watched over him and hovered round him as only a true housemother can; she cooked and sewed and scoured for him; so that not only his old regimental sword and grenadier cap, but the whole habitation, where on pegs of honor they hung, looked ever trim and gay; a roomy cottage, embowered in fruit trees and forest trees, evergreens and honeysuckles, rising many-colored from amid shaven grass plots, flowers struggling in through the very windows; under its long projecting eaves nothing but garden tools and seats where, especially on summer nights, a king might have wished to sit and smoke and call it his.

Into this home, one meek, yellow evening, it was that a stranger of reverend aspect entered, and, with grave salutation, stood before the two rather astonished housemates. He was closely muffled in a wide mantle, which without farther parley unfolding, he deposited therefrom what seemed some basket, overhung with green Persian silk, saying only:“ Good Christian people, here lies for you an invaluable loan; take all heed thereof, in all carefulness employ it; with high recompense, or else with heavy penalty will it one day be required back.” Uttering which singular words in a clear, bell-like, forever memorable tone, the stranger gracefully withdrew; and before Andreas and his wife, gazing in expectant wonder, had time to fashion either question or answer, was gone.

Neither out of doors could aught of him be seen or heard; he had vanished in the thickets, in the dusk; the orchard gate stood quietly closed; the stranger was gone once and always. So sudden had the whole transaction been in the autumn stillness and twilight, so gentle and noiseless, that the Futterals could have fancied it all a trick of imagination, or a visit from some spirit; only that green silk basket, such as neither imagination nor spirits are wont to carry, still stood visible and tangible on their little parlor table.

Toward this the astonished couple, now with lit candle, hastily turned their attention. Lifting the green veil to see what invaluable it hid, they descried there, amid down and rich white wrappings, no Pitt diamond or Hapsburg regalia, but in the softest sleep a little red-colored infant! Beside it lay a roll of gold, the exact amount of which was never publicly known; also a baptismal certificate, wherein, unfortunately, nothing but the name was decipherable.

To wonder and conjecture were unavailing then and thenceforth. Nowhere in Entepfuhl did tidings transpire of any such figure as the stranger. Meanwhile, for Andreas and his wife, the grand practical problem was what to do with this little sleeping infant! Amid amazements and curiosities which had to die away without satisfying, they resolved, as in such circumstances charitable, prudent people needs must, on nursing it, if possible, into manhood.

Young Diogenes, or rather young Gneschen, for by such diminutive had they in their fondness named him, traveled forward by quick but easy stages. I have heard him noted as a still infant, that kept his mind much to himself; above all, that he seldom cried. He already felt that time was precious; that he had other work cut out for him than whimpering.

Most graceful is the following little picture:“On fine evenings I was wont to carry forth my supper, bread crumbs boiled in milk, and eat it out of doors. On the coping of the orchard wall, which I could reach by climbing, or still more easily if Father Andreas would set up the pruning ladder, my porringer was placed; there many a sunset have I, looking at the western mountains, consumed my evening meal.

“Those hues of gold and azure, that hush of the world's expectation as day died, were still a Hebrew speech for me; nevertheless I was looking at the fair, illuminated letters, and had an eye for their gilding.”

With the little one's friendship for cattle and poultry we shall not much intermeddle. It may be that hereby he acquired a certain deeper sympathy with animated nature. He says again:“Impressive enough was it to hear in early morning the swineherd's horn, and know that so many hungry quadrupeds were, on all sides, starting in hot haste to join him for breakfast on the heath. Or to see them at eventide, all marching in again with short squeak, almost in military order; and each trotting off in succession to the right or left, through its own lane, to its own dwelling.”

Thus encircled by mystery, waited on by the four seasons, with their changing contributions, for even grim winter brought its skating matches, its snowstorms and Christmas carols, did the child sit and learn. These things were the alphabet whereby in after time he was to syllable and partly read the grand volume of the world; what matters it whether such alphabet be in large gilt letters or in small ungilt ones, so you have an eye to read it?

For Gneschen, eager to learn, the very act of looking thereon was a blessedness that gilded all; his existence was a bright, soft element of joy, out of which wonder after wonder bodied itself forth to teach by charming.

From “Sartor Resartus”

神秘的访客

托马斯·卡莱尔

托马斯·卡莱尔于1795年生于苏格兰的一个小村庄。

他的父亲詹姆斯·卡莱尔是一位石匠，但是非常贫穷，有时家中的食物甚至不能满足家人的需要。但是父亲决心这个孩子接受教育，一点一点攒钱，偿付孩子的教育费用。

托马斯10岁的时候，他和父亲来到安南镇，托马斯进入这里的学院学习。在他们艰难行路的时候，孩子的父亲从来没有想到有一天他的儿子将会成为世界上最伟大的作家之一，甚至英国女王都希望同他交谈。

他在安南的学院里度过了3年的学习时光。有一次他的父亲到学院看望他，穿着做工时的粗布衣服。托马斯害怕其他的男孩会笑话他，但是这位强壮的苏格兰人非常有气派，赢得了他们的尊重。

在托马斯13岁时，父母决定把他送到爱丁堡大学学习。他们陪着他穿过乡村的街道，目送他走向旅途。这段路程有100里远，他都是步行完成的。

这样的经历使得孩子勇敢而坚强。他不畏惧世间人情冷暖。

离开大学一年之后他开始以写作谋生。几年来他的收入很少，因为他只写自己认为可以让世界变得更好的文章。他经常说，自己写书就像父亲盖房子一样，是要让它流传下去。他抨击世间的一切弊病，但是他的心地非常善良。

他的《法国大革命史》是一部杰出的作品。《法国大革命史》第一卷写出来的时候，卡莱尔把它借给了一位朋友，手稿却意外地毁坏了。卡莱尔没有一句指责，尽管这样的损失意味着几个月的研究和思考付诸东流，而是继续工作，又把作品写了出来。

他喜欢德国文学，翻译了歌德的《威廉·麦斯特》。他写了许多其他作品，扬名英伦，格莱斯顿从爱丁堡教区长退位，卡莱尔接任了他的职务。这对于石匠的儿子是一个伟大的胜利。但是在他得到各种新荣誉的时候，他的妻子去世了，没有人与他分享快乐。

此后不久，维多利亚女王召见卡莱尔，与他进行私人会面。在80岁生日上，卡莱尔得到了苏格兰、英格兰和德国送来的礼物。他于1881年逝世。

安德里亚斯·福特拉尔和他的妻子住在安特普弗尔村——他们没有孩子，生活幽闭，虽然现在慢慢变老，但是非常快乐。

安德里亚斯曾经在弗里德里克大帝时期当任投弹兵中士，甚至成为军校校长。但是他现在离开了戎马生涯，做起了农活，种植一个小果园，依靠劳动而生活，非常体面。

各种各样的水果——桃子、苹果、葡萄——按照季节成熟，安德里亚斯懂得如何出售。在晚间他吸烟或者阅读（就像军校校长应该做的那样），给邻居们讲罗斯巴赫的胜利；还讲“绝世的弗里茨”如何张开御嘴与他说话，当时安德里亚斯是部队的哨兵，需要口令，在身边的卫护张嘴之前，弗里茨开口道：“混账，闭嘴！”；“这才是一位国王！” 安德里亚斯大声说：“但是库纳尔斯多夫的烟吸得很凶，让他的眼睛不舒服。”

格雷琴是他的妻子，嫁给安德里亚斯完全是由于他的事迹，而非他的长相，不过在内心里她喜爱丈夫的勇气和智慧。难道安德里亚斯在所有方面不是一个有秩序、有勇气、正直的人吗？难道他不是了解勃勋的地理吗？而且在罗斯巴赫的战场中得胜、在战场上几乎丧命吗？

格雷琴虽然也有苦恼和愁事，但是敬重他，不离前后，只有忠贞的妻子才可以这样。她为他做饭、缝衣、做家务，所以不只是他的旧军刀和军帽被擦得闪闪发光，挂在家里显眼的位置，而且整个家居也非常整齐干净。这是一间大房子，被果树和绿树、常绿和冬忍遮蔽起来，房子高耸，颜色丰富多样，草皮修剪得十分整齐，花朵常常伸到窗子里；在长长的延伸出去的屋檐之下只有修花工具和坐椅，特别是在夏日的夜晚，只有一个国王才可以坐在这里，说这里属于自己。

一个温柔的傍晚，一个举止堂堂的陌生人走进了这间房子，他的问候非常严肃，站在夫妻面前，两人倍感惊讶。他紧紧地裹在宽敞的大衣里，没有多余的言语，他从大衣里拿出一个篮子，上面盖着绿色的波斯丝绸，说：“好心的基督徒，里面的东西价值非凡，送给你们；你们要细心照料，小心经营；总有一天这会给你们带来丰厚的回报，抑或是严厉的惩罚。”他只说了这几句话，声音清晰，好像铃声一样，又耐人寻味。说完这些话陌生人便优雅地离开了，安德里亚斯和他的妻子非常意外，瞪着眼睛看，还没来得及提问或者回答，那人就不见了踪影。

门外也看不到这个人，听不到他任何声音；他消失在树林里、消失在幽暗中；果园的门静静地关着；陌生人永远地消失了。此时正值秋季，时已黄昏，四下寂静，所有的一切在顷刻之间完成，毫无波动、毫无声响，福特拉尔夫妇还以为不过是幻觉耍的把戏，或者是幽灵的拜访；只是那盖着绿丝绸的篮子依然放在客厅的桌子上，可见、可触，幻觉和幽灵都不会拿这样的篮子。

夫妻二人非常惊讶，拿起燃烧的蜡烛，把所有的注意力都放在这篮子上面。揭开绿色的丝绸，他们看到里面掩藏的无价之宝，看到里面柔软的布料里不是皮特的钻石，也不是哈布斯堡的玉玺，而是一个粉红的熟睡着的婴儿！婴儿的旁边放着一块金条，金条究竟价值多少没有人知道。此外还有一份出生洗礼证明，但是很不幸，只能从上面辨认出姓名。

在当时惊讶和猜测都没有用处。在安特普弗尔的任何地方都找不到任何有关陌生人的信息。眼下，安德里亚斯和妻子最大的问题就是应该如何处理这个熟睡的婴儿！他们虽然感到惊奇、感到好奇，却又得不到答案，他们最终决定抚养这个婴儿，如果可能要把他养育成人，所有仁慈、善良的人在相同情况下都会这么做的。

他们非常喜爱这个孩子，给他起了小名，叫做小提奥奇尼斯或者小格雷琴，孩子的生长也当然快乐而健康。我听说他是一个安静的孩子，经常独自思考。而且，他很少哭泣。他已经感觉到时间可贵。他还有许多的工作要做，而不是哭泣。

以下这幅画卷是最为美丽的：“每天晚上我都要把晚餐拿出门外，牛奶煮面包屑，在屋外用晚餐。我可以爬到果园墙的顶端，如果安德里亚斯爸爸把梯子架起来，我可以更容易地爬上墙去，我的碗就放在墙的上面；夕阳西下，我看着西边的群山，吃掉我的晚餐。

“那金色、蓝色的色彩，那白日结束后的人声鸟语，对于我依然是希伯来的语言；但是我已经开始看着美丽、文明的文字，对于它们的书写格外用心。”

小家伙对家畜、家禽的友情我们不做过多纠缠。就是这样，他对动物界才产生了深刻的情感。他还说：“清晨听到赶猪人的号角，知道这四脚的动物从四面八方赶到他那里吃早饭呢，这让人印象深刻。晚上看到它们回来，低声叫着，几乎同军队一样整齐；每一头猪都整齐地小跑着，一会儿左、一会儿右，走在自己的路上，回到自己的窝中。”

时间的变化满是神秘，许多四季过去了，不同的季节给孩子带来不同的感受，即使是冬季也有溜冰比赛，也有暴风雪，也有圣诞欢歌，孩子坐着、学着。这些东西才是他的字母，此后的年月里他学会了用其发音，读起自然的伟大卷本；只要你有眼睛阅读，无论这样的字母是镀金的大写、抑或暗淡的小写，又有什么关系呢？

小格雷琴喜欢学习，对于他，即使是看一看自然也是福分，也让万物镀上金边；他的生命明亮、充满快乐，后来变成了一个又一个的神秘，让世人惊奇、教育世人。

选自《萨尔特·雷萨图斯》





A SCENE FROM WILLIAM TELL

Sheridan Knowles

SCENE I

（WILLIAM TELL, ALBERT HIS SON, AND GESLER）

Gesler:What is thy name?

Tell:My name?

It matters not to keep it from thee now:—

My name is Tell.

Ges:Tell!—William Tell?

Tell:The same.

Ges:What! he so famed 'bove all his countrymen

For guiding o'er the stormy lake the boat?

And such a master of his bow, 't is said

His arrows never miss! —Indeed—I'll take

Exquisite vengeance! —Mark! I'll spare thy life —

Thy boy's too! —both of you are free—on one Condition.

Tell:Name it.

Ges:I would see you make

A trial of your skill with that same bow

You shoot so well with.

Tell:Name the trial you

Would have me make.

Ges:You look upon your boy

As though instinctively you guessed it.

Tell:Look upon my boy! What mean you? Look upon

My boy as though I guessed it! —Guessed the trial

You 'd have me make! —Guessed it

Instinctively! you do not mean—no—no—

You would not have me make a trial of

My skill upon my child! —Impossible!

I do not guess your meaning.

Ges:I would see

Thee hit an apple at the distance of

A hundred paces.

Tell:Is my boy to hold it?

Ges:No.

Tell:No! —I'll send the arrow through the

core!

Ges:It is to rest upon his head.

Tell:Great Heaven, you hear him!

Ges:Thou dost hear the choice I give—

Such trial of the skill thou art master of,

Or death to both of you; not otherwise To be escaped.

Tell:monster!

Ges:Wilt thou do it?

Albert. He will! he will!

Tell:Ferocious monster! —Make A father murder his own child.

Ges:Take off

His chains, if he consent.

Tell:With his own hand!

Ges:Does he consent?

Alb:He does. （Gesler signs to his officers, who proceed to take off Tell's chains. Tell all the time unconscious what they do.）

Tell:With his own hand!

Murder his child with his own hand — This hand!

The hand I 've led him, when an infant, by!

'T is beyond horror — 't is most horrible.

Amazement! （His chains fall off,'） What 's that you 've done to me.

Villains! put on my chains again. My hands

Are free from blood, and have no gust for it.

That they should drink my child's! Here! here! I'll not

Murder my boy for Gesler.

Alb:Father — father!

You will not hit me, father! —

Tell:Hit thee! —Send

The arrow through thy brain—or, missing that,

Shoot out an eye—or, if thine eye escape.

Mangle the cheek I've seen thy mother's lips

Cover with kisses! —Hit thee—hit a hair

Of thee, and cleave thy mother's heart—

Ges:Dost thou consent?

Tell:Give me my bow and quiver.

Ges:For what?

Tell:To shoot my boy!

Alb:No, father—no!

To save me! —You'll be sure to hit the apple —

Will you not save me, father?

Tell:Lead me forth—

I'll make the trial!

Alb:Thank you!

Tell:Thank me! Do

You know for what? —I will not make the trial,

To take him to his mother in my arms.

And lay him down a corpse before her!

Ges:Then he dies this moment—and you certainly

Do murder him whose life you have a chance

To save, and will not use it.

Tell:Well—I'll do it: I'll make the trial.

Alb:Father—

Tell:Speak not to me:

Let me not hear thy voice—Thou must be dumb;

And so should all things be—Earth should be dumb

And Heaven—unless its thunders muttered at

The deed, and sent a bolt to stop it! Give me

My bow and quiver! —

Ges:When all 's ready.

Tell:Well! lead on!

SCENE II

Persons. — Enter, slowly, People in evident distress —

Officers, Sarnem, Gesler, Tell, Albert, and soldiers —

one bearing Tell's bow and quiver, another with a basket of apples.

Ges:That is your ground. Now shall they measure thence

A hundred paces. Take the distance.

Tell:Is the line a true one?

Ges:True or not, what is 't to thee?

Tell:What is 't to me? A little thing,

A very little thing—a yard or two

Is nothing here or there—were it a wolf

I shot at! Never mind.

Ges:Be thankful, slave.

Our grace accords thee life on any terms.

Tell:I will be thankful, Gesler! —Villain, stop!

You measure to the sun!

Ges:And what of that?

What matter whether to or from the sun?

Tell:I'd have it at my back—the sun should shine

Upon the mark, and not on him that shoots.

I cannot see to shoot against the sun—

I will not shoot against the sun!

Ges:Give him his way! Thou hast cause to bless

my mercy.

Tell:I shall remember it. I'd like to see

The apple I 'm to shoot at.

Ges:Stay! show me the basket! —there—

Tell:You 've picked the smallest one.

Ges:I know I have.

Tell:O! do you? —But you see

The color on 't is dark—I'd have it light.

To see it better.

Ges:Take it as it is:

Thy skill will be the greater if thou hit'st it.

Tell:True—true! I did not think of that—I wonder

I did not think of that—Give me some chance

To save my boy! （Throws away the apple with all his force.）

I will not murder him,

If I can help it—for the honor of

The form thou wearest, if all the heart is gone.

Ges:Well, choose thyself.

Tell:Have I a friend among the lookers on?

Verner. （Rushing forward.）Here, Tell!

Tell:I thank thee, Verner!

He is a friend runs out into a storm

To shake a hand with us. I must be brief:

When once the bow is bent, we cannot take

The shot too soon. Verner, whatever be

The issue of this hour, the common cause

Must not stand still. Let not to-morrow's sun

Set on the tyrant's banner! Verner! Verner!

The boy! —The boy! Thinkest thou he hath the courage

To stand it.

Ver:Yes.

Tell:How looks he?

Ver:Clear and smilingly:

If you doubt it—look yourself.

Tell:No—no—my friend:

To hear it is enough.

Ver:He bears himself so much above his years—

Tell:I know! —I know.

Ver:With constancy so modest!—

Tell:I was sure he would—

Ver:And looks with such relying love

And reverence upon you—

Tell:Man! Man! Man!

No more! Already I 'm too much the father

To act the man! —Verner, no more, my friend!

I would be flint—flint—flint. Don't make me feel

I'm not—Do not mind me! —Take the boy

And set him, Verner, with his back to me.

Set him upon his knees—and place this apple

Upon his head, so that the stem may front me, —

Thus, Verner; charge him to keep steady—tell him

I'll hit the apple! Verner, do all this

More briefly than I tell it thee.

Ver:Come, Albert! （Leading him out.）

Alb:May I not speak with him before I go?

Ver:No.

Alb:I would only kiss his hand.

Ver:You must not.

Alb:I must! —I cannot go from him without.

Ver:It is his will you should.

Alb:His will, is it?

I am content, then—come.

Tell:My boy! （Holding out his arms to him.）

Alb:My father! （Rushing into Tell’s arms.）

Tell:If thou canst bear it, should not I? —Go, now,

My son — and keep in mind that I can shoot—

Go, boy — be thou but steady, I will hit

The apple — Go! — God bless thee—go. —My

bow! — （The bow is handed to him.）

Thou wilt not fail thy master, wilt thou? —Thou

Hast never failed him yet, old servant —No,

I'm sure of thee—I know thy honesty.

Thou art stanch—stanch. —Let me see my quiver.

Ges:Give him a single arrow.

Tell:Do you shoot?

Sol. I do.

Tell:Is it so you pick an arrow, friend?

The point, you see, is bent; the feather jagged:

（Breaks it.）

That 's all the use 't is fit for.

Ges:Let him have another.

Tell:Why, 't is better than the first,

But yet not good enough for such an aim

As I 'm to take—'t is heavy in the shaft:

I'll not shoot with it! （Throws it away.） Let me see

my quiver.

Bring it! —'T is not one arrow in a dozen

I'd take to shoot with at a dove, much less

A dove like that. —

Ges:It matters not.

Show him the quiver.

Tell:See if the boy is ready.

（Tell here hides an arrow under his vest.）

Ver:He is.

Tell:I'm ready, too! Keep silent for

Heaven's sake and do not stir—and let me have

Your prayers—your prayers—and be my witnesses

That if his life 's in peril from my hand.

'T is only for the chance of saving it. （To the people.）

Ges:Go on.

Tell:I will.

O friends, for mercy sake, keep motionless

And silent.

(Tell shoots—a shout of exultation bursts from the

crowd—Tell's head drops on his bosom; he with

difficulty supports himself upon his how.)

Ver:(Rushing in with Albert.) The boy is safe, —

no hair of him is touched.

Alb:Father, I 'm safe! —Your Albert 's safe, dear father, —

Speak to me! Speak to me!

Ver:He cannot, boy!

Alb:You grant him life?

Ges:I do.

Alb:And we are free?

Ges:You are. （Crossing angrily behind.）

Alb:Thank Heaven! —Thank Heaven!

Ver:Open his vest,

And give him air.

（Albert opens his father's vest, and the arrow drops.

Tell starts, fixes his eye upon Albert, and clasps

him to his breast.）

Tell:My boy! —My boy!

Ges:For what

Hid you that arrow in your breast? —Speak, slave!

Tell:To kill thee, tyrant, had I slain my boy!

《威廉·泰尔》的一场

谢立丹·诺尔斯

第一场

（威廉·泰尔、他的儿子和盖斯勒）

盖斯勒： 你叫什么？

泰尔： 我的名字？

我现在告诉你也没什么关系——

我的名字是泰尔。

盖斯勒： 泰尔！——威廉·泰尔？

泰尔： 的确。

盖斯勒： 什么！他比他的国人名声都大，

他可以更好地将船渡过风暴之湖？

他是射箭的大师，据说

他箭无虚发！——的确——我想

复仇！——看吧！我饶了你的命——

还有你儿子的命！——你们都自由了——条件只有一个。

泰尔： 说吧。

盖斯勒： 我要亲眼见到

你的射技，用同一张弓，

你箭射得不错。

泰尔： 你想要怎样

试探我的技能，说吧。

盖斯勒： 你看你的儿子

好像你已经猜了出来。

泰尔： 看我的儿子！你是什么意思？看我的儿子

好像我已经猜了出来！——猜出

你想要怎样试我的技能！——本能地

猜出！你不是说——不——不——

你不能让我拿儿子

来试我的技能！——不可能！

我不知道你是什么意思。

盖斯勒： 我要看

一百步的距离以外

你射中苹果。

泰尔： 我的儿子拿着苹果？

盖斯勒： 不是。

泰尔： 不是！——我的箭会穿苹果而入！

盖斯勒： 苹果放在他的头上！

泰尔： 上帝啊，你听他说了什么！

盖斯勒： 你听到我说了什么——

这样可以看出你是不是射箭的大师，

否则你们都要去死；否则你们

不会离开。

泰尔： 啊，野兽！

盖斯勒： 你愿意吗？

阿尔伯特： 他愿意！他愿意！

泰尔： 残忍的野兽！——竟让父亲谋害自己的儿子。

盖斯勒： 如果他同意，

解下他的锁链。

泰尔： 用他自己的手！

盖斯勒： 他同意吗？

阿尔伯特： 他同意了。（盖斯勒向他的手下发出信号，他的手下开始解下泰尔的锁链。泰尔一直都不知道他们在做什么。）

泰尔： 用他自己的手！

用他自己的手谋害自己的孩子——这手！

还是孩子的时候，我用这手领着他！

太可怕了——太可怕了。

什么！（他的锁链掉落下来。）你们对我做了什么。

混账！锁上我的锁链。我的双手

不沾鲜血，没有血腥味道，

它们不沾我孩子的鲜血！啊！啊！我不会

因为盖斯勒谋害我的儿子。

阿尔伯特： 父亲——父亲！

你不会伤害我，父亲！——

泰尔： 伤害你！——把箭

射入你的脑袋——如果不是，

射掉一只眼睛——如果眼睛没事，

射烂你的脸颊，我看到你母亲的嘴唇

在上面亲吻！——伤害你——伤害你

一根头发，伤害你母亲的心——

盖斯勒： 你同意了吗？

泰尔： 拿来弓箭。

盖斯勒： 干什么？

泰尔： 射我的儿子！

阿尔伯特： 不，父亲——不！

救救我！——你一定可以射中苹果——

你不想救我吗，父亲？

泰尔： 带我上前——

我愿意一试！

阿尔伯特： 谢谢你！

泰尔： 谢谢我！你

知道这是为了什么？——我不会经历这考验，

却用我的双手把他带到母亲面前，

让他躺在地上，死尸一具！

盖斯勒： 那他现在就要死——你当然

谋害了他，因为你本来就有机会

救他，却没有利用。

泰尔： 好吧——我愿意：我愿意尝试。

阿尔伯特： 父亲——

泰尔： 不要对我说话，

不要让我听到你的声音——你一定要安静；

所有的东西都要安静——大地要安静，

天空也要——除非电闪雷鸣，

谴责这样的事情，闪电加以阻止！给我

弓箭！

盖斯勒： 都准备好了。

泰尔： 好吧！带我向前！

第二场

众人——慢慢进入，明显很悲伤——军官、萨尔奈姆、盖斯勒、泰尔、阿尔伯特和士兵——一个人拿着泰尔的弓箭，另一个拿着一盒苹果。

盖斯勒： 你站在这里。他们马上就要量出

一百步。就这么远。

泰尔： 这条线是真的吗？

盖斯勒： 无论真假，与你何干？

泰尔： 与我何干？一件小事，

非常小的事——一码或者两码

不算什么——我射的

是狼吗！无所谓。

盖斯勒： 奴隶，感恩吧，

我们的恩泽赐予你们生命。

泰尔： 我会感恩的，盖斯勒！——无赖，停下来！

你要量到太阳！

盖斯勒： 那又如何？

无论哪个方向有什么关系？

泰尔： 应该在我的身后——阳光应该照射在

印记上，不应该照射在射箭人的身上。

迎着阳光我无法瞄准——

迎着阳光我无法射击！

盖斯勒： 按他说的做！你有理由感谢我。

泰尔： 我会记住的。我要看

那苹果，我要射那苹果。

盖斯勒： 等等！让我看看盒子！——你——

泰尔： 你挑了最小的。

盖斯勒： 我知道。

泰尔： 啊，是吗？——你看到

苹果的颜色是黑的——我要求颜色浅一点，

可以清晰地看见。

盖斯勒： 就这样吧：

如果你射中了，你的射技就更好。

泰尔： 是的——是的！我没有想到——我怎么

没有想到呢——给我机会

救我的儿子！（用全力把苹果抛向远方。）

我不会谋害他的，

如果我可以避免——如果你的心没了，

至少为了你之前的荣誉。

盖斯勒： 好吧，自己选吧。

泰尔： 旁观者里可有我的朋友？

凡尔纳： （冲上前。）有，泰尔！

泰尔： 谢谢你，凡尔纳！

他是一个朋友，他冲进风暴

和我们握手。我长话短说：

一旦弓被拉紧，我们就不能不

把箭射出。凡尔纳，无论

今天的事情怎样结局，共同的目标

不能放弃。不能让明天的阳光

照射在暴君的旗上！凡尔纳！凡尔纳！

儿子！——儿子！你认为他有没有勇气

来面对。

凡尔纳： 是的。

泰尔： 他看来怎样？

凡尔纳： 平静、面带微笑：

如果你怀疑——自己看看吧。

泰尔： 不——不——我的朋友：

听到就足够了。

凡尔纳： 他的勇气超越了自己的年龄——

泰尔： 我知道！——我知道。

凡尔纳： 他坚持到底！——

泰尔： 我知道他会的——

凡尔纳： 他看着你，带着爱

和敬佩——

泰尔： 人啊！人啊！人啊！

不要！我的父爱太多了，

没有了勇气！——凡尔纳，不要，我的朋友！

我要坚强——坚强——坚强。不要让我感到

我不坚强——不要提醒我！——带走我儿子，

把他绑上，凡尔纳，让他背对我。

让他跪在地上——把这苹果

放在他的头上，让苹果枝冲着我——

就这样，凡尔纳；让他站稳——告诉他

我会射中苹果！凡尔纳，就像我告诉你

那样做。

凡尔纳： 来吧，阿尔伯特！（把他带走。）

阿尔伯特： 走之前我可以和他说话吗？

凡尔纳： 不可以。

阿尔伯特： 我只想亲吻他的手。

凡尔纳： 你不可以这么做。

阿尔伯特： 我一定要！——不这么做我就不能离开。

凡尔纳： 他的意愿是你应该这样。

阿尔伯特： 他的意愿，是吗？

那么我愿意——来吧。

泰尔： 我的儿子！（伸手抱住他。）

阿尔伯特： 我的父亲！（跑过去拥抱父亲。）

泰尔： 如果你可以忍受，我怎可不会？——去吧，

我的儿子——记住我可以射中目标——

去吧，儿子——要坚定，我会射中

苹果——去吧！——上帝保佑你——去吧——我的弓！——（弓交给了他。）

你不会让你的主人失望的，不是吗？——你

从来没有让他失望过，老仆人——没有，

我相信你——我知道你的诚实。

你是可靠的——可靠的——把箭给我。

盖斯勒： 只给他一支箭。

泰尔： 你射箭吗？

士兵： 是的。

泰尔： 所以你挑了这支箭，朋友？

你看，箭头弯了；羽毛坏了：（弄断它。）

这就是它所有的用处。

盖斯勒： 让他挑一支。

泰尔： 好啊，这支比第一支好多了，

但是与我要做的事情相比，

还不够好——箭杆很重：

我不会用这支箭！（扔掉。）让我看看我的箭。

拿给我！——用这样的箭

我都不能射鸽子，别说

这样的鸽子了。

盖斯勒： 无所谓。

给他箭。

泰尔： 看看我儿子准备好了没有。

（泰尔把一支箭藏在了自己的背心里。）

凡尔纳： 准备好了。

泰尔： 我也准备好了！保持安静，

以上帝的名义，不要动——为我

祈祷吧——你们的祈祷——做我的证人，

如果他的生命在我的手里陷入危险，

这是唯一可以救他的机会。（对人群说。）

盖斯勒： 来吧。

泰尔： 我会的。

朋友们，发发慈悲，不要动，

安静。

（泰尔放箭——人群发出喝彩——泰尔的头垂在胸前；他艰难地用弓支撑自己。）

凡尔纳： （跑向阿尔伯特。）孩子没事——毫发未损。

阿尔伯特： 父亲，我没事！——你的阿尔伯特没事，亲爱的父亲——

说话啊！说话啊！

凡尔纳： 他不能，孩子！

阿尔伯特： 你饶恕他的生命？

盖斯勒： 是的。

阿尔伯特： 我们自由了？

盖斯勒： 是的。（手在背后气愤地摆动。）

阿尔伯特： 谢天谢地！——谢天谢地！

凡尔纳： 打开他的背心，

让他喘喘气。

（阿尔伯特打开了父亲的背心，一支箭掉了下来。泰尔一惊，眼睛看着阿尔伯特，把他搂住。）

泰尔： 我的儿子！——我的儿子！

盖斯勒： 你为什么要在胸口藏一支箭？——说，奴隶！

泰尔： 杀你，暴君，如果我误伤了儿子！





ADDRESS TO THE SURVIVORS OF THE BATTLE OF BUNKER HILL

Daniel Webster

Daniel Webster, one of the greatest of American statesmen, was born at Salisbury, N. H., in 1782.

His father, Ebenezer Webster, was a farmer and Justice of the County Court. He had been an officer in the Revolutionary war.

Daniel received his early instruction from his mother, a woman of rare intellectual powers, and from the country school which he attended during the winters.

Although he became a distinguished orator, he failed utterly in public speaking at school. He afterwards said. “There was one thing I could not do; I could not make a declamation. I could not speak before the school.”

Daniel showed so great ability as a student that the family decided he must attend college, although this step called for additional hardship and sacrifice on the part of those at home. He studied under the direction of a clergyman in a neighboring town, spent one year at Phillips Exeter Academy, and entered Dartmouth College when he was fifteen years old. During his vacations he taught school to pay his expenses. He also assisted his brother Ezekiel in obtaining his education.

He finished his course at college with credit, and then studied law in Boston. He began his practice in Boscawen, a country town near his home; but after the death of his father he removed to Portsmouth, and was soon regarded as the leading man in his profession.

After a time he removed to Boston, where he became known as one of the ablest lawyers of his time.

Webster was elected to Congress from Boston, and took his seat in December, 1823, and continued to serve in that position till he was elected to the Senate, in which body he took his seat on the 4th of March, 1827.

The awkward village lad who could not declaim in the district school now ranked among the most eloquent orators of the country.

On the anniversary of the landing of the Pilgrim Fathers, Webster delivered a stirring oration, which made him famous throughout the country; and at the laying of the corner stone of the Bunker Hill Monument he delivered an address which has not been equaled in this century. From that time Daniel Webster was sought after for every public occasion. He twice held the office of Secretary of State. He resigned the latter office on account of failing health during the summer of 1852, and retired to his country seat at Marshfield, Mass., where he died in the following October.

You have come down to us from a former generation. Heaven has bounteously lengthened out your lives that you might behold this joyous day. You are now where you stood fifty years ago this very hour, with your brothers and your neighbors, shoulder to shoulder in the strife of your country. Behold how altered! The same heavens are indeed over your heads; the same ocean rolls at your feet; but all else, how changed! You hear now no roar of hostile cannon; you see no mixed volumes of smoke and flame rising from burning Charlestown. The ground strewed with the dead and the dying; the impetuous charge; the steady and successful repulse; the loud call to repeated assault; the summoning of all that is manly to repeated resistance; a thousand bosoms freely and fearlessly bared in an instant to whatever of terror there may be in war and death, all these you have witnessed, but you witness them no more. All is peace. The heights of yonder metropolis, its towers and roofs, which you then saw 5 filled with wives and children and countrymen in dis-tress and terror, and looking with unutterable emotions for the issue of the combat, have presented you to-day with the sight of its whole happy population, come out to welcome and greet you with a universal jubilee, Yonder proud ships, by a felicity of position appropri-ately lying at the foot of this mount, and seeming fondly to cling around it, are not means of annoyance to you, but your country's own means of distinction and defense. All is peace; and God has granted you i5 this sight of your country's happiness ere you slumber in the grave foreVer. He has allowed you to behold and to partake the reward of your patriotic toils, and he has allowed us, your sons and countrymen-, to meet you here, and, in the name of the present generation, in the name of your country, in the name of liberty, to thank you.

But, alas! you are not all here. Time and the sword have thinned your ranks. Prescott, Putnam, Stark, Brooks, Read, Pomeroy, Bridge! our eyes seek for you in vain amidst this broken band. You are gathered to your fathers and live only to your country in her grateful remembrance and your own bright example. But let us not too much grieve that you have met the common fate of men. You lived at least long enough to know that your work had been nobly and successfully accomplished. You lived to see your country's independence established and to sheathe your swords from war. On the light of liberty you saw arise the light of peace, like another morn,

Risen on mid-noon, — and the sky on which you closed your eyes was cloudless.

Veterans of half a century! when, in your youthful days, you put everything at hazard in your country's cause, good as that cause was, and sanguine as youth is, still your fondest hopes did not stretch onward to an hour like this. At a period to which you could not reasonably hope to arrive, at a moment of national prosperity such as you could never have foreseen, you are now met here to enjoy the fellowship of old soldiers, and to receive the overflowings of a universal gratitude.

But your agitated countenances and your heaving breasts inform me that even this is not an unmixed joy. I perceive that a tumult of contending feelings rushes upon you. The images of the dead, as well as the persons of the living, throng to your embraces. The scene overwhelms you, and I turn from it. May the Father of all mercies smile upon your declining years and bless them! and when you shall here have exchanged your embraces, when you shall once more have pressed the hands which have been so often extended to give succor in adversity or grasped in the exultation of victory, then look abroad into this lovely land, which your young valor defended, and mark the happiness with which it is filled; yea, look abroad into the whole earth, and see what a name you have contributed to give to your country, and what a praise you have added to freedom, and then rejoice in the sympathy and gratitude which beam upon your last days from the improved condition of mankind.

地堡山战役幸存者演说词

丹尼尔·韦伯斯特

丹尼尔·韦伯斯特是美国最伟大的政治家，于1782年生于新罕布什尔州的萨里斯堡。

他的父亲埃比尼泽·韦伯斯特是一位农场主，也是法院的法官。在革命战争期间他也曾当过军官。

丹尼尔的早期教育是从他母亲那里获得的，他的思维异常敏捷，冬季他也在乡村学校里学习。

虽然他成为杰出的演说家，但是他上学期间在公共演说上完全失败了。他后来说：“有一件事我做不到，我就是不会雄辩。我不能当着同学的面说话。”

丹尼尔作为学生显示出了杰出的才能，一家人认为他一定要念大学，虽然这样的决定意味着家人需要忍受困苦、做出奉献。他在邻近城镇一位牧师的指导下学习，在菲利普斯·埃克塞特学院度过了一年时光，15岁的时候进入达特茅斯学院读书。放假期间，他在学校教书，以挣得各种费用。他还协助弟弟伊西杰获得教育的机会。

他依靠贷款完成了大学课程，后来在波士顿研究法律。他在博斯科恩开始法律工作，博斯科恩是一个离他家乡很近的城镇；他父亲去世以后，他迁往朴次茅斯，很快成为法律界的领军人物。

过了一段时间他迁往波士顿，他在那里以当时最有能力的律师而闻名。

韦伯斯特在波士顿被选举到国会，1823年12月就职，他在这一职位任职多年，后被选举到参议院，1827年3月4日他在参议院任职。

这个奇怪的乡村少年曾经无法在同学面前说话，现在竟跻身美国最具演说能力的演说家之一。

在清教祖先登陆美国的纪念日上，韦伯斯特进行了激动人心的演说，使他在全国闻名；在安放地堡山纪念碑的奠基石之际他做了演说，19世纪这一演说还没有被超越。从此以后，许多公开场合都会邀请丹尼尔·韦伯斯特参加。他两次出任国务卿一职。1852年夏季，他在第二任期间出于健康原因辞职，回到麻省马什菲尔德的乡间别墅，他于次年10月死于这里。

你们早我们一辈来到这里。上天慷慨地延长了你们的寿命，你们还可以见证这愉快的一天。50年前的这一时刻你们站在这里，现在你们站在这里，还有你们的兄弟、你们的邻居，在国家危难之际并肩战斗。看看这里发生了怎样的变化吧！同样的天空还在你们的头顶，同样的海水还流淌在你们的脚下，但是其他的一切都发生了变化，变化多么巨大！现在你再也听不到加农炮凶狠的吼叫，你再也见不到滚滚的硝烟从燃烧的查尔斯顿升起。地上布满死者及将死的人；凶恶的扫射；沉稳、成功的抗击；大声的叫嚷、多次的抗击；一切勇敢的人集结在一起，不停地抵抗；一千个人顷刻之间自愿地、无畏地露出胸膛，不畏恐惧，直面战争和死亡——所有这些你们都曾经目睹，但是将不再看到。和平到来了。远处的城市，那里的尖塔、屋顶，你曾经看到妻子、儿童、同胞充满其间，痛苦而又恐惧，带着无以言表的情感寻找着战争的消息，今天他们全体出现在你的面前，欢迎你、问候你，普天狂欢。那里雄伟的舰船，停靠在山脚之下，位置优越，好似要环山而泊，它们再也不是你们忧心的来源，而变成了你们国家自己的荣耀、自己的防御。和平到来了，你们在坟墓里永远长眠之前，上帝保佑你们见到祖国的幸福安康。他允许你们目睹、分享你们的辛劳所带来的回报，他允许我们、你们的晚辈、你们的同胞，在这里与你们相会，以我们这代人的名义、以你们国家的名义、以自由的名义，感谢你们。

但是，啊！并不是你们所有的人都在这里。时间和刀剑削弱了你们的队伍。普莱斯考特、普特南、斯塔尔克、布鲁克斯、里德、波默罗伊、布里奇！我们的双眼徒劳地寻找着你们，在这支离破碎的队伍里。你们同你们的祖先团聚在一起，你们的国家永远牢记着你们，你们的事迹不会让世人遗忘。然而，你们的命运与普通人一样，让我们在此不要过于悲伤。你们至少活着看到，你们的伟业高贵地、成功地完成了。你们活着看到你们的国家独立起来，你们不必在战争中挥舞刀剑。你们看到和平之光升起在自由之光之上，就像另一个清晨，出现在午时——天空晴朗你们在蓝天下合上双眼。

半个世纪前的老兵！在你们年轻的时候，你们为了祖国放弃了所有东西，祖国值得我们放弃一切，而青春也值得我们珍惜，但是你们绝对想象不到还有像今天这样的时刻。你们无法想象今天的到来，你们无法预见今日国家的繁荣，你们此时与老友相聚，接受祖国上下的热切感谢。

你们表情激动、心潮澎湃，我知道这不是简单的快乐。我知道你们一定百感交集。逝去的人、还有活着的人，一同涌向了你们的心里。这样的情景会让你们悲伤，我不愿多说。愿万恩的天主在你们垂年之际降福于你们，保佑你们的晚年！你们将在此地交换拥抱，你们也将再一次与昔日老战友握紧双手——在战争的救援中你们曾这样握手，在胜利的喝彩中你们曾这样握手——到时你们要遥望这可爱的土地、你们年轻的时候曾经勇敢保护的可爱土地，到时你们会看到这土地上满是幸福安康；是啊，遥望着这片土地，看一看你们给这个国家带来了什么样的荣誉，你们为自由增添了多少赞扬，你们一定会在感恩中感到愉快，人类的进步为你们的晚年增添了别样光彩。





THE AMERICAN UNION

Daniel Webster

I have not allowed myself, sir, to look beyond the Union, to see what might lie hidden in the dark recess behind. Nor could I regard him as a safe counsellor in the affairs of this government whose thoughts should be mainly bent on considering, not how the Union may be best preserved, but how tolerable might be the condition of the people when it shall be broken up and destroyed. While the Union lasts, we have high, exciting, gratifying prospects spread out before us, for us and our children. Beyond that I seek not to penetrate the veil. God grant that, in my day at least, that curtain may not rise! God grant that on my vision never may be opened what lies behind! When my eyes shall be turned to behold for the last time the sun in heaven, may they not see him shining on the broken and dishonored fragments of a once glorious Union; on States dissevered, discordant, belligerent; on a land rent with civil feuds, or drenched, it may be, in fraternal blood. Let their last feeble and lingering glance rather behold the gorgeous ensign of the republic, now known and honored throughout the earth, still full high advanced; its arms and trophies streaming in all their original luster, not a stripe erased or polluted, not a single star obscured; bearing for its motto no such miserable interrogatory as “What is all this worth?” nor those other words of delusion and folly, of “Liberty first, and Union afterwards”; but everywhere, spread all over in characters of living light, and blazing on all its ample folds, as they float over the sea and over the land, and in every wind under the whole heavens, that other sentiment dear to every true American heart — “Liberty and Union—now and forever—one and inseparable!”

美利坚联邦

丹尼尔·韦伯斯特

先生，我还没有允许自己超越联邦，去发现后面阴暗角落里隐藏了什么。如果一个议员考虑的不是通过什么样的方式可以更好地保持联邦，而是在联邦即将破碎的时候，怎样使得人民忍受悲惨的生活，我不认为这是一个可靠的议员，可以处理有关政府的这类事件。只要联邦存在，我们面前就有高远、令人兴奋、令人满足的前景，我们是这样，我们的孩子们也是这样。超出联邦，我不愿意捅破这层纱。上帝保佑，在我有生之年，这层纱幕不会升起！上帝保佑，在我视力之内，后面的东西不要呈现！如果我的双眼只能最后一次看到天上的太阳，但愿它们不会看到阳光照在一个曾经辉煌的联邦破碎成耻辱的碎片上；州与州分崩离析、彼此不和、战事频繁；一块土地被内战撕碎，浸泡在亲人的鲜血里。让我的双眼最后那虚弱、游离的目光依然可以看到共和国美丽的战旗在全世界威名远扬，依然在向前挺进；看到那上面的图案带着原有的光彩，没有任何一道条纹被擦去或玷污，没有任何一颗星被遮蔽光彩；战旗的警句绝不是这样痛苦地问句——“所有这些值什么？”——也不是其他错误、愚蠢的话语——“自由第一，联邦其次”；举国上下都怀有那美利坚心灵应有的情感，就像火焰一样，在所有的地方尽情燃烧，无论在海上抑或陆地，燃烧在世界所有的地方——“自由和联邦——此时与永远——统一而不可分割！”





RECESSIONAL

（A Victorian Ode）

Rudyard Kipling

Rudyard Kipling was born in Bombay, India, in 1865.

His father and mother used to meet beside Lake Rudyard, and gave its name to their son. John Lockwood Kipling, the father, was at the head of the Lahore School of Art, and has illustrated a recent edition of his son's works .

On reaching the school age, young Kipling was sent to England to be educated, as was the custom among the English residents of India. He was educated in the United Services College, returning home at the age ot eighteen.

It was his ambition to become a writer and he secured employment on the “Civil and Military Gazette”. His work here familiarized him with the life in the garrisons, which he afterwards turned to good account in his ballads and short stories.

He was twenty-one years old when he became assistant editor of the “Lahore Journal”. It was a strange newspaper office, judging by accounts which he has given us of it. There were native type-setters and a queer Mohammedan foreman. In a story which he wrote, called “The Man Who Would be King”, Kipling tells how they worked in the stifling Indian heat.

From time to time Kipling published verses and stories in the local paper, and when these had been gathered together and sent out into the world in the form of a book called “Plain Tales from the Hills”, the name of the young author and poet became famous.

He then went to England and made his home in London. He wrote many stories and poems of the old life in India, one of the best collections of which is the “Barrack-Room Ballads”.

In London he met Walcott Balestier, of Brattleboro, Vt., and they wrote stories together until Balestier's death. Not long after, Kipling mairied Caroline Balestier. They came to this country and lived for a time in Vermont, where the poet surrounded himself with everything that would remind him of the life in India.

Among other works of Kipling are “Soldiers Three”, “The Phantom 'Rickshaw, and Other Stories”, the two Jungle Books, and “The Day's Work”.

At the time of Queen Victoria's jubilee, Kipling wrote what was perhaps his greatest poem, the “Recessional,” which was published in “The London Times”.

God of our fathers, known of old—

Lord of our far-flung battle line—

Beneath whose awful hand we hold

Dominion over palm and pine—

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,

Lest we forget — lest we forget!

The tumult and the shouting dies—

The Captains and the Kings depart—

Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice,

An humble and a contrite heart.

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,

Lest we forget—lest we forget!

Far-called our navies melt away—

On dune and headland sinks the fire—

Lo, all our pomp of yesterday

Is one with Nineveh and Tyre!

Judge of the Nations, spare us yet,

Lest we forget—lest we forget!

If, drunk with sight of power, we loose

Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe—

Such boasting as the Gentiles use,

Or lesser breeds without the Law—

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,

Lest we forget—lest we forget!

For heathen heart that puts her trust

In reeking tube and iron shard—

All valiant dust that builds on dust,

And guarding calls not Thee to guard.

For frantic boast and foolish word,

Thy Mercy on Thy People, Lord!

Amen.

退场赞美诗

（维多利亚颂诗）

鲁德亚德·齐普林

鲁德亚德·齐普林于1865年生于印度的孟买。

他的父亲和母亲经常在鲁德亚德湖边约会，就给儿子起了这个名字。他的父亲约翰·洛克伍德·齐普林是拉合尔艺术学校的校长，为儿子最近的作品配出插图。

在达到上学年龄之时，小齐普林被送到英格兰接受教育，这是印度英国定居者的普遍做法。他在联合神职学院接受教育，18岁回到家里。

他的愿望是成为一个作家，他在《公民军事公报》得到一份职务。这里的工作使他了解了卫戍生活，他后来把这些经历写在民谣和短篇小说里。

他21岁成为《拉合尔报》的助理编辑。鉴于他给我们的描述，这是一间奇怪的报刊办公室。有一位本土的排版工人，还有一个奇怪的莫哈默德领班。他所写的一篇故事叫做《将会成为国王的人》，其中齐普林讲述了他们是如何在印度令人窒息的高温下工作的。

齐普林经常在当地报刊上发表诗歌和小说，后来这些作品被收集到一起，以一本叫做《山里的平凡故事》的书在世界上发表，年轻的作者和诗人以此闻名。

他后来来到英格兰，在伦敦安家。有关印度的过去生活他写出了许多小说，其中最好的一本集子之一就是《营房歌谣》。

他在伦敦遇到了伯瑞特波罗的瓦尔科特·贝尔斯迪尔，他们一起写出了许多小说，直到贝尔斯迪尔去世。不久以后，齐普林与卡洛林·贝尔斯迪尔结婚。他们来到乡村在佛蒙特生活了一段时间，诗人在身边放置了许多可以让他想起印度生活的东西。

齐普林的其他作品包括《三个士兵》《黄包车幽灵和其他故事》、两本丛林故事和《一天的工作》。

在维多利亚女王50年庆典的时候，齐普林写出了他最伟大的诗歌《退场赞美诗》，发表在《伦敦泰晤士报》上。

先辈的神啊，古人就已知道——

我们绵延战线的主人——

在他威严的统治下我们

控制着棕榈和松树——

我们的主啊，与我们同在，

不要让我们忘记——不要让我们忘记！

混乱和喧嚣消失了——

将军和国王离开了——

你古时的献祭台依然耸立，

我们心怀崇敬、心怀忏悔。

我们的主啊，与我们同在，

不要让我们忘记——不要让我们忘记！

我们遥远的海军消失了——

火焰熄灭在沙丘和陆岬——

啊，我们所有昨日的仪式

同尼尼微和泰尔一样！

国家的判官，饶恕我们，

不要让我们忘记——不要让我们忘记！

如果醉心于权力，我们脱口

的话语对你不敬——

就像异教徒的吹嘘，

或者野蛮人没有法律——

我们的主啊，与我们同在，

不要让我们忘记——不要让我们忘记！

异教徒的心相信

烂管和铁片——

鲁莽的人就是灰尘，

不寻求你的佑护。

即使疯狂吹嘘、话语愚蠢，

怜悯你的人吧，我们的主！

阿门。





WILLIAM HICKLING PRESCOTT

William Hickling Prescott was bom in the quaint old town of Salem, Mass., on the 4th of May, 1796. His father was a successful lawyer, and his mother was a lady of great ability who spent much time in educating and training her son. William was a bright, merry boy, who learned with ease, and was a great favorite among the boys. The first school he attended was taught by a gentle,old-fashioned lady, who was called the school mother. When he was seven years old he was sent to a more advanced school, taught by “Master Knapp”, and remained there for five years.

Though strong and large of his age, he cared more for books than he did for boyish sports. He never remembered a time when he did not love to read.

When he was twelve years old his father removed to Boston, and William was sent to the best classical school then known in New England. He had George Ticknor the historian for a classmate and friend. The two boys progressed so rapidly in Latin and Greek that they outdistanced the rest of the class and recited by themselves.

Books and reading matter were then much more rare than now; but not far from the Prescott home there had been started a library, called the Boston Athenaeum. The founder, Mr. William Shaw, who also acted as librarian, was fond of bright boys and allowed a few of them to read there. William, who was one of his favorites, spent many an hour in these rooms, reading whatever pleased his fancy. He was especially fond of romances and tales of wild adventure.

His most intimate friend was a son of Dr. Gardiner, his teacher, and the boys were constantly together. They used to invent stories to tell each other on their way to and from school. Prescott's tales were the wilder, for he had a vivid imagination and had read many books of adventure.

William's grandfather, Colonel Prescott, had commanded the American forces at Bunker Hill, and William often listened to the story of this battle, and gazed with awe upon the sword which the colonel wore during the contest. He and young Gardiner amused themselves with fighting mock battles, dressing in some pieces of old armor which they found among the curiosities of the Athenaeum, and imagining that they were Revolutionary heroes, Greeks or Romans, or knights of the olden time.

Prescott entered Harvard College at the age of fifteen, passing his examinations with credit. He wished to hold a high rank in his class, and as it was an effort for him to apply himself, he made rules devoting a certain time to each study. He was of a happy, gay disposition and enjoyed the college life; but his course was interrupted by a painful accident. He was passing out of the dining hall one day when the sound of some frolic attracted his attention and he turned his head to see what it was. At that moment one of the students threw a piece of bread, which struck him on the open eye.

The shock of the blow was so great that he fell and was taken to his home and placed in the charge of a physician. After several weeks he returned to college, but the sight of the injured eye was entirely destroyed. He was graduated with honors in spite of this affliction, and wrote a Latin poem for Commencement.

On leaving college Prescott entered his father's law office, but continued reading Latin and Greek. After several months his sound eye became affected and there was fear of his becoming totally blind. He spent four months in a darkened room and bore his suffering bravely, always greeting the family with some word of cheer, as though they were the sufferers and it was his place to comfort them. As soon as he was able to travel he was sent to visit his grandfather Hickling, who was United States Consul at the Azores.

The passage was long and trying, and he was glad to reach land and receive the hearty welcome of his relatives. They lived in a delightful country house, in the midst of a beautiful garden, and Prescott was charmed with the tropical plants and orange groves.

He had been there but a fortnight when his eye again became affected, and he was obliged to spend three months in a darkened room. But he was so bright and patient that he won the hearts of all, and it was with sorrow that they finally saw him sail away.

After leaving the Azores, he spent several months in Europe, and then returned to America, spending the next winter at home. He was obliged to avoid the light; but his old school friend, Gardiner, read some of his favorite books to him each day, and his sister spent the greater part of her time with him, reading to him for hours.

Prescott was now twenty-two years old, and his out look for the future was discouraging. He did not know what profession to follow, for there was no hope is of his fully regaining his sight. There seemed no improvement in spite of his quiet life, and he began to go about and enjoy society.

He was married, when he was twenty-four years of age, to Miss Susan Amory, who was his devoted wife and companion. Mrs. Prescott's grandfather had also been a commander at the Battle of Bunker Hill, and captain of a British sloop-of-war.

The swords worn by the soldier and the sailor on that day had been handed down in both families, and hung for many years in Prescott's library, peacefully crossed above his books.

Prescott had now chosen a life of literary work, and persuaded himself that so long as his hearing was spared he would be able to succeed. He felt that he must make especial preparation in order to gain the place he desired, and began to study as if he were a schoolboy, reading the best English, Latin, French, and Italian authors.

He intended to study German, but he became interested in some lectures on Spanish literature, written by his friend Mr. Ticknor, and decided to write a history of the reign of Ferdinand and Isabella.

This was slow work, for although he learned the language, he was unable to use his eyes and depended on the reading of a man who could only pronounce the Spanish words. He finally secured a secretary and reader who understood Spanish and could copy his notes for him. His own writing was done with the aid of an instrument used by the blind, which guided his hand upon the paper.

After ten years of labor his book was published. Its success was remarkable, and it was reprinted in England, Germany, and Spain.

Mr. Prescott was then nearly forty-two years old, tall, handsome, and attractive in his manner. He led a regular life, planning his days carefully, rising at a fixed hour each morning, and taking exercise in the open air. He was a good horseman and composed some of his most stirring battle scenes as he galloped along the country roads.

He divided his time among three residences—one in the city of Boston, another at Lynn, with a view of the ocean, and a third at Pepperell, the old home of Colonel Prescott.

The success of “Ferdinand and Isabella” led the author to continue his writing, and after resting for some months, he began to prepare the “History of the Conquest of Mexico”, which was published six years after his first history. This work was greeted with applause throughout the country. Four years later he wrote the “History of the Conquest of Peru”. He next undertook the “History of Philip the Second”, but it was never finished.

In spite of his loss of sight, Prescott gained the first place among our historians. He visited London in 1850, and received a most cordial welcome and many attentions. On his return his health failed and he spent less time in writing. His family were always very dear to him, and he delighted in gathering his children and grandchildren about him in the old home-stead at Pepperell. Mr. Prescott died in 1859.

威廉·希克林·普雷斯科特

威廉·希克林·普雷斯科特于1796年5月4日生于麻省塞勒姆的一个古色古香的城镇。他的父亲是一名成功的律师，他的母亲是一位有能力的女士，她在她儿子的教育和培养上花费了很多时间。威廉是一个机灵、有趣的男孩，他学得很轻松，是男孩中最受喜爱的一个。 他上学的第一个老师是一位温和、守旧的女士，她被叫成学校的妈妈。他在7岁时被送到一个更高等的学校，被“马斯特·纳普”所教，并在那儿学习了5年。

尽管他的年纪很大有优势，但比起男孩的运动，他还是更喜欢读书。他记不起他有不爱读书的时候。

当他12岁时，他的父亲移居到波士顿，威廉则被送到当时在新英格兰最一流的学校。历史学家乔治·蒂克纳是他的同学和朋友。这两个男孩在拉丁语和希腊语的学习上进步非常快。结果，他们超过班上的其他同学，靠他们自己背诵。

当时，书籍和阅读要比现在罕见很多，但在普雷斯科特的家里并不那么罕见，他家附近创办有一个图书馆，被称为波士顿图书馆。它的创办人威廉·肖先生作为图书管理员，喜欢机灵的男孩，允许他们中的一些人在那里阅读。威廉是他最喜欢的孩子之一，他可以在这些房间待很久，阅读任何能满足他好奇心的书籍。他特别偏爱浪漫史和野外冒险故事。

他最亲密的朋友是他老师加德纳博士的儿子。他们时常待在一起。在他们上学、放学的路上，他们曾虚构一些故事，互相讲给对方听。普雷斯科特的故事要更加狂野，因为他的想象力丰富，且还读过许多冒险书籍。

威廉的祖父普雷斯科特上校，曾在邦克山指挥过美国军队。威廉经常倾听这场战役的故事，带着敬畏看着上校在那场争夺中佩带过的剑。他和年轻的加德纳通过模仿战役，戴着他们在图书馆的古董中找到的几块陈旧盔甲，想象他们是希腊或罗马的革命英雄，或者是往昔的骑士来娱乐自己。

15岁时，普雷斯科特进入哈佛学院，考试成绩优异。他希望能在他的班级位列前茅，且因为它是一种使他自己专心的尝试，他定下规则，要在每门功课上花费一定的时间。他是一个乐观的人，他享受了大学生活，但一场痛苦的意外事故打断了他的功课。一天，在他正走出餐厅时，一些嬉戏的声音引起了他的注意，他转头想去看看事情真相。就在那时，一名同学扔下一块面包，面包砸到了他睁开的眼睛上。

那个撞击太强烈了，他摔倒了，被送回了家，由一名医生看管。几周后，他返回了学院，但那只受伤眼睛的视力彻底丧失了。虽然遭受这个痛苦，可他还是光荣地毕业了，并为毕业典礼写了一首拉丁文诗歌。

在离开大学之后，普雷斯科特立即进入他父亲的律师事务所，但他还是继续阅读拉丁文和希腊文。几个月之后，他的另一只好眼睛受到了感染。家人害怕他的眼睛完全失明，他在一个黑暗的屋子里待了4个月，坚强地忍受了他的遭遇，并总是开心地问候家人，好像他们是受难者。这是他让家人感到安慰的地方。 他刚能够旅行时，就被送去拜访他的祖父希克林，他是美国在亚述尔群岛的领事。

路途遥远难熬，他很开心到达那个岛，他受到亲人的热忱欢迎。他们住在一个宜人的小区住宅，住宅位于一个漂亮的花园中间。普雷斯科特陶醉在热带植物和橘子林之中。

在他到那儿仅两周后，他的眼睛再次受到感染。他不得不在一个黑暗的屋子里待了3个月。但他是如此乖巧和坚强，他赢得了所有人的心。当他们最后看他乘船离开时，他们心里充满悲痛。

离开亚述尔群岛后，他在欧洲待了几个月，随后返回到美国，在家里度过了下一次冬天。他不得不避开光线，但他在学校的老朋友加德纳每天都读一些他最喜欢的书籍给他听。他的姐姐把她大部分时间都花到他身上，给他阅读很长时间。

普雷斯科特22岁了，他的未来前景令人沮丧。他不知道从事什么职业，因为他的眼睛想完全好是没有希望了。尽管他过着一个安静的生活，可视力似乎并没有改善，他开始四处走动，享受社会。

在他24岁时，他和苏珊·艾默里小姐结了婚，她成了他忠诚的妻子和挚爱的伴侣。在邦克山战役中，普雷斯科特夫人的祖父也是一个指挥官，并是一个英国单桅战船的船长。

在两个家庭中，那时由士兵和船员佩带的剑都传了下来，悬挂在普雷斯科特图书馆很多年，静静地从他的书籍上方穿过。

普雷斯科特现在选择了一个从事文学的生活，并说服自己，只要他能听得到，他就能继续下去。他觉察到，为了能得到他渴望的地方，他必须做一些特殊准备，之后他开始了学习，他自己仿佛是一名学童，阅读最出色的英语、拉丁语、法语和意大利语的著作。

他打算学习德语，但他的朋友蒂克纳先生，写的一些西班牙文学的报告引起了他的兴趣。之后，他决定写一段费迪南德和伊莎贝拉统治时期的历史。

这个作品进展缓慢，因为尽管他学习了语言，可他无法使用他的眼睛，他能凭借一个只会发西班牙语的男士来读。 最后他得到了一位秘书和读者，他懂西班牙语，并能为他抄写笔记。他用一个盲人使用的工具书写，它能引导他的手在纸上书写。

经过10年的努力，他的书出版了。这本书的成功是非凡的，它在英格兰、德国和西班牙被再次出版。

普雷斯科特先生那时差不多42岁了，他的个子高高的，英俊漂亮，举止引人注目。他过着一种有规律的生活，仔细地计划他的每一天，每天早晨定时起床，在户外做锻炼。他是一名好骑手，在骑马沿乡村小路飞驰时，他创作了一些他最为引人入胜的战争场景。

他把时间花在这3个住所上面——一个是在波士顿市，另外一个在林恩，那里可以看到海洋，第三个是在佩珀勒尔——普雷斯科特上校的老家。

《费迪南德和伊莎贝拉》的成功引导了作者继续他的写作。在休息了数月后，他开始准备《墨西哥征服史》。当他的第一部历史小说发表6年后，它出版了。这部作品在全国获得了普遍欢迎。4年后，他开始创作《征服秘鲁》。他随后接受了《菲律宾历史》（第二卷）的写作，但并没完成。

尽管普雷斯科特耗损了他的视力，但在我们的历史学家中，他位列第一。 他在1850年参观了伦敦，在那里他受到了最为热诚的欢迎，并受到了许多关注。他刚一返回，他的健康状况就恶化了，他在写作上面花费的时间也减少了。他的家人总是非常亲近他。在佩珀罗尔的家园里，他喜欢他的小孩和孙子们聚集在他身旁。普雷斯科特先生死于1859年。





STORMING THE FORTRESS

William Hickling Prescott

The cheering words and courageous bearing of the cavaliers went to the hearts of their followers. All now agreed to stand by their leader to the last. But, if they would remain longer in their present position, it was absolutely necessary to dislodge the enemy from the fortress; and, before venturing on this dangerous service, Hernando Pizarro resolved to strike such a blow as should intimidate the besiegers from further attempts to molest his present quarters.

He communicated his plan of attack to his officers and formed his little troop into three divisions. The Indian pioneers were sent forward to clear away the rubbish, and the several divisions moved up the principal avenues towards the camp of the besiegers; and the three bodies, bursting impetuously on the disordered lines of the Peruvians, took them completely by surprise. For some moments there was little resistance, and the slaughter was terrible. But the Indians gradually rallied, and, coming into something like order, returned to the fight with the courage of men who had long been familiar with danger. They fought hand to hand with their copper-headed war clubs and poleaxes, while a storm of darts, stones, and arrows rained on the well-defended bodies of the Christians.

The barbarians showed more discipline than was to have been expected; for which it is said they were indebted to some Spanish prisoners, from several of whom the Inca, having generously spared their lives, took occasional lessons in the art of war. The Peruvians had also learned to manage with some degree of skill the weapons of their conquerors; and they were seen armed with bucklers, helmets, and swords of European workmanship, and even in a few instances mounted on the horses which they had taken from the white men. The young Inca in particular, accoutered in the European fashion, rode a war horse which he managed with considerable address, and, with a long lance in his hand, led on his followers to the attack.

After a gallant struggle, in which the natives threw themselves fearlessly on the horsemen, endeavoring to tear them from their saddles, they were obliged to give way before the repeated shock of their charges. Many were trampled under foot, others cut down by the Spanish broadswords, while the arquebusiers, supporting the cavalry, kept up a running fire that did terrible execution on the flanks and rear of the fugitives. At length, trusting that the chastisement he had inflicted on the enemy would secure him from further annoyance for the present; the Castilian general drew back his forces to their quarters in the capital.

His next step was the recovery of the citadel. It was an enterprise of danger. The fortress, which over looked the northern section of the city, stood high on a rocky eminence, where it was defended only by a single wall. Towards the open country it was more easy of approach; but there it was protected by two semicircular walls, each about twelve hundred feet in length and of great thickness. Within the interior wall was the fortress, consisting of three strong towers, one of great height, which, with a smaller one, was now held by the enemy, under the command of an Inca noble, a warrior of well-tried valor, prepared to defend it to the last.

As the fortress was to be approached through the mountain passes, it became necessary to divert the enemy's attention to another quarter. A little while before sunset Juan Pizarro left the city with a picked corps of horsemen, and took a direction opposite to that of the fortress, that the besieging army might suppose the object was a foraging expedition. But, secretly countermarching in the night, he fortunately found the passes undefended and arrived before the outer wall of the fortress without giving the alarm to the garrison.

The entrance was through a narrow opening in the center of the rampart; but this was now closed up with heavy stones that seemed to form one solid work with the rest of the masonry. It was an affair of time to dislodge these huge masses in such a manner as not to rouse the garrison. The Indian natives, who rarely attacked in the night, were not sufficiently acquainted with the art of war even to provide against surprise by posting sentinels. When the task was accomplished, Juan Pizarro and his gallant troop rode through the gateway and advanced towards the second parapet.

But their movements had not been conducted so secretly as to escape notice, and they now found the interior court swarming with warriors, who, as the Spaniards drew near, let off clouds of missiles that compelled them to come to a halt. Juan Pizarro, aware that no time was to be lost, ordered one-half of his corps to dismount, and, putting himself at their head, prepared to make a breach as before in the fortifications. Leading on his men, he encouraged them in the work of demolition in the face of such a storm of stones, javelins, and arrows as might have made the stoutest heart shrink from encountering it. The good mail of the Spaniards did not always protect them; but others took the place of such as fell, until a breach was made, and the cavalry, pouring in, rode down all who opposed them.

The parapet was now abandoned, and the Indians, hurrying with disorderly flight across the enclosure, took refuge on a kind of platform or terrace, commanded by the principal tower. Here, rallying, they shot off fresh volleys of missiles against the Spaniards, while the garrison in the fortress hurled down fragments of rock and timber on their heads. Juan Pizarro, still among the foremost, sprang forward on the terrace, cheering on his men by his voice and example; but at this moment he was struck by a large stone on the head, not then protected by his buckler, and was stretched on the ground. The dauntless chief still continued to animate his followers by his voice till the terrace was carried and its miserable defenders were put to the sword. His sufferings were then too much for him, and he was removed to the town below, where, notwithstanding every exertion to save him, he survived the injury but a fortnight. He had served in the conquest of Peru from the first, and no name on the roll of its conquerors is less tarnished by the reproach of cruelty or stands higher in all the attributes of a true and valiant knight.

Though deeply sensible to his brother's disaster, Hernando Pizarro saw that no time was to be lost in profiting by the advantages already gained. Committing the charge of the town to Gonzalo, he put himself at the head of the assailants and laid vigorous siege to the fortresses. One surrendered after a short resistance. The other and more formidable of the two still held out under the brave Inca noble who commanded it. He was a man of an athletic frame and might be seen striding along the battlements, armed with a Spanish buckler and cuirass, and in his hand wielding a formidable mace, garnished with points or knobs of copper. With this terrible weapon he struck down all who attempted to force a passage into the fortress. Some of his own followers who proposed a surrender he is said to have slain with his own hand. Ladders were planted against the walls; but no sooner did a Spaniard gain the topmost round than he was hurled to the ground by the strong arm of the Indian warrior. His activity was equal to his strength; and he seemed to be at every point the moment that his presence was needed.

The Spanish commander was filled with admiration at this display of valor; for he could admire valor even in an enemy. He gave orders that the chief should not be injured, but be taken alive, if possible. This was not easy. At length, numerous ladders having been planted against the tower, the Spaniards scaled it on several quarters at the same time, and, leaping into the place, overpowered the few combatants who still made a show of resistance. But the Inca chieftain was not to be taken; and, finding further resistance ineffectual, he sprang to the edge of the battlements, and casting away his war club, wrapped his mantle around him and threw himself headlong from the summit. He died like an ancient Roman. He had struck his last stroke for the freedom of his country, and he scorned to survive her dishonor. The Castilian commander left a small force in garrison to secure his conquest, and returned in triumph to his quarters.

From “History of the Conquest of Peru”

猛攻堡垒

威廉·希克林·普雷斯科特

鼓舞的话和英勇的举止深入他们追随者的心里。 现在，所有人都同意站在他们的领袖旁坚持到最后一刻。但是，如果他们还想在他们现在的位置上待一会儿，他们肯定会把敌人从城堡里引出来；在做这个冒险前，赫南多·比扎罗决心发动一阵猛攻，那应该能恐吓到围攻者，使他们不敢企图骚扰他们现在的一面。

他把他的攻击计划传达到他的办公室，并组成他的小分队，前往了3个区域。由印第安人组成的先锋队被派在前面，负责清除垃圾，几个分队前进到主要街道，朝向围攻者军营；那3个分队突然来到了秘鲁人混乱的队伍，完全出其不意地攻击了他们。开始，他们微微抵抗了一阵子，那个屠杀是非常可怕的。然而，印第安人逐渐集合排好了阵形，用早已熟悉危险的勇气，返回了战斗。他们逼近了，用他们铜制头的棍棒和战斧战斗着。与此同时，箭、飞镖及石头犹如雨一般落在了防备优良的基督徒身上。

野蛮人的纪律要比想象中严格，因为据说，他们受惠于一些西班牙囚犯。他们几个的性命是印加人慷慨地饶恕的，西班牙人偶尔教授他们一些战略课程。在一定技巧的程度上，秘鲁人也已学会并掌握了他们占领者的武器；看上去，他们佩戴着小圆盾、头盔和欧洲工艺所制的剑。甚至在不远处，他们爬上了他们早已从白人那里弄来的马。一名年轻的印加人尤其夺目，他在指挥他的属下进攻，他以欧洲风格装扮，手中持有一把长矛，骑着一匹费了不少口舌才骑上的战马。

战争中，土著人非常英勇，他们毫无畏惧地扑上骑兵，努力撕碎他们的马鞍，可是那轮打斗后，面对他们的再次冲击，土著人不得不撤退。他们中的许多人被脚践踏着，其他的一些被西班牙大砍刀给砍倒。就在这时，火绳枪兵支援着骑兵，他们一直发出连续的火焰，那些火焰重创了逃亡者的侧翼和后方。最终，他相信，他强加给敌人的惩罚，能够暂保他不用更加恼怒。于是，西班牙上将把他的军队撤回到了他们首都的军营。

他的下一步就是恢复城堡。那是一个危险的计划。城堡坐落一个岩石高地上，从那里可以瞭望到城市北面的城堡很高，那里只有一堵墙来用防守。朝向空旷地区的一面更容易接近。然而，那里，它被两堵半圆的墙给保护着，每堵墙有两千英尺高，且非常厚。城堡位于内墙里面，由3座牢固的楼塔组成，一个非常高的楼塔和一个小点的塔楼现在被敌人占领了，他们由一个印加贵族指挥。经过战争证明，那名贵族是一位非常英勇的武士，他们准备保卫它到最后一刻。

因为可以通过山道接近城堡，所以，非常有必要把敌人的注意力转向另一面。在日落前夕，胡安·比扎罗带着精选的骑兵部队离开了城市，他们行驶方向与那个城堡相反，所以，围困的军队也许会猜想那个部队是在做觅食之行。然而，在夜里，他们秘密地转向而行，他幸运地发现过道并无防备。在丝毫没有惊动守备部队的情况下，他们到达了城堡外墙前。

城堡的入口是一个位于防御墙中心的狭窄通道。可现在，这个通道已经被大量石头给堵住了，那些沉重的石头和其他的砖石建筑，似乎形成了坚固的防御工事。既要把这些如此沉重的巨石移开，还要不招致守卫部队的注意是一个费时的过程。夜里，印第安土著人很少攻击，也并没有足够熟悉战争策略，甚至连安置一名防备突袭的哨兵都不知道。当任务完成时，胡安·比扎罗和他英勇的部队骑马通过了门，朝第二道护墙行进。

但他们的行动并没有隐秘到不被发现的程度。现在，他们发现内院挤满了武士，在西班牙人靠近时，他们扔出了如云般的投掷物，那迫使他们停了下来。胡安·比扎罗意识到不能浪费任何时间了，他命令他的一半军队下马，他自己走在他们前方，准备在城堡前打开一道缺口。在由石头、标枪和箭组成的暴风雨前，他哄骗他的人，鼓励他们毁坏它们。可即使是最勇敢的心在它们面前，也会畏缩，不敢面对它。西班牙人精良的铠甲并不能帮他们挡住一切，但其他人取代了摔倒的人的位置，直到打开了一道缺口，骑兵拥了进来，踩倒了所有反抗他们的人。

现在，护墙被遗弃了，印第安人阵形凌乱，他们急忙穿过包围，到一种平台或台阶上避难逃难，那个平台或台阶由主要的楼塔控制着。他们聚集在这里，齐射出一阵新的投射物来抵抗西班牙人。与此同时，城堡里的守卫部队把石头和木材扔到西班牙人头上。胡安·比扎罗仍然处于最前方，他向前跳到平台上，自己做榜样为他的士兵鼓劲，还用他的话给他们打气。但就在这时，一块大石头击中他的头，当时他的头并没有圆盾的保护，他倒在了地面，躯体伸展着。无畏的首领仍然用声音继续驱动他的跟随者，直到台阶被占领，那里悲惨的守卫者被剑捅死。那时，胡安·比扎罗已经承受不住他的困境了。他被移到下面的城镇，在那儿，尽管每个人都努力拯救他，可在伤病下，他还是只幸存了两周。在征服秘鲁中，他一直战斗在第一线，如果征服者的名单中没有他，名单就失去了光泽，他是一个真正勇敢的骑士，没有人比他贡献更高。

尽管赫南多·比扎罗深深意识到他兄弟的灾难，但他明白，不能浪费任何时间，靠已获得的优势去胜利。他把小镇交给了贡萨罗，自己前往了攻击者的前方，他精力充沛，不断地围攻城堡。经过短暂的抵抗后，一人投降了。在勇敢的印加贵族的指挥下，另一个和两个中更可怕的一个仍然抵抗着。他是一个体格健壮的人，他被看见在沿着城垛大步迈进，装备着一个小圆盾和胸甲，手中挥舞着一个可怕的狼牙棒，把手和尖端都是铜的。他用这个可怕的武器，打翻了所有企图用武力进入城堡的人。据说，一些提议投降的自己人，他都用自己的双手屠杀了他们。梯子被放置在墙上；一个西班牙人刚一到达最高点，就被印第安武士强壮的手给推了下去。他的敏捷比得上他的力量，他似乎会出现在任何需要他的时刻。

在他这种英勇的表现下，西班牙指挥官对他充满了敬佩；因为他会倾慕英勇的人，即使他在敌军中。他下达命令不能伤到首领，且如果可能，尽量活捉他。可这并不容易。最终，数不清的梯子被放在塔楼上，西班牙人在不同的方向同时攀登，并且跳进城堡，制伏了一些仍然摆着抵抗姿态的战士。但印加首领没有被抓住。他发现进一步的抵抗无济于事，于是跳到城垛边缘，抛弃了他的军棍，用他的披风裹住自己，从最高点一头扎了下去。他死得像古代的罗马人。他为他国家的自由战斗到最后一刻，不肯苟活而去毁坏国家的声誉。西班牙指挥官把一个小部队留在城堡里，用来确保他的战利品。随后，他和其他人胜利地返回到他们的军营。

选自《征服秘鲁》





A COUNTRY SUNDAY

Joseph Addison

Joseph Addison was born in England in 1672. His father was a clergyman, well educated and of strong character. He was devoted to his family, and their home life was delightful.

Joseph first attended the schools in the neighborhood, and was then sent to the Charter house, which was one of the best-known schools in England.

He entered Oxford when he was fifteen years old, and was looked upon as a promising scholar. After two years at this college a copy of some Latin verses written by him fell into the hands of Dr. Lancaster, a man of influence, and he was elected to a scholarship in Magdalen College.

His life there was quiet; he studied late at night, and went on long, solitary walks. He continued to write Latin verses, and became so familiar with the Latin writers that he could recite many of their poems. Every little touch of beauty was appreciated by him and filled him with delight. .

From his twenty-first to his thirty-second year Addison spent his time in study, writing, and thought.

He spent several years in traveling about France and Italy. While in Paris he lived at the house of the ambassador, where he met the most brilliant society; and in Italy he studied the great works of art. These views of life, added to his natural grace and love of refinement, made him a master of literary style and expression. On his return from his travels he held several offices for the government, and later became a member of Parliament.

Richard Steele, an old schoolfellow and writer of some note, started some periodicals — “The Tatler”, followed by “The Spectator”, and later by “The Guardian”. Addison became interested in these publications and wrote a large number of essays for them — among them the “Sir Roger de Coverley Papers”. His characters were taken from life and he describes the manners and customs of the time in language which is cited by all critics as a model of pure English. He also wrote several dramas and poems.

Addison led a happy life. His position under the government brought him a good income. He was looked upon as one of the foremost writers of the day. He loved truth, purity, and kindness, and his works are models of grace and beauty.

He died in 1719, and was buried in the Poets' Corner at Westminster Abbey.

I am always very well pleased with a country Sunday, and think if keeping holy the seventh day were only a human institution, it would be the best method that could have been thought of for the polishing and civilizing of mankind. It is certain the country people would soon degenerate into a kind of savages and barbarians, were there not such frequent returns of a stated time, in which the whole village meet together with their best faces, and in their cleanliest habits, to converse with one another upon indifferent subjects, hear their duties explained to them, and join together in adoration of the Supreme Being.

My friend. Sir Roger, being a good churchman, has beautified the inside of his church with several texts of his own choosing. He has likewise given a handsome pulpit cloth, and railed in the communion table at his own expense.

He has often told me that at his coming to his estate, he found his parishioners very irregular; and that in order to make them kneel and join in the responses, he gave every one of them a hassock and a Common Prayer Book; and, at the same time, employed an itinerant singing-master, who goes about the country for that purpose, to instruct them rightly in the tunes of the Psalms. upon which they now very much value themselves, and indeed outdo most of the country churches that I have ever heard.

As Sir Roger is landlord to the whole congregation, he keeps them in very good order, and will suffer nobody to sleep in it besides himself; for, if by chance he has been surprised into a short nap at sermon, upon recovering out of it he stands up and looks about him,and, if he sees anybody else nodding, either wakes them himself, or sends his servants to them. Several other of the old knight's s particularities break out upon these occasions. Sometimes he will be lengthening out a verse in the singing Psalms, half a minute after the rest of the congregation have done with it; sometimes when he is pleased with the matter of his devotion, he pronounces “Amen” three or four times to the same prayer; and sometimes stands up when everybody else is upon their knees, to count the congregation, or see if any of his tenants are missing. I was yesterday very much surprised to hear my old friend, in the midst of the service, calling out to one John Matthews to mind what he was about, and not disturb the congregation. This John Matthews, it seems, is remarkable for being an idle fellow, and at that time was kicking his heels for his diversion.

This authority of the knight, though exerted in that odd manner which accompanies him in all circumstances of life, has a very good effect upon the parish, who are not polite enough to see anything ridiculous in his behavior; besides that, the general good sense and worthiness of his character make his friends observe these little singularities as foils that rather set off than blemish his good qualities.

As soon as the sermon is finished, nobody presumes to stir till Sir Roger is gone out of the church. The knight walks down from his seat in the chancel between a double row of his tenants, who stand bowing to him on each side, and every now and then inquires how such an one's wife, or mother, or son, or father do, whom he does not see at church; which is understood as a secret reprimand to the person that is absent.

The chaplain has often told me that upon a catechising day, when Sir Roger has been pleased with a boy that answers well, he has ordered a Bible to be given him next day for his encouragement, and sometimes accompanies it with a flitch of bacon to his mother.

Sir Roger has likewise added five pounds a year to the clerk's place; and, that he may encourage the young fellows to make themselves perfect in the church service, has promised upon the death of the present incumbent, who is very old, to bestow it according to merit.

From “The Sir Roger de Coverley Papers”

乡村周日

约瑟夫·艾迪生

约瑟夫·艾迪生于1672年生于英格兰。他的父亲是牧师，受过良好教育，个性鲜明。他忠于家人，他们的家庭生活十分幸福。

约瑟夫开始在自家附近的学校学习，后来被送到卡尔特修道院，这是英格兰最著名的学校之一。

他15岁进入牛津大学，大家都认为他是一个有前途的学者。在学校度过两年时光之后，一个他写的拉丁语抄本落到了很有影响力的兰开斯特博士的手里，他由此得到了马达兰学院的奖学金。

他在那里的生活十分平静，他在夜里学习到深夜，之后独自一个人进行长时间的散步。他接着写作拉丁语诗歌，对拉丁语作家非常熟悉，可以背诵他们的好多诗歌。每一次美的触动都会得到他的欣赏，让他非常高兴。

从21岁到22岁，他都是在学习、写作及思考中度过的。

他花了几年时间，在法国和意大利旅行。在巴黎期间，他生活在大使的房子里。他在此遇到了社会各界名流，在意大利他研究了伟大的艺术作品。这些生活经历和他对自然美以及精雕细刻的热爱使他成为文学风格及表达大师。他旅行结束回国以后在政府担任了许多职务，后来成为国会议员。

理查德·斯蒂尔是他的老校友，也是一位小有名气的作家，他创办了几个刊物——《闲谈者》，接下来是《旁观者》，最后是《卫报》。艾迪生对这些出版物产生了兴趣，为其写出了大量散文——其中包括《罗格·德·考维利爵士的报道》。他的人物出自生活，他描写当时的行为和习惯，语言被所有评论家引用，成为纯净英语的典范。他也写了几部戏剧和诗歌。

艾迪生生活幸福。他在政府的职位给他带来丰厚收入。他被视为当时最杰出的作家之一。他喜爱真理、纯洁、善良，他的作品是优雅和美的典范。

他死于1719年，葬在威斯敏斯特教堂的诗人角。

乡村的周日永远会让我感到愉快，我想如果将第七日定为圣日只是一个人为的决定，这的确是一个可以想出来的、最好的使人类文明有礼的方法。可以确定，如果乡村人没有一个固定时间频繁相聚：整个乡村的人都以最好的面貌聚集在一起，穿着最整洁的衣服，彼此交谈而话题各异，聆听自己的指责，一起赞颂那伟大的神灵，那么乡村人很快就会退化得非常野蛮。

我的朋友罗格爵士是一个很好的教徒，用自己的钱财美化了教堂内部。他给讲道坛盖上漂亮的围布，又自己出钱，为圣餐台修建了围栏。

他经常告诉我，在他刚刚来到自己教区的时候，他发现教民做礼拜并没有规律。为了让他们下跪并参与回应，他给了他们每人一个跪垫、一本普通祈祷书。与此同时，他还雇了一位巡回歌唱家，此人在乡村巡回的目的就是挣钱，罗格雇此人的目的就是教会村民用准确的音调唱赞美诗，村民学会准确地唱赞美诗以后也非常看重自己，他们唱得的确很好，甚至超过了好多乡间教堂的唱诗班。

罗格爵士是整个圣会的主管，他使村民保持良好的秩序，除了自己绝不允许任何人在教堂里睡觉。如果他竟然讲道时睡着了，一醒来他就会站起来，左右看看，要是看到还有人也在打盹，要么自己把他们叫醒，要么派仆人把他们叫醒。在这样的场合，这位老骑士的一些其他癖好也会显现出来。有时候，他会在唱赞美诗时拖长一首诗篇，此时其他教徒唱完赞美诗已有半分钟；有时候，他对自己的忠诚感到十分满意，就会对同一个祈祷者说上三到四次的“阿门”；有时候，所有其他人都跪在地上，他却要站起来，查一查人数，或者看一看是否有人没来做礼拜。昨天，我非常惊讶地听到我的老朋友在做礼拜时向约翰·马修叫喊，提醒他自己在做些什么，告诉他不要打扰别人做礼拜。这位约翰·马修好像是一位有名的闲人，当时正在蹬自己的脚跟，以此娱乐一下。

这位骑士的权威虽然是以这种奇怪的方式表现出来的，而这种奇怪的方式也在生活的方方面面伴随着他，不过他的权威的确给整个教区带来了很好的影响。因为村民并不懂得真正的礼貌，在他的行为当中没有看到任何荒唐的东西。除此以外，罗格为人热情、品格优秀，他的朋友多把他的怪癖当作执拗，非但没有遮掩他的优点，反而使其更加明显。

讲道结束时，没有人动一下，都要等到罗格走出了教堂。骑士从他的座位上走下来，走在过道里，两边的教徒双排而立，他们在两边向他鞠躬致敬，罗格还要不时询问某人的妻子、母亲、儿子或者丈夫的情况，因为他在教堂里并没有看到他们。大家都知道，这是对这些没有到来的人的暗暗谴责。

教堂牧师经常告诉我，在一个乡村礼拜日里，一个孩子的回答让罗格爵士非常满意。他命令要在第二天送给这个孩子一本《圣经》，以资奖励，有时还会带上一条熏肉，送给孩子的母亲。

罗格爵士同样还给执事的职务每年增加5英镑，为了鼓励这个年轻人在教堂事务中出类拔萃，罗格在现任执事去世时承诺会根据表现决定职务归属。

选自《罗格·德·考维利爵士的报道》





THE KING OF GLORY

The earth is the Lord's, and the fulness thereof;

The world, and they that dwell therein.

For he hath founded it upon the seas,

And established it upon the floods.

Who shall ascend into the hill of the Lord?

Or who shall stand in his holy place?

He that hath clean hands, and a pure heart;

Who hath not lifted up his soul unto vanity,

Nor sworn deceitfully.

He shall receive the blessing from the Lord,

And righteousness from the God of his salvation.

Lift up your heads, O ye gates;

And be ye lifted up, ye everlasting doors;

And the King of Glory shall come in.

Who is this King of Glory?

The Lord strong and mighty,

The Lord mighty in battle.

Lift up your heads, O ye gates;

Even lift them up, ye everlasting doors;

And the King of Glory shall come in.

Who is this King of Glory?

The Lord of hosts, he is the King of Glory.

Lift up your heads, O ye gates;

Even lift them up, ye everlasting doors;

And the King of Glory shall come in.

荣耀之主

大地是主的，地上的一切都是主的；

世界，以及居住其上的一切都是主的。

主把大地建立在大海之上，

主把大地建立在洪流之上。

谁可以登上主的高山？

谁将站在他神圣的宫殿？

这样的人需要双手干净、心灵纯洁；

他的灵魂没有被名利侵扰，

没有虚假发誓。

他会从主那里获得保佑，

从主那里获得拯救。

抬起你的头，啊，大门；

打开啊，那永恒的大门；

荣耀之主将会走进。

谁是荣耀之主？

就是那强壮的、强大的主，

战场上的强大之主。

抬起你的头，啊，大门；

打开啊，那永恒的大门；

荣耀之主将会走进。

谁是荣耀之主？

万物之主，他就是荣耀之主。

抬起你的头，啊，大门；

打开啊，那永恒的大门；

荣耀之主将会走进。





THE MAN WITHOUT A COUNTRY

（ABRIDGED）

Edward Everett Hale

Edward Everett Hale was born in Boston in 1822. He was named for his uncle, Edward Everett, the celebrated orator. When six years of age he had begun the study of Latin, and entered Harvard College when he was thirteen. Though young Hale was a diligent student, he excelled in athletic sports, and his great physical strength is shown even now in his large frame and powerful hands and arms.

The future author and preacher was graduated from Harvard with honors when he was seventeen years old. He assisted his father in newspaper work, and was able to write editorials, keep the books, or set type, as the occasion required. He afterwards studied theology.

His first pastorate was at Worcester, Mass. He remained there for ten years. He then settled in Boston. He was with the Massachusetts Rifle Corps when the Civil War broke out, and it was upon an incident of that war that he founded his story of “The Man without a Country”. This is one of the strongest stories of patriotism ever written, and has been reprinted in several languages.

For many years Dr. Hale has been pastor of the South Congregational Church in Boston. He has written many books; among them the best known are “Ten Times One is Ten” and “In His Name”.

One can hardly imagine a busier life than he leads. His daily tasks consist in aiding public and private charities, lecturing, editing, writing, and preparing his sermons.

He was once asked how he was able to accomplish so much, and he replied:“If you are working with Aladdin's lamp, or with Monte Cristo's treasures, you are not apt to think you will fail. Far less is your risk with the omnipotence of the Lord God behind you.”

Philip Nolan was as fine a young officer as there was in the “Legion of the West”, as the Western division of our army was then called. When Aaron Burr made his first dashing expedition down to New Orleans, or somewhere above on the river, he met this gay, dashing, bright young fellow, at some dinner party, I think. Burr marked him, talked to him, walked with him, took him a day or two's voyage in his flatboat, and, in short, fascinated him, and led him to turn traitor to his country.

Nolan was proved guilty; yet you and I would never have heard of him, reader, but that when the president of the court asked him at the close whether he wished to say anything to show that he had always been faithful to the United States, he cried out in a fit of frenzy:“Curse the United States! I wish I may never hear of the United States again!”

I suppose he did not know how the words shocked old Colonel Morgan, who was holding the court. Half the officers who sat in it had served through the Revolution, and their lives, not to say their necks, had been risked for the very idea which he so cavalierly cursed in his madness.

Morgan called the court into his private room, and returned in fifteen minutes with a face like a sheet, to say:“Prisoner, hear the sentence of the Court! The Court decides, subject to the approval of the President, that you never hear the name of the United States again.”

Nolan laughed; but nobody else laughed. Old Morgan was too solemn, and the whole room was hushed dead as night for a minute. Even Nolan lost his swagger in a moment. Then Morgan added:“Mr. Marshal, take the prisoner to Orleans in an armed boat, and deliver him to the naval commander there.” The marshal gave his orders and the prisoner was taken out of court.

“Mr. Marshal,” continued old Morgan, “see that no one mentions the United States to the prisoner. Mr. Marshal, make my respects to Lieutenant Mitchell at Orleans, and request him to order that no one shall mention the United States to the prisoner while he is on board ship.”

Nolan had the freedom of the ship he was on, so long as he heard nothing of his country. No mess liked to have him permanently, because his presence cut off all talk of home or of the prospect of return, of politics or letters, of peace or of war—cut off more than half the talk men liked to have at sea.

Sometimes, when the marines or sailors had any special jollification, they were permitted to invite “Plain-Buttons,” as they called him. Then Nolan was sent with some officer, and the men were forbidden to speak of home while he was there. I believe the theory was that the sight of his punishment did them good. They called him “Plain-Buttons,” because, while he always chose to wear a regulation army uniform, he was not permitted to wear the army button, for the reason that it bore either the initials or the insignia of the country he had disowned.

As he was almost never permitted to go on shore, even though the vessel lay in port for months, his time at the best hung heavy; and everybody was permitted to lend him books, if they were not published in America and made no allusion to it. He had almost all the foreign papers that came into the ship, sooner or later; only somebody must go over them first, and cut out any advertisement or stray paragraph that alluded to America.

Among these books was the “Lay of the Last Minstrel” ,which they had all of them heard of, but which most of them had never seen. I think it could not have been published long. Well, nobody thought there could be any risk of anything national in that, so Nolan was permitted to join the circle one afternoon when a lot of them sat on deck smoking and reading aloud. Well, so it happened that in his turn Nolan took the book and read to the others; and he read very well, as I know. Nobody in the circle knew a line of the poem, only it was all magic and Border chivalry, and was ten thousand years ago. Poor Nolan read steadily through the fifth canto, stopped a minute and then began, without a thought of what was coming:—

“Breathes there the man, with soul so dead,

Who never to himself hath said.” It seems impossible to us that anybody ever heard this for the first time, but all these fellows did then, and poor Nolan himself went on, still unconsciously or mechanically:—

“‘This is my own, my native land!’” Then they all saw something was to pay; but he expected to get through, I suppose, turned a little pale, but plunged on:— “Whose heart hath ne'er within him burned,

As home his footsteps he hath turned,

From wandering on a foreign strand?

If such there breathe, go, mark him well.”By this time the men were all beside themselves, wishing there was any way to make him turn over two pages; but he had not quite presence of mind for that; he colored crimson and staggered on: — “For him no minstrel raptures swell;

High though his titles, proud his name,

Boundless his wealth as wish can claim;

Despite those titles, power, and pelf,

The wretch, concentered all in self,” —

And here the poor fellow choked, could not go on, but started up, swung the book into the sea, vanished into his stateroom, and we did not see him for two months again. He never read aloud again unless it was the Bible or Shakespeare, or something else he was sure of. But it was not that merely. He never entered in with the other young men exactly as a companion again.

In one of the great frigate duels with the English, it happened that a round-shot from the enemy entered one of our ports square, and took right down the officer of the gun himself, and almost every man of the gun's crew . Now you may say what you choose about courage, but that is not a nice thing to see. But, as the men who were not killed picked themselves up, and as they and the surgeon's people were carrying off the bodies, there appeared Nolan, in his shirt sleeves, with the rammer in his hand, and, just as if he had been the officer, told them off with authority—who should go to the cockpit with the wounded men, who should stay with him—perfectly cheery, and with that way which makes men feel sure all is right and is going to be right. And he finished loading the gun with his own hands, aimed it, and bade the men fire. And there he stayed, captain of that gun, keeping those fellows in spirits, till the enemy struck, —sitting on the carriage while the gun was cooling, though he was exposed all the time, — showing them easier ways to handle heavy shot, making the raw hands laugh at their own blunders, and when the gun cooled again, getting it loaded and fired twice as often as any other gun on the ship. The captain walked forward by way of encouraging the men, and Nolan touched his hat and said:“I am showing them how we do this in the artillery, sir.”

The commodore said:“I see you are, and I thank you, sir; and I shall never forget this day, sir, and you never shall, sir.”

And after the whole thing was over, and he had the Englishman's sword, in the midst of the state and ceremony of the quarter-deck, he said:“Where is Mr. Nolan? Ask Mr. Nolan to come here.”

And when Nolan came he said:“Mr. Nolan, we are all very grateful to you to-day; you are one of us today; you will be named in the dispatches.”

And then the old man took off his own sword of ceremony and gave it to Nolan, and made him put it on. The man told me this who saw it. Nolan cried like a baby, and well he might. He had not worn a sword since that day at Fort Adams. But always afterwards, on occasions of ceremony, he wore that quaint old French sword of the commodore's.

I first came to understand anything about “the man without a country” one day when we overhauled a dirty little schooner which had slaves on board. An officer was sent to take charge of her, and after a few minutes he sent back his boat to ask that some one might be sent him who could speak Portuguese. Nolan stepped out and said he should be glad to interpret if the captain wished, as he understood the language.

“Tell them they are free.” said Vaughan.

Then there was a yell of delight, clinching of fists, leaping and dancing, kissing of Nolan's feet.

“Tell them,” said Vaughan,well pleased, “ that I will take them all to Cape Palmas.”

This did not answer so well. Cape Palmas was practically as far from the homes of most of them as New Orleans or Rio Janeiro was; that is, they would be eternally separated from home there. And their interpreters, as we could understand, instantly said:“Ah, non Palmas” The drops stood on poor Nolan's white forehead as he hushed the men down and said,“He says, ‘Not Palmas.’ He says, ‘Take us home, take us to our own country, take us to our own house, take us to our own pickaninnies and our own women.’ He says he has an old father and mother who will die if they do not see him. And this one says he left his people all sick, and paddled down to Fernando to beg the white doctor to come and help them, and that these caught him in the bay just in sight of home, and that he has never seen anybody from home since then. And this one says,” choked out Nolan, “that he has not heard a word from his home in six months, while he has been locked up in a barracoon.”

As quick as Vaughan could get words, he said: “Tell them yes, yes, yes; tell them they shall go to the mountains of the Moon, if they will. If I sail the schooner through the Great White Desert, they shall go home.”

And after some fashion Nolan said so. And then they all fell to kissing him again, and wanted to rub his nose with theirs.

But he could not stand it long; and getting Vaughan to say he might go back, he beckoned me down into our boat. As we lay back in the stern sheets and the men gave way, he said to me:“Youngster, let that show you what it is to be without a family, without a home, and without a country. And if you are ever tempted to say a word or to do a thing that shall put a bar between you and your family, your home and your country, pray God in his mercy to take you that instant home to his own heaven. Stick by your family, boy; forget you have a self, while you do everything for them. Think of your home, boy; write and send, and talk about it. Let it be nearer and nearer to your thought, the farther you have to travel from it; and rush back to it when you are free, as that poor black slave is doing now. And for your country, boy,” and the words rattled in his throat, “and for that flag,” and he pointed to the ship, “never dream a dream but of serving her as she bids you, though the service carry you through a thousand hells. No matter what happens to you, no matter who flatters you or who abuses you, never look at another flag, never let a night pass but you pray God to bless that flag. Remember, boy, that behind all these men you have to do with, behind officers and government, and people even, there is the Country Herself, your Country, and that you belong to Her as you belong to your own mother. Stand by Her, boy, as you would stand by your mother.”

I was frightened to death by his calm, hard passion; but I blundered out that I would by all that was holy, and that I had never thought of doing anything else. He hardly seemed to hear me; but he did, almost in a whisper, say:“Oh, if anybody had said so to me when I was of your age!”

Extract from a letter written in 1863:—

“DEAR FRED:

I try to find heart and life to tell you that it is all over with dear old Nolan. The doctor has been watching him very carefully, and yesterday morning came to me and told me that Nolan was not so well, and he said he should like to see me. Well, I went in, and there, to be sure, the poor fellow lay in his berth, smiling pleasantly as he gave me his hand, but looking very frail. I could not help a glance round, which showed me what a little shrine he had made of the box he was lying in. The stars and stripes were triced up above and around a picture of Washington, and he had painted a majestic eagle, with lightnings blazing from his beak, and his foot just clasping the whole globe, which his wings overshadowed. The dear old boy saw my glance and said with a sad smile:‘Here, you see, I have a country!’

“An hour after I had left him, when the doctor went in gently, he foimd Nolan had breathed his life away with a smile.

“We looked in his Bible, and there was a slip of paper at the place where he had marked the text: ‘They desire a country, even a heavenly: wherefore God is not ashamed to be called their God: for He hath prepared for them a city.’

“On this slip of paper he had written: Bury me in the sea; it has been my home, and I love it. But will not some one set up a stone for my memory at Fort Adams, or at Orleans, that my disgrace may not be more than I ought to bear? Say on it:

In Memory of PHILIP NOLAN,

Lieutenant in the Army of the United States.

He loved his country as no other man has

loved her; but no man deserved

less at her hands.' ”

一个没有祖国的人

（节选）

爱德华·埃弗雷特·黑尔

爱德华·埃弗雷特·黑尔于1822年生于波士顿。他以他的叔叔——爱德华·埃弗雷特的名字取名，他是一位著名的演说家。他6岁开始学习拉丁语，13岁时进入哈佛学院。虽然年轻的黑尔是一名勤奋的学生，但他却擅长体育运动。即使现在，他高大的身躯和强健的手臂也展示了他的力量。

这位未来的作家和传教士在他17岁时，从哈佛光荣毕业。随后，他在父亲的报社里帮忙。他能够写社论，保管书籍，如果需要的话，还可以排版。后来，他学习了神学。

他第一次担任牧师是在麻省。他在那里待了10年，随后移居到波士顿市。当内战爆发时，他和马萨诸塞州的志愿步枪队在一起。正是根据那场战争中的一个事件，他想出了《一个没有祖国的人》的故事。它是曾经所写过的感情最强烈的爱国题材故事之一，并以几种语言再次出版。

黑尔先生担任了很多年波士顿南方公理会教堂的牧师。他写过许多书，其中最为出名的是《十次一就是十》和《以他的名义》。

一个人很难想象出比他过得还要繁忙的生活。他的日常事务包括支持公共慈善和私人慈善，做演讲、编辑、写作和准备他的布道文。

他曾经被问，他是如何完成这么多事务的，他回答：“如果你工作在阿拉丁神灯下，或蒙特克里斯托的宝藏旁，你不会想到有失败的可能。有全能的上帝在你身后，你的风险要小很多。”

菲利普·诺兰是一位杰出的年轻军官，跟“西部军团”里的军官一样。后来，我们军队的西面分部就是这么叫的。在亚伦·伯尔第一次勇敢地朝下方远征到新奥尔良，或河畔的什么地方。我认为，他在某个宴会上遇到了他欢乐、时髦、机灵的年轻伙伴。伯尔提示他，陪他说话，带他散步，还在他的平底船上作了一两天的旅行。总而言之，他就是使他着迷，让他变为他国家的卖国贼。

诺兰被证明有罪，然而你和我从来没有听说过他，但法院院长在最后问他是否希望说任何以表明他一直忠诚于美国的话，他一时极度狂暴，呐喊道：“诅咒美国！我希望我再也不要听到美国了！”

我猜想，他并不知道这种话有多么的让正主持庭审的老摩根上校感到震惊。坐在法庭上的一半军官在整个革命中都担任过军职，他们的生命，不用说他们的脖子，都在为那个国家冒险，那个他在疯狂中如此傲慢地诅咒的国家。

摩根把法官叫到他的私人房间，15分钟后出来了，脸犹如一张纸，他说：“犯人，听法庭的判决！经院长同意，法庭决定，你将永不会听到美国。”

诺兰笑了，但其他人都没有笑。年迈的摩根非常严肃，整个屋子在这一分钟极度安静，犹如黑夜。一会儿，甚至连诺兰也不狂妄自大了。随后，摩根补充道：“马歇尔先生，用有守卫的船把他送到奥尔良，并把他交给那里的海军中校。”马歇尔授命，犯人被带出了法庭。

“马歇尔先生，”老摩根继续说，“领会一下，所有人不许向犯人提起美国。马歇尔先生，替我向奥尔良的米切尔中尉致敬，要他下令，当他在船上时，所有人不许提起美国。”

诺兰可以在他所在的船上随意走动，只要他听不到他的祖国。没有人喜欢永远地遭受他这个麻烦，因为他的存在切断了一切关乎家、返回、政治、家信、和平及战争的谈话——切断了大多数人在大海上喜欢谈及的话题。

有时，当海军和海员们有特别的欢闹时，他们允许邀请“无扣”加入，他们就是这样称呼他的。随后，诺兰会和某个军官一起被送过来。于是，当他在的时候，士兵们禁止论及家乡。我看一下对诺兰的处罚会对他们有好处，我相信这种观点。他们叫他“无扣”，因为，在他总是选择穿规定的海军制服时，他不允许戴上海军扣子，原因不是由于它带有与他已断绝关系的国家的徽章，就是因为它带有那个国家的首字母。

他几乎从不被允许上岸，即使舰船停港数月，所以在最理想的状态下，他的时间也过得很无聊；每个人都允许把书借给他，倘若那书不是美国出版的，且没有暗指到美国。迟早，他都几乎会有所有进到船上的外国报纸。只是一些人必须首先检查它们，裁下所有暗指到美国的广告或偏离正题的段落。

这些书中有一本是《最后一位吟游诗人的歌》，他们都听说过它的所有内容，但绝大多数人都没见过。我想它应该出版不久。 那么，没有人想到它里面会有涉及任何国家的风险，因此，一天下午，诺兰被允许加入圈子，那个时候，他们很多人坐在甲板上吸烟，大声朗读。于是，事情发生了：诺兰依次拿到了书，读给其他人听；如我所知，他读得非常好。关于这首诗，圈子里没人知道一行，它全部都是关于魔幻和边界的骑士气概，并且还是一万年前的。可怜的诺兰镇静地读到第五篇，停了一分钟，又接着开始读，没有想到下面是什么：

那人在呼吸，但是灵魂已死，

因为他从来没有对自己说过。对我们来说，似乎任何人都不可能是第一次听到这句话，但当时，所有这些人的确那样，可怜的诺兰自己仍然在无意识中机械地读着：

“这是我自己的，我的故土！”随后，他们所有人都领会到，要付出什么代价。但他期望能读完，我猜想，脸色变得有些苍白，可还是全心投入；

他的心从来没有在体内燃烧过，

即使从异国他乡返回，

回到了自己的家？

如果有这样的人，把他识认出来。这次，所有人都远离了，渴望有任何办法能让他翻两页；但是，对于那，他并没有十分镇定；他的肤色深红，犹豫着又读起来：

他从未感到歌唱的快乐；

虽然他头衔惊人、名声响亮，

财富无边，如其所愿；

虽然他有这些财富、权力，

这可怜人只顾自我，

就在这里，那个可怜的家伙哽咽了，没法继续读下去，但他突然站了起来，挥臂把书扔进海里，随后消失在特等客舱。我们两个月内没再见到他。他再也没有大声朗读，除非它是《圣经》或莎士比亚，或一些他确信的其他东西。不仅如此，他还再也没有和另外一个年轻人进来过，准确地说，是没有和一名同伴再次进来过。

在一个大型护卫舰和英军的决斗中。敌人发射一枚炮弹，沿弧线进入了我们的一个港口广场，军官自己和几乎其他所有有枪的人都放下了枪。现在你会说，选择的勇气是什么，它看上去让人不愉快。当没有死的人自己爬起来，当他们和军医正在搬运尸体时，诺兰出现在了那儿，挽起了衬衫袖子，手里拿着通条，就好像他是军官一样，威严地告诉他们离开—— 他本应和那些应该和他待在一起的伤病人员去驾驶员座舱——样子极其兴高采烈，那个样子让人感到一切都是正确的，一切都将会变好。他自己用双手搬动炮筒，把炮瞄准，还向士兵索要火药。他待在那里，是火炮的首领，让那些家伙一直保持高涨的情绪，直到敌人投降——火炮冷却时，他坐在炮座上面，即使他一直是暴露的——向他们展示如何更简单地发射重型火炮，用自己赤裸的手嘲笑他们的错误。当炮再次冷却时，他就给它上膛，发出火炮的时间是船上任何其他火炮的两倍。准将走到前方，意在鼓励战士。诺兰摸了一下帽子，说：“我正把我们在炮兵部队的做法展示给他们看，先生。”

准将说:“我看见你做的了，谢谢你，先生；我绝不会忘记今天的，先生，而且你也不会，先生。”

在整个事情结束后，他拿到了英国人的剑。在后甲板的典礼上，陈述进行到一半时，他说：“诺兰在哪儿？要诺兰先生来这儿。”

诺兰到时，他说：“诺兰先生，今天我们都非常感激你；今天你是我们中的一位；你的名字会出现在新闻报道中。”

随后，那个老人取下了自己典礼时用的剑，交给了诺兰，还要他佩带上它。这是目睹了它的人告诉我的。诺兰像个小孩一样抽泣起来，并且他很可能就是小孩。自从在亚当斯的那天起，诺兰没有佩带过一把剑。但之后，在仪式场合，他总是佩带准将的那把精巧而古老的法国剑。

那一天，我开始第一次明白“一个没有祖国的人”。当时，我们在检修一艘又脏又小的纵帆船，它的甲板上还有奴隶。一名军官被派往去看管他们，几分钟后，他让他的船回去要求给他派来一名会讲葡萄牙语的人。诺兰站了出来，说，如果上尉希望的话，他会乐意当翻译，因为他懂那门语言。

“告诉他们，他们自由了。”沃恩说。

接着，他们开始高兴地叫喊，互相抱住，跳跃，舞蹈，亲吻诺兰的脚。

“告诉他们，”沃恩非常欣喜，他说，“我会把他们所有人带到帕尔马斯角。”

这句话并没得到很好的回应。实际上，帕尔马斯角离他们绝大多数人的家与离新奥尔良，或里约热内卢一样远； 也就是说，在那儿，他们会永久地与家分离。他们的翻译员，正如我们能够猜想到，立即说：“啊，不是帕尔马斯。”当他让人群安静下来时，可怜的诺兰额头满是汗水。“他说：‘带我们回家，带我们回到祖国，带我们回到我们自己的房子，带我们回到我们自己的黑人小孩和我们自己的妻子身边。’他说他有年迈的父亲和母亲，如果他们看不见他，他们将会去世。这个人说他的家人都病了，他把他们留了下来，荡桨下行到费尔南多，乞求白人医生来拯救他们。在海湾他刚看见家时，这些人抓住了他，自那开始，他再也没看见家里的任何人。这个人说，”诺兰哽咽了，“6个月了，当他被锁在收容场所时，他没有收到家里的只言片语。”

沃恩尽量快地获取那些话，他说：“告诉他们是，是，是；告诉他们，如果他们愿意的话，他们会去月亮山。如果我的纵帆船经过白色的大沙漠，他们会回家的。”

带些模仿的样子，诺兰也这么说出那些话。随即，他们都卧倒，再次亲吻了他，还想用他们的鼻子摩擦他的鼻子。

可他不能在船上待很久，他抓住沃恩说，他应该回去了，他示意我进入我们的船。随着我们退回到没有摇动的帆脚索，他退让了一下，对我说：“年轻人，通过这件事你能了解到，没有家庭，没有家乡，没有祖国，将会是什么样子。如果你曾经受到诱惑，要说一个字，或做一件事，可是那会在你和你的家庭、家乡、你的国家中间放一根棒子，就祈祷上帝让他宽恕你，把你那异乡的新家带到他自己的天堂。请忠实于你的家庭、孩子；在你为他们做每件事时，忘记你还有个自己。想想你的家、孩子；写封家信，寄出去，谈论谈论它。你越远离它，就越让它靠近你的思想；当你自由时，就赶紧回家，正如那个可怜的黑奴现在所做的那样。为了你的国家、孩子，”他的喉咙格格作响，“为了那个旗帜，”他指向船只，“绝不要做一个梦, 只是服侍她，正如她恳求你那样，尽管那个服侍要带你穿过一千个地狱。无论你发生什么，无论谁奉承你或辱骂你，绝不要接受另一面旗帜，绝不能有一天晚上你没有祈祷上帝保佑那个旗帜。记住，男孩，在这些所有与你相关联的人身后，在军官和政府后，甚至人民身后，都有祖国她自己，你的祖国。并且你属于她，正如你属于你自己的妈妈一样。站在她身旁，男孩，就像站在你妈妈身旁一样。”

我被他的冷静和激烈的热情给吓死了；然而，我冒失地说出我会依照值得推崇的方式走的，我从没有想象过要做别的事情。他似乎不会听我的；但他听了，几乎耳语道:“噢，如果有任何人是在你这个年纪这么跟我说！”

摘录于一封写于1863年的信：

“亲爱的弗雷德：

我尝试掏心掏肺地告诉你，亲爱的老诺兰已经去世了。医生一直在悉心照看他，昨天早晨，他过来告诉我，诺兰身体不是太健康，还说他应该想见我。我就进去了，在那儿可怜的家伙确实躺在住舱里，他把手伸向我时，很开心地微笑着，但看上去非常虚弱。我不由瞥了一眼四周，看到一个小神龛，他做好的一个预备躺在里面的盒子。星条旗被吊在华盛顿画上方，他画了一只雄鹰，它的喙处熠熠闪光，脚刚好环抱住它翅膀遮挡的整个地球。那个可爱的老男孩看见我的目光，面带悲伤的微笑，说：‘你看这里，我有一个祖国！’

“我离开他一小时后，当医生小心地进去时，他发现诺兰已面带微笑，停止了呼吸。

“我们看他的《圣经》，发现他在一张纸上给经文做了记号：‘他们渴望一个祖国，甚至是一个天国的祖国：为此上帝被称为他们的上帝，而不会感到羞愧：因为他为他们准备了一座城。’

“在这张纸上，他写道：‘把我葬在海里；它是我的家，我爱它。但是，在亚当斯城堡或奥尔良，不会有人为了纪念我而修建一座墓碑吗？我的不光彩不会多过我应该忍受的。在上面写：

纪念

菲利普·诺兰，

美国陆军中尉。

他热爱他的国家，正如其他人热爱她一样；

但是，没有人从她手中获得更少。’”





LOVE OF COUNTRY

Sir Walter Scott

Breathes there the man, with soul so dead,

Who never to himself hath said,

“This is my own, my native land!”

Whose heart hath ne'er within him burned,

As home his footsteps he hath turned,

From wandering on a foreign strand?

If such there breathe, go, mark him well.

For him no minstrel raptures swell;

High though his titles, proud his name,

Boundless his wealth as wish can claim;

Despite those titles, power, and pelf.

The wretch, concentered all in self.

Living, shall forfeit fair renown,

And, doubly dying, shall go down

To the vile dust, from whence he sprung,

Unwept, unhonored, and unsung.

From “The Lay of the Last Minstrel”

热爱乡村

沃尔特·司各特爵士

那人在呼吸，但是灵魂已死，

因为他从来没有对自己说过：

“这是我自己的，我的故土！”

他的心从来没有在体内燃烧过，

即使从异国他乡返回，

回到了自己的家？

如果有这样的人，把他识认出来。

他从未感到歌唱的快乐；

虽然他头衔惊人、名声响亮，

财富无边，如其所愿；

虽然他有这些财富、权力，

这可怜人只顾自我，

活着，却没有好名声，

生死都像死了一样，总会

归为尘土，因为他生于尘土，

无人哭泣，无人颂扬，无人歌唱。

选自《最后一位诗人的歌唱》





THE HEROINE OF NANCY

In the year 1476, Charles the Bold, Duke of Burgundy, laid siege to the town of Nancy, capital of the duchy of Lorraine. In the absence of the young duke, Ren Ⅱ., who had gone to raise troops among the enemies of Charles, the town and its little garrison were left in charge of a brave and patriotic governor, who had an only daughter, named Tlsile. It is with the noble conduct of this heroic young girl that our story has chiefly to do.

Charles the Bold—who ought rather to have been called the Rash, or the Furious, from his headlong and violent disposition—had sought to erect a kingdom within the dominions of his great rival, Louis Ⅺ. of France. To extend his power, he had overrun provinces, which, as soon as his strong hand was withdrawn, took the first opportunity to revolt against him. Lorraine was one of these; and he now appeared before the walls of Nancy, resolved to punish its inhabitants, whom he regarded as rebels.

But, thanks to the governor and his heroic daughter, the city held out bravely, both against the assaults of his soldiers, and the threats and promises with which he tried to induce a surrender. While the governor directed and encouraged the defenders, Tlsile inspired their wives and daughters.

“Let us do,” she cried, “as did the women of Beauvais when this same cruel Charles laid siege to their town. Mothers armed themselves, young girls seized whatever weapons they could find, — hatchets, broken lances, which they bound together with their hair; and they joined their sons and brothers in the fight. They drove the invader from their walls; and so will we defeat and drive him back!”

“Put no trust in the tyrant!” said the intrepid governor, addressing the people. “He is as faithless as he is cruel. He has promised to spare our lives and our property if we will accept him as our ruler; but be not deceived. Once within our walls, he will give up to massacre and pillage the city that has cost him so dear.

“But if not for our own sakes,” he went on, “then for the love of our rightful lord, Duke Ren, let us continue the glorious struggle. Already at the head of a brave Swiss army, he is hastening to our relief. He will soon be at our gates. Let us hold out till then; or, sooner than betray our trust, let us fall with our defenses and be buried in the ruins of our beloved city!”

Thus defended, Nancy held out until Charles, maddened to fury by so unexpected and so prolonged a resistance, made a final, desperate attempt to carry the town. By stratagem, quite as much as by force, he succeeded in gaining an entrance within the walls; and Nancy was at his mercy.

In the flush of vengeance and success, he was for putting at once all the inhabitants—men, women, and children—to the sword. A young maiden was brought before him.

“Barbarian! ” she cried, “if we are all to perish, over whom will you reign?”

“Who are you, bold girl! that dare to speak to me thus?” said the astonished Charles.

“Your prisoner, and one who would prevent you from adding to the list of your cruelties!”

Her beauty, her courage, and the prophetic tones in which she spoke, arrested Charles's fury.

“Give up to me your governor, whom I have sworn to punish,” he said, “and a portion of the inhabitants shall be spared.”

But the governor was her own father, —for the young girl was no other than Tlsile. Listening to the entreaties of his friends, he had assumed the dress of a private citizen; and all loved the good old man too well to point him out to the tyrant.

When Tlsile sorrowfully reported to her father the duke's words, he smiled. “Be of good cheer, my daughter! ” he said. “I will see the Duke Charles, and try what I can do to persuade him.”

When brought before the conqueror, he said, “There is but one man who can bring the governor to you. Swear on your sword to spare all the inhabitants of the town, and he shall be given up.”

“That will I not!” cried the angry duke. “They have braved my power too long; they have scorned my offers; they have laughed at my threats; now woe to the people of Nancy!”

Then, turning to his officers, he commanded that every tenth person in the town should be slain, and they at once gave orders for the decimation. The inhabitants, young and old, women and infants, were assembled in a line which extended through the principal street of the city; while soldiers ransacked the houses, in order to drive forth or kill any that might remain concealed.

It was a terrible day for the doomed city. Families clung together, friends embraced friends; some weeping and lamenting, some trying to comfort and sustain those who were weaker than they, others calmly awaiting their fate.

Then, at a word from the conqueror, a herald went forth, and, waving his hand before the gathered multitude, began to count. Each on whom fell the fatal number ten was to be given at once to the sword. But at the outset a difficulty arose.

Near the head of the line Telesile and the governor were placed; and the devoted girl, watching the movements of the herald, and hearing him count aloud, saw by a rapid glance that the dreaded number was about to fall upon her father. Quick as thought, she slipped behind him and placed herself at his other side. Before the old man was aware of her object, the doom which should have been his had fallen upon his daughter. He stood for a moment stupefied with astonishment and grief, then called out to the herald, “Justice! justice!”

“What is the matter, old man?” demanded the herald, before passing on.

“The count is wrong! there is a mistake! Not her!” exclaimed the father, as the executioners were laying hands upon Tlsile; “take me, for I was the tenth!”

“Not so,” said Tlsile calmly. “You all saw that the number came to me.”

“She put herself in my way, —she took my place, —on me! let the blow fall on me!” pleaded the old man; while she as earnestly insisted that she was the rightly chosen victim.

Amazed to see two persons striving for the privilege of death at their hands, the butchers dragged them before Charles the Bold, that he might decide the question between them.

Charles was no less surprised at beholding once more the maiden and the old man who had already appeared before him, and at learning the cause of their strange dispute; for he knew not yet that they were parent and child. Notwithstanding his violent disposition, the conqueror had a heart which pity could sometimes touch, and he was powerfully moved by the sight that met his eyes.

“I pray you hear me!” cried Tlsile, throwing herself at his feet. “I am a simple maiden; my life is of no account; then let me die, my lord duke! But spare, oh, spare him, the best, the noblest of men, whose life is useful to all our unhappy people!”

“Do not listen to her!” exclaimed the old man, almost too much affected to speak; “or if you do, let her own words confute her argument. You behold her courage, her piety, her self-sacrifice; and I see you are touched! You will not, you cannot, destroy so precious a life! It is I who am now worthless to my people. My days are almost spent. Even if you spare me, I have but a little while to live.”

Then Tlsile, perceiving the eyes of Charles bent upon her with a look of mingled admiration and pity, said:“Do not think there is anything wonderful in my conduct; I do but my simple duty; I plead for my father's life!”

“Yes, I am her father,” said the old man, moved by a sudden determination. “And I am something more. My lord duke, behold the man on whom you have sworn to have revenge. I am he who defended the city so long against you. Now let me die!”

At this a multitude of people broke from the line in which they had been ranged, and, surrounding the governor and his daughter, made a rampart of their bodies about them, exclaiming, “Let us die for him! We will die for our good governor!”

All the better part of the rude Charles's nature was roused. Tears were in his own eyes, his voice was shaken by emotion. “Neither shall die!” he cried. “Old man! fair maiden! I spare your lives and, for your sake, the lives of all these people. Nay, do not thank me; for I have gained in this interview a knowledge which I could never have acquired through years of conquest—that human love is greater than kingly power, and that mercy is sweeter than vengeance!”

Well would it have been for the rash Charles could he have gained that knowledge earlier, or have shaped his future life by it even then. Still fired by ambition and love of power, he went forth to fight Duke Ren, who now appeared with an army to relieve his fair city of Nancy. A battle ensued, in which Charles was defeated and slain; and in the midst of joy and thanksgiving, the rightful duke entered and once more took possession of the town.

Warmly as he was welcomed, there were two who shared with him the honors of that happy day — the old man who had defended Nancy so long and well, and the young girl whose heroic conduct had saved from massacre one-tenth of all its inhabitants.

南希城的女英雄

1476年，勇敢的查尔斯、勃艮第公爵包围了南希城，这是洛伦的公爵领地。年轻的公爵雷内二世此时不在领地，一位勇敢、忠诚的看守掌管这座城市和要塞，他只有一个独生女，叫做泰蕾希。我们的故事主要讲述这位年轻女孩的英雄事迹。

勇敢的查尔斯——其实更应该叫做草率的或者狂暴的查尔斯，因为他性情鲁莽而残暴——要在他最大的对手、法国的路易十一世的势力范围内建立一个王国。为了扩张势力，他攻陷了许多省城，他的铁骑一旦离开，这些省城又在第一时间里反抗他。洛伦就是这样的省城之一，勇敢的查尔斯现在出现在南希城的城墙，决心要惩罚这里的居民，因为他把他们当作反叛者。

但是多亏了看守和他英雄的女儿，这座城市勇敢地做出反击，抗击查尔斯士兵的攻击，抗击威胁，抗击他用来诱降的承诺。就在看守指挥、鼓励抵抗者的时候，泰蕾希鼓励他们的妻子和女儿。

“让我们行动起来，”她喊道，“就像博韦的女人做的一样，同样残忍的查尔斯也侵略了她们的城市。那里的母亲们武装起自己，那里的年轻姑娘拿起所能找到的所有武器——小斧子、破矛，她们用头发把这些绑在了一起；她们同自己的儿子、兄弟一起打仗。她们把侵略者打到城墙之外；我们也要打败他、赶走他！”

“不要相信暴君！”勇敢的看守说，向着人群，“他没有信仰、残忍无比。他承诺饶恕我们的性命、不拿我们的财产，只要我们接受他做我们的统治者，但是不要被欺骗。一旦进到城里，他就会屠杀、屠城，因为这座城市让他付出了代价。

“如果不是为了我们自己，”他接着说，“那么为了我们公正的主人雷内公爵，让我们继续英勇地抵抗。他现在已经集结了一支勇敢的瑞士军队，正在前来解救我们。他马上就会抵达我们的城门。让我们坚持到那时；我们宁愿抵抗而亡，埋葬在心爱城市的废墟里，也不要放弃我们的信念！”

南希城坚持抵抗，查尔斯气得发疯，因为这样长久的抵抗超出了他的预料，他最后拼死一搏，要拿下南希城。通过计谋、而不是武力，他在城墙上打开一个缺口；南希城被攻陷了。

查尔斯被复仇、胜利冲昏头脑，他决定把所有居民——男人、女人还有孩子——都杀掉。一位年轻的少女被带到他的面前。

“野兽！”她喊道，“如果我们都死了，你将要统治谁？”

“大胆女孩，你是谁！竟敢对我如此说话？”查尔斯惊讶地说。

“我是你的囚犯，我要阻止你不要罪行过于深重！”

她的美丽、她的勇敢还有她深明大义的话语让查尔斯平静下来。

“交出你们的看守，我曾承诺要惩罚他，”他说，“只有这样一部分居民才可以幸免。”

但是看守是她自己的父亲——因为这女孩不是别人，就是泰蕾希。看守听到了朋友的请求，穿上了一位普通市民的衣服。所有的人都喜爱这位善良的老人，不愿把他指认出来，交给暴君。

泰蕾希痛苦地把公爵的话说给自己的父亲，他笑着说：“高兴起来，我的女儿！”他说：“我会面见查尔斯公爵的，看一看如何劝说他。”

他被带到征服者的面前，他说：“只有一个人可以把看守带到你的面前。拿你的剑发誓，饶恕所有城市居民的性命，我就会交出看守。”

“我绝不会的！”愤怒的公爵叫喊道，“他们抵抗我的军队太久，他们蔑视我的建议，他们嘲笑我的威胁。现在南希城的人遭殃了！”

然后，他转向自己的军官，命令城里每十个人将有一个被杀掉，他们立刻下达屠杀的命令。无论老人还是孩子，无论妇女还是婴儿，所有的居民都带来了，站成一排，占满了城市的主要街道。这时士兵搜刮每一所房子，要赶出或者杀掉任何躲在里面的人。

这不幸的城市注定要经受这可怕的一天。家人簇拥在一起，朋友拥抱着朋友；有些人哭泣，有些人痛哭，有些人尝试安慰、鼓舞比他们弱小的人，其他人平静地等待着自己的命运。

之后，征服者下达命令，一位传令官走上前来，在聚集的人群前挥了挥手，开始清点人数。那致命的数字“十”究竟要落在谁的身上，这时就要根据这把剑来确定。但是就在开始的时候，困难产生了。

泰蕾希和看守站在了排的前头，这善良的女孩看着传令官的动作，听他大声地清点人数，眼看那可怕的数字就要落在她父亲的头上。她灵机一动，溜在他的身后，站在他的另外一边。老人还没有清楚她的意图，本来应该降临到他头上的厄运降临到了他女儿的头上。他十分惊讶、非常痛苦，站在那里愣了一会儿，后来向传令官喊起来：“公正！公正！”

“出了什么事，老头？”传令官问，还没有走开。

“你的数数错了！数错了！不是她！”父亲叫喊道，刽子手已经把手放在了泰蕾希的身上；“是我，我是第十个人！”

“不是这样，”泰蕾希平静地说，“你们都看到了这数字落在我这儿。”

“她站在了我的位置——她夺走了我的位置——是我！让刀落在我身上吧！”老人哀求起来，她也同样急切地恳求着，说自己才是被选出来的人。

屠夫惊讶地看着这两个人，看着他们征求死的优先权，把他们带到了勇敢的查尔斯面前，好让他决定他们之间的问题。

查尔斯也感到非常意外，他又看到了这位姑娘还有这位老人，之前两位都出现在了他的面前，知道了他们之间奇怪争论的原因他也非常惊讶，因为他还不知道他们是父亲和女儿。虽然他性情狂躁，但是征服者的心有时依然可以被怜悯打动，他被眼前的景象深深地感动了。

“我求你听我说！”泰蕾希喊起来，跪在他的脚下。“我不过是一个普通的女孩，我的生命没有价值。我的公爵大人，让我死吧！但是饶恕，啊，饶恕他，他是最好的、最高贵的人，他的生命对我们这些不幸的人非常有用！”

“不要听她的！”老人喊道，他非常激动，几乎说不出话来，“即使你听了，她的话也是自相矛盾。看看她的勇气、她的虔诚、她的无私，我看到你感动了！你不会、你不能毁掉这么珍贵的生命！现在是我对于我的人民没有一点儿价值。我的日子不多了。即使你饶恕了我，我也没有多少时日可活。”

这时泰蕾希看到查尔斯的眼睛看着自己，里面混合着敬佩与怜悯，她说：“你不要认为我的行为里有任何不平凡的东西，我只是在履行我简单的责任，我在保护我父亲的生命！”

“是的，我是她的爸爸，”老人说，被女儿的坚定感动了，“我不只是一个父亲。公爵大人，看一看我吧，你发誓要复仇的人就是我。多少天以来我守卫着城市，抗击着你。现在让我死吧！”

人群里站满了人，这时一大批人冲出人群，把看守和他的女儿围绕起来，用他们的身体把他们保护起来，大声说：“让我们为他而死！我们愿意为我们好心的看守而死！”

鲁莽的查尔斯天性里所有优点都被唤醒了。他眼里满是泪水，他的声音因为激动而发抖。“没有人会死！”他大声说。“老人！漂亮的姑娘！我饶恕你们的生命，因为你们，我饶恕所有人的生命。不，不要感谢我，今天我所获得的感动是我之前所有征战都无法给予的——人间的爱要比国王的权力还要伟大，怜悯比复仇还要甜美！”

如果鲁莽的查尔斯可以更早获得这样的感动或者从此以后以此来塑造自己的未来，那么还一切都好。但是他依然被雄心和对权力的热爱所驱使，他前去迎战雷内公爵，雷内公爵此时带着军队来解救自己美好的南希城。战争开始了，查尔斯被打败，死了；在喜悦和感恩中，合法的公爵进入城市，又一次拥有了南希城。

他得到了热烈欢迎，但是还有两个与他一起分享了那美好一天的荣耀——那位老人，他保护南希城很长时间、保护得非常好，还有那年轻的女孩，她的英雄作为保护十分之一的居民免受杀戮。





HUMANITY

William Cowper

I would not enter on my list of friends

(Though graced with polished manners and fine sense,

Yet wanting sensibility) the man

Who needlessly sets foot upon a worm.

An inadvertent step may crush the snail

That crawls at evening in the public path;

But he that has humanity, forewarned,

Will tread aside, and let the reptile live.

人性

威廉·考珀

我不会在朋友的名单上加上

（虽然他举止动人、意识机敏，

但是缺少情感）这样的人，

因为他毫无必要就踩死了虫子。

怠慢的脚步可以碾碎蜗牛，

因为蜗牛也可以在晚间爬在路上；

有人性的人却会小心翼翼，

会走在一边，让爬虫活着。





AN ICEBERG

Richard H. Dana, Jr.

Richard Henry Dana, Jr., was born in Cambridge, Mass., in 1815, and died in 1882.

He was educated at Harvard College. During his course there his eyesight became affected, and he was obliged to leave college for a time.

Being advised to take a sea voyage, he shipped for California and spent two years as a common sailor. On his return he published an account of his adventures, entitled “Two Years before the Mast.” This book became popular both in England and America. It is still widely read.

Mr. Dana was admitted to the bar when he was twenty-five years old, and always held a prominent position as a lawyer and writer.

This day the sun rose fair, but it ran too low in the heavens to give any heat, or thaw out our sails and is rigging; yet the sight of it was pleasant, and we had a steady “reef-topsail breeze” from the westward. The atmosphere, which had previously been clear and cold, for the last few hours grew damp and had a disagreeable, wet chilliness in it; and the man who came from the wheel said he heard the captain tell “the passenger” that the thermometer had fallen several degrees since morning, which he could not account for in any other way than by supposing that there must be ice near us, though such a thing was rarely heard of in this latitude at this season of the year.

At twelve o'clock we went below, and had just got through dinner when the cook put his head down the scuttle and told us to come on deck and see the finest sight that we had ever seen. “Where away, doctor?” asked the first man who was up. “On the larboard bow.” And there lay, floating in the ocean, several miles off, an immense, irregular mass, its top and points covered with snow, and its center of a deep indigo color. This was an iceberg, and of the largest size, as one of our men said who had been in the Northern Ocean. As far as the eye could reach, the sea in every direction was of a deep blue color, the waves running high and fresh, and sparkling in the light; and in the midst lay this immense mountain-island, its cavities and valleys thrown into deep shade, and its points and pinnacles glittering in the sun.

All hands were soon on deck looking at it, and admiring, in various ways, its beauty and grandeur. But no description can give any idea of the strangeness, splendor, and really the sublimity of the sight. Its great size, —for it must have been from two to three miles in circumference, and several hundred feet in height, —its slow motion, as its base rose and sank in the water and its high points nodded against the clouds; the dashing of the waves upon it, which, breaking high with foam, lined its base with a white crust; and the thundering sound of the cracking of the mass, and the breaking and tumbling down of huge pieces, together with its nearness and approach, which added to a slight element of fear, all combined to give to it the character of true sublimity.

The main body of the mass was, as I have said, of an indigo color, its base crusted with foam, and, as it grew thin and transparent towards the edges and top, its color shaded off from a deep blue to the whiteness of snow. It seemed to be drifting slowly towards the north, so that we kept away and avoided it. It was in sight all the afternoon, and when we got to leeward of it the wind died away, so that we lay to quite near it for a greater part of the night.

Unfortunately there was no moon; but it was a clear night, and we could plainly mark the long, regular heaving of the stupendous mass, as its edges moved slowly against the stars, now revealing them and now shutting them in. Several times in our watch loud cracks were heard,which sounded as though they must have run through the whole length of the iceberg, and several pieces fell down with a thundering crash, plunging heavily into the sea. Towards morning a strong breeze sprang up, and we filled away, and left it astern, and at daylight it was out of sight.

From “Two Years before the Mast”

冰山

小理查德·H·达纳

小理查德·H·达纳于1815年生于麻省的剑桥，死于1882年。

他在哈佛大学接受教育。他在念书期间视力受到影响，被迫离开学校一段时间。

有人建议他进行航海旅行，他坐船驶往加利福尼亚，作为普通海员度过了两年时光。返回后，他发表了旅行日志，名为《桅杆前的两年生活》。这本书在英国和美国流行起来，得到了广泛阅读。

达纳先生25岁进入法律界，一直作为律师和作家拥有杰出地位。

这一天太阳升起来了，非常漂亮，但是太阳在天空的位置还是很低，没有任何热量，不能让我们帆和索具上的冰融化；但是看到了太阳我们都非常高兴，从西方刮来了稳稳的“上桅帆风”。之前的空气冷而清新，过去几个小时变得潮湿起来，又略带冷意，让人感觉不是十分舒服；一个人从舵轮过来，说他听说船长告诉“乘客”从早晨到现在温度计显示已经下降了好几度，他无法以其他方式解释这一情况，只能认为我们附近有一处冰山，虽然在这样的纬度、在一年当中的这个季节，这样的事情是闻所未闻的。

12点我们回到舱里，刚刚吃完饭，这时厨师把头探进舷窗，告诉我们快去甲板，看一看我们从来没有见过的最奇妙景象。“去哪，医生？”一个人第一个站起来，这样问道。“左舷。”那里，一个庞然大物漂浮在海上，处于几里之外，顶端和四角由冰雪覆盖，中间部分呈现出深深的靛蓝色。这是一块冰山，体积巨大，我们中的一个船员就是这么说的，他曾经去过北海。在视力可及的范围内，海水在所有方向都变成了深蓝色，波浪很大，在阳光中发光；海水中间漂浮着这庞大的冰山之岛，上面的洞和谷形成了深色的阴影，四角和顶端在阳光中闪闪发光。

所有水手马上都来到甲板，看着冰山，以不同的方式赞叹着它的美丽和巨大。但是任何描写都无法表达这景象的神奇、壮观和壮美。它巨大的体形——它在周长上一定有两到三里长，高度也有几百米——它运动缓慢，底部在水里升起又下降，而顶端向着天上的云点头；波浪撞击在冰山之上，溅起高高的泡沫，把冰山的底端画上一层白色的冰壳。这庞然大物发出雷鸣般的响声，大片的冰雪掉落下来，又距离我们如此之近，多少让人有点儿害怕，所有这些都给冰山添加了真正的壮美之感。

如我所说，这庞然大物的主体是靛蓝色的，底端泛着白沫，越到边缘和顶端就越变得狭小而透明，颜色也由深蓝而过渡到雪一样的白。冰山好像在向着北方慢慢漂移，我们只好远离，避免靠近。整个下午我们都可以看到冰山，我们向着背风方向行驶，风停了下来，这样我们在夜间大部分时间里靠近冰山。

很不幸，这一晚没有月亮；夜色晴朗，我们可以清晰地看到那庞然大物漫长的、有节奏的上下浮动，冰山的边缘向着星星慢慢移动，一会儿把它们显露出来，一会儿又遮盖下去。有几次，我们的瞭望塔上可以听到巨大声响，这声音就好像是从冰山传播过来，有几块巨冰带着巨大声响掉进水里，深深地落在海里。早晨时分起了强风，我们升起了船帆，远离而去，冰山在白天时就已经消失在视野里。

选自《桅杆前的两年生活》





JOHN MILTON

John Milton was born in 1608, in a house called “The Spread Eagle”, in the very heart of old London. His father, also John Milton, was a scrivener or lawyer, and was well known as a musical composer. He had received a good education and took great pains with his son, employing private tutors for him, and afterwards sending him to St. Paul's school, where he was for some time a day scholar.

The boy was as desirous of an education as his father could wish, and became so interested in his books that he would read and study until after midnight。

His compositions and verses attracted attention during his early boyhood. Before he was sixteen years old he had written two of the Psalms in verse.

While at St. Paul's he formed a close friendship with Charles Diodati, the son of an exiled Italian physician. This friendship aroused Milton's interest in Italian literature.

Milton entered Christ's College, Cambridge, when he was seventeen years old, remaining there seven years. The handsome, graceful young man, with his scorn of all that lacked refinement, was not popular during the first years of his college course, and the students called him “The Lady”. They soon learned to honor his high character and brilliant scholarship. He was regarded as the best student of the university.

He had at first intended to become a clergyman, but gave up this plan and was uncertain as to what he should do. His father had taken a house at Horton, about twenty miles from London, and, after leaving Cambridge, Milton spent five years at home, studying Greek and Latin, taking solitary walks, and writing wonderful verses. He also continued the study of music under his father's teaching, and took great delight in it. Some of his most famous poems were written during those years at Horton.

Milton had long desired to travel, and after the death of his mother he found his home so lonely that he persuaded his father to allow him to visit France, Italy, and Switzerland. This journey occupied nearly sixteen months, and was a season of delight to the young poet, who, by reading, had become familiar with these old cities and the famous men who had walked their streets. He also became acquainted with many learned men and persons of rank, and was received everywhere with courteous attention. During his stay at Florence he met the astronomer, Galileo, then old and blind, and recently released from prison, where he had been confined on account of his theories and discoveries.

The house at Horton was occupied but a short time after Milton's return. His father went to live with his son Christopher, and the poet went to London. He hired a pretty “garden-house”, large enough for himself and his books, and lived there with his two nephews, of whose education he took charge. He was fond of teaching, and gradually several other boys joined the class, and his house became a small private school.

In the spring of his thirty-fifth year Milton went to Oxford and returned a month later, bringing home a bride and a party of her relatives. After several days spent in feasting, the young wife of seventeen summers was left alone with her husband, who became once more absorbed in his books. Mrs. Milton cared nothing for literature, and before the summer was over she went to visit her father, promising to return during September. She refused to go home at the appointed time and remained away for two years.

During the meantime Milton's father had come to live with him, and the number of his pupils had so increased that he had taken a larger house. After the death of his father, Milton decided to devote more time to writing, so he dismissed his pupils and removed to a smaller house. He became deeply interested in politics, writing some bold and daring essays on the questions of the day. When he was forty years old he was appointed Secretary of Foreign Tongues, with a large salary and a residence in Whitehall Palace in Scotland Yard. His eyesight had begun to fail, and three years after accepting this office he became blind. He continued, however, to attend to his duties with the aid of two assistants. Shortly after he lost his sight his wife died, leaving three little daughters. Four years later he married a second time, but this wife lived but a short time.

In 1660, when Milton was fifty-two years old, there came another change in the government, and Milton's life was in danger. He was obliged to hide for several months. Life seemed very gloomy to the blind man. His friends were dead or in exile, he had lost a large share of his property, and his work during the last twenty years seemed thrown away.

Many years before, Milton had planned to write his great poem of “Paradise Lost”. He now devoted himself to this work, dictating it to Dorothy, his youngest and favorite child, who bore some resemblance to her father, and who was most in sympathy with him.

Milton married for the third time during his fifty-fifth year. This wife proved a blessing to him. She was a lover of music, and sang to him while he accompanied her upon the organ or bass viol. They walked together and talked about his favorite books and men of learning. His poem “Paradise Lost” was finished during the next two years. He loaned a copy to a friend, who suggested his writing “Paradise Regained,” which was published about four years later.

These poems rank as the grandest works of one of the greatest minds that the world has ever known. The poet's humble home became an attraction for many visitors, who wished to look upon and talk with the man whose genius was so great.

Milton died in 1674.

约翰·弥尔顿

约翰·弥尔顿于1608年出生于一所叫做“雄鹰展翅”的房子，这座房子位于伦敦旧城的中心。

他的父亲也叫做约翰·弥尔顿，他是一位公证人或者律师，并以作曲家的身份而闻名。他受到过良好的教育，养育儿子也颇费心力，为他找来私人教师，此后又把他送到圣保罗学校，他在那里做了一段时间的日校学生。

同父亲希望的一样，孩子非常想接受教育，对书本产生了浓厚兴趣，他通常会阅读、学习到午夜以后。

年幼时，他的作文和诗歌就得到了众人的注意。16岁之前，他用诗体写作了两篇赞美诗。

在圣保罗学习期间，他与查尔斯·狄奥达迪结下了深厚的友谊，后者是流亡到英国的意大利医生的儿子。这段友谊让弥尔顿对意大利文学产生兴趣。

弥尔顿17岁进入剑桥大学基督学院，在那里度过了7年时光。年轻的弥尔顿英俊而优雅，鄙视没有教养的人，在他第一年的大学生活里并不受人欢迎，学生们都把他叫做“夫人”。但是他们很快就学会了尊重他的品质和友谊。他被认为是学校里最好的学生。

他起先打算成为一名牧师，但是又放弃了，对于自己要做什么并不确定。他的父亲在霍顿安了家，距离伦敦大概20英里，离开剑桥后他在家里度过了5年时间，学习古希腊文和拉丁文，一个人散步，写作诗歌。他还继续在父亲指导下研究音乐，音乐也给他带来了乐趣。他几首最著名的诗歌就是在霍顿生活期间写出来的。

弥尔顿很久以来就打算旅行，在他的母亲去世以后，他发现在家里非常孤单，他说服了父亲，允许他去法国、意大利及瑞士旅行。这一旅行大概持续了6个月的时间，对于年轻的诗人来说充满了乐趣，他通过阅读熟悉了这些古老的城市、熟悉了城市里散步的名人。他也结识了许多有学识、居高位的人，在许多地方都得到了礼遇。在佛罗伦萨期间，他会见了天文学家伽利略，当时伽利略已经变老、失明，刚从监狱里释放出来。伽利略因为自己的理论和发现而被囚禁。

弥尔顿返回以后，在霍顿的家休息一段时间。他的父亲去和他的儿子克里斯托弗生活在一起，而诗人来到了伦敦。他租下一间漂亮的“花园房子”，对于他自己和书足够大了，他在这里与两个侄儿生活在一起，他负责两人的教育。他喜欢教书，渐渐其他的孩子也来到他的课堂，他的家变成了一个小型的私人学校。

在他35岁的春季，弥尔顿来到牛津大学，一个月之后返回，把妻子和她的几位亲戚带回了家。夫妻度过了几天的歌酒生活，后来17岁大的年轻妻子与她的丈夫留在一起，弥尔顿又一次沉迷于书本。弥尔顿夫人对于文学毫不在意，夏季结束之前，她去拜访自己的父亲，承诺9月就返回。她拒绝在承诺的时间返回家，离开了两年的时间。

在这段时间里，弥尔顿的父亲与他生活在一起，学生的数量增加了许多，弥尔顿搬到一间更大的房间。父亲去世后，弥尔顿决定把更多的时间用在写作上，因此他遣散了学生，搬进更小的房子。他对政治非常感兴趣，关于当时的问题写出了几篇胆大的散文。弥尔顿40岁被任命为外文秘书，工资可观，住处在苏格兰广场的白厅。他的视力开始下降，接受这一职务3年之后弥尔顿失明。然而，他依然在两个助手的协助下尽职尽责。弥尔顿失明后不久他的妻子去世，留下了三个女儿。4年以后他第二次结婚，但是他的妻子只活了很短的时间。

1660年，弥尔顿52岁，政府发生了变化，弥尔顿的生命处于危险之中。在几个月的时间里，他被迫隐藏起来。对于这位盲人，生活变得暗淡起来。他的朋友或已死去，或在流亡之中，他丧失了财产的大部分，他最后20年的作品好像丢失掉了。

许多年以前，弥尔顿就计划写作自己的伟大诗歌《失乐园》。他现在全心投身于这一作品，口述给他最小、最喜爱的女儿陶乐思，陶乐思与他的父亲有几分相像，与他志趣相投。

弥尔顿55岁第三次结婚。这位妻子给他带来了幸福。她喜爱音乐，她唱歌，弥尔顿用风琴或者六弦琴伴奏。他们一起散步，谈论弥尔顿喜爱的书籍以及文人。他的诗歌《失乐园》在后两年的时间里完成。他把一个抄本借给一位朋友，朋友建议他写《复乐园》，4年后发表。

这些诗歌是世界上最伟大心灵的最伟大作品。诗人简陋的家吸引了众多的拜访者，他们都希望瞻仰这位杰出的天才，与他交谈。

弥尔顿死于1674年。





DEATH OF SAMSON

John MiltonScene—In Gaza

Occasions drew me early to this city;

And, as the gates I entered with sunrise,

The morning trumpets festival proclaimed

Through each high street: little I had dispatched,

When all abroad was rumored that this day

Samson should be brought forth, to show the people

Proof of his mighty strength in feats and games;

I sorrowed at his captive state, but minded

Not to be absent at that spectacle.

The building was a spacious theater

Half-round, on two main pillars vaulted high.

With seats, where all the lords, and each degree

Of sort, might sit in order to behold;

The other side was open, where the throng

On banks and scaffolds under sky might stand;

I among these, aloof, obscurely stood.

The feast and noon grew high, and sacrifice

Had filled their hearts with mirth, high cheer, and wine,

When to their sports they turned. Immediately

Was Samson as a public servant brought.

In their state livery clad; before him pipes

And timbrels, on each side went armed guards.

Both horse and foot; before him and behind

Archers and slingers, cataphracts and spears.

At sight of him the people with a shout

Rifted the air, clamoring their god with praise,

Who had made their dreadful enemy their thrall.

He, patient, but undaunted, where they led him,

Came to the place; and what was set before him,

Which without help of eye might be essayed,

To heave, pull, draw, or break, he still performed,

All with incredible, stupendous force,

None daring to appear antagonist.

At length, for intermission sake, they led him

Between the pillars; he his guide requested,

As over-tired, to let him lean awhile

With both his arms on those two massy pillars,

That to the arched roof gave main support.

He, unsuspicious, led him; which when Samson

Felt in his arms, with head awhile inclined,

And eyes fast fixed he stood, as one who prayed,

Or some great matter in his mind revolved;

At last, with head erect, thus cried aloud:

“Hitherto, lords, what your commands imposed

I have performed, as reason was, obeying,

Not without wonder or delight beheld:

Now, of my own accord, such other trial

I mean to show you of my strength, yet greater,

As with amaze shall strike all who behold.”

This uttered, straining all his nerves, he bowed;

As with the force of winds and waters pent,

When mountains tremble, those two massy pillars

With horrible convulsion to and fro

He tugged, he shook, till down they came, and drew

The whole roof after them, with burst of thunder.

Upon the heads of all who sat beneath, —

Lords, ladies, captains, counselors, or priests.

Their choice nobility and flower, not only

Of this, but each Philistian city round.

Met from all parts to solemnize this feast.

Samson, with these immixed, inevitably

Pulled down the same destruction on himself;

The vulgar only 'scaped who stood without.

From “Samson Agonistes”

参孙之死

约翰·弥尔顿场景——加沙

发生一些事情，让我早早来到这座城市；

太阳升起，我从大门进入，

清晨的号角宣布节日开始，

传遍大街小巷：我刚刚出发，

传言四起，说今天

参孙会到来，表演给人们，

在大庭广众证明他强大的力量；

我对他的囚禁生活感到悲伤，但是尽量

要在当场出席。

那场地是一个巨大的剧院，

半圆形，由两个巨大的支柱擎起，

设有座位，所有的老爷，各色

人等都可以按次序就座、观看；

另外一边是打开的，人群

可以站在露天的岸边和舞台；

远远的，我混迹在人群之中。

盛宴很热烈，献祭

把他们的心填满愉快、兴奋和美酒，

他们开始狂饮。很快，

参孙被带出来，作为公共仆人，

他穿着制服；他的面前放着木管

和铃鼓，两边都有武装的守卫。

马匹和步兵；他的前后

是箭兵和投石兵，铁甲骑兵和矛兵。

一见到他，人们开始叫喊，

喊声震天，赞扬他们的神灵，

他把他们可怕的敌人变成了奴隶。

他很有耐心，无所畏惧，来到

他们引导他的地方；摆放在他面前的东西，

不接触眼睛的帮助也可以摸索，

他要表演投掷、拖拉、破坏，

他力大无穷，不可想象，

没有人胆敢做他的敌人。

最后，中场休息，他们把他带到

柱子之间。因为过于疲惫，

他要求他的向导，让他把两个胳膊

放在两根巨大的柱子上面，

穹顶主要支撑在两根柱子之上。

向导没有怀疑，引导他上前；参孙

用胳膊抱紧柱子，脑袋垂着，

眼睛盯着，他站着，好像在祈祷，

或者他的头脑里考虑着某些大事；

最后他把头扬起来，大声喊道：

“至此，主啊，我履行了

你赋予我的命令，理智地服从，

并非没有神奇或者愉快：

现在，我自愿，给你再次展示

我的力量、我更大的力量，

所有见到的人都会感到惊讶。”

说了这些，鼓足力量，他弯身；

带着风和流水的力量，

好像山崩裂，两根巨大的柱子

带着可怕的震动来回

摇摆，他摇动着，最后柱子破碎，整个

穹顶随后而下，声响巨大，

落在所有坐在下面人的头上——

老爷、太太、将军、议员或者牧师

权贵之人，不但

这些人，而且所有周边菲力士城市的人，

都从四面八方前来庆祝这盛典。

参孙与这些都在一起，不可避免地

把同样的毁灭拉到自己身上；

只有站在外面的穷人逃离出来。

选自《力士参孙》





MAY MORNING

John Milton

Now the bright morning star, Day's harbinger,

Comes dancing from the east, and leads with her

The flowery May, who from her green lap throws

The yellow cowslip and the pale primrose.

Hail, bounteous May, that dost inspire

Mirth, and youth, and warm desire!

Woods and groves are of thy1 dressing;

Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing.

Thus we salute thee2 with our early song,

And welcome thee, and wish thee long.

五月清晨

约翰·弥尔顿

此时，明亮的晨星，白日的使者，

跳着舞从东方而来，带来了

花季的五月，从她绿色的衣裙下抛下

黄色的九轮草和白色的报春花。

你好，慷慨的五月，你激发

出愉悦、青春和温暖的热情！

树林和草地得到你的装点；

山川和河谷吹嘘你的恩情。

我们因此用我们的晨歌问候你，

欢迎你，祝愿你能够长久。

1. thy，古英语用法，相当于现代英语中的“your”。

2. thee，古英语用法，相当于现代英语中的“you”。





ON HIS BLINDNESS

John Milton

When I consider how my light is spent,

Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide,

And that one talent which is death to hide

Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent

To serve therewith my Maker, and present

My true account, lest He returning chide;

“Doth God exact day-labor, light denied?”

I fondly ask; but Patience, to prevent

That murmur, soon replies, “God doth not need

Either man's work or his own gifts; who best

Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best; his state

Is kingly: thousands at his bidding speed,

And post o'er land and ocean without rest;

They also serve who only stand and wait.”

How charming is divine philosophy!

Not harsh and crabbed, as dull fools suppose,

But musical as is Apollo's lute,

And a perpetual feast of nectared sweets,

Where no crude surfeit reigns.

论失明

约翰·弥尔顿

每当我考虑，我的光明消失

在这广大、黑暗的世界，而年岁尚未过半，

而我的天分，隐藏即是死亡，

于我无用，虽然我的灵魂更愿

用其侍奉我的主人，表现

我的真谛，以免他回头于我责备；

“上帝需要光明的工作，又为何令我眼盲？”

我愚蠢地问道；但是耐心女王阻止

这样的低语，很快回答，“上帝不要

人类的工作、不要人类的天分；谁能

很好地忍受枷锁，谁才能服务于他；他万能

至上：成千天使为他而效命，

忙碌于大地之上、海洋之上；

他们也在效命，虽然在等待中服从。”

神圣的哲学多么迷人！

既不粗糙也不晦涩，与傻子想的不同，

却像阿波罗的鲁特琴，

盛况永恒、如蜜甜美，

没有野蛮的过度掺杂其间。





A CHEERFUL SPIRIT

Sir John Lubbock

Sir John Lubbock was born in England in 1834. He is a banker and has introduced great improvements into banking and custom-house business.

He has written a number of books on literary and scientific subjects.

Cheerfulness is a great moral tonic. As sunshine brings out the flowers and ripens the fruit, so does cheerfulness—the feeling of freedom and life—develop in us all the seeds of good — all that is best in us.

Cheerfulness is a duty we owe to others. There is an old tradition that a cup of gold is to be found wherever a rainbow touches the earth, and there are some people whose smile, the sound of whose voice, whose very presence seems like a ray of sunshine, to turn everything they touch into gold.

Men never break down as long as they can keep cheerful. “A merry heart is a continual feast” to others besides itself. The shadow of Florence Nightingale cured more than her medicines; and if we share the burdens of others, we lighten our own.

All wish, but few know how, to enjoy themselves. They do not realize the dignity and delight of life.

Do not magnify small troubles into great trials. We often fancy we are mortally wounded when we are but scratched. A surgeon, says Fuller, “sent for to cure a slight wound, sent off in a great hurry for a plaster. ‘Why，’ said the gentleman, ‘is the hurt then so dangerous?’ ‘No，’ said the surgeon, ‘but if the messenger returns not in post-haste, it will cure itself.’” Time cures sorrow as well as wounds.

“A cultivated mind, I do not mean that of a philosopher, but any mind to which the fountains of knowledge have been opened, and which has been taught in any tolerable degree to exercise its faculties, will find sources of inexhaustible interest in all that surrounds it; in the objects of Nature, the achievements of Art, the imagination of Poetry, the incidents of History, the ways of Mankind, past and present, and their prospects in the future.”

From “The Pleasures of Life”

一种愉悦精神

约翰·卢伯克爵士

约翰·卢伯克爵士于1834年生于英格兰。他是一位银行家，他引进过一种改良，极大地改善了银行业务和海关生意。

他写过一些关于文学和科学主题的书籍。

愉悦是一种极好的精神滋补品。正如阳光使花朵盛开，使果实成熟，愉悦也可以那样——自由感和生命感——在我们体内萌发出善良的种子——在我们体内，那所有的一切都是最好的。

愉悦是一种我们亏欠他人的本分。有一个旧传统，任何地方只要彩虹触摸到那里的泥土，那儿就会发现一杯黄金。有一些人，他们的音容笑貌就像一束阳光，会把它们触摸的所有事物变为黄金。

他们只要能保持愉悦，就不会衰弱。“一颗愉快的心是一种持续的享受”，抛开本身，是给他人的持续享受。佛罗伦萨夜莺的阴影比她的良药要更具治愈效果；如果我们共享他人的负担，我们就会减轻我们自己的负担。

所有人都希望享受他们自己，但很少有人知道怎样去享受。他们没有意识到生活的尊严和快乐。

不要把小麻烦放大为重大的审判。当我们仅仅只是被擦伤时，我们经常会幻想我们受的是致命伤。一个名叫富勒的外科医生说：“派人喊医生是为了治愈轻伤，非常急切地给一个人送别，是为了给他上石膏。‘为什么，’一位绅士说，‘那时受的伤如此危险吗？’‘不是，’外科医生说，‘但如果送信人没有急速地返回，伤病自己就会好。’”时间治愈悲伤，也治愈创伤。

“一个有教养的头脑，我并不是指一名哲人的头脑，而是指任何开有知识之泉的头脑，和在任何能容忍的程度下，可以被训练而锻炼才能的头脑，在一切周围事物中，能发现永不衰竭的兴趣来源的头脑；在过去与现在的自然事物、艺术成就、诗歌想象和人类事件中都有那种大脑，并且在未来更会有那种大脑。”

选自《生活的乐趣》





THE RELIEF OF LUCKNOW

For eighty days the fort of Lucknow had held out against fifty thousand rebel Sepoys. Disease, famine, and the fire of the enemy had thinned the ranks of the little garrison until but twenty remained. Day after day the garrison had hoped for relief, but now hope itself had died away. The Sepoys, grown desperate by repulse, had decided to overwhelm the fort with their whole force. The engineers had said that within a few hours all would be over, and not a soul within Lucknow but was prepared for the worst.

A poor Scotch girl, Jessie Brown, had been in a state of excitement all through the siege, and had fallen away visibly within the last few days. A constant fever consumed her, and her mind wandered, especially on that day, when, as she said, she was “lukin far awa, far awa upon the craigs of Duncleuch as in the days of auld lang syne.” At last, overcome with fatigue, she sank on the ground too tired to wait.

As the Sepoys moved on to the attack, the women, remembering the horrible scenes of Cawnpore, besought the men to save them from a fate worse than death, by killing them with a volley from their guns. The soldiers for the last time looked down the road whence the long-loo ked-for relief must come; but they saw no signs of Havelock and his troops. In despair they loaded their guns and aimed them at the waiting group; but suddenly all are startled by a wild, unearthly shriek from the sleeping Scotch girl. Starting up-right, her arms raised, and her head bent forward in the attitude of listening, with a look of intense delight breaking over her countenance, she exclaimed:“Dinna ye hear it? Dinna ye hear it? Ay, I'm no dreamin'; it's the slogan o' the Highlanders! We're saved, we're saved!” Then, flinging herself upon her knees, she thanked God with passionate fervor.

The soldiers were utterly bewildered; their English ears heard only the roar of artillery, and they thought poor Jessie still raving. But she darted to the batteries, crying incessantly to the men:“Courage! Hark to the slogan—to the Macgregor, the grandest of them a'! Here's help at last!” For a moment every soul listened in intense anxiety. Gradually, however, there was a murmur of bitter disappointment, and the wailing of the women began anew as the colonel shook his head. Their dull Lowland ears heard nothing but the rattle of the musketry.

A few moments more of this deathlike suspense, of this agonizing hope, and Jessie, who had again sunk to the ground, sprang to her feet, and cried in a voice so clear and piercing that it was heard along the whole line:“Will ye no believe it noo? The slogan has ceased, indeed, but the Campbells are comin'. D'ye hear? D'ye hear?”

At that moment they seem to hear the voice of God in the distance, as the bagpipes of the Highlanders brought tidings of deliverance; for now there was no longer any doubt of their coming. That shrill, penetrating, ceaseless sound which rose above all other sounds could come neither from the advance of the enemy nor from the work of the sappers.

Yes! It was indeed the blast of the Scottish bagpipes, now shrill and harsh as the threatening vengeance of the foe, then in softer tones seeming to promise succor to their friends in need. Never, surely, was there such a scene as that which followed. Not a heart in the residency of Lucknow but bowed itself before God. All by one simultaneous impulse fell upon their knees, and nothing was heard save bursting sobs and the murmured voice of prayer.

THE BIVOUAC OF THE DEAD

Theodore O'Hara

The muffled drum's sad roll has beat

The soldier's last tattoo;

No more on life's parade shall meet

That brave and fallen few.

On Fame's eternal camping-ground

Their silent tents are spread,

And glory guards with solemn round,

The bivouac of the dead.

No rumor of the foe's advance

Now swells upon the wind;

No troubled thought at midnight haunts

Of loved ones left behind;

No vision of the morrow's strife

The warrior's dream alarms;

No braying horn or screaming fife

At dawn shall call to arms.

The neighing troop, the flashing blade,

The bugle's stirring blast,

The charge, the dreadful cannonade,

The din and shout, are past.

Nor war's wild note, nor glory's peal,

Shall thrill with fierce delight

Those breasts that nevermore may feel

The rapture of the fight.

Like the fierce northern hurricane

That sweeps his great plateau.

Flushed with the triumph yet to gain,

Comes down the serried foe.

Who heard the thunder of the fray

Break o'er the field beneath,

Knew well the watchword of that day

Was “Victory or Death!”

Sons of the dark and bloody ground,

Ye must not slumber there,

Where stranger steps and tongues resound

Along the heedless air!

Your own proud land's heroic soil

Shall be your fitter grave:

She claims from war its richest spoil, —

The ashes of her brave.

Thus, 'neath their parent turf they rest,

Far from the gory field,

Borne to a Spartan mother's breast

On many a bloody shield.

The sunshine of their native sky

Smiles sadly on them here,

And kindred eyes and hearts watch by

The heroes' sepulcher.

Rest on, embalmed and sainted dead!

Dear as the blood ye gave,

No impious footstep here shall tread

The herbage of your grave;

Nor shall your glory be forgot

While Fame her record keeps,

Or Honor points the hallowed spot

Where Valor proudly sleeps.

Yon marble minstrel's voiceless stone

In deathless song shall tell,

When many a vanished year hath flown,

The story how ye fell.

Nor wreck, nor change, nor winter's blight,

Nor Time's remorseless doom,

Can dim one ray of holy light

That gilds your glorious tomb.

勒克瑙的救援

勒克瑙的城堡抵抗5万造反的印度兵已有80天了。疾病、饥荒和敌人的火力已经把守卫部队拖垮了，到现在他们就剩下20人。守卫部队天天期盼着救援，但现在，希望自己已经消退了。由于印度兵被击退，他们逐渐变得绝望了，决心用他们的整个力量来制伏城堡。工兵已经说过，几小时以内一切都会结束的，勒克瑙里的每颗心都在做最坏的打算。

杰西·布朗，一个可怜的苏格兰女孩，在整个围攻中，一直处于兴奋状态，在最后几天里她明显地消瘦了下来。持续的发烧消耗着她，她神志恍惚，特别是在那天，她说，她“看见了远方，远方敦克莱赫陡峭的岩石上方，正如在古老而悠长的日子里一样”。最终，她克服了困乏，坐在地面上，她太累了，等待不下去了。

当印度兵前来攻击时，那名妇女记起坎普尔可怕的场景，她乞求士兵不要让她遭受比死亡更糟糕的命运，要他们用枪射死她。士兵最后一次俯视地面，那里长久期盼的救援必须要来了，但他们没有看见哈夫洛克的标志和他的军队。绝望之际，他们拿起了枪炮，对准了侍奉的人群。但沉睡中的苏格兰女孩突然发出狂野可怕的尖叫，惊吓到了所有人。她站了起来，躯干笔直，她抬起手臂，头向前倾斜，呈一个倾听的姿态，极度的喜悦吞没了她的脸庞，她尖叫：“黛安娜你们听到它了吗？黛安娜，你们听到它了吗？哎，我们不是在做梦，它是高地人的口号！我们得救了，我们得救了！”随后，她猛地跪倒在地，满怀强烈的热情，感谢上帝。

士兵完全困惑了。他们的英国耳朵只听到大炮的轰隆声，他们认为可怜的杰西仍然是在胡言乱语。但她飞奔到炮台前，不停地对士兵尖叫：“勇气！听口号——听麦格雷戈，他们中最伟大的人，这是最后的帮助！”一会儿，所有灵魂在深度的渴望中听着。可是，渐渐传来了一阵辛酸失望的抱怨声，妇女的哀号声又重新开始了。与此同时，上校摇晃着他的脑袋。他们苏格兰低地人的耳朵什么也没听到，就听到了步枪射击时的咯咯声。

这种死亡似的暂停和令人苦恼的希望持续了会儿，杰西已经再次贴到地面，她欢呼雀跃地跳着，尖叫着，声音如此清晰，如此尖锐，沿着整条队列，它都能被听到：“你们不相信吗？口号确实已经停止了，但坎贝尔正朝这边过来了，你们听到了吗？你们听到了吗？”

那一刻，他们似乎听到了遥远处的上帝之声，苏格兰高地人的风笛声，它们带来了解救的消息，因为现在再也没有人怀疑他们来了。那个尖锐穿透而无休止的声音，压过了所有的其他声音，它们既不是敌人前进的声音，也不是工兵作业的声音。

是的！它确实是苏格兰的风笛声，现在它尖锐而刺耳，犹如敌人险恶的复仇，接着，它的音调缓和了些许，似乎在承诺解救他们处于危难的朋友。无疑，再也没有接着那样的场景了。在勒克瑙的住宅营里，所有的心都在上帝面前鞠躬。所有的人同时冲动地拜倒在地。拯救这些呜咽和咕哝着的祈祷者的声音没有被听到。

死亡的野营地

西奥多·奥哈拉

低沉的鼓敲出凄惨的声响

战士们归营的鼓声；

再不会遇到生命的检阅

少数勇敢的人和阵亡者。

在永恒的声望营地上，

他们寂静的帐篷遍布满地，

光荣的哨兵佩戴着庄严的圆盾，

死亡的野营地。

没有敌人迈进的传闻

此刻在迎风膨胀；

没有焦虑的思索在午夜萦绕

所喜欢的人落在身后；

没有翌日冲突的幻影

勇士梦中的警报；

没有嘟嘟的号角声或尖叫的横笛声

拂晓时召唤武装。

发出嘶鸣声的骑兵连，闪光的刀片，

号角正搅拌吹奏着，

冲锋，可怕的炮击，

喧嚣声和叫喊声无影无踪了。

没有战争的狂野叫声，也没有荣耀的轰隆声，

会和狂热的喜悦一起战栗

那些胸膛再也没法感知

战争的狂喜。

仿佛凶猛的北部飓风

席卷了他的大高原，

脸颊涨红，尚未凯旋，

密集的敌人冲下来。

谁听到了打斗的轰隆声，

吞没了底下的战场，

清楚地知道那天的口号

“胜利或者死亡！”

深黑的国民和血腥的土地，

你们不可蛰伏在那里，

那里回荡着陌生人的脚步声和说话声

沿着掉以轻心的空气！

你所自豪的土地是英雄的温床

会成为你所适合的坟墓：

她从战争中索取了它最贵重的遗弃品——

她勇士的骨灰。

因此，他们长眠于他们祖先的草皮下，

远离沾满血污的战场，

生于斯巴达母亲的心窝

在许多流血的护盾上。

他们家乡天空的阳光

对着他们这里悲伤地微笑，

亲人的眼神和心脏在旁照看

英雄的坟墓。

寄托于，不腐的圣洁死者！

珍贵，犹如你们赠与的血液，

这里不会踩踏不虔诚的脚步

你墓穴的牧草；

你的荣耀不会被遗忘

当声名保存她的记录时，

或者荣耀会指向神圣的地点

英勇者骄傲的长眠地。

彼处，吟游诗人无声的大理石

诗歌会不灭地吟唱下去，

当许多消失的岁月一去不返，

你们如何阵亡的故事。

没有残骸，没有更迭，没有枯萎的冬季，

亦没有时间的无情厄运，

能够暗淡一束神圣的光线，

它为你光荣的墓穴镀上金边。





ELEGY WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD

Thomas Gray

Thomas Gray was born in London in 1716. His father neglected his family, and the boy was dependent upon his mother, who worked hard to provide her son with an education.

Through the influence of an uncle, who was an assistant at Eton, the future poet was educated at that famous school, and at Cambridge. He spent his vacations at his uncle's house. He cared nothing for the sports of the times, but loved nature. He would sit for hours in a quiet nook, surrounded by hills and cliffs, reading, dreaming, and watching the gambols of the hares and squirrels.

Gray was twenty-two years old when he left Cambridge. He spent the following six months at home, and then accepted the invitation of one of his college friends to accompany him, free of expense, on a tour through France and Italy. His notes and letters written during this trip show remarkable taste and learning.

After two and a half years of travel he returned to England. His father died during the next fall, after wasting his fortune. Gray began the study of law, but had not the means to finish the course. He began to devote his time to writing, left London, where he had spent the winter, and went with his mother to visit an uncle who lived in a country hamlet called Stoke Poges. In this quiet village he wrote his “Ode on the Spring”, “Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton College”, and began the “Elegy Written in a Country Church-Yard”.

The “Elegy” is one of the most celebrated poems ever written. It was begun when Gray was twenty-six years old, but he did not finish it until eight years later. Its fame spread over the world, and it still holds its rank as the most perfect of English poems.

The poet lived at Cambridge, where he devoted his time to study. The “Elegy” and a later work, “The Bard”, placed him at the head of English poets. He was offered the office of poet laureate, which he refused.

In 1768 Gray accepted the chair of Modern History and Languages at Cambridge.

The last years of the poet's life were spent very quietly. He avoided society and was rarely seen in public. He died in London in 1771.

The Curfew tolls the knell of parting day,

The lowing herd wind slowly o'er the lea,

The plowman homeward plods his weary way,

And leaves the world to darkness and to me.

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight,

And all the air a solemn stillness holds,

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight,

And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds;

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r

The moping owl does to the moon complain

Of such, as wand'ring near her secret bow'r.

Molest her ancient solitary reign.

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree's shade,

Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap,

Each in his narrow cell forever laid,

The rude Forefathers of the hamlet sleep.

The breezy call of incense-breathing Morn,

The swallow twitt'ring from the straw-built shed,

The cock's shrill clarion, or the echoing horn,

No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed.

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn,

Or busy housewife ply her evening care:

No children run to lisp their sire's return,

Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share.

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield,

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke;

How jocund did they drive their team afield!

How bow'd the woods beneath their sturdy stroke!

Let not Ambition mock their useful toil,

Their homely joys, and destiny obscure;

Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile,

The short and simple annals of the poor.

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r,

And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave,

Awaits alike th' inevitable hour.

The paths of glory lead but to the grave.

Nor you, ye Proud, impute to These the fault,

If Mem'ry o'er their Tomb no Trophies raise,

Where thro' the long-drawn isle and fretted vault

The pealing anthem swells the note of praise,

Can storied urn or animated bust

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath?

Can Honor's voice provoke the silent dust,

Or Flatt'ry soothe the dull cold ear of Death?

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid

Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire;

Hands, that the rod of empire might have sway'd,

Or wak'd to ecstasy the living lyre.

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page

Rich with the spoils of time did ne'er unroll;

Chill Penury repress'd their noble rage,

And froze the genial current of the soul.

Full many a gem of purest ray serene,

The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear:

Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,

And waste its sweetness on the desert air.

Some village-Hampden, that with dauntless breast

The little Tyrant of his fields withstood;

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest,

Some Cromwell guiltless of his country's blood.

Th' applause of list'ning senates to command,

The threats of pain and ruin to despise,

To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land,

And read their hist'ry in a nation's eyes,

Their lot forbade: nor circumscrib'd alone

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd;

Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne,

And shut the gates of mercy on mankind,

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide,

To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame,

Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride

With incense kindled at the Muse's flame.

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife,

Their sober wishes never learn'd to stray;

Along the cool sequester'd vale of life

They kept the noiseless tenor of their way.

Yet ev'n these bones from insult to protect

Some frail memorial still erected nigh,

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck'd,

Implores the passing tribute of a sigh.

Their name, their years, spelt by th' unlettered muse,

The place of fame and elegy supply:

And many a holy text around she strews,

That teach the rustic moralist to die.

For who to dumb Forgetfulness a prey,

This pleasing anxious being e'er resign'd,

Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day,

Nor cast one longing ling'ring look behind?

On some fond breast the parting soul relies,

Some pious drops the closing eye requires;

Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries,

Ev'n in our Ashes live their wonted Fires.

For thee, who mindful of th' unhonor'd Dead

Dost in these lines their artless tale relate;

If chance, by lonely contemplation led,

Some kindred Spirit shall inquire thy fate,

Haply some hoary-headed Swain may say,

‘Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn

‘Brushing with hasty steps the dews away

‘To meet the sun upon the upland lawn.

‘There at the foot of yonder nodding beech

‘That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high,

‘His listless length at noontide would he stretch,

‘And pore upon the brook that babbles by.’

‘Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn,

‘Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove,

‘Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn,

‘Or craz'd with care, or cross'd in hopeless love.

‘One morn I miss'd him on the custom'd hill,

‘Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree;

‘Another came; nor yet beside the rill,

‘Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he;

‘The next with dirges due in sad array

‘Slow thro' the church-way path we saw him borne.

‘Approach and read (for thou can'st read) the lay,

‘Grav'd on the stone beneath yon aged thorn.’

墓畔哀歌

托马斯·格雷

托马斯·格雷于1716年生于伦敦。他的父亲忽视了家人，孩子依赖于自己的母亲，托马斯的母亲努力工作，为孩子的教育辛勤劳作。

一位舅舅在伊顿公学做助理，通过他的影响，这位未来的诗人在这所著名的学校和剑桥大学接受教育。他的假期是在舅舅的房子里度过的。他对当时的运动没有任何兴趣，但是喜爱自然。他经常会在安静的小溪旁坐上几个小时，被群山环抱，阅读着、梦想着、观察着野兔和松鼠的嬉戏。

格雷21岁离开剑桥大学。接下来的6个月他是在家中度过的，之后接受了一位大学校友的邀请，陪伴他免费去法国和意大利旅行。他在这次旅行中写下的笔记和书信显示了他杰出的品位和学识。

经两年半的旅行之后，他回到英格兰。他的父亲在第二年秋季去世，花光了自己的财产。格雷开始法律研究，但是没有找到完成学习的手段。他开始把时间用在写作上，度过冬季后离开了伦敦。他的一位舅舅生活在一个叫做斯托克·普吉斯的小村庄。他和母亲来到这里拜访这位舅舅。在这个安静的小村子里，他写出了《春颂》《伊顿学院远景颂》，并开始写作《墓畔哀歌》。

《哀歌》是最受欢迎的诗歌作品之一。格雷26岁开始写作这首诗歌，8年以后才将诗歌写完。诗歌的名气传遍整个世界，现在依然处于最完美英语诗歌的行列。

诗人生活在剑桥大学，把时间用在研究之上。《哀歌》和一部后来的作品《诗人》使他位列英国诗人的榜首。“桂冠诗人”的称号被授予他，但是他没有接受。

1768年格雷接受剑桥大学现代历史和语言主席一职。

诗人的晚年在平静中度过。他避免社交，很少出现在公共场合。他于1771年死于伦敦。

晚钟响起，一天消逝，

牧人下山，蜿蜒在草地，

农夫回家，脚步沉重，

世界和我，陷入黑夜。

此时眼前幽暗的景色暗淡下去，

空气中满是庄严的静寂，

只有甲虫还在飞翔，嗡嗡作响，

昏沉的铃铛催眠了遥远的羊群；

只有那边爬满蔷薇的高塔之上，

无精打采的猫头鹰向着月亮抱怨，

有人游荡在她秘密的巢穴附近，

亵渎了她自古以来、独自一人的特权。

在这些粗壮的榆树之下，紫衫洒下阴影，

草地上堆起许多腐朽的草堆，

祖先们永远地躺在这狭小的坟墓，

乡村的先祖们在这里沉睡。

清晨充满香气，微风拂面，

燕子用稻草筑窝，啾啾作响，

钟表刺耳的声音，号角的回音，

这些再也不能把他们从低矮的床上叫醒。

燃烧的壁炉再也不会为他们取暖，

繁忙的主妇不会在晚间为他们操劳：

没有孩子跑去等待他们父亲回家，

或者爬上他的膝盖，等待期待的一吻。

他们经常用镰刀完成收获，

倔强的土地总是破坏他们的犁沟；

他们赶着羊群来到田野，多么高兴！

树林在他们刚毅的锄头下弯腰！

他们没有雄心壮志，耽误必要的劳作，

遮掩他们普通的欣喜和命运；

达人名流不会带着嘲讽的微笑听，

穷人那短暂而简朴的一生。

盛典的吹嘘、权力的华盖，

所有的美丽、所有的财富，

同样都在等待这不可避免的时刻。

荣耀的道路同样通向坟墓。

骄傲的人，你们也不能把错误归咎于他们，

即使记忆在他们的墓地上没有竖起纪念碑，

在那狭长的棺材，顶端已经腐蚀，

赞美诗颂扬着他们的普通。

传说中的古瓮抑或神灵的肖像

可否将消散的灵魂召回？

荣誉的声音能否撩拨安静的尘灰，

谄媚可曾进入死者冰冷的双耳？

也许在这被人忽视的角落躺着

伟大的心灵，燃烧着神圣的火焰；

他的双手可以驾驭帝国的权威，

可以拨动那令人激动的琴弦。

知识从来没有将自己的宝藏

展示给他们的双眼，却被世人浪费；

寒心的贫穷却压制着他们的脾气，

让他们的灵思妙想冰结。

好多纯美的钻石闪闪发光，

却埋藏在海洋无底的深渊：

好多花朵美丽绽放，却无人欣赏，

向着寂寞的空气散发芬芳。

某些乡村的汉普顿内心无所畏惧，

反抗着田地的微小霸权；

某些无言的弥尔顿在此歇息，毫无荣耀，

某些克伦威尔没有浪费过人的鲜血。

得到侧耳倾听的参议员的掌声，

蔑视痛苦和毁灭的威胁，

在幸福的国度散播充裕，

以国家的眼光阅读他们的历史，

他们的境况全不允许：不只是他们美德

受到了限制，他们的罪恶也被囚禁；

他们无法通过杀戮掌握皇权，

闭紧人类的怜悯之门，

他们不用挣扎着隐藏良知的真谛，

不用遮掩率直的脸红，

也不用聚集财富和骄傲，

或为缪斯的火焰烧香。

他们远离尘嚣，远离纷扰，

神志清醒，从不迷失方向；

沿着生活偏远而寂静的山谷

他们走着自己的路，无声无息。

然而，依然有墓碑耸立在近旁，

使这些尸骨免受耻辱，

上面刻着简单的字句，做工拙劣，

却能让路人发出一声叹息。

他们的名字、他们的年龄，全由粗人书写，

却代表着声誉，可用哀歌颂扬：

她在上面点缀了好多神圣的经文，

教导乡人村民如何面对死亡。

谁人不会被忘记，

永远离开这美好的生活，

离开这快乐、温暖的时日，

眼睛却留恋地看着后方？

逝去的灵魂依靠在心爱的胸脯之上，

合拢的双眼也会流下虔诚的眼泪；

自然的哭声甚至从坟墓里传来，

在我们的灰土里燃烧着他们曾经的火焰。

因为你在意这些无名的死者，

用诗行讲述着他们简单的事迹；

如果孤单的沉思可以引导机遇，

同类的灵魂也会询问你的命运，

也许某个白发的老人会说：

“我们经常看他在黎明时分

“踏着匆忙的脚步，伴着露珠

“在高地的草坪迎接阳光。

“那里的柏树总会随风摆动，

“枝干伸向遥远的天空，

“午间他躺在阴影之中，

“注视着旁边叮咚作响的溪水。

“那边的树林，如今好像在嘲笑，

“他会在那里徜徉，口中说着幻想，

“一会儿低下头，神情悲伤，孤独一人，

“有时忧心忡忡，有时爱恨交加。

“一日清晨，熟悉的山上我没有见到他，

“不在那草原，不在他最喜爱的树下；

“又过了一天；不在那小溪旁，

“不在那草地上，不在那树林里。

“后来响起了葬礼上的哀乐

“我们看着他被抬着缓缓经过教堂的小路。

“在那古老的荆棘下，墓碑上刻着

“这些诗行（因为你不会阅读）。”





THE EPITAPH

Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth

A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown.

Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth,

And Melancholy mark'd him for her own.

Large teas his bounty, and his soul sincere,

Heav'n did a recompense as largely send:

He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear,

He gain'd from Heav'n ('t was all he wished) a friend.

No farther seek his merits to disclose，

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode,

(There they alike in trembling hope repose,)

The bosom of his Father and his God.

墓志铭

他的头枕在大地腿上，

一个青年，无名无钱。

良知不为他的卑微皱眉，

悲伤总与他为伴。

他很慷慨，心地善良，

上帝也给予了很大的补偿：

他把所有给了痛苦，化为眼泪，

他在天堂（他希望如此）拥有一位朋友。

没有人讲述他的品质，

也不愿打扰他的长眠，

（他们都安歇在颤抖的希望之中,）

那是天父和天神的胸膛。





BELSHAZZAR'S FEAST

Belshazzar the king made a great feast to a thousand of his lords, and drank wine before the thousand. Belshazzar, while he tasted the wine, commanded to bring the golden and silver vessels, which his father Nebuchadnezzar had taken out of the temple which was in Jerusalem; that the king and his princes and his wives might drink therein.

Then they brought the golden vessels that were taken out of the temple of the house of God, which was at Jerusalem; and the king, his princes and his wives, drank in them.

They drank wine, and praised the gods of gold, and of silver, of brass, of iron, of wood, and of stone.

In the same hour came forth fingers of a man's hand, and wrote over against the candlestick upon the plaster of the wall of the king's palace: and the king saw the part of the hand that wrote.

Then the king's countenance was changed, and his thoughts troubled him, so that the joints of his loins were loosed, and his knees smote one against another. The king cried aloud to bring in the astrologers, the Chaldeans, and the soothsayers. And the king spake and said to the wise men of Babylon:“Whosoever shall read this writing, and show me the interpretation thereof, shall be clothed with scarlet, and have a chain of gold about his neck, and shall be the third ruler in the kingdom.”

Then came in all the king's wise men: but they could not read the writing, nor make known to the king the interpretation thereof.

Then was King Belshazzar greatly troubled, and his countenance was changed in him, and his lords were astonished.

Now the queen, by reason of the words of the king and his lords, came into the banquet house: and the queen spake and said:“O king, live for ever: let not thy thoughts trouble thee, nor let thy countenance be changed.”

“There is a man in thy kingdom in whom is the spirit of the holy gods; and in the days of thy father light and understanding and wisdom, like the wisdom of the gods, was found in him; whom the king Nebuchadnezzar thy father, the king, I say, thy father, made him master of the magicians, astrologers, Chaldeans, and soothsayers.”

“Forasmuch as an excellent spirit, and knowledge, and understanding, interpreting of dreams, and showing of hard sentences, and dissolving of doubts, were found in the same Daniel, whom the king named Belteshazzar: now let Daniel be called, and he will show the interpretation.”

Then was Daniel brought in before the king. And the king spake and said unto Daniel,“Art thou that Daniel, which art of the children of the captivity of Judah, whom the king, my father, brought out of Jewry?

“I have even heard of thee, that the spirit of the gods is in thee, and that light and understanding and excellent wisdom is found in thee.

“And now the wise men, the astrologers, have been brought in before me, that they should read this writing, and make known unto me the interpretation thereof: but they could not show the interpretation of the thing.”

“And I have heard of thee, that thou canst make interpretations, and dissolve doubts: now if thou canst read the writing, and make known to me the interpretation thereof, thou shalt be clothed with scarlet, and have a chain of gold about thy neck, and shalt be the third ruler in the kingdom.”

Then Daniel answered and said before the king: “Let thy gifts be to thyself, and give thy rewards to another; yet I will read the writing unto the king, and make known to him the interpretation.”

“O thou king, the most high God gave Nebuchadnezzar thy father a kingdom, and majesty, and glory, and honor.”

“And for the majesty that he gave him, all people, nations, and languages trembled and feared before him: whom he would he slew, and whom he would he kept alive; and whom he would he set up, and whom he would he put down.”

“But when his heart was lifted up, and his mind hardened in pride, he was deposed from his kingly throne, and they took his glory from him.”

“And he was driven from the sons of men; and his heart was made like the beasts, and his dwelling was with the wild asses: they fed him with grass like oxen, and his body was wet with the dew of heaven; till he knew that the most high God ruled in the kingdom of men, and that he appointeth over it whomsoever he will.”

“And thou his son, O Belshazzar, hast not humbled thine heart, though thou knewest all this.”

“But hast lifted up thyself against the Lord of heaven; and they have brought the vessels of his house before thee, and thou and thy lords and thy wives, have drunk wine in them; and thou hast praised the gods of silver, and gold, of brass, iron, wood, and stone, which see not, nor hear, nor know: and the God in whose hand thy breath is, and whose are all thy ways, hast thou not glorified.”

“Then was the part of the hand sent from him; and this writing was written.”

“And this is the writing that was written: —

MENE, MENE, TEKEL, UPHARSIN.

This is the interpretation of the thing: —

MENE;

God hath numbered thy kingdom,

And finished it.

TEKEL;

Thou art weighed in the balances,

And art found wanting.

PERES;

Thy kingdom is divided,

And given to the Medes and Persians.”

Then commanded Belshazzar, and they clothed Daniel with scarlet and put a chain of gold about his neck, and made a proclamation concerning him, that he should be the third ruler in the kingdom.

In that night was Belshazzar, the king of the Chaldeans, slain.

And Darius, the Median, took the kingdom, being about threescore and two years old.

From “The Bible”, Book of Daniel, Chap, V.

伯沙撒的盛宴

伯沙撒王为他的一千大臣设摆盛筵，与这一千人对饮。伯沙撒欢饮之间，吩咐人将他父亲尼布甲尼撒从耶路撒冷殿中所掠的金银器皿拿来，王与大臣、皇后、妃嫔好用这器皿饮酒。

于是他们把耶路撒冷神殿库房中所掠的金器皿拿来，王、皇后及妃嫔就用这些器皿饮酒。

他们饮酒，赞美金、银、铜、铁、木、石所造的神。

当时，忽有人的指头显出，在王宫与灯台相对的粉墙上写字。王看见写字的指头。

接着，王变了脸色，心意惊惶，腰骨好像脱节，双膝彼此相碰，大声吩咐将占星家、迦勒底人和预言家领进来，对巴比伦的哲士说：“谁能读这文字，把讲解告诉我，他必身穿紫袍，项戴金链，在我国中位列第三。”

随后，王的一切哲士都进来，却不能读那文字，也不能把讲解告诉王。

伯沙撒王甚感惊惶，脸色改变，他的大臣也都惊奇。

太后因王和他大臣所说的话，就进入宴宫，说：“愿王万岁。你内心不要惊惶，脸面不要变色。”

“在你国中有一人，他里头有圣神的灵，你父在世的日子，这人心中光明，又有聪明智慧，好像神的智慧。你父尼布甲尼撒王，就是王的父，立他为术士、占星家、迦勒底人和预言家的领袖。”

“他有美好的灵性，又有知识和智慧，能圆梦、释谜语、解疑惑。这人名叫但以理，尼布甲尼撒王又称他为伯提沙撒，现在可以召他来，他必解明这意思。”

但以理就被领到王前。王问但以理：“你是被掳犹大人中的但以理吗？就是我父王从犹大掳来的吗？”

“我听说你里头有神的灵，心中光明，又有聪明和美好的智慧。现在哲士和用法术的都已领到我面前，想让他们读这文字，把讲解告诉我，无奈他们都不能把讲解说出来。”

“我听说你善于讲解，能解疑惑。现在你若能读这文字，把讲解告诉我，就必身穿紫袍，项戴金链，在我国中位列第三。”

但以理在王面前回答说：“你的赠品可以归你自己，你的赏赐可以归给别人。我却要为王读这文字，把讲解告诉王。”

“王啊，至高的神曾将国位、大权、荣耀、威严赐予你父尼布甲尼撒。”

“因神所赐他的大权，各方、各国、各族的人都在他面前战兢恐惧。他可以随意生杀，随意升降。”

“但他心高气傲，刚愎自用，甚至行事狂傲，就被剥夺王位，撤去荣耀。”

“他被赶出离开世人，他的心变如兽心，与野驴同居，吃草如牛，身被天露滴湿，等他知道至高的神在人的国中掌权，凭自己的意志立人治国。”

“伯沙撒阿，你是他的儿子，你虽知道这一切，你心仍不自卑。”

“竟向天上的主自高，使人将他殿中的器皿拿到你面前，你和大臣、皇后、妃嫔用这器皿饮酒。你又赞美那不能看，不能听，无知无识，金、银、铜、铁、木、石所造的神，却没有将荣耀归于那手中有你气息，管理你一切行动的神。”

“因此从神那里显出指头来写这文字。”

“所写的文字是：

弥尼，弥尼，提客勒，乌法珥新。

讲解是这样：

弥尼；

神已经数算你国的年日到此完毕。

提客勒，

你被称在天平里，显出你的亏欠。

毗勒斯，

你的国分裂，归与玛代人和波斯人。”

伯沙撒下令，命人把紫袍给但以理穿上，把金链给他戴在颈项上，又传令使他在国中位列第三。

当夜，迦勒底王伯沙撒被杀。

玛代人大流士年62岁，取了迦勒底国。

选自《圣经》，但以理书，第五章





THE BATTLE OF QUEBEC

Francis Parkman

Francis Parkman was born in Boston in 1823. He was graduated from Harvard College when he was twenty-one. He visited Europe and on his return went on a tour in the far West, across the prairies and among the Rocky Mountains. He became well acquainted with the Indians, sharing their camps and hunting buffaloes with them. His book, “The California and Oregon Trail,” contains a vivid account of his explorations. This book was followed by “The History of the Conspiracy of Pontiac ” and a novel called “Vassal Morton.”

Mr. Parkman devoted a number of years to writing histories of the attempts of the French and English to settle North America. His qualities as a writer were of a high order. His style is marked by uncommon vigor. His pages are alive with thrilling adventure, brilliant description, and romantic episodes. He has left no room for a competitor in the same field. Mr. Parkman died in 1893.

The eventful night of the 12th was clear and calm, with no light but that of the stars. Within two hours before daybreak thirty boats, crowded with sixteen hundred soldiers, cast off from the vessels and floated downward, in perfect order, with the current of the ebb tide. To the boundless joy of the army, Wolfe's malady had abated, and he was able to command in person. His ruined health, the gloomy prospects of the siege, and the disaster at Montmorenci had oppressed him with the deepest melancholy, but never impaired for a moment the promptness of his decisions or the impetuous energy of his action. He sat in the stern of one of the boats, pale and weak, but borne up to a calm height of resolution. Every order had been given, every arrangement made, and it only remained to face the issue. The ebbing tide sufficed to bear the boats along, and nothing broke the silence of the night but the gurgling of the river and the low voice of Wolfe, as he repeated to the officers about him the stanzas of Gray's “Elegy in a Country Churchyard”, which had recently appeared and which he had just received from England. Perhaps, as he uttered those strangely appropriate words, —“The paths of glory lead but to the grave,” 　the shadows of his own approaching fate stole with mournful prophecy across his mind. “Gentlemen,” he said as he closed his recital, “I would rather have written those lines than take Quebec to-morrow.”

As they approached the landing-place, the boats edged closer in towards the northern shore, and the woody precipices rose high on their left, like a wall of undistinguished blackness.

They reached the landing-place in safety—an indentation in the shore about a league above the city, and now bearing the name of Wolfe's Cove. Here a narrow path led up the face of the heights, and a French guard was posted at the top to defend the pass. By the force of the current the foremost boats, including that which carried Wolfe himself, were borne a little below the spot. The general was one of the first on shore.

Meanwhile the vessels had dropped downward with the current, and anchored opposite the landing-place. The remaining troops were disembarked, and, with the dawn of day, the whole were brought in safety to the shore.

The sun rose, and, from the ramparts of Quebec, the astonished people saw the Plains of Abraham glittering with arms, and the dark-red lines of the English forming in array of battle. Breathless messengers had borne the evil tidings to Montcalm, and far and near his wide-extended camp resounded with the rolling of alarm drums and the din of startled preparation. He, too, had his struggles and his sorrows. The civil power had thwarted him; famine, discontent, and disaffection were rife among his soldiers; and no small portion of the Canadian militia had dispersed from sheer starvation. In spite of all, he had trusted to hold out till the winter frosts should drive the invaders from before the town, when, on that disastrous morning, the news of their successful temerity fell like a cannon shot upon his ear. Still he assumed a tone of confidence. “They have got to the weak side of us at last,” he is reported to have said, “and we must crush them with our numbers.”

At a little before ten the English could see that Montcalm was preparing to advance, and in a few moments all his troops appeared in rapid motion. They came on in three divisions, shouting, after the manner of their nation, and firing heavily as soon as they came within range. In the British ranks not a trigger was pulled, not a soldier stirred; and their ominous composure seemed to damp the spirits of the assailants. It was not till the French were within forty yards that the fatal word was given, and the British muskets blazed forth at once in one crashing explosion. Like a ship at full career, arrested with sudden ruin on a sunken rock, the ranks of Montcalm staggered, shivered, and broke before that wasting storm of lead. The smoke, rolling along the field, for a moment shut out the view; but when the white wreaths were scattered on the wind, a wretched spectacle was disclosed; men and officers tumbled in heaps, battalions resolved into a mob, order and obedience gone; and when the British muskets were leveled for a second volley, the masses of the militia were seen to cower and shrink with uncontrollable panic. For a few minutes the French regulars stood their ground, returning a sharp and not ineffectual fire. But now, echoing cheer on cheer, redoubling volley on volley, trampling the dying and the dead, and driving the fugitives in crowds, the British troops advanced and swept the field before them. The ardor of the men burst all restraint. They broke into a run and with unsparing slaughter chased the flying multitude to the gates of Quebec. Foremost of all, the light-footed Highlanders dashed along in furious pursuit, hewing down the Frenchmen with their broadswords, and slaying many in the very ditch of the fortifications. Never was victory more quick or more decisive; yet the triumph of the victors was mingled with sadness as the tidings went from rank to rank that Wolfe had fallen.

In the heat of the action, as he advanced at the head of the grenadiers of Louisburg, a bullet shattered his wrist; but he wrapped his handkerchief about the wound and showed no sign of pain. A moment more and a ball pierced his side. Still he pressed forward, waving his sword and cheering his soldiers to the attack, when a third shot lodged deep within his breast. He paused, reeled, and, staggering to one side, fell to the earth. Brown, a lieutenant of the grenadiers, Henderson, a volunteer, an officer of artillery, and a private soldier raised him together in their arms, and, bearing him to the rear, laid him softly on the grass. They asked him if he would have a surgeon; but he shook his head and answered that all was over with him. His eyes closed with the torpor of approaching death, and those around sustained his fainting form. Yet they could not withhold their gaze from the wild turmoil before them and the charging ranks of their companions rushing through fire and smoke. “See how they run!” one of the officers exclaimed as the French fled in confusion before the leveled bayonets. “Who run?” demanded Wolfe, opening his eyes, like a man aroused from sleep. “The enemy, sir,” was the reply; “they give way everywhere.” “Then,” said the dying general, “tell Colonel Burton to march Webb's regi-ment down to Charles River, to cut off their retreat from the bridge. Now, God be praised! I will die in peace,” he murmured; and, turning on his side, he calmly breathed his last.

From “Montcalm and Wolfe”

魁北克战役

弗朗西斯·帕克曼

弗朗西斯·帕克曼于1823年生于波士顿。他21岁时毕业于哈佛学院。他游览了欧洲，返回后，他立即周游于遥远的西部，穿越大草原，经过落基山脉。他和印度人变得非常熟识，共享他们的营地，和他们一起捕杀水牛。他的作品《草原千里》包含了他探险场景时的生动记述。接着，《庞蒂亚克谋反始末》和一部名为《家臣莫顿》的小说发表了。

帕克曼先生很多年都致力于写法国人和英国人企图定居北美的历史。作为一名作家，他非常有条理。他的语言有不寻常的气势和浪漫的插曲。他没有给一名同一领域的竞争者留有余地。帕克曼先生死于1893年。

多变故的第12个夜晚是空旷而平静的，没有亮光，但有点点星光。拂晓前的两个小时里，一共装满了1600个士兵的30艘小船，从舰船上解开，伴着退潮的水流向下驶去，秩序井然。士兵们如此开心，沃尔夫的不适也得以减轻，他能够控制自己了。他身体的不适，围攻时黑暗的视野和蒙特莫伦西的灾难已经让他意志消沉，但他做决定时的机敏性和行动的鲁莽性，决没有片刻受到它们的削弱。他坐在其中一只船的船尾，脸色苍白，身体虚弱，但他支撑着，看上去很平静，非常有决心。所有命令都已下达，所有的安排都已妥当，就等争端的到来了。退潮足够让船只行进，没有什么打破夜晚的寂静，除了水流的汩汩声和沃尔夫低沉的声音；这时，他在向周围的军官复述格雷的《墓畔挽歌》，最近才出版的，是他刚刚从英格兰拿到的。当他读出那些奇妙而恰当的单词——

“光荣的途径只是引向坟墓，”哀痛的预言或许萦绕在他脑际，预言指出他快要走向命运终点，那些阴影悄悄笼罩了他。“先生们，”当他结束了吟诵时，他说，“我宁愿写出那些诗行，而不愿明天袭取魁北克。”

当他们接近登陆点时，船只在朝北面的海岸挪动，木制的悬崖在他们的左边升了起来，像一堵毫无特色的墙。

他们安全地抵达登陆点——海岸的凹口处大约比城市高出一里格。现在一只旗帜被举了起来，上面写着沃尔夫·科夫。这里有一个狭窄的道路，由它可以通向高地的正面，高地顶端有一名法国哨兵看守过道。在水流的推动下，最前面的船只，包括载着沃尔夫的船只，都漂浮在场所下面一点。上将在第一批中登陆上岸。

同时，舰船在水流中往下降，抛锚在对面的登陆点上。剩下的队伍也开始登陆，黎明时分，整个队伍都安全地登陆上岸。

太阳升了起来，从魁北克的城墙上，人们吃惊地看到亚伯拉罕平原上闪光的武器和英军深

红的部队，他们排列成战斗的样子。气喘吁吁的传令兵带着噩耗到了蒙特卡姆。远处和近处，他遍布广阔的军营里回荡着警鼓的敲击声和士兵受惊时做预备工作的喧嚣声。他也有他的挣扎和他的悲伤，内部的生理机能困扰着他；他士兵的饥饿、不满和不忠变得也越来越普遍；且没有一小部分加拿大民兵摆脱了险峻的饥饿。尽管有这一切的不利因素，他还是相信能抵抗住，直到冬天的严寒驱走阵前的侵略者，那时，在那个灾难的早晨，他们会获胜的鲁莽消息会衰退下来，像他耳边的加农炮声响那样。他仍然呈现出自信的姿态。“他们最终会去我们的弱侧，”据报道，他如是说，“我们必须用我们的人数压碎他们。”

十点差几分时，英军能看到蒙特卡姆正准备前进，过了一会儿，他的所有部队加快了速度。他们以他们国家的方式分三个队伍前进，呐喊着，只要他们进入射程，他们就会射出密集的子弹。在英军列队中，既没有一个人扣动扳机，也没有一名士兵慌乱；他们不祥的镇静似乎挫伤了攻击者的锐气。直到法国人距离我们40码，生死攸关的口号才响起，英军的滑膛枪立刻迸发出火舌，他们彻底地爆发了。就像一艘全速的舰船突然撞击到水下的岩石，蒙特卡姆的军队蹒跚、颤抖着，在那个浪费子弹的冲击中垮塌了。烟雾沿着战场滚滚向前，刹那间，视野全无；但当白烟顶着风被吹散时，一个悲惨的景象显露出来；士兵和军官成堆地摔倒，部队分解为一群乌合之众，没有秩序，没有服从；当英军的滑膛枪瞄准准备第二次齐射时，民兵组织看上去畏缩着，还带着无法控制的惊慌。一会儿，法国正规军就占领了他们的阵地，回应了一个激烈有效的还击。可是现在，欢呼声此起彼伏，射击愈演愈烈，英军前进着，踩踏着垂死的人和死去的人，驱逐成群的逃亡者，还扫荡了他们面前的战场。士兵的约束完全被他们的激情打破了。他们突然奔跑起来，毫不留情地屠杀追逐着逃亡的人群，直到魁北克的门口。最重要的是，脚步轻盈的高地人在暴怒的追逐中滔滔不绝，他们用大砍刀砍倒法国人，还屠杀了许多躺在城堡壕沟里的人。胜利来得从来没有这么快，或这么坚决。然而，凯旋的胜利者也夹杂着悲哀，因为沃尔夫死亡的消息传遍了整个部队。

战事白热化时，当他前进到路易斯堡的手榴弹兵前面，一颗子弹炸开了他的手腕。但他用他的手巾包裹了伤口，展示出一副没有痛苦的样子。过了一会儿，一颗子弹又穿透了他身体的侧面。他仍然按压着伤口向前迈进，挥舞着他的剑，鼓舞他的士兵战斗。当第三发炮弹深深击中他的胸膛时，他停了下来，带着眩晕步履蹒跚地走到一边，倒在了地上。手榴弹兵的中尉布朗，志愿者亨德森，一名炮兵部队的军官，和一位没有官职的士兵一起用手臂把他抬到了部队后方，轻轻地把他放到草地上。他们询问他，是否需要叫一名外科医生。但他摇了摇头，回答说他已命不久矣。他闭上眼睛，眼睛带着濒临死亡时的呆滞。那些人在他昏厥过去的身躯旁鼓舞着他。然而，凝视中，他们没法克制他们眼前的焦虑，他们的伙伴还在穿越炮弹和烟雾猛攻着。“看他们是怎么跑的！”一名军官尖叫道,与此同时，在调整过的刺刀前，法国人慌乱地逃窜。“谁跑？”沃尔夫询问，他张开眼睛，仿佛是从睡眠中唤醒的人。“敌人，先生，”有人回答道，“他们全都在撤退。”“然后，”垂死的上将说，“告诉伯顿上校，让韦布军团朝下面前进到查尔斯河，切断他们从桥上的退路。现在，感谢上帝！我会安静地死去，”他低声咕哝着；翻转了一道，他平静地呼吸了最后一口气。

选自《蒙特卡姆和沃尔夫》





THE STARLING

Laurence Sterne

Laurence Sterne, an English novelist, was born in Ireland in 1713.

He was the son of an English officer, and the first ten years of his life were spent in traveling about with his father's regiment. He then entered a school near Halifax, where he studied for eight or nine years, and completed his education at the University of Cambridge.

Mr. Sterne became a clergyman of the Church of England, but devoted a large portion of his time to the writing of fiction. He died in London in 1768.

And as for the Bastille, the terror is in the word. Make the most of it you can, said I to myself, the Bastille is but another word for a tower, and a tower is but another word for a house you can't get out of. Mercy on the gouty! for they are in it twice a year. But with nine livres a day, and pen and ink and paper and patience, albeit a man can't get out, he may do very well within, at least for a month or six weeks, at the end of which, if he is a harmless fellow, his innocence appears and he comes out a better and wiser man than he went in.

I had some occasion—I forget what—to step into the courtyard, as I settled this account, and remember I walked downstairs in no small triumph with the conceit of my reasoning. “Beshrew the somber pencil! ” said I vauntingly, “for I envy not its power, which paints the evils of life with so hard and deadly a coloring. The mind sits terrified at the objects she has magnified herself and blackened. Reduce them to their proper size and hue, she overlooks them. 'T is true,” said I, correcting the proposition, “the Bastille is not an evil to be despised. But strip it of its towers, fill up the fosse, unbarricade the doors, call it simply a confinement, and suppose 't is some tyrant of a distemper, and not of a man, which holds you in it, the evil vanishes and you bear the other half without complaint.”

I was interrupted in the heyday of this soliloquy with a voice which I took to be that of a child, which complained it could not get out. I looked up and down the passage, and, seeing neither man, woman, nor child, I went out without further attention.

In my return back through the passage, I heard the same words repeated twice over; and, looking up, I saw it was a starling, hung in a little cage. “ I can't get out—I can't get out,” said the starling.

I stood looking at the bird; and to every person who came through the passage it ran fluttering to the side towards which they approached it, with the same lamentation of its captivity. “I can't get out,” said the starling. “God help thee! ”said I, “but I'll let thee out, cost what it will.” So I turned about the cage to get the door. It was twisted and double twisted so fast with wire there was no getting it open without pulling the cage to pieces. I took both hands to it.

The bird flew to the place where I was attempting his deliverance, and, thrusting his head through the trellis, pressed his breast against it, as if impatient. “I fear, poor creature” said I, “I cannot set thee at liberty.” “No,” said the starling, “I can't get out — I can't get out.”

I never had my affections more tenderly awakened, nor do I remember an incident in my life where the dissipated spirits to which my reason had been a bubble were so suddenly called home. Mechanical as the notes were, yet so true in tune to nature were they chanted, that in one moment they overthrew all my systematic reasonings upon the Bastille; and I heavily walked upstairs, unsaying every word I had said in going down them.

“Disguise thyself as thou wilt, still, Slavery,” said I, “still thou art a bitter draught; and though thousands in all ages have been

made to drink of thee, thou art no less bitter on that account. 'T is thou, thrice sweet and gracious goddess,”— addressing myself to Liberty, — “whom all, in public or in private, worship, whose taste is grateful, and ever will be so, till Nature herself shall change. No tint of words can spot thy snowy mantle, nor chymic power turn thy scepter into iron. With thee to smile upon him as he eats his crust, the swain is happier than his monarch, from whose court thou art exiled. Gracious Heaven!” cried I, kneeling down upon the last step but one in my ascent, “grant me but health, thou great Bestower of it, and give me but this fair goddess as my companion, and shower down thy miters, if it seem good unto thy divine providence, upon those heads which are aching for them.”

The bird in his cage pursued me into my room. I sat down close by my table, and, leaning my head upon my hand, I began to figure to myself the miseries of confinement. I was in a right frame for it, and so I gave full scope to my imagination.

I was going to begin with the millions of my fellow-creatures born to no inheritance but slavery; but finding, however affecting the picture was, that I could not bring it near me, and that the multitude of sad groups in it did but distract me, I took a single captive, and, having first shut him up in his dungeon, I then looked through the twilight of his grated door to take his picture.

I beheld his body half wasted away with long expectation and confinement, and felt what kind of sickness of the heart it was which arises from hope deferred. Upon looking nearer, I saw him pale and feverish. In thirty years the western breeze had not once fanned his blood. He had seen no sun, no moon in all that time, nor had the voice of friend or kinsman breathed through his lattice. His children!—

But here my heart began to bleed, and I was forced to go on with another part of the portrait.

He was sitting upon the ground, upon a little straw, in the farthest corner of his dungeon, which was alternately his chair and bed. A little calendar of small sticks was laid at the head, notched all over with the dismal days and nights he had passed there. He had one of these little sticks in his hand, and with a rusty nail he was etching another day of misery to add to the heap. As I darkened the little light he had, he lifted up a hopeless eye towards the door, then cast it down, shook his head, and went on with his work of affliction. I heard his chains upon his legs as he turned his body to lay his little stick upon the bundle. He gave a deep sigh. I saw the iron enter into his soul. I burst into tears. I could not sustain the picture of confinement which my fancy had drawn.

From “The Sentimental Journey”

八哥

劳伦斯·斯特恩

劳伦斯·斯特恩，英国小说家，于1713年生于爱尔兰。

他的父亲是一位英国军官，斯特恩10岁前一直跟随父亲的部队在外奔波。后来他进入哈利法克斯一所学校学习，度过了八九年的时光，在剑桥大学完成教育。

斯特恩先生成为英国国教的一位牧师，但是他把大多数时间用于小说创作。他于1768年逝世于伦敦。

至于巴士底狱，这个词语本身就是恐惧。不论你怎么想，我这样对自己说，巴士底狱不过是一座塔楼的名字，这塔楼不过是一间房子，只是你无法出来。但愿痛风病人日子好过！因为他们一年要去里面两次。但是如果每天有九里弗，有笔、墨、纸和耐心，虽然一个人不能出来，他在里面的日子也会好过，至少1个月或者6周时间没有问题，在结束的时候如果他是一个无罪的人，他的清白就可以证明，他就可以出来，比进去之前要好、要明智许多。

有那么一次——我忘记了是在什么场合——就在讲述故事的时候我走进了庭院，我记得我走下楼梯，得意扬扬，心里还有所盘算。“我诅咒那些愚蠢的作家！”我吹嘘地说，“因为我不嫉妒他们手笔的力量，它把生活的罪恶渲染上如此沉重、如此死寂的色彩。头脑对于自己放大的、使其变黑的事物感到害怕。把它们放回到原来的大小和色彩，她可以一览无余。的确，”我说，改变了口吻，“巴士底狱不是罪恶、不需要憎恨。但是把它的塔楼夷平，把它的护城河填上，把它的门打开，把它当做一个简单的监狱，想象它是躁动的霸权，而不是一个人的霸权，不是一个人把你关在里面，这样所有的罪恶就都消失掉了，你就会毫无怨言地忍受另外一半。”

一个好似孩子的声音打断了我的独白，这孩子的声音抱怨自己无法出来。我在过道里上下打量，看不到男人、女人抑或孩子，我走了出来，丝毫没有留意。

我从过道里走了出来，听到同样的声音重复了两次；我抬头看，看到一只八哥，挂在小小的窝里。“我无法出来——我无法出来。”八哥说道。

我站着看这只鸟，每当有人从过道里出来，它都会向他们靠近的方向飞去，同样哀诉着自己的被俘。“我无法出来。”八哥说。“上帝助你！”我说，“但是我会放你出来，无论代价如何。”我绕着笼子走，寻找笼门。笼子的铁丝缠绕得非常紧密，除非把笼子拆解成碎片，否则八哥是出不来的。我双手把着笼子。

我想把八哥放出来，八哥飞到这里，顺着窟窿把头探了出来，胸口紧紧地抵着笼子，好像等不及一样。“可怜的鸟儿，我恐怕，”我说，“无法把你放出来。”“不，”八哥说，“我无法出来——我无法出来。”

我的情感从来没有被如此激发，也记不得我一生中是否还有类似情形，我昏沉的头脑从来不听从理智的劝告，此时却非常激越。八哥的声音也许略显机械，但这是出于本能而发出的呐喊，一时之间我有关巴士底狱所有系统的理论都被抛弃。我沉重地走上楼梯，否定了我下楼梯时所说的一切。

“奴役，尽你所能隐藏自己吧，”我说，“但是你依然还是苦水一潭，虽然每个时代都有成千上万的人被迫饮用你，但是你并不因此而变得甘甜。是你，甜美、优雅的女生，”——我在与自由女神对话——“无论公开还是隐秘，所有人都把你崇拜，你的味道是甘甜的，永远都会甘甜，直到人性发生改变。恶言冷语不会污浊你雪白的外衣，肮脏的权利也不会让你的权杖化为铁锈。青年在啃食面包，有了你的光照，他比国王还要开心，国王的殿堂没有你的行踪。伟大的上苍！”我大声说，在上楼梯时跪在了倒数第二层阶梯之上，“保佑我健康，你是伟大的赐予者，只给我这位美丽的女生作为同伴，洒下你的恩泽，如果这是你仁慈的意图，送给这些寻找它们的人吧。”

笼子里的八哥跟着我来到了我的房间。我靠近桌子坐下用手托着我的头，我开始想象囚禁的痛苦。我设身处地，所以发挥了全部的想象。

我想象那千千万的同胞，他们生而为奴，没有财产，但是无论这情景有多么动人，我发现还是不能更加迫近，成千上万的奴隶只能使我分心，我找到一个囚徒，把他关进了囚笼，我通过他的笼门观看黎明，体验他的视线。

我看见他的身体在长久的期待和囚禁中消耗了一半，感受到这样的心灵会经历怎样的创伤，因为总要怀有后延的希望。我近距离看，看到他脸色苍白、躁动不安。30年来西风没有一次为他的热血散热。他任何时刻都见不到太阳、月亮，朋友和亲人的声音也不会从窗外传来。他的孩子！——

这时我的心开始流血，我需要想想一幅另外的景象。

他坐在地上，有一张小小的草垫，坐在监狱里最远的角落，这既是他的椅子也是他的床。一面木棒做成的小小日历挂在头上，上面刻满了凹痕，表示他在此度过的日日夜夜。他的手里拿着一根小木棒，用满是污垢的指甲刻画上又一个痛苦的日子。我熄灭了他拥有的唯一光亮，他抬起绝望的眼睛，看向笼门，之后又低下眼睛，摇摇头，继续忍耐自己的痛苦。他转过身去，把木棒放在木棒堆里，我听到他腿上传来铁链的声音。他深深地叹息。我看到铁索捆住了他的灵魂。我放声大哭。我忍受不了想象出来的囚禁生活。

选自《情感之旅》





THE BELFRY PIGEON

Nathaniel Parker Willis

Nathaniel Parker Willis was born in Portland, Me., in 1807, and died near Cornwall-on-the-Hudson, N. Y., in 1867. His father was an editor and founded “The Youth's Companion.” His sister was an authoress who wrote under the name of “ Fanny Fern”.

Nathaniel was graduated at Yale College, and wrote poems and literary essays during his college course. He spent several years in traveling about Europe, and wrote a series of letters for the newspapers during this time.

Mr. Willis published a number of poems, books of travel, and novels. He possessed great natural gifts and there is much beauty in his prose and verse.

On the cross-beam, under the Old South bell,

The nest of a pigeon is builded well.

In summer and winter that bird is there,

Out and in with the morning air;

I love to see him track the street,

With his wary eye and active feet;

And I often watch him as he springs,

Circling the steeple with easy wings,

Till across the dial his shadow has passed,

And the belfry edge is gained at last.

'T is a bird I love, with its brooding note,

And the trembling throb in its mottled throat;

There's a human look in its swelling breast,

And the gentle curve of its lowly crest;

And I often stop with the fear I feel—

He runs so close to the rapid wheel.

Whatever is rung on that noisy bell—

Chime of the hour, or funeral knell—

The dove in the belfry must hear it well.

When the tongue swings out to the midnight moon,

When the sexton cheerily rings for noon,

When the clock strikes clear at morning light,

When the child is waked with “nine at night,”

When the chimes play soft in the Sabbath air,

Filling the spirit with tones of prayer, —

Whatever tale in the bell is heard,

He broods on his folded feet unstirred,

Or, rising half in his rounded nest,

He takes the time to smooth his breast,

Then drops again, with filmed eyes,

And sleeps as the last vibration dies.

Sweet bird, I would that I could be

A hermit in the crowd like thee!

With wings to fly to wood and glen,

Thy lot, like mine, is cast with men;

And daily, with unwilling feet,

I tread, like thee, the crowded street;

But unlike me, when day is o'er.

Thou canst dismiss the world and soar,

Or, at a half-felt wish for rest.

Canst smooth the feathers on thy breast,

And drop, forgetful, to thy nest.

钟楼鸽子

纳撒尼尔·帕克·威利斯

纳撒尼尔·帕克·威利斯于1807年生于缅因州的波特兰， 1867年逝世于纽约州哈德孙河岸的康沃尔。威利斯的父亲是一位编辑，创办《青年伙伴》。他的姐姐是一位女作家，笔名为“梵妮·佛恩”。

纳撒尼尔毕业于耶鲁学院，学习期间进行诗歌和散文创作。他用几年的时间在欧洲旅行，在这期间为报刊撰写一系列文章。

威利斯先生出版过许多诗歌、游记和小说。他很有天赋，他的诗歌和散文文笔优美。

横梁之上，古老的南钟之下，

一只鸽子的窝建造在这里。

夏季或者冬季鸽子都在，

伴着晨风出入其间；

我喜欢看它走在街上，

眼神谨慎、脚步灵活；

我也经常看它跳跃，

在尖顶附近轻盈盘旋，

它的影子从大钟上掠过，

又落在了钟楼的边缘。

我喜爱这只鸽子，喜爱它的歌唱，

喜爱它杂色的脖子快速抖动；

它抖动的胸脯有人类的表情，

头冠的曲线非常柔和；

我经常停下，感到害怕——

因为它距离车轮非常迫近。

嘈杂的钟无论如何响——

报时的钟声，或是丧钟——

钟楼的鸽子一定清晰地听到。

当有人向午夜的月亮叫嚷，

当司事在午间敲响钟声，

当钟在晨光中作响，

当孩子伴着“晚上九点”起来，

当钟在安息日轻盈敲响，

把灵魂填满祈祷——

无论听到钟声怎样的故事，

鸽子都静静地卧在脚上，

或者在窝里站起，

它擦一擦自己的胸脯，

后来倒下，睡眼蒙眬，

在最后的钟声消失后熟睡。

甜美的鸽子，我好像我是

人群中的隐士，同你一样！

长着翅膀飞向森林和峡谷，

你的境况同我一样，远离人类；

每天，非常不情愿，

我同你一样走在人群之中；

与我不同，白天结束，

你可以远离世界，高飞而去

或者需要休息，

你可以清理胸前的羽毛，

飞回你的窝，遗忘一切。





LADY UNA AND THE LION

Edmund Spenser

Edmund Spenser was a famous English poet who lived in the time of Queen Elizabeth He was born in London in 1553 and received his education at cambridge where he was a sizar. There is a mulberry tree which spenser is said to have panted still standing in the garden of the college.

His early boyhood was passed in London, with frequent visits among the glens of northern England.

Spenser left Cambridge when he was twenty-four years old, and spent several years with his relations in the north of England. On his return to London, he published a series of twelve poems named after the months, and called “The Shep hearde's Calender”. This gained him a name as the first poet of the day. The next summer he went to Ireland as secretary to Lord Grey.

Several years later he was awarded the Castle of Kilcolman for his services. Here he was visited by Sir Walter Raleigh. Spenser had written three books of “The Faerie Queene”, his greatest poem, and Raleigh listened to them as the two poets sat beneath the alder trees beside the River Mulla, which flowed through the castle grounds. Raleigh was delighted with the poem, and persuaded Spenser to accompany him to England, where he was presented to the Queen.

The first three books of “The Faerie Queene” were dedicated to Queen Elizabeth. It was the first great allegorical poem that England had produced, and it has never lost its power.

Spenser possessed a wonderful imagination, and had but to close his eyes and he was in an enchanted land.

“The Faerie Queene” is the story of noble knights fighting against wrong, and a beautiful lady rescued from danger. Only six books of the twelve which Spenser planned were published.

The last years of Spenser's life were filled with sadness. During a rebellion his castle was burnt, and he and his family fled to England.

He died in London in 1599, at the age of forty-six, and was buried in Westminster Abbey.

Nought is there under heaven's wide hallowness

That moves more dear compassion of mind,

Than beauty brought t' unworthy wretchedness

Through envy's snares, or fortune's freaks unkind.

I, whether lately through her brightness blind,

Or through allegiance and fast fealty,

Which I do owe unto all womankind,

Feel my heart pierced with so great agony,

When such I see, that all for pity I could die.

And now it is empassioned so deep.

For fairest Una's sake, of whom I sing,

That my frail eyes these lines with tears do steep,

To think how she through guileful handeling,

Though true as touch, though daughter of a king,

Though fair as ever living wight was fair,

Though nor in word nor deed ill meriting,

Is from her Knight divorced in despair,

And her due loves derived to that vile Witch's share.

Yet she, most faithful Lady all this while,

Forsaken, woeful, solitary maid,

Far from all people's press, as in exile,

In wilderness and wasteful deserts stray'd

To seek her Knight; who, subtilly betray'd

Through that late vision which th' Enchanter wrought,

Had her abandon'd: she, of nought affray'd,

Through woods and wasteness wide him daily sought;

Yet wished tidings none of him unto her brought.

One day, nigh weary of the irksome way,

From her unhasty beast she did alight;

And on the grass her dainty limbs did lay

In secret shadow, far from all men's sight;

From her fair head her fillet she undight,

And laid her stole aside: her angel's face.

As the great eye of heaven, shined bright,

And made a sunshine in the shady place:

Did never mortal eye behold such heavenly grace.

It fortuned, out of the thickest wood

A ramping lion rushed suddenly,

Hunting full greedy after savage blood:

Soon as the royal Virgin he did spy,

With gaping mouth at her ran greedily.

To have at once devour'd her tender corse;

But to the prey when as he drew more nigh,

His bloody rage assuaged with remorse,

And, with the sight amazed, forgat his furious force.

Instead thereof, he kiss'd her weary feet,

And lick'd her lily hands with fawning tongue,

As he her wronged innocence did weet.

O, how can beauty master the most strong,

And simple truth subdue avenging wrong!

Whose yielded pride and proud submission,

Still dreading death, when she had marked long,

Her heart'gan melt in great compassion;

And drizzling tears did shed for pure affection.

“The lion, lord of every beast in field,”

Quoth she, “his princely puissance doth abate,

And mighty proud to humble weak does yield,

Forgetful of the hungry rage which late

Him prick'd, in pity of my sad estate: —

But he, my lion, and my noble lord,

How does he find in cruel heart to hate

Her that him Loved, and ever most adored

As the god of my life? why hath he me abhorr'd?”

Redounding tears did choke th' end of her plaint,

Which softly echo'd from the neighbor wood;

And, sad to see her sorrowful constraint,

The kingly beast upon her gazing stood;

With pity calm'd, down fell his angry mood.

At last, in close heart shutting up her pain,

Arose the Virgin born of heavenly brood,

And to her snowy palfrey got again,

To seek her strayed Champion if she might attain.

The lion would not leave her desolate,

But with her went along, as a strong guard

Of her chaste person, and a faithful mate

Of her sad troubles and misfortunes hard:

Still, when she slept, he kept both watch and ward;

And, when she waked, he waited diligent,

With humble service to her will prepared:

From her fair eyes he took commandement,

And ever by her looks conceived her intent.

From “The Faerie Queene”

尤娜夫人与狮子

埃德蒙·斯宾塞

埃德蒙·斯宾塞是英国著名的诗人，生活在伊丽莎白女王时期。他于1553年生于伦敦。作为公费生，他在剑桥大学接受教育。据说斯宾塞在此种了一株桑葚，依然站立在学院的花园里。

他的童年是在伦敦度过的，经常到英格兰北部的峡谷游玩。

斯宾塞24岁离开剑桥大学，与他英格兰北部的亲属一起度过了几年时光。回到伦敦之后，他发表了12首系列诗歌，诗歌以月份为名，叫做《牧羊人的日历》。该诗歌为他赢得了当时第一诗人的称号。第二年夏季他来到爱尔兰，成为格雷爵士的秘书。

几年以后他以自己尽职尽责而获得了基尔科曼城堡的奖励。这里，瓦尔特·拉雷爵士前来拜访他。《仙后》是斯宾塞最重要的作品，此时他已经写出了3章，两位诗人坐在毛拉河边的赤杨树下，拉雷在此阅读了这三章诗歌，毛拉河穿越城堡的底端而过。拉雷非常喜爱这些诗歌，劝说斯宾塞陪伴他来到英格兰，斯宾塞被引荐给女王。

《仙后》的前3章被献给伊丽莎白女王。这是英国人写出的第一部伟大的寓言诗歌，魅力从来没有减弱。

斯宾塞想象力丰富，只需要闭上眼睛就可以进入梦幻王国。

《仙后》的故事讲述高贵的骑士反抗罪恶，漂亮的女士被从危险之中救出。斯宾塞计划写出12章，但是只有6章发表。

斯宾塞的晚年生活充满痛苦。在一次暴乱中他的城堡被烧掉，他和家人逃亡英格兰。

他于1599年在伦敦逝世，享年46岁，埋葬在威斯敏斯特教堂。

普天之下，没有什么

比美人被痛苦俘获，

更能博取人类的同情，

嫉妒作为诱饵，时运不济。

无论是通过她的盲目，

还是通过忠贞和坚定的效忠，

我认为女性都会如此，

我感到我的心被痛苦撕碎，

看到如此情景，我会因为怜悯而死去。

现在我的心里满是怜悯，

因为最漂亮的尤娜，我做诗给她，

这些诗行让我感动落泪，

想到她经历了怎样的苦难，

虽然忠贞，虽然是国王的女儿，

虽然是人间最美丽的人，

虽然言行都无可挑剔，

与她痛苦的骑士相分离，

她那忠贞的爱情竟然被可恨的女巫所篡夺。

但她是最忠贞的女人，

被遗弃、悲伤、孤单的少女，

远离所有的人，好像被放逐，

游荡在荒凉的沙漠

寻找她的骑士；那骑士却被

女巫造出来的梦境所欺骗，

遗弃了她：她无所畏惧，

在广大的荒原把他找寻；

她希望得到他的音讯，却一无所获。

一天，她已无力赶路，

从那缓慢行路的马背上下来；

在草地上、树荫下，让自己

秀美的肢体休息，远离人的视野；

她解下头上的发带，

披肩放在一旁：她天使的面孔

闪着光辉，就像天上的眼睛，

会让阳光黯然失色：

人类的双眼从来没有见到过这样纯真的美丽。

这时，突然之间，一头雄狮

从树林里跳跃而出，

凶狠地寻找着猎物：

他一见到这高贵的少女，

张开大嘴向她跑来，

好像要把她一口吃掉；

他距离猎物越来越近，

他的凶狠逐渐减弱，

看见了这位少女，他竟没有了力量。

相反，他亲吻她疲倦的双足，

用舌头舔舐她白皙的手，

好像他知道她是被冤枉的。

啊，美人可以制伏最强壮的人，

真理可以征服一切虚假！

她虽然已经看出了他的雄伟，

已经屈服，但是依然害怕死亡，

她的心里充满了同情；

她触景伤怀，泪如雨下。

“狮子，万兽之王，”

她说，“收敛了他王者的雄风，

强大屈服于弱小，傲慢屈服于谦卑，

竟然忘记了自己的饥饿，

怜悯我悲伤的处境——

但是他，我的雄狮、我高贵的主人，

他怎么可以这么残忍地恨我，

而我爱他，最敬佩他，

当作我生命中的一切？他怎能憎恨我？”

泪水没有让她把话说完，

哭声回荡在附近的树林；

见她悲伤，狮子也悲伤，

万兽之王站着看她；

怜悯使他平静，怒气消失。

她的悲伤渐渐过去，

这纯洁的天国的孩子站了起来，

她骑上了雪白的骏马，

去寻找她迷失的勇士，尽她所能。

狮子不离不弃，

与她同行，保护

她的忠贞，是她在困苦、

悲伤中的忠实伴侣：

她睡觉，他则放哨保护；

她醒来，他则殷勤服侍，

为她做一切事情：

他听从她美丽双眸的命令，

永远从她的眼神里获悉她内心的意图。

选自《仙后》

Una is the heroine of the first Book of Spenser's “Faerie Queene”.She appears to have been intended, at least in part, as a poetical impersonation of Truth. At all events, she is one of the sweetest and loveliest visions that ever issued from a poet's brain.

1.2. In Spenser's time the endings sion, tion, as also cian, and various others, were often used as two syllables.

1.13. That is, handling in the sense of treatment. Here, again, we have a relic of ancient usage. So, too, in commandement, in the last stanza of this piece. And in many other like words the old poets often make two syllables where we now make but one.

1.18. An old witch named Duessa, painted and dressed up into a false show of beauty, and dealing in magic arts. She had lied and cheated the red-cross Knight, the hero of the story, out of his faith in Una and beguiled him with her mighty spells.

1.32. undight, took off.

1.33. stole, a long, loose garment reaching to the feet.

1.48. weet, understand.

1.64. Redounding, flowing.

尤娜是斯宾塞《仙后》第一章的女主角。她在诗歌里似乎象征着真理的化身，至少部分是这样的。无论如何，她都是诗人笔下写出的最美丽、最可爱的女性形象之一。

第1章第2句，在斯宾塞的年代，“sion”、“tion”、“cian”还有许多其他结尾通常被当做两个音节。

第1章第13句，（handeling）意思为“handling”“treatment”的意思。这里我们又见到了古时用法的遗迹。在这一章的最后一节里，“commandement”的情况也是如此。在许多其他类似的词里，古时的诗人通常运用两个音节，而我们现在只运用一个。

第1章第18句，这是一个叫做杜爱莎的女巫，装扮成美人，懂得各种魔法。她欺骗了故事的男主角红十字骑士，让他对尤娜失去信心，用她的魔法欺骗了他。

第1章第32句，“undight”，拿下。

第1章第33句，“stole”，长长的、松松的衣裙，直落地面。

第1章第48句，“weet”，知道。

第1章第64句，“redounding”，飘。





PURITY OF CHARACTER

Over the plum and apricot there may be seen a bloom and beauty more exquisite than the fruit itself—a soft delicate flush that overspreads its blushing cheek. Now, if you strike your hand over that, and it is once gone, it is gone forever; for it never grows but once.

The flower that hangs in the morning impearled with dew, arrayed with jewels, once shake it so that the beads roll off, and you may sprinkle water over it as you please, yet it can never be made again what it was when the dew fell lightly upon it from heaven.

On a frosty morning you may see the panes of glass covered with landscapes, mountains, lakes, and trees, blended in a beautiful fantastic picture. Now lay your hand upon the glass, and by the scratch of your fingers, or by the warmth of the palm, all the delicate tracery will be immediately obliterated.

So in youth there is a purity of character which when once touched and defiled can never be restored—a fringe more delicate than frost-work, and which, when torn and broken, will never be reembroidered.

When a young man leaves his father's house, with the blessing of his mother's tears still wet upon his forehead, if he once loses that early purity of character, it is a loss he can never make whole again.

纯洁的品质

李树和杏树上也许能看到一朵花和一个美点，那比果实本身更加精致——一道柔软纤细的泛红，布满了它绯红的脸颊。现在，如果你用手拍打它，一旦它消失了，就永远消失了，因为它只会长这一次。

早晨悬挂的鲜花上面，露水会结成珍珠，装饰着宝石，可一旦你摇晃它，露珠就会滚落下来。如果喜欢，你可以把水洒在它的上面。然而，它却再也不能成为那个样子，露水从天空中温柔地掉落在它上面时的样子。

一个严寒的早晨，你也许会看见，玻璃窗户上布满了风景画，山脉、湖泊、树木都混合在一幅美丽奇妙的图画里面。现在，你把手放在玻璃上，用手指刮擦，或用手掌温暖，所有精美的窗饰会立刻消失掉。

同样，年轻时会有一种纯洁的品质，可它在那时一旦被触摸、玷污了，就再也没法复原——穗，一种比冰霜作品还要纤细的东西，一旦被撕碎和破坏了，就再也没法用来刺绣了。

当一个年轻的男人离开他父亲的家时，他的母亲祝福他，眼泪还湿润了他的前额，如果他一旦失去了那种最初的纯洁品质，它会是一种损失，他永远无法再恢复健全的损失。





DELIGHTS OF READING

Sir John Lubbock

Books are to mankind what memory is to the individual. They contain the history of our race, the discoveries we have made, the accumulated knowledge and experience of ages; they picture for us the marvels and beauties of nature; help us in our difficulties, comfort us in sorrow and in suffering, change hours of weariness into moments of delight, store our minds with ideas, fill them with good and happy thoughts, and lift us out of and above ourselves.

There is an Oriental story of two men: one was a king, who every night dreamt he was a beggar; the other was a beggar, who every night dreamt he was a prince and lived in a palace. I am not sure that the king had very much the best of it. Imagination is sometimes more vivid than reality. But, however this may be, when we read we may not only (if we wish it) be kings and live in palaces, but, what is far better, we may transport ourselves to the mountains or the sea-shore, and visit the most beautiful parts of the earth, without fatigue, inconvenience, or expense.

Many of those who have had, as we say, all that this world can give, have yet told us they owed much of their purest happiness to books. Ascham, in “The Schoolmaster”, tells a touching story of his last visit to Lady Jane Grey. He found her sitting in an oriel window reading Plato's beautiful account of the death of Socrates. Her father and mother were hunting in the park, the hounds were in full cry and their voices came in through the open window. He expressed his surprise that she had not joined them. But, said she, “I wist that all their pleasure in the park is but a shadow to the pleasure I find in Plato.”

Macaulay had wealth and fame, rank and power, and yet he tells us in his biography that he owed the happiest hours of his life to books. In a charming letter to a little girl he says:“Thank you for your very pretty letter. I am always glad to make my little girl happy, and nothing pleases me so much as to see that she likes books, for when she is as old as I am she will find that they are better than all the tarts and cakes, toys and plays, and sights in the world. If any one would make me the greatest king that ever lived, with palaces and gardens and fine dinners, and wines and coaches, and beautiful clothes, and hundreds of servants, on condition that I should not read books, I would not be a king. I would rather be a poor man in a garret with plenty of books than a king who did not love reading.”

Books, indeed, endow us with a whole enchanted palace of thoughts. There is a wider prospect, says Jean Paul Richter, from Parnassus than from the throne. In one way they give us an even more vivid idea than the actual reality, just as reflections are often more beautiful than real nature. “All mirrors,” says George MacDonald, “are magic mirrors. The commonest room is a room in a poem when I look in the glass.”

English literature is the birthright and inheritance of the English race. We have produced and are producing some of the greatest of poets, of philosophers, of men of science. No race can boast a brighter, purer, or nobler literature—richer than our commerce, more powerful than our arms. It is the true pride and glory of our country, and for it we cannot be too thankful.

Precious and priceless are the blessings which the books scatter around our daily paths. We walk, in imagination, with the noblest spirits, through the most sublime and enchanting regions, —regions which, to all that is lovely in the forms and colors of earth,

“Add the gleam,

The light that never was on sea or land,

The consecration and the poet's dream.”

Without stirring from our firesides we may roam to the most remote regions of the earth, or soar into realms where Spenser's shapes of unearthly beauty flock to meet us, where Milton's angels peal in our ears the choral hymns of Paradise. Science, art, literature, philosophy, — all that man has thought, all that man has done, —the experience that has been bought with the sufferings of a hundred generations, —all are garnered up for us in the world of books.

From “The Use of Life”

读书的乐趣

约翰·卢伯克爵士

书籍之于人类犹如记忆之于个人。它们包含了我们种族的历史，包含了我们做出的发明，也包含了由岁月积累起来的知识和经验；它们为我们勾画了奇迹和自然的美丽；它们帮助困难中的我们，安慰悲伤和痛楚中的我们，它们把倦乏的时间转化为愉悦的时刻，给我们的头脑储存理念，让它们充满愉悦和快乐的思想，还让我们出于自我，并超越自我。

有个关于两个人的东方故事：一个人是一位国王，他每晚都梦到他是一名乞丐；另一个人是一名乞丐，他每晚总是梦到他是一位王子，居住在一个宫殿里。我不确信那位国王是否从中获得了最大好处。有时，想象要比现实更加栩栩如生。可是，不管怎样，当我们阅读时，我们也许不仅仅是国王，居住在宫殿里（假如我们想象它）。然而，更加好的是，我们可以把自己搬运到山峦、或者海岸，还可以拜访地球最漂亮的部分，没有疲倦、不方便或者费用。

许多人，正如我们所说，拥有这个世界所能给予的一切，可他们依然告诉我们，他们把他们最纯洁的幸福归功于书本。阿斯克姆在《学校校长》一书中，讲述了一个他最后一次拜访格雷·简女士时的动人故事。他发现她正坐在凸肚窗旁，读着柏拉图关于苏格拉底死亡时的优美记述。她的父母亲正在公园里打猎，猎狗在拼命地追赶，它们的声音穿过开着的窗户传了过来。他表示他很诧异，她为什么不加入他们。但是，她说：“我想打趣说，相较于我在柏拉图里发现的愉悦，他们在公园里的所有愉悦都显得微不足道。”

麦考利有财富、名望、军衔和权力，可他还在他的自传中讲，他最幸福的时光都要归功于书本。在一封他给一个小女孩的有趣的信中，他说：“感谢你非常漂亮的信，我总是很乐意让我的小女孩开心。没有什么能像她爱读书那样让我开心，因为当她和我一般大时，她就会发现它们要比果馅饼、蛋糕、玩具、玩耍和世界的许多景观要好。如果有人能让我成为历史上最伟大的国王、有宫殿、花园、丰盛的晚宴、美酒、四轮大马车、精美的衣服、成百上千的仆人，可只要我不能读书，我就不会想成为一名国王。我宁愿做一名坐在一个阁楼里，手拿很多书的穷人，而不愿做一名不爱读书的国王。”

书籍确实能赋予我们一个施了魔法的思想宫殿。吉恩·保罗·里克特说，从帕纳萨斯看到的视野要比从王位上看到的更加宽阔。在某种程度上，相比于真正的现实，它们甚至给了我们一个更加栩栩如生的理念，正如沉思总是比真实的自然要更加漂亮。乔治·麦克唐纳说：“所有的镜子都是魔法的镜子。当我照镜子时，一首诗歌里面的房间是最普通的房间。”

英国文学是英语种族与生俱来的权利和遗产。我们已产生，并正在产生一些最伟大的诗人、哲学家和科学家。没有一个民族敢自夸有一个更辉煌、更纯洁或更高贵的文学——自夸比我们的商业更加富裕，比我们的军事更加强大。它真的是我们国家的骄傲和荣耀。对于它，我们感激不尽。

书籍在我们日常道路四周所散发出的祝福是珍贵的、无价的。想象中，我在和最高贵的精神一起行走，通过最庄严最迷人的地区，——土地的颜色和外观令人愉悦的地区，

“加上闪光

从没出现在海上或土地上的光线，

祭献仪式和诗人的梦。”

没有从我们的炉边传播，我们也许漫步到地球的最远端，或飞入王国。在那里，斯宾塞超自然的美丽身形成群结队地遇到我们；在那里，弥尔顿的天使钟乐 ——乐园的合唱赞歌，敲响在我们耳际。科学、艺术、文学、哲学——人已想到的一切，人已做到的一切——以一百代人的痛楚为代价而获得的经验——所有的，都为我们储藏在书的世界里。

选自《生活的使用》





BREAK, BREAK, BREAK

Alfred Tennyson

Break, break, break.

On thy cold gray stones, O Sea!

And I would that my tongue could utter

The thoughts that arise in me.

O well for the fisherman's boy

That he shouts with his sister at play!

O well for the sailor lad

That he sings in his boat on the bay!

And the stately ships go on

To their haven under the hill:

But O for the touch of a vanished hand,

And the sound of a voice that is still!

Break, break, break,

At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!

But the tender grace of a day that is dead

Will never come back to me.

破碎，破碎，破碎

阿尔弗雷德·丁尼生

破碎，破碎，破碎，

在你寒冷、阴暗的石头上，啊大海！

我真想我的嘴可以说出

我内心的思想。

啊，渔夫的儿子真好，

他可以和妹妹嬉戏！

啊，水手的儿子真好，

他可以泛舟海峡而歌唱！

那雄伟的船只驶向

山下的避风港：

但是，啊，那消失的手如何触摸，

那停歇的声音何处寻觅！

破碎，破碎，破碎，

在你峭壁之下，啊，大海！

但是那幸福的一日已经消逝，

永远不会回到我的身边。





WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

William Shakespeare was born in the year 1564, at Stratford-on-Avon, in England. Queen Elizabeth was on the throne then, and it was one of the most brilliant periods in all English history. The poems and plays that Shakespeare wrote are the greatest in the English language, and one cannot appreciate the best there is in literature unless he has studied them. It is strange that no one thought, in the time that he lived, of writing his history, so that we might know as much about him and his boyhood as we do of most other great men.

Stratford is in the heart of England, and the stream of Avon winds through a beautiful country. There were two famous old castles near by, which had been peopled by knights in armor, and out of whose great stone gateways they had ridden to battle.

We are sure that Shakespeare loved to listen to the tales of these old battles, for in later years he based several of his great historical plays upon them.

One of these plays is called “Richard III.” and part of the scenes are laid in the old Warwick Castle, near his home. He tells how the young son of the Duke of Clarence was kept a prisoner in one of the great gloomy towers, by the wicked Duke of Gloucester, who afterward became King Richard III.; and the play ends with the Battle of Bosworth Field, where King Richard is slain.

We know that Shakespeare was fond of the woods and the fields, for his plays are filled with charming descriptions of their beauty. The forest of Arden was near Stratford, and its streams and woods filled him with such delight that when he became a man he made them forever famous by writing a play called “As You Like It”, the most beautiful scenes of which are laid in this forest.

He liked to imagine that fairies dwelt in the Arden woods, and though he could not see them in their frolics, he could picture them in his brain. When he saw the grass and flowers wet with dew, it pleased him to think that this had been a task set by the Queen of the Fairies in the night for her tiny subjects. So in his play, “A Midsummer Night's Dream”, he makes a fairy say: —

Over hill, over dale,

Thorough brush, thorough brier,

I do wander everywhere,

Swifter than the moony sphere;

And I serve the Fairy Queen.”　 Then the fairy tells its companion it must hasten away to its task; —

“I must go seek some dewdrops here

And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear.”

Shakespeare must have been in the forest of Arden often in the summer mornings and seen the dewdrops clinging to the cowslips and glistening in the sunlight like pearls.

The exact day that Shakespeare was bom is not certain, but it was about the 23rd of April, and many men who have made a study of the poet's life accept that as his birthday. The house in which he was born is still standing, although it has, of course, undergone many changes in the last three hundred years.

During the early boyhood of the poet, his father, if John Shakespeare, was a prosperous tradesman. He was a wool dealer and farmer. When Shakespeare was four years old his father became high-bailiff, or mayor of the town .

The future dramatist was sent to the village school at about the age of seven. He could already read, having learned his letters at home from a very queer primer. It was called the “horn-book”, because it was made of a single printed leaf, set in a frame of wood like our slates, and covered with a thin plate of horn.

The boy remained at school only about six years. His father had failed in many enterprises, and it is probable he needed his son to help him in his work. Just what Shakespeare learned at school we do not know, but his writings show some knowledge of Greek and Latin, for these languages were taught in the schools at that time.

It is certain that Shakespeare's education went on after he left school. That is, he learned something from everything he saw about him and from all that he read. Even the trees in the forest and the streams in the meadows taught him lessons about nature. And this idea he expresses in his own beautiful way in the play “As You Like It”, when he makes the banished Duke in the forest of Arden say: — 　“And this our life, exempt from public haunt,

Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,

Sermons in stones, and good in everything.”　 It is quite probable that John Shakespeare unconsciously decided the career of his son, for it was while he was mayor of Stratford that plays were first presented there, and the players must have obtained his consent in order to give their performances.

We can also learn from his writings what games Shakespeare was fond of, or, at least, what sports the boys of his time took delight in. In Shakespeare's “Comedy of Errors” he refers to the game of football, and in the historical play of “ Julius Caesar,” there is a fine description of a swimming match between Caesar and Cassius. Cassius tells the story to Brutus of how Caesar challenged him to leap into the river Tiber, armed as they were for battle:—

“Caesar said to me, ‘Darest thou, Cassius, now Leap in with me into this angry flood,

And swim to yonder point?’ Upon the word,

Accoutered as I was, I plunged in

And bade him follow; so, indeed, he did.

The torrent roar'd and we did buffet it

With lusty sinews, throwing it aside

And stemming it with hearts of controversy.”　Cassius then tells how Caesar's strength gave out and he cried for help, and how Cassius brought him safe to land.

Other sports of Shakespeare's day were archery, wrestling, hunting, and falconry, where a bird called a falcon was let loose into the air to pursue its prey.

When Shakespeare was in his nineteenth year he married Anne Hathaway, and a few years later he set out to seek his fortune in London.

He had played some small parts on the stage at Stratford, and it is not surprising that we soon find him among the players in London, filling such trifling parts as were offered to him, and even, some accounts say, holding horses at the stage door to help support himself and his family.

His leisure time was spent in study. “Plutarch's Lives” furnished him with material for his plays of “Julius Caesar”, “Antony and Cleopatra”, and parts, at least, of others.

He was a great student of the Bible, so much so that a learned bishop who made a study of his plays found that Shakespeare in all his writings had in five hundred and fifty different places either quoted from the Scriptures or referred to them.

Shakespeare rose to fame rapidly. He was associated in the building of a new theater called the Globe, where his plays were acted before thousands. Then the Blackfriars Theater was built, and these two houses divided the honor of producing his plays.

He gathered up the history of England, the grandeur of its courts, the beauty of its woods and fields, and the deeds of its people, and told of it all in such masterful dramas that his name leads all other English writers.

The last few years of his life were spent at Stratford-on-Avon, where he had become a large land-owner. He died in the year 1616, at the age of fifty-two.

Nearly every great English writer and poet ever since has referred, in some way or other, to the plays of Shakespeare. The speeches of our statesmen owe much of their strength and beauty to the influence of his writings. It has been said that “Shakespeare is like a great primeval forest, whence timber shall be cut and used as long as winds blow and leaves are green.”

威廉·莎士比亚

威廉·莎士比亚于1564年生于英格兰斯特拉福镇的埃文河畔。那时伊丽莎白女王在位。在整个英国史中，那个时期是最为辉煌的时期之一。在英语这门语言中，莎士比亚书写的诗歌和戏剧是最伟大的。在文学中，一个人只有在认真研究过后，方能真正领会、欣赏其中的精髓。很奇怪，在他生活的年代，没有一个人考虑去书写他的生平，以便我们可以尽可能多地知道他和他的童年，正如我们了解绝大多数其他伟人一样。

斯特拉福位于英格兰的中心，埃文河穿过的一个美丽的乡村。附近有两座著名的古老城堡，里面住着戴着盔甲的骑士，他们骑马去作战时要经过城堡的石头大门。

我们确信莎士比亚喜爱听这些古老的战斗故事，因为后来，他根据它们创作了他几部伟大的历史剧。

《理查德三世》就是这些戏剧中的一个，它的部分场景取于他家附近的老军事城堡。他讲述了邪恶的格洛斯特公爵是如何把克拉伦斯公爵年轻的儿子关在一个极度黑暗的塔楼里。随后，格洛斯特公爵成为国王理查德三世。这部戏剧以博斯沃思战役结束，国王理查德在那场战役中被残杀。

我们知道莎士比亚喜欢森林和田野，因为他的戏剧里充满了对它们美丽迷人的描写。阿登森林位于斯特拉福镇附近，里面的溪流和树林使他如此欣喜。当他成人后，他写出一部名为《皆大欢喜》的戏剧，其中最漂亮的场景就取于这片森林，结果这让阿登森林永远出名。

他喜欢想象仙女就居住在阿登森林，并且尽管他看不见她们的嬉戏，可他可以在大脑里描绘出她们的样子。当他看见露水沾湿了青草和鲜花，他非常高兴，认为这是仙后为了解决她的几个小问题，在夜里布置的任务。因此，在他的戏剧《仲夏夜之梦》中，他让仙女如是说：

“山上，山谷上，

布满灌木丛，长满野蔷薇

我的确四处飘荡，

比月球还敏捷；

我为仙后服务。”接着，仙女告诉它的伙伴，它必须急忙离开，去完成它的任务：

“我必须在这寻找一些露珠

还要在每个黄花九轮草的耳朵上挂一颗珍珠。”

夏天早晨，莎士比亚一定经常去阿登森林，在那儿看附着在黄花九轮草上的露珠，在阳光下，它像珍珠一样闪烁着耀眼的光芒。

莎士比亚出生的确切日期不明，大约在5月23日左右，并且许多研究诗人生活的人，愿意把那天作为他的生日。现在，他出生的房子仍然屹立着，尽管它在近300年里经历了许多变化。

在诗人的孩童时代，他的父亲约翰·莎士比亚是一名富裕的商人，经营羊毛生意和一家农场。当莎士比亚4岁时，他的父亲成为高级地区执行官，或是说城镇镇长。

大约7岁时，这位未来的戏剧家被送往一所乡村学校。当时他已能阅读，并已经从一本非常古怪的识字祈祷书上学习了单词。它被称为《文字板》，因为它由一个单一的印刷页构成，木头结构，就像我们的石板，上面还覆盖着一个触角薄板。

小男孩只在学校待了6年。他父亲的很多企业都破产了。他有可能需要他儿子帮助他的工作。莎士比亚在学校刚刚学到了什么，我们并不清楚，但我们清楚，那个时候他在学校学习了希腊语和拉丁语，因为他的作品展示了一些希腊语和拉丁语知识。

毫无疑问，莎士比亚离开学校后还在继续学习。也就是说，他从他周围见到的每件事物中

学习，还从所有他读到的东西中学习。甚至，森林中的树和牧场的溪流也教授给了他自然课程。在戏剧《皆大欢喜》中，他用自己优美的方式，表达了这个想法，当他让被驱逐的公爵在阿登森林如是说：

“这就是我们的生活，没有俗世的烦恼，

可以与树对话，以流动的溪水为书，

把石头当作布道文，在所有事物中寻找益处。”

那是极有可能的，约翰·莎士比亚在无意识中决定了他儿子的生涯，因为当他是斯特拉福的镇长时，那里第一次表演戏剧，并且演员必须获得他的同意，才能表演。

从他的作品中，我们也可以了解到莎士比亚喜欢什么游戏，或者说，至少可以了解到，他在闲暇时间喜欢做什么游戏。在莎士比亚的作品《错误的喜剧》中，他提到了足球运动，并且在历史剧《尤里乌斯·恺撒》中，他描写了一场，恺撒和卡修斯之间的游泳竞赛。卡修斯告诉了布鲁特斯，恺撒如何威胁他跳进台伯河的故事，武装得好像他们是要战斗的样子：

“恺撒对我说，‘你太大胆了，卡修斯，现在

和我一起跳进这个愤怒的河吧，

游到远处？’话音刚落，

尽管我全副武装，我还是跳了下去

命令他也跳下来；确实，他也跳了下来。

河流汹涌，我们确实在里面挣扎

用健壮的肌肉把它扔到一边

用论辩的心遏制住它。”　　随后，卡修斯告诉说，恺撒是如何的精疲力竭，还哭喊帮助，以及卡修斯是怎样把他安全地带上岸的。

在莎士比亚生活的时期，其他运动有射箭、摔跤、打猎及训练猎鹰。训练的方式是把一只称为猎鹰的鸟放飞到空中，让它去追逐并扑食动物。

当莎士比亚19岁时，他和安妮·哈撒韦结婚。几年后，他前往伦敦寻求机遇。

他已在斯特拉福的舞台上演过一些小角色。那并不令人惊讶，在伦敦的演员中，我们很快找到了他，他扮演一些提供给他的小角色。据相关记载，他甚至在舞台门口勒马，帮助维持他自己和家人的生活。

他把闲暇时间用来学习。《希腊历史学家的生活》为他的戏剧《尤里乌斯·恺撒》《安东尼和克利奥帕特拉》提供了一些材料，并且，至少还提供给他其他一部分戏剧材料。

他是一名伟大的《圣经》研究者，非常伟大，以至于一位有学问并研究他戏剧的主教发现，在莎士比亚所有的作品中，有550个不同的地方，要么引用了经文，要么谈及经文。

莎士比亚成名很快。他和一个名为格洛布的新剧院成为合作伙伴。在那儿，他的戏剧在上千人面前表演。随后，黑衣修士剧院修建，这两家剧院分享了上演他戏剧的荣耀。

他收集了英格兰史，它宏伟的宫廷，它美丽的田野和它人民的事迹，并在如此娴熟巧妙的戏剧中谈及它，以至于他的名字要位于其他英语作家之前。

在斯特拉福镇埃文河畔，他度过了生命的最后几年，在那儿他成为一个大地主。他去世于1616年，享年52岁。

古往今来，几乎每名伟大的英语作家和诗人，都用某种或其他方式提到过莎士比亚的戏剧。我们的政治家演讲的力量和优美都要归功于他作品的影响。据说，“莎士比亚是一个伟大的原始森林，只要风吹、叶绿，那里的木材就会被砍伐，被使用”。





THE THREE CASKETS

（ABRIDGED）

William Shakespeare

Belmont, A Room in Portia's House. Three Caskets of Gold, Silver, and Lead on Table.

Portia, a beautiful and accomplished heiress, is sought in marriage by a large number of suitors, whose fate is to be determined by the choice they make of one of three caskets—gold, silver, and base lead. The following are the comments of three of the suitors—the Prince of Morocco, the Prince of Arragon, and Bassanio: — Enter Portia, with the Prince of Morocco. Portia. Now make your choice.

Morocco. The first, of gold, which this inscription bears, —

Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire;

The second, silver, which this promise carries, —

Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.

This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt, —

Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath, —

How shall I know if I do choose the right? Portia. The one of them contains my picture, Prince:

If you choose that, then I am yours withal.

Morocco. Some god direct my judgment! Let me see;

I will survey th' inscriptions back again.

What says this leaden casket?

Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.

Must give, — for what? for lead? hazard for lead?

This casket threatens: men, that hazard all

Do it in hope of fair advantages.

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross;

I'll then nor give nor hazard aught for lead.

What says the silver, with her virgin hue?

Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.

As much as he deserves! —Pause there, Morocco,

And weigh thy value with an even hand:

If thou be'st rated by thy estimation.

Thou dost deserve enough; and yet enough

May not extend so far as to the lady:

And yet to be afeard of my deserving,

Were but a weak disabling of myself.

As much as I deserve! Why, that's the lady:

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes,

In graces, and in qualities of breeding;

But, more than these, in love I do deserve.

What if I stray'd no further, but chose here?

Let 's see once more this saying graved in gold:

Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire.

Why, that 's the lady; all the world desires her:

……Deliver me the key;

Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may!

Portia. There, take it, Prince, and if my form lie there.

Then I am yours.

（He unlocks the golden casket.）

Morocco. What have we here?

A carrion Death, within whose empty eye

There is a written scroll! I'll read the writing.

（Reads）

All that glisters is not gold,—

Often have you heard that told:

Many a man his life hath sold,

But my outside to behold:

Gilded tombs do worms infold.

Had you been as wise as bold,

Young in limbs, in judgment old.

Your answer had not been inscroll'd:

Fare you well; your suit is cold.

Cold, indeed; and labor lost;

Then, farewell, heat, and welcome, frost! —

Portia, adieu! I have too grieved a heart

To take a tedious leave: thus losers part.

（Exit vnth train.）

Enter Prince of Arragon.

Portia. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble Prince;

If you choose that wherein I am contain'd,

Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemnized:

But if you fail, without more speech, my lord.

You must be gone from hence immediately.

Arragon. I am enjoin'd by oath to observe three things:

First, never to unfold to any one

Which casket 't was I chose; next, if I fail

Of the right casket, never in my life

To woo a maid in way of marriage; lastly,

If I do fail in fortune of my choice.

Immediately to leave you, and be gone.

Portia. To these injunctions everyone doth swear

That comes to hazard for my worthless self.

Arragon. And so have I address'd me. Fortune now

To my heart's hope! — Gold, silver, and base lead.

Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.

You shall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard.

What says the golden chest? ha! let me see:

Who chooseth me shall gain what many men desire.

What many men desire! — That many may be meant

By the fool multitude, that choose by show.

Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach;

Which pries not to the interior, but, like the martlet.

Builds in the weather on the outward wall，

Even in the force and road of casualty.

I will not choose what many men desire,

Because I will not jump with common spirits,

And rank me with the barbarous multitude.

Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house;

Tell me once more what title thou dost bear:

Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.

And well said too: for who shall go about

To cozen fortune, and be honorable

Without the stamp of merit? Let none presume

To wear an undeserved dignity.

O, that estates, degrees, and offices

Were not derived corruptly! and that clear honor

Were purchased by the merit of the wearer!

How many then should cover, that stand bare!

How many be commanded, that command!

How much low peasantry would then be glean'd

From the true seed of honor! And how much honor

Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times,

To be new-varnish'd! Well, but to my choice:

Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.

I will assume desert. —Give me a key,

And instantly unlock my fortunes here.

（He opens the silver casket.） Portia. Too long a pause for that which you find there.

Arragon. What's here? the portrait of a blinking idiot,

Presenting me a schedule! I will read it. —

How much unlike art thou to Portia!

How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings!

Who chooseth me shall have as much as he deserves.

Did I deserve no more than a fool's head?

Is that my prize? are my deserts no better?

Portia. T' offend, and judge, are distinct offices,

And of opposed natures.

Arragon. What is here?

The fire seven times tried this:

Seven times tried that judgment is

That did never choose amiss.

Some there he, that shadows kiss;

Such have but a shadow's bliss:

There be fools alive, I wis,

Silvered o'er; and so was this.

Still more fool I shall appear

By the time I linger here:

With one fool's head I came to woo,

But I go away with two. —

Sweet, adieu! I'll keep my oath,

Patiently to bear my wroth.

（Exeunt Arragon and Train.）

Enter Bassanio.Bassanio. So may the outward shows be least themselves:

The world is still deceived with ornament.

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt,

But, being season'd with a gracious voice,

Obscures the show of evil?

……

There is no vice so simple, but assumes

Some mark of virtue on its outward parts:

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false

As stayers of sand, wear yet upon their chins

The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars;

Who, inward search'd, have livers white as milk!

And these assume but valor's excrement,

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty,

And you shall see 't is purchased by the weight;

Which therein works a miracle in nature,

Making them lightest that wear most of it:

So are those crisped snaky golden locks,

Which make such wanton gambols with the wind,

Upon supposed fairness, often known

To be the dowry of a second head,

The skull that bred them in the sepulcher.

Thus ornament is but the guiled shore

To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf

Veiling an Indian feature; in a word,

The seeming truth which cunning times put on

T' entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold,

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee:

Nor none of thee, thou stale and common drudge

'Tween man and man: but thou, thou meager lead.

Which rather threatenest, than dost promise aught,

Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence;

And here choose I: Joy be the consequence!

（Opening the leaden casket.）

—What find I here?

Fair Portia's counterfeit!

—Here 's the scroll.

The continent and summary of my fortune: —

You that choose not by the view

Chance as fair and choose as true:

Since this fortune falls to you,

Be content and seek no new.

If you he well pleased with this,

And hold your fortune for your bliss,

Turn you where your lady is.

And claim her with a loving kiss. Portia. You see me, Lord Bassanio, where I stand,

Such as I am: though, for myself alone,

I would not be ambitious in my wish,

To wish myself much better; yet, for you,

I would be trebled twenty times myself;

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times more rich;

That, only to stand high on your account,

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends,

Exceed account: but the full sum of me

Is sum of — something; which, to term in gross,

Is an unlesson'd girl, unschool'd, unpracticed:

Happy in this, she is not yet so old

But she may learn; then happier in this,

She is not bred so dull but she can learn;

Happiest of all, in that her gentle spirit

Commits itself to yours to be directed,

As from her lord, her governor, her king.

Myself and what is mine to you and yours

Is now converted: but now I was the lord

Of this fair mansion, master of my servants,

Queen o'er myself; and even now, but now,

This house, these servants, and this same myself,

Are yours, my lord; I give them with this ring;

Which when you part from, lose, or give away,

Let it presage the ruin of your love,

And be my vantage to exclaim on you.

From “The Merchant of Venice”

三个盒子

（节选）

威廉·莎士比亚

在贝尔蒙特波西亚房子里的一间屋子。桌子上放着三个盒子，装着金子、银子和铅块。

波西亚是一位漂亮的、有才华的继承人，有许多求婚者向她求婚，他们将从三个盒子中选出一个——金子、银子还有拙劣的铅，他们的命运将据此决定。

以下是三个求婚者的言辞——摩洛哥王子、阿拉贡王子和巴塞尼奥：

波西亚和摩洛哥王子进场。

波西亚： 现在做出你的选择。

摩洛哥： 第一个，装金子的，盒上写着铭文——

谁选择我就会得到许多人想要的东西；

第二个，装银子的，有这样的承诺——

选择我就会得到适合他的东西；

第三个，全是铅，率直的警告——

选择我就需要给予、放弃他已有的东西。

我怎样才能知道我的选择正确？波西亚： 其中一盒装着我的画像，王子，

如果你选中，我就会嫁给你。

摩洛哥： 神灵引导我判断！让我看看；

我要再看一眼盒上的铭文。

这装铅的盒子说了什么？

选择我就需要给予、放弃他已有的东西。

就要给予，——为什么？为了铅？为铅放弃？

这个盒子要警示：放弃一切的人，

这么做是为了得到更多的好处。

金子般的头脑不会为虚幻弯腰；

为了铅，我既不愿给予也不愿放弃。

装银子的盒子说了什么，颜色灿烂？

选择我就会得到适合他的东西；

与他应得的一样多！——等等，摩洛哥，

公平地衡量你自己的价值：

如果你以自己的标准来衡量自己，

你可以获得许多，但是许多

不会带来更多、不会带来夫人：

怕我应该得到的，

这是我自己的无能。

不多不少！啊，夫人就在那里：

我的血统、我的财富配得上她，

在风度、教育方面也没有问题；

除了这些之外，情感上我也般配。

如果我就此而止，选择这个，将会怎样？

让我再看一眼金盒上的铭文：

谁选择我就会得到许多人想要的东西。

啊，这就是夫人；所有的人都想得到她：

给我钥匙；

我选择这个，我拼尽全力！

波西亚： 这里，拿着，王子，如果我的画像在此，

那么我就属于你。

（他打开了金盒。）

摩洛哥： 这是什么？

一个骷髅，在眼窟窿里

有一个卷轴！我要看一看。

（读卷轴）

闪光的并不都是金子，

你经常听人们如此谈论：

许多人搭上自己的性命，

却只到我的外表：

镀金的坟墓里也有爬虫。

如果你既聪明又勇敢，

肢体强健，判断老练，

给你的回答就不会是：

再见，我拒绝你的求婚。

拒绝，的确；白费心力；

那好，再见了，热情，很欢迎你，寒霜！

波西亚，再见！我的心过于悲伤，

我要马上离开：离开，也是失败。

（同队伍退场。）

阿拉贡王子入场。

波西亚： 看啊，高贵的王子，盒子就在这里；

如果你选的盒子里有我的画像，

我们的婚礼马上就会举行：

但是如果你失败了，我不会多说，我的大人，

你一定要马上从这里离开。

阿拉贡： 我发过誓，要遵守三样事情：

第一，绝对不告诉任何人

我打开了哪一个盒子；第二，如果我选择

错误，我今生绝对不会

向一位少女求婚；最后，

如果我时运不济，选择错误，

我马上就会离开，离开这里。

波西亚： 每一个前来向我求婚的人

都发誓要遵守这些条规。

阿拉贡： 我就是这样对自己说的。现在

命运保佑我实现愿望！——金子、银子还有拙劣的铅。

选择我就需要给予、放弃他已有的东西。

在我给予、放弃之前，你看上去更美。

金盒子怎么说呢？哈！让我看看：

谁选择我就会得到许多人想要的东西；

许多人想要的东西！——那许多人的意思也许是

愚蠢的多数，根据表象来选择，

除了愚蠢的眼睛看到的别无所知；

他们看不到内里，就像无足鸟，

天气不好还要在墙外筑巢，

甚至时运于他们也不利。

我不会选择许多人想要的东西。

因为我的精神超过凡人，

同野蛮的众人不在一起。

啊，那么你，装银子的宝贝盒子；

让我看看你的名分又是什么：

选择我就会得到适合他的东西。

说得真好：谁愿意招摇过市，

骗取财富，没有事迹

就得到荣誉？不要让任何人希望

得到不属于他的尊位。

啊，家产、高位和职务

并不是随意给予！真正的荣誉

只有获得荣誉的人才可以享有！

多少人本应该掩盖，却在显露！

多少人本应该受命，却在发令！

这样就会有很多地下的村民得到

真正的荣誉！就会有好多荣誉

从时代的粗糠和废墟中拾起，

重新发光！好吧，这是我的选择。

选择我就会得到适合他的东西。

我已经准备离开。——给我钥匙，

马上打开盒子，看看的我的运气。

（他打开了银盒子。）

波西亚： 你花费好长时间才做出选择。

阿拉贡： 这是什么？傻子的肖像，还在眨眼，

这是对我的愚弄！我要看一看。

你同波西亚是多么不一样啊！

同我的愿望、我应该得到的多么不同！

选择我就会得到适合他的东西。

适合我的就是一个傻子的脑袋？

这就是给我的奖励？我不应得到更好的东西？

波西亚： 冒犯与判断是不一样的东西，

性质相反。

阿拉贡： 这是什么？

这个经火焰锤炼了七次：

同样的判断锤炼七次

就永远不会选择失误。

有些人亲吻阴影；

这些人福气就同阴影一样：

我知道，有些傻子活着，

镀着银，这个也是。

从我在这儿逗留之时

我就看起来更加愚蠢：

我傻得透顶，前来求婚，

但是我和两个人离开。

亲爱的，再见！我遵守诺言，

耐心地承受我的愤怒。

（阿拉贡和众人下场。）

巴塞尼奥进场。巴塞尼奥： 不要有外在的张显：

世人依然被外表所欺骗。

在法律里，抗辩已经这般污秽、腐败，

却用冠冕堂皇的声音解释，

怎可掩盖罪恶的显露？

……

恶行都不简单，而要在外表

套上美德的模样：

有多少懦夫，他们的内心

同流沙一样持久，下巴上却蓄着

赫拉克勒斯和马尔斯的胡须；

而在他们的体内，肝胆如同牛奶惨白！

这些人却要假装虎胆雄威，

真是可悲。看看美女吧，

你会发现这是拿重量换来的；

重量真是神奇，

重量越大反而会变得越轻：

那些卷曲的、金黄头发也是如此，

竟然在风中无节制地嬉戏，

又假装美丽，其实不过是

另外一个脑袋的资质，

而其中的大脑早已入了坟墓。

因此装点不过是狡猾的海滩

通往最危险的大海；美丽的头巾

掩盖着一张印度的脸庞；一句话，

这是奸诈的时间佯装的真理，

欺骗聪明人。所以，这华丽的金盒，

留给美狄亚啃食，我不会选择你：

你也不会，你这陈腐、俗气的苦工，

在人与人之间：但是你，你这微薄的铅，

你没有承诺给予，反而表明放弃，

你的直白比雄辩更能打动我；

这是我的选择：但愿结果会好！

（打开了装铅的盒子。）

——我发现了什么？

美丽的波西亚的画像！

——这是卷轴。

欧洲大陆和我的命运总结：

你没有根据外表选择，

运气同样好，选择同样对：

既然幸运落在你的头上，

满足吧，不要寻觅更多。

如果你满足于此，

满足于你的福分，

你的妻子就在这里，

用爱吻迎娶她吧。

波西亚： 你看我，巴塞尼奥大人，我在这里，

这就是我：虽然，就我而言，

我没有过多的愿望、过多的雄心，

希望自己更好；但是，为了你，

我还要好上六十倍；

比现在美丽一千倍、富有一万倍；

只是为了你的缘故，

我可以在美德、美貌、生活、友谊上

变得更好：但是我的所有

就是——这样；一而概之，

我没有经验、没有经历、不会处世：

好的地方在这里，她还很年轻，

可以改造；更好的地方在这里，

她教养还好，可以学习；

最好的地方在这里，她性格随和，

愿意以你的个性作为指导，

把你当做她的主人、主管、国王。

我自己、我的一切都属于你，加上你自己的

现在都属于你：但是现在我是这房子的

主人、这些仆人的主人、

我自己的女王；现在，只有现在，

这房子、这些仆人、还有我自己

都是你的，我的大人；这枚戒指给你；

如果你竟能分开、丢弃、或者扔掉，

你就毁了自己的爱情，

我就可以随意对你。

选自《威尼斯商人》





QUOTATIONS FROM SHAKESPEARE

Adversity

Sweet are the uses of adversity;

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous,

Wears yet a precious jewel in his head:

And this our life, exempt from public haunt,

Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,

Sermons in stones, and good in everything.

“As You Like It” ReputationGood name in man and woman, dear my lord.

Is the immediate jewel of their souls:

Who steals my purse steals trash; 'tis something, nothing;

'T was mine, 't is his, and has been slave to thousands;

But he that filches from me my good name

Robs me of that which not enriches him,

And makes me poor indeed.

“Othello”

Fear of DeathCowards die many times before their death;

The valiant never taste of death but once.

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,

It seems to me most strange that men should fear;

Seeing that death, a necessary end.

Will come when it will come.

“Julius Caesar”

莎士比亚引文

逆境

逆境的用处其实不错；

好像癞蛤蟆，虽然丑陋有毒，

但是头上却带着珍贵的珠宝：

而我们的生活，远离众人的纷扰，

树上的舌头可以表明，溪中的书可以表明，

石上的布道可以表明，所有的好可以表明。

《皆大欢喜》

好名声

男人和女人的好名声，我亲爱的老爷，

是他们灵魂的珍贵珍宝：

偷走我的钱包也就偷走垃圾；是些东西，也不是东西；

是我的，是他的，也是别人的奴隶；

但是谁人若把我的名声偷走了

他的抢夺非但不能让他富有，

反而让我贫穷。

《奥赛罗》

死亡恐惧

懦夫在死之前死了多次；

勇敢的人却只阵亡一次。

我所听说的所有神奇之事，

最离奇的就是人竟然恐惧；

其实人终有一死，

时候到了，死也就来了。

《尤里乌斯·恺撒》





SHAKESPEARE'S POETRY

Francis Jeffrey

Francis Jeffrey was born in Edinburgh in 1773 and died in 1850. He attended the schools of his native city and completed his education in the Universities of Glasgow and Oxford, preparing himself for the pursuit of law.

He was also a writer of essays and criticisms and attained high rank as a judge and writer. He was at one time editor of the famous “Edinburgh Review.”

Shakespeare alone, when the object requires it, is always keen and worldly and practical; and yet, without changing his hand or stopping his course, scatters around him, as he goes, all sounds and shapes of sweetness, and conjures up landscapes of immortal fragrance and freshness, and peoples them with Spirits of glorious aspect and attractive grace. He is a thousand times more full of fancy and imagery and is splendor than those who, in pursuit of such enchantments, have shrunk back from the delineation of character or passion, and declined the discussion of human duties and cares.

More full of wisdom and ridicule and sagacity than all the moralists and satirists that ever existed, he is also more wild, airy, and inventive, and more pathetic and fantastic, than all the poets of all regions and ages of the world. And he has all those elements so happily mixed up in him, and bears his high faculties so temperately, that the most severe reader cannot complain of him for want of strength or of reason, nor the most sensitive for defect of ornament or ingenuity. Everything in him is in unmeasured abundance and unequaled perfection; but everything is so balanced and kept in subordination, as not to jostle or disturb or take the place of another.

The most exquisite poetical conceptions, images, and descriptions are given with such brevity, and introduced with such skill, as merely to adorn, without loading, the sense they accompany. Although his sails are purple and perfumed, and his prow of beaten gold, they waft him on his voyage, not less, but more rapidly and directly than if they had been composed of baser materials. All his excellences, like those of Nature herself, are thrown out together; and, instead of interfering with, support and recommend each other. His flowers are not tied up in garlands, nor his fruits crushed into baskets; but spring living from the soil, in all the dew and freshness of youth; while the graceful foliage in which they lurk, and the ample branches, the rough and vigorous stem, and the wide-spreading roots on which they depend, are present along with them, and share, in their places, the equal care of their creator.

莎士比亚的诗歌

弗朗西斯·杰弗里

弗朗西斯·杰弗里于1773年生于爱丁堡，1850年去世。他就读于当地的学校，在格拉斯哥大学和牛津大学完成学业，为自己之后从事法律事业奠定了基础。

他也创作散文和评论，还是一位杰出的法官和作家。他曾是著名的《爱丁堡评论》期刊的编辑。

如果题材需要， 只有莎士比亚可以一直机智、世俗、干练；他不用停笔、写下自己的创作，就可以在写作中留下各种美丽的声音和形状，想象出风景、充满花香和清新，让其中的人物精神高尚、美丽无比。有些人追求他人的注意，却不愿刻画人物性格或情感，不愿讨论人类责任和关切，莎士比亚比他们想象力丰富一千倍、笔法闪亮一千倍。

他比所有的道德家、讽刺家更具智慧、讽刺和睿智，他比世界各处、各时的诗人都狂放、灵动、创造力丰富、悲情而想象力丰富。所有这些因素都在他身上完美地融合，都与他的天资相配合，最苛刻的读者不会抱怨他缺少力量和理智，最敏感的读者不会抱怨他缺少修饰和真挚。他身上所有东西都非常丰富、非常完美；所有东西都相互平衡、协调一致，不会彼此干扰、打断或取代。

最精致的诗歌创意、图像和描写都可以简单地给出，技巧娴熟，只会加强所要表达的意思，不会使其拖沓。虽然他的帆是紫色的、芳香四溢，他的船首是镀金的，这些载着他航行，非但不慢，反而更快、更直接，好像这些都是由正常的材料做成的一样。他所有的优点同自然一样，一起表现了出来；彼此非但没有相互干扰，反而相互支持、相互提携。他的花朵没有绑在花环里，他的水果也没有扔进篮子；而是在土壤里茁壮生长，沐浴着青春的露水和清新；它们在优美的叶子中摇摆，它们依靠在圆润的枝、粗壮的干上，根须繁茂，所有这些都与花、实为伴，在自己的位置上分享着创造者所给予的关注。





HOME

Henry W. Grady

Henry W. Grady was born in Georgia in 1851. While a student at the University of Georgia, he excelled in debate. On graduation, he determined to make journalism his life-work. As the editor of the “Atlanta Constitution,” he rapidly grew into prominence as a journalist and an orator. Mr. Grady died in 1889.

A Few days later I visited a country home. A modest, quiet house sheltered by great trees and set in a circle of field and meadow, gracious with the promise of harvest; barns and cribs well filled and the old smoke-house odorous with treasure; the fragrance of pink and hollyhock mingling with the aroma of garden and orchard and resonant with the hum of bees and poultry's busy clucking; inside the house, thrift, comfort, and that cleanliness that is next to godliness — the restful beds, the open fireplace, the books and papers, and the old clock that had held its steadfast pace amid the frolic of weddings, that had welcomed in steady measure the newborn babes of the family, and kept company with the watchers of the sick bed, and had ticked the solemn requiem of the dead; and the well-worn Bible that,thumbed by fingers long since stilled, and blurred with tears of eyes long since closed, held the simple annals of the family and the heart and conscience of the home.

Outside stood the master, strong and wholesome and upright; wearing no man's collar; with no mortgage on his roof and no lien on his ripening harvest; pitching his crops in his own wisdom and selling them in his own time in his chosen market; master of his lands and master of himself. Near by stood his aged father, happy in the heart and home of his son. And as they started to the house, the old man's hands rested on the young man's shoulder, touching it with the knighthood of the fifth commandment and laying there the unspeakable blessing of an honored and grateful father.

As they drew near the door, the old mother appeared, the sunset falling on her face, softening its wrinkles and its tenderness, lighting up her patient eyes, and the rich music of her heart trembling on her lips, as in simple phrase she welcomed her husband and son to their home. Beyond was the good wife, true of touch and tender, happy amid her household cares, clean of heart and conscience, the helpmate and the buckler of her husband. And the children, strong and sturdy, trooping down the lane with the lowing herd, or, weary of simple sport, seeking, as truant birds do, the quiet of the old home nest.

And I saw the night descend on that home, falling gently as from the wings of the unseen dove. And the stars swarmed in the bending skies; the trees thrilled with the cricket's cry; the restless bird called from the neighboring wood; and the father, a simple man of God, gathering the family about him, read from the Bible the old, old story of love and faith and then went down in prayer, the baby hidden amid the folds of its mother's dress, and closed the record of that simple day by calling down the benediction of God on the family and the home!

And as I gazed, the memory of the great Capitol faded from my brain. Forgotten its treasure and its splendor. And I said, “Surely here—here in the homes of the people—is lodged the ark of the cove nant of my country. Here is its majesty and its strength; here the beginning of its power and the end of its responsibility.” The homes of the people—let us keep them pure and independent, and all will be well with the Republic. Here is the lesson our foes may learn—here is work the humblest and weakest hands may do.

Let us in simple thrift and economy make our homes independent. Let us in frugal industry make them self-sustaining. In sacrifice and denial let us keep them free from debt and obligation. Let us make them homes of refinement in which we shall teach our daughters that modesty and patience and gentleness are the charms of woman. Let us make them temples of liberty, and teach our sons that an honest conscience is every man's first political law; that his sovereignty rests beneath his hat, and that no splendor can rob him and no force justify the surrender of the simplest right of a free and independent citizen. And above all, let us honor God in our homes—anchor them close in His love. Build His altars above our hearthstones, uphold them in the set and simple faith of our fathers, and crown them with the Bible—that book of books in which all the ways of life are made straight and the mystery of death is made plain.

Let us keep sacred the Sabbath of God in its purity, and have no city so great, or village so small, that every Sunday morning shall not stream forth over towns and meadows the golden benediction of the bells, as they summon the people to the churches of their fathers, and ring out in praise of God and the power of His might.

Let us keep the states of this Union in the current of the sweet old-fashioned, that the sweet rushing waters may lap their sides, and every-where from their soil grow the tree, the leaf whereof shall not fade, and the fruit whereof shall not die.

Let us remember that the home is the source of our national life. Back of the national Capitol and above it stands the home. Back of the President and above him stands the citizen. What the home is, this and nothing else will the Capitol be. What the citizen wills, this and nothing else will the President be.

家

亨利·W·格拉迪

亨利·W·格拉迪于1851年生于佐治亚州。早在佐治亚州立大学读书时，他就善于雄辩。刚刚毕业他便立志终身从事新闻行业。作为《亚特兰大宪政报》的编辑，他很快成长为一名杰出的记者和演说家。格拉迪于1889年去世。

几天以后我参观一个乡村之家。房子简朴而安静，由绿树遮盖，田野和草地将其围绕，充满丰收的气息；谷仓和储藏室都已经填满，古老的房间里满是宝贝；红瞿麦和蜀葵的气息与花园和果园的味道混杂在一起，蜜蜂的蜂鸣与家禽的叫声在四下回荡；房子里简朴而舒适，其中的洁净仅次于神圣——可供休息的床、开放式壁炉，还有书和报纸，古老的时钟以其坚定的步伐处于婚礼的热闹之中，沉着地迎接过家里新出生的婴儿，曾与床上的病人为伴，也曾为死者敲响过庄严的挽钟；《圣经》已经破烂，不能再动的手指翻阅过它，死去的人的眼泪曾经流在了上面，它记录了一家人简单的生活，也记录了他们的心情还有良知。

房子的主人站在门外，体格强健，状态良好，身形挺拔；他的衣服没有衣领；房屋没有被抵押，成熟的庄稼也没有被扣押；他以自己的智慧管理庄稼，按照自己的时间选择合适的市场来出售它们；他是土地的主人、自己的主人。旁边站着他年迈的父亲，对儿子的家感到满意，内心也很开心。他们动身回家，老人的手搭在年轻人的肩上，触发出第五条诫命的动人场景，并留下充满荣耀与满足的父亲无言的祝福。

他们靠近房门，老妈妈出现了，夕阳的光彩落在她的脸上，使脸上的皱纹和色彩更加柔和，她的目光坚定而热情，她愉快的心情反映在她微动的嘴唇上，她用简单的话语迎接自己的丈夫和儿子回到家里。那边是一位好妻子，忠贞而温柔，满足于自己的家务事，心地纯洁、善良，是丈夫的贤内助和后盾。孩子们身体强健，与鸣叫的羊群走在路上，玩够了，他们就回到家里休息，好像懒惰的小鸟。

我看到夜幕降临，好像从隐形的鸽子翅膀上降落一样。星星在苍穹聚集；树丛里响着蟋蟀的叫声；忙碌的鸟儿在附近的树篱上歌唱；父亲是上帝的孩子，家人都围绕在他的周围，他阅读着《圣经》里爱与真的古老故事，后来他们做祷告，孩子藏在母亲的裙摆之间，简单的一天就这样结束，他们恳求上帝的保佑降临在一家人身上。

我凝视着，宏伟的国会大厦的记忆淡出了我的头脑，其中的光彩和光芒全部遗忘。我说：“就在这里——在普通人的家里——有我们国家圣约的方舟。国家的尊严和力量在这里；国家权力的起点和责任的终结也在这里。”人们的家——让我们保佑他们纯洁而独立，共和国一切都好。我们的敌人可以从这得到教训——这里的工作最卑微、最弱小的人也可以做。

让我们勤俭节约，让我们的家独立自主。让我们的勤俭使它们自足。在奉献与舍弃中让我们使它们免于责任和义务。让我们使家变得精致，我们可以交给我们的女儿，谦虚、温柔才是女子的魅力。让我们把家变成自由的圣地，教给我们的儿子，诚实的良知是每一个男人第一条政治法规；男人的尊严在帽子下面，没有权威可以抢劫他，没有武力可以辩护权利的放弃和自由、独立公民的奴役。总之，让我们在家里崇敬我们的上帝——让他们更加靠近上帝之爱。在我们的家里建造他的圣坛，以我们先祖的信念坚守我们的家，用《圣经》给他们加冕——《圣经》是书中的极品，所有生活的方式上面都有表明，所有死亡的神秘上面都已清晰。

让我们尊重上帝的安息日，保持它的纯洁，无论城市有多大、乡村有多小，钟声的金色祝福都会在每一个周日的清晨回响在城镇和草地，人们伴着钟声走向祖先的教堂，齐声赞美上帝和他那伟大的力量。

让我们以这古老的方式保持这样的和谐，有溪水可以在他们身边流过，有树木生长在他们的土地上，树叶不会枯萎，果实不会腐烂。

让我们记住家是我们国家生活的基础。家是议会的基础和后盾。公民是总统的基础和后盾。家是什么，议会就是什么。公民希望什么，总统就要实现什么。





A PALACE IN A VALLEY

Dr. Samuel Johnson

Dr. Samuel Johnson was born at Lichfield, England, in 1709, and died in 1784.

He was educated at Oxford, where he gained honor as a student in spite of his poverty and defective eyesight.

After leaving college Johnson held a position as an usher, and later was employed by some booksellers.

He gradually began a literary life, publishing some poems, and then conducted “The Rambler” and “The Idler” two periodicals.

He wrote the story of “Rasselas” to pay the expenses of his mother's funeral. His greatest work was a Dictionary of the English Language.

Dr. Johnson's character was a strange union of strength and weakness. His manners were uncouth, but his conversation was rich in wit and wisdom. His genius was recognized during the latter years of his life.

Ye who listen with credulity to the whispers of fancy and pursue with eagerness the phantoms of hope; who expect that age will perform the promises of youth, and that the deficiencies of the present day will be supplied by the morrow, — attend to the history of Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia.

Rasselas was the fourth son of the mighty emperor in whose dominions the Father of Waters begins his course; whose bounty pours down the streams of plenty and scatters over half the world the harvests of Egypt.

According to the custom which has descended from age to age among the monarchs of the torrid zone, Rasselas was confined in a private palace, with the other sons and daughters of Abyssinian royalty, till the order of succession should call him to the throne.

The place which the wisdom or policy of antiquity had destined for the residence of the Abyssinian princes was a spacious valley in the kingdom of Amhara, surrounded on every side by mountains, of which the summits overhang the middle part. The only passage by which it could be entered was a cavern that passed under a rock. The outlet of the cavern was concealed by a thick wood, and the mouth which opened into the valley was closed with gates of iron.

From the mountains on every side rivulets descended that filled all the valley with verdure and fertility, and formed a lake in the middle inhabited by fish of every species, and frequented by every fowl whom Nature has taught to dip the wing in water. This lake dis-charged its superfluities by a stream, which entered a dark cleft of the mountain on the northern side, and fell with dreadful noise from precipice to precipice till it was heard no more.

The sides of the mountains were covered with trees, the banks of the brooks were diversified with flowers; every blast shook spices from the rocks, and every month dropped fruits upon the ground. All animals that bite the grass, or browse the shrub, whether wild or tame, wandered in this extensive circuit, secured from beasts of prey by the mountains which confined them. On one part were flocks and herds feeding in the pastures; on another, all beasts of chase frisking in the lawns. All the diversities of the world were brought together, the blessings of nature were collected, and its evils extracted and excluded.

The valley, wide and fruitful, supplied its inhabitants with the necessaries of life, and all delights and super fluities were added at the annual visit which the emperor paid his children, when the iron gate was opened to the sound of music; and during eight days every one that resided in the valley was required to propose whatever might contribute to make seclusion pleasant, to fill up the vacancies of attention, and lessen the tediousness of time. Every desire was immediately granted. All the artificers of pleasure were called to gladden the festivity; the musicians exerted the power of harmony, and the dancers showed their activity before the princes, in hope that they should pass their lives in this blissful captivity, to which those only were admitted whose performance was thought able to add novelty to luxury. Such was the appearance of security and delight which this retirement afforded, that they to whom it was new always desired that it might be perpetual; and as those on whom the iron gate had once closed were never suffered to return, the effect of long experience could not be known. Thus every year produced new schemes of delight and new competitors for imprisonment.

The palace stood on an eminence raised about thirty paces above the surface of the lake. It was divided into many squares or courts, built with greater or less magnificence, according to the rank of those for whom they were designed. The roofs were turned into arches of massy stone, joined by a cement that grew harder by time, and the building stood from century to century deriding the rains and equinoctial hurricanes, without need of reparation.

This house, which was so large as to be fully known to none but some ancient officers who successively inherited the secrets of the place, was built as if suspicion herself had dictated the plan. To every room there was an open and secret passage; every square had a communication with the rest, either from the upper stories by private galleries, or by subterranean passages from the lower apartments. Many of the columns had unsuspected cavities, in which a long race of monarchs had deposited their treasures. They then closed up the opening with marble, which was never to be removed but in the utmost exigencies of the kingdom; and recorded their accumulations in a book which was itself concealed in a tower not entered but by the emperor, attended by the prince who stood next in succession.

Here the sons and daughters of Abyssinia lived only to know the soft vicissitudes of pleasure and repose, attended by all that were skilful to delight, and gratified with whatever the senses can enjoy. They wandered in gardens of fragrance and slept in the fortresses of security. Every art was practiced to make them pleased with their own condition. The sages who instructed them told them of nothing but the miseries of public life, and described all beyond the mountains as regions of calamity, where discord was always raging, and where man preyed upon man.

To heighten their opinion of their own felicity, they were daily entertained with songs, the subject of which was the happy valley. Their appetites were excited by frequent enumerations of different enjoyments, and revelry and merriment was the business of every hour from the dawn of morning to the close of even.

These methods were generally successful; few of the princes had ever wished to enlarge their bounds, but passed their lives in full conviction that they had all within their reach that art or nature could bestow, and pitied those whom fate had excluded from this seat of tranquillity.

Thus they rose in the morning and lay down at night, pleased with each other and with themselves, — all but Rasselas, who, in the twenty-sixth year of his age, began to withdraw himself from their pastimes and assemblies, and to delight in solitary walks and silent meditation. He often sat before tables covered with luxury and forgot to taste the dainties that were placed before him; he rose abruptly in the midst of the song and hastily retired beyond the sound of music.His attendants observed the change and endeavored to renew his love of pleasure. He neglected their officiousness, repulsed their invitations, and spent day after day on the banks of rivulets sheltered with trees, where he sometimes listened to the birds in the branches, sometimes observed the fish playing in the stream, and anon cast his eyes upon the pastures and mountains filled with animals.

This singularity of his humor made him much observed. One of the sages, in whose conversation he had formerly delighted, followed him secretly, in hope of discovering the cause of his disquiet. Rasselas, who knew not that any one was near him, having for some time fixed his eyes upon the goats that were browsing among the rocks, began to compare their condition with his own.

“What,” said he, “makes the difference between man and all the rest of the animal creation? Every beast that strays beside me has the same bodily necessities with myself; he is hungry and crops the grass, he is thirsty and drinks the stream; his thirst and hunger are appeased, he is satisfied and sleeps; he rises again and is hungry; he is again fed and is at rest. I am hungry and thirsty, like him; but when thirst and hunger cease, I am not at rest; I am, like him, pained with want; but am not, like him, satisfied with fullness. The intermediate hours are tedious and gloomy; I long again to be hungry, that I may again quicken my attention. The birds peck the berries or the corn, and fly away to the groves, where they sit in seeming happiness on the branches and waste their lives in tuning one unvaried series of sounds. I like wise can call the lutanist and singer, but the sounds that pleased me yesterday weary me today, and will grow more wearisome tomorrow. I can discover within me no power of perception which is not glutted with its proper pleasure, yet I do not feel myself delighted. Man surely has some latent sense for which this place affords no gratification, or he has some desires distinct from sense, which must be satisfied before he can be happy.”

After this he lifted up his head, and, seeing the moon rising, walked toward the palace. As he passed through the fields and saw the animals around him, “Ye,” said he, “are happy, and need not envy me that walk thus among you, burdened with myself; nor do I, ye gentle beings, envy your felicity, for it is not the felicity of man. I have many distresses from which ye are free; I fear pain when I do not feel it; surely the equity of Providence has balanced peculiar sufferings with peculiar enjoyments.”

With observations like these the prince amused himself as he returned, uttering them with a plaintive voice, yet with a look that discovered him to feel some complacence in his own perspicacity, and to receive some solace of the miseries of life from consciousness of the delicacy with which he bewailed them. He mingled cheerfully in the diversions of the evening, and all rejoiced to find that his heart was lightened.

From “Rasselas”

山谷中的宫殿

塞缪尔·约翰逊博士

塞缪尔·约翰逊博士于1709年生于英格兰的李治菲特， 1784年去世。

他曾就读于牛津大学，虽然贫困、又有眼疾，但他仍然以优等成绩毕业。

大学毕业后，约翰逊做过迎宾员，后来先后受雇于一些书商。

他逐渐开始了自己的文学生涯，出版一些诗歌，后来成为《漫游者》《闲人》两个报刊的主编。

他写《拉塞拉斯》的稿费全部用来支付母亲葬礼。他最大的成就是《英语语言辞典》。

约翰逊的性格是坚强和脆弱的独特结合。他的行为举止让人觉得粗鲁，但是他的语言却充满了智慧和诙谐。他的才华直到晚年才被人们认可。

有些人轻信想象的述说，认真地追求希望的幻影；有些人希望老年时会实现青年时的承诺，目前的不足会在未来填补，——这样的人请听一听阿比西尼亚王子拉塞拉斯的故事。

拉塞拉斯是强大帝王的第四个儿子，在其统治之下水利开始兴修；河水带来了富饶，把埃及的丰收散播到半个世界。

根据热带地区从古老帝王传下来的习俗，拉塞拉斯幽禁在自己的宫殿，同阿比西尼亚王室的其他儿女待在一起，直到他们继承皇位的时机到来。

古人以他们的智慧和策略为阿比西尼亚的王子们修建了住处，位于阿姆哈拉王国的一个巨大山谷里，周围由群山围绕，山顶就在宫殿的中部。只能通过一个山洞进入这里，山洞穿越一块巨石。山洞的入口被茂密的树林覆盖，开向山谷的入口被一扇铁门关上。

山上各处都有小溪流淌下来，为山谷带来翠绿和肥沃，中部形成了一潭湖水，里面住着各种各样的鱼类，各类水禽也经过这里，天性教会它们在这里洗涤翅膀。湖水通过一条溪流倾泻水源，溪水沿山的北面而过，带着声响一级一级向下飞落，直到水声消失。

山的四周满是绿树，水边布满花朵；每当风起，都有东西从岩石被吹落，每个月都有果子落在地上。所有食草、啃枝的动物都在这里徜徉，无论野性抑或驯服，猎食动物被隔绝在外面，山谷保护了它们。一边，食草的动物群居而食；另一边，野兽在草地上追逐。世界上所有的乐趣都在这里，自然的保佑聚集一处，罪恶被抛弃、隔离。

山谷广大而富饶，为居住在里面的人提供生活物资，帝王每年都拜访此处看望孩子，带来欢喜和充裕，这时铁门就会伴着音乐而开；在八天的时间里，所有居住在山谷的人都被要求提出建议，好让幽禁生活快乐起来，为闲暇充满事务，减轻时间的沉闷。所有的愿望马上都会满足。所有手艺人都会被召见，前来为盛典增色；乐师张显音乐的力量，舞人在王子们面前展示他们的灵活，他们都希望在这快乐的幽禁中度过一生，谁的表演可以为奢侈增色，谁才有机会进入这里。这住所表现出来的安全和快乐格外诱人，新来到的人总是希望可以持久；被拒绝的人就永远没有机会再次进入，漫长经验的效果谁也不知道。因此，每年人们都在筹划新的消遣方式，每年都会有新的竞争者加入竞争。

宫殿坐落在距离湖面30步的高处。里面分有许多空地和庭院，建造风格迥异，要根据建造者的品位而定。屋顶是由巨大的石头修建而成的，纽带经由时间而变得坚硬，建筑长久以来挺立，抵抗着雨水和赤道的风暴，无须修缮。

这宫殿非常庞大，没有人可以完全了解，只有一些古时的官员世代继承着其中的秘密，这的确是巧夺天工的宫殿。每一个屋子都有一条宽大、秘密的通道；所有的空地都相互连在一起，或者通过秘廊的上阶，或者通过地下屋子的通道。许多地方都有秘密的洞穴，好多帝王都把宝藏埋于其中。他们都用大理石封住洞口，只有在王国最危险的时刻才可以重新打开；所有的财富都记在一个本子里，本子藏在高塔之上，只有帝王才可以进入，次之的王子将其把守。

生活在这里的阿比西尼亚王子、公主只知道快乐和休憩，周围的人都知道如何让他们开心，感官可以感受到快乐的，都可以满足他们。他们徜徉在芳香的花园，睡在安全的城堡。人们想出了各种方法，让他们满足于自己的环境。给他们教书的先生只给他们讲述公共生活的痛苦，把群山之外的地方描述为危险之源，分歧肆虐，人与人之间充满敌意。

他们每天都听着歌，歌的内容就是幸福的山谷，好强化他们自己关于福分的想法。他们例数不同的快乐，食欲由此增强，从白日升起到夜幕落下，寻欢作乐是他们一天里所有的事务。

这些手段通常情况下是成功的。几乎没有王子希望扩大他们的视野，他们以为人力和自然可以给他们的东西都在他们的手中，并同情没有机会来到这个平静处所的人，怀着这样的想法他们在此度过一生。

他们就这样白天起来，晚上躺下，彼此相互融洽，自己也感到满足——在所有人当中只有拉塞拉斯开始从他们的嬉戏和队伍中脱离出来，他26岁，喜欢独自散步和沉思。他经常坐在华丽的桌子前，忘记品尝摆放在他面前的精美食物；他会在歌声中突然起身，赶忙躲避音乐的声音。他的随从发现了这一变化，试图重新唤起他对享受的热爱。他忽视他们的殷勤，拒绝他们的邀请，把时间一天一天花在树林遮蔽的小河岸边，那里他有时听一听枝干上的小鸟唱歌，有时看一看水里游戏的鱼儿，有时又放眼看向动物点缀的草地和群山。

他独特的个性引起了大家的关注。一位智者秘密地跟踪他，之前拉塞拉斯就喜欢他的谈话，智者希望发现他不安的根源。拉塞拉斯不知道附近有人，看了一会儿正在岩石上吃草的山羊，开始把自己的处境与它们相比。

“是什么，”他说，“造成了人与其他动物之间的不同？游荡在我身边的动物同样具有身体的需要；他会饥饿，就要吃草，他会口渴，就要喝水；他的饥渴缓解了，他就会满足，睡觉；他又起来，还会饥饿；他又吃饱了，又要休息。同他一样，我也会饥渴；但是当饥渴满足之后，我不会安息下来；同他一样，需求让我痛苦；与他不同，吃饱喝足不会让我满意。接下来的时间里我会感到疲惫、阴郁；我希望再次饥饿，这样就可以集中精力。小鸟啄食浆果或者谷粒，飞向果园，它们站在树枝上，好像幸福了，唱着不变的歌，荒废了一生。我同样可以叫来琴师和歌手，但是昨日让我感到愉快的声音今天会让我厌倦，后天会变得更加疲惫。我所有的感官都充斥着相应的享乐，但是我并不觉得我得到了满足。人一定有某种潜在的感官，这个地方没有办法给予满足，或者人有某种不同于感官的欲望，只有满足了这些他才可以感到愉快。”

说完这些他抬起了头，看到月亮升起，向宫殿走去。他穿过田野，看到周围的动物，“你们，”他说，“是幸福的，无须嫉妒我，虽然我走在你们当中，我却负担沉重；你们这些生灵，我也不嫉妒你们的幸福，因为这不是一个人的幸福。我的许多痛苦你们都感受不到；我没有感觉就可以感到恐惧；当然公平的造物主用特别的痛苦来平衡特别的快乐。”

带着这样的感受，王子回到宫殿，用忧伤的声音说完这些话语，然而他的表情表明他对自己的明智感到满意，带着良知他哀叹，从中也得到了些许安慰。他兴奋地加入当晚的娱乐，大家也高兴地发现他的心情平静了下来。

选自《拉塞拉斯》





TRUE HEROISM

Let others write of battles fought,

Of bloody, ghastly fields,

Where honor greets the man who wins,

And death the man who yields;

But I will write of him who fights

And vanquishes his sins,

Who struggles on through weary years

Against himself, and wins.

He is a hero stanch and brave

Who fights an unseen foe.

And puts at last beneath his feet

His passions base and low;

Who stands erect in manhood's might,

Undaunted, undismayed, —

The bravest man who drew a sword

In foray or in raid.

It calls for something more than brawn

Or muscle to o'ercome

An enemy who marcheth not

With banner, plume, or drum, —

A foe forever lurking nigh,

With silent, stealthy tread;

Forever near your board by day,

At night beside your bed.

All honor, then, to that brave heart,

Though poor or rich he be,

Who struggles with his baser part, —

Who conquers and is free!

He may not wear a hero's crown,

Or fill a hero's grave;

But truth will place his name among

The bravest of the brave.

真正的英雄主义

让别人书写战场，

血腥的、可怕的战场，

荣耀只属于胜利的人，

败者只有死亡；

但是我要书写这样的人，

他们战胜自己的罪恶，

他们长年都在努力，

对抗自己，获得胜利。

他是一个坚强、勇敢的英雄，

他抗击一个隐形的敌人，

最终把他卑劣、下贱的情感

踩在自己的脚下；

他具有男人的雄风，

不会吓到、不会气馁——

他是最勇敢的人，突然之间

拔出宝剑。

要战胜一个敌人，没有战旗、

没有羽饰、没有战鼓，

需要的就不只是发达的肌肉

还需要更多——

这个敌人永远潜伏在近处，

脚步轻而阴险；

白天永远在你身边，

晚上在你窗前。

荣耀应该给予这勇敢的人，

无论他贫穷还是富裕，

他与自己不好的一面斗争——

他征服了、自由了！

也许他并没有带着英雄的桂冠，

也没有葬在英雄的墓里；

但是真理会把他的名字写在

最勇敢的人之列。





THE PEN

Edward Bulwer Lytton

Beneath the rule of men entirely great

The pen is mightier than the sword. Behold

The arch enchanter's wand! —Itself a nothing

But taking sorcery from the master's hand

To paralyze the Caesars and to strike

The loud earth breathless! Take away the sword

States can be saved without it.

From “Richelieu”

笔

爱德华·布尔沃·立顿

在一个伟人的统治之下，

笔比剑还要强大。看一看

大法师的魔杖！——本身不是什么，

只是大师手中的巫术，

让恺撒们麻痹，让世人

没有气息！拿走剑——

没有它国家也可以获得拯救。

选自《黎世留》





CHARACTER OF WASHINGTON

George Bancroft

George Bancroft was born at Worcester, Mass., in 1800 and died in 1891.

He was graduated from Harvard College when he was seventeen, bearing off the second honors of hia class.

The following year he sailed for Europe and spent five years studying under the most learned professors in Germany, France, and Italy.

On his return to America he became a tutor at Harvard and was afterwards connected with a classical school at Northampton.

He was deeply interested in the affairs of the nation, but refused to enter public life, as he had decided to write a history of the United States.

The first volume of this history appeared in 1834, and the series occupied his time for many years.

Mr. Bancroft held the position of secretary of the navy for about a year under President Polk. It was due to his efforts that the Naval Academy at Annapolis, Md., was established.

He was appointed minister to England in 1846 and remained abroad for three years.

He returned to this country and resumed his literary work. In 1867 he was appointed minister to Berlin by President Grant.

The “History of the United States” is without a rival. It is generally accepted as an authority. Mr. Bancroft spared no pains in his researches among old manuscripts, and his style is full of interest.

At eleven years old, left, an orphan, to the care of an excellent but unlettered mother, Washington grew up without learning. Of arithmetic and geometry he acquired just knowledge enough to be able to practice measuring land; but all his instruction at school taught him not so much as the orthography or rules of grammar of his own tongue. His culture was altogether his own work, and he was in the strictest sense a self-made man; yet from his early life he never seemed uneducated. At sixteen he went into the wilderness as surveyor, and for three years continued the pursuit, where the forest trained him, in meditative solitude, to freedom and largeness of mind; and Nature revealed to him her obedience to serene and silent laws.

In his intervals from toil, he seemed always to be attracted to the best men, and to be cherished by them. Fairfax, his employer, an Oxford scholar, already aged, became his fast friend. He read little, but with close attention. Whatever he took in hand, he applied himself to with care; and his papers, which have been preserved, show how he almost imperceptibly gained the power of writing correctly; always expressing himself with clearness and directness, often with felicity of language and grace.

Courage was so natural to him that it was hardly spoken of to his praise; no one ever at any moment of his life discovered in him the least shrinking from danger; and he had a hardihood of daring which escaped notice, because it was so enveloped by superior calmness and wisdom.

He was as cheerful as he was spirited; frank and communicative in the society of friends; fond of the fox-chase and the dance; often sportive in his letters; and liked a hearty laugh. This joyousness of disposition remained to the last, though the vastness of his responsibilities was soon to take from him the right of displaying the impulsive qualities of his nature, and the weight which he was to bear up was to overlay and repress his gayety and openness.

His hand was liberal; giving quietly and without observation, as though he were ashamed of nothing but being discovered in doing good. He was kindly and compassionate, and of lively sensibility to the sorrows of others; so that, if his country had only needed a victim for its relief, he would have willingly offered himself as a sacrifice. But while he was prodigal of himself, he was considerate for others; ever parsimonious of the blood of his countrymen.

His faculties were so well balanced and combined that his constitution, free from excess, was tempered evenly with all the elements of activity, and his mind resembled a well-ordered commonwealth; his passions, which had the intensest vigor, owned allegiance to reason; and with all the fiery quickness of his spirit his impetuous and massive will was held in check by consummate judgment. He had in his composition a calm which gave him, in moments of highest excitement, the power of self-control, and enabled him to excel in patience, even when he had most cause for disgust. Washington was offered a command when there was little to bring out the unorganized resources of the continent but his own influence, and authority was connected with the people by the most frail, most attenuated, scarcely discernible threads; yet, vehement as was his nature, impassioned as was his courage, he so restrained his ardor, that he never failed continuously to exert the attracting power of that influence, and never exerted it so sharply as to break its force.

His understanding was lucid, and his judgment accurate; so that his conduct never betrayed hurry or confusion. No detail was too minute for his personal inquiry and continued supervision; and at the same time he comprehended events in their widest aspects and relations. He never seemed above the object that engaged his attention; and he was always equal, without an effort, to the solution of the highest questions, even when there existed no precedents to guide his decision.

In this way he never drew to himself admiration for the possession of any one quality in excess; never made in council any one suggestion that was sublime but impracticable; never in action took to himself the praise or the blame of undertakings astonishing in conception, but beyond his means of execution. It was the most wonderful accomplishment of this man that, placed upon the largest theater of events, at the head of the greatest revolution in human affairs, he never failed to observe all that was possible, and at the same time to bound his aspirations by that which was possible.

Profoundly impressed with confidence in God's providence, and exemplary in his respect for the forms of public worship, no philosopher of the eighteenth century was more firm in the support of freedom of religious opinion; none more tolerant, or more remote from bigotry; but belief in God and trust in His over ruling power formed the essence of his character. Divine wisdom not only illumines the spirit, it inspires the will. Washington was a man of action, and not of theory or words; his creed appears in his life, not in his professions, which burst from him very rarely, and only at those great moments of crisis in the fortunes of his country, when Earth and Heaven seemed actually to meet, and his emotions became too intense for suppression; but his whole being was one continued act of faith in the eternal, intelligent, moral order of the Universe. Integrity was so completely the law of his nature, that a planet would sooner have shot from its sphere, than he have departed from his uprightness, which was so constant that it often seemed to be almost impersonal.

They say of Giotto, that he introduced goodness into the art of painting: Washington carried it with him to the camp and the cabinet, and established a new criterion of human greatness. The purity of his will confirmed his fortitude; and, as he never faltered in his faith in virtue, he stood fast by that which he knew to be just; free from illusions; never dejected by the apprehension of the difficulties and perils that went before him; and drawing the promise of success from the justice of his cause. Hence he was persevering, leaving nothing unfinished; free from all taint of obstinacy in his firmness; seeking and gladly receiving advice, but immovable in his devotedness to right.

Of a “retiring modesty and habitual reserve,” his ambition was no more than the consciousness of his power, and was subordinate to his sense of duty; he took the foremost place, for he knew, from inborn magnanimity, that it belonged to him, and he dared not withhold the service required of him; so that, with all his humility, he was by necessity the first, though never for himself or for private ends. He loved fame, the approval of coming generations, the good opinion of his fellow-men of his own time; and he desired to make his conduct coincide with their wishes; but not fear of censure, not the prospect of applause, could tempt him to swerve from rectitude; and the praise which he coveted was the sympathy of that moral sentiment which exists in every human breast, and goes forth only to the welcome of virtue.

This also is the praise of Washington, that never in the tide of time has any man lived who had in so great a degree the almost divine faculty to command the confidence of his fellow-men and rule the willing. Where-ever he became known, in his family, his neighborhood, his county, his native state, the continent, the camp, civil life, the United States, among the common people, in foreign courts, throughout the civilized world of the human race, and even among the savages, he, beyond all other men, had the confidence of his kind.

华盛顿的性格

乔治·班克罗夫特

乔治·班克罗夫特于1800年生于马萨诸塞州的伍斯特， 1891年去世。

他17岁从哈佛大学毕业，毕业成绩在班级排名第二。

次年，他远赴欧洲，花费5年的时间跟随德国、法国和意大利最渊博的教授学习。

回到美国后，他成为哈佛大学的助教；之后和位于北安普敦的一所古典学校取得了联系。

他对国家大事很感兴趣，却又拒绝进入公共的视线，因为他早已决心编写一部美国历史。

美国历史的第一卷于1834年出版，丛书花费了他很多年的心血。

波尔克总统任职期间，班克罗夫特曾任海军部长，为期1年。也正是由于他的努力，马里兰州的安纳波利斯海军军官学校才得以成立。

1846年，他被任命为驻英公使，任期3年。

后来他回到祖国，重新开始创作文学作品。1867年，格兰特总统任命班克罗夫特为驻柏林公使。

《美国史》的成就无人能及，是公认的美国历史权威著作。班克罗夫特孜孜不倦地查阅旧手稿，其文体也引人入胜。

华盛顿11岁成为孤儿，由他优秀但没有文化的母亲照顾，华盛顿成长起来而没有学习。他只得到了足够的算术、几何知识丈量土地；他所有的学校教育也仅仅限于母语的正确拼写和语法规则。他的文化完全是他自己努力的结果，从最严格的意义上来说，他是一个自学成才的人；从早年开始，他看起来就像受过教育。16岁他作为调查员来到野外，在这一职业上坚持了3年的时间，在树林中得到锻炼，在孤寂中享受自由、扩充头脑；自然向他展示了对于神圣、无为法则的遵从。

在他工作休息的时候，他好像一直都被最好的人所吸引，也被他们所珍视。菲尔费克斯是他的雇主，一位牛津大学的学者，已经上了年纪，成为了他最好的朋友。他阅读量不大，但是阅读时精力集中。无论他把什么东西拿在手里，他都会小心翼翼；他的手稿被保存了下来，可以从中看出他几乎在不知不觉之中获得了正确书写的能力；他一直清晰地、直接地表达自我，用语典雅而流利。

勇气是他的天生品格，很少作为他的赞扬而被提到；没有人在他一生中的任何阶段发现他在危险之中表现出哪怕最小的退缩之意；他敢作敢当，却很少有人注意，因为他非常平静而机智过人。

他开朗、有活力；在与朋友的交往中率直而亲切；他喜欢猎狐、喜欢跳舞；他的信件非常活泼；他喜欢开心地大笑。他性格中的爽朗伴其一生，虽然他庞杂的事务很快就要剥夺他表现本性的权利，他将要承担的重任即将压倒、抵制他的爽朗和开怀。

他的手很松；平静地给予而没有顾虑，好像他就是害怕在做好事的时候被人发现。他心地善良而具有同情心，对于他人的痛苦格外敏感。所以，如果这个国家需要一个牺牲品才可以获得解放，他一定愿意牺牲自己。他对自己非常严厉，对待别人却格外用心，非常珍惜国人的鲜血。

他的品质平衡而和谐，他的性格不温不火，同其他所有元素相互协调，他的头脑就好像一个井井有条的国家；他激情四射，激情却又听从理智的控制；他思维敏锐，所有不羁的意愿都由完美的判断所控制。在最兴奋的时刻，他的品格中也有平静，给他自控的力量，甚至在最应当厌倦的时候，他也能耐心以对。华盛顿受命之际，只有他自己的影响才可以激发大陆分散的势力，权利与人民之间的纽带非常脆弱、非常细薄，几乎无法辨认。然而，他的情感强烈，他充满激情与勇气，热情绝不会冷却，他一直在发挥着自己的影响，凝聚力量，而他的影响也从未减弱强度。

他的理解是清晰的，他的判断是准确的；所以他的行为从来没有暴露出匆忙与混乱。所有细节对于他个人的探寻与持续的监督都是必要的。与此同时，他对事件的理解都要放在最广大的范畴与联系之中。对于他所关注的问题，他的把握恰如其分，即使之前并没有先例指导他的决定。

就是这样，别人对他的敬佩绝非出于某一特别突出的品质；他也从未在讨论中提出一条建议，冠冕堂皇而不切实际；在行动中他受到的赞扬或是责备绝不是创意精巧而超出自己的能力范围。他置身于历史事件最大的舞台之上，领导着人类历史中最伟大的革命，他从来都把握着所有的可能，同时又把自己的志向控制在可能之中，这恐怕就是他最杰出的成就了。

他对上帝的恩泽充满信心，他对公共崇拜形式的敬重绝无仅有，18世纪的哲学家在支持宗教观点自由上都没有他更加坚定；没有人比他宽容、比他远离固执；对上帝的信仰和对绝对权威的信任形成了他性格的本质。神圣的智慧不但照亮了灵魂，而且激发了意志。华盛顿是一个实干之人，不是理论或者言语之人；他的信条没有体现在他的职业上，而体现在他的生活中，只有在他的国家处于危急的时刻，在天地好像碰撞在一起，他的情感强烈得没有办法压制之时，他的信条才会体现出来；他所有的存在就是对一个持久信条的体现，他信仰永恒的、理智的、道德的宇宙秩序。正直完全是他本性的法则，星球可以脱离自己的轨道，他也不会偏离自己的正直，他的正直是持久的，就好像不是人力可及的一样。

人们都说乔托为绘画艺术带来了完美：华盛顿把完美带到了军营和内阁，为人类的伟大奠定了新的标准。他意志的纯洁肯定了自己的坚定；他从未动摇对美德的信念，他坚守着正义之事；他没有幻想；他面前出现的困难和危险不会让他沮丧；胜利的承诺来源于起因的公正。因此，他不屈不挠，做什么事情都要做到最后；他坚定而不固执；寻求并愉快地接受建议，对自己权利的忠贞坚定不移。

他“谦虚而有节制”，他的雄心不过是对自己权利的理解，由他的责任感紧紧控制；他位于最前列，因为他以与生俱来的大度就知道责任是自己的，他不敢逃脱自己应该履行的责任；所以，他非常谦逊，他总是处于第一位，虽然并不是为了自己或者出于私人原因。他也热爱荣誉，热爱后代的赞许，热爱同时代同胞的好评；他决定让自己的言行与他们的愿望一致；无论是责备的恐惧或是掌声的获得都不会让他的正直动摇；他所希望的赞扬就是道德情感的共享，存在于所有人的胸膛之中，并且只有在美德的欢迎中才有体现。

在任何时代都没有人可以拥有如此神圣的品质，可以指导同胞的信心和意愿的控制，这其实也是对华盛顿的赞扬。无论他在什么地方，在家里，在邻近地区，在他的乡村，在他出生的州，在美洲大陆，在军营，在文明社会，在美国，在普通人当中，在外国的宫廷，在人类所有的文明区域，甚至在野蛮人之中，他卓尔不群，总可以赢得同类的信心。





NATIONAL HYMN

Samuel Francis Smith

Samuel Francis Smith was born in Boston in 1808, and died in 1895.

He attended the Boston Latin School, was graduated at Harvard College, and then studied for the ministry at the Andover Theological Seminary. While in Harvard he was a classmate of Oliver Wendell Holmes. At a reunion of his class, held many years after they had left college, Holmes read a poem which he had written for the occasion, called “The Boys”, and spoke of Mr. Smith in these words: 　“He chanted a song for the brave and the free,

Just read on his medal, ‘My Country, of thee.’”He referred to the poem beginning “My country, 't is of thee”, the national hymn of America, written by Mr. Smith when he was a young theological student, and first sung at a children's celebration, held on one Fourth of July, in the Park Street Church, Boston.

A collection of his hymns and poems has been published under the title of “Lyric Gems”.

My country, 'tis of thee,

Sweet land of liberty,

Of thee I sing;

Land where my fathers died,

Land of the pilgrim's pride,

From every mountain side

Let freedom ring.

My native country, thee—

Land of the noble free—

Thy name I love;

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills,

My heart with rapture thrills

Like that above.

Let music swell the breeze,

And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom's song;

Let mortal tongues awake;

Let all that breathe partake;

Let rocks their silence break—

The sound prolong.

Our fathers' God, to thee,

Author of liberty.

To thee we sing:

Long may our land be bright

With freedom's holy light;

Protect us by thy might,

Great God, our King.

国歌

塞缪尔·弗兰西斯·史密斯

塞缪尔·弗兰西斯·斯密斯于1808年生于波士顿，1895年去世。

他曾经就读于波士顿文法学校，毕业于哈佛学院，为了成为神职人员，他后来到安多福神学院学习。在哈佛学院时，他是奥利费·温德尔·霍姆斯的同学。大学毕业多年后的一次同学聚会上，霍姆斯朗诵了一首诗，叫做《男孩们》，这首诗也正是为聚会而作。诗中这样说道史密斯先生：

“他为勇敢和自由的人们歌唱，

我们只需阅读他的奖章，‘我的国家属于你’。”

他指的是以“我的国家属于你”开头的美国赞美诗。诗歌由史密斯创作，当时他还是一名年轻的神学学生。7月4日，在波士顿公园大街教堂举行的一次儿童庆祝活动上，第一次演唱此歌曲。

史密斯创作的赞美诗和诗歌发表在合集《抒情珍品》中。

我的国家，属于你，

自由的美丽土地，

我歌唱你；

我祖先去世的土地，

圣徒骄傲的土地，

让自由回荡在

群山之间。

我的故土，是你——

自由的、崇高的土地——

我热爱你的名字；

我热爱你的山川，

你的树林和高峰，

我的心满是喜悦，

高高飞起。

让音乐随风飘动，

让自由的歌声

回响在树林；

让逝者醒来；

让所有人参与；

让岩石不再沉默——

歌声响起。

我们祖先的上帝，是你，

自由的保护者，

我们歌唱你：

我们的土地永远放光，

自由的神圣之光；

你的力量保护我们，

我们的王、伟大的上帝。
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