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Graveyard Sirens

公墓里的妓女




The five friends had finished their dinner; there were two bachelors and three married men, all middle-aged and wealthy. They assembled thus once a month, in memory of old times, and lingered to gossip over their coffee till late at night. Many a happy evening was spent in this way, for they were fond of one another's society, and had remained closely united. Conversation among them was a sort of review of the daily papers, commenting on everything that interests and amuses Parisians. One of the cleverest, Joseph de Bardon, was a bachelor. He lived the life of a boulevardier most thoroughly and fanatically, without being debauched or depraved. It interested him, and as he was still young, being barely forty, he enjoyed it keenly. A man of the world in the broadest and best sense of the word, he possessed a great deal of wit without much depth, a general knowledge without real learning, quick perception without serious penetration, but his adventures and observations furnished him many amusing stories, which he told with so much philosophy and humor that society voted him very intellectual.

五个朋友已经吃完了晚餐，这五个人都是中年人，都很富有，两个是单身汉，三个已经结婚了。为了缅怀旧日时光，他们每个月都这样聚一次，边喝咖啡，一边聊到深夜。许多个快乐的夜晚都是这样度过的，因为他们对彼此的社交圈都很感兴趣，并保持着密切的联系。他们之间的谈话无非是对当日报纸内容的评论，谈论巴黎人感兴趣的以及使他们开心的一切事情。其中有一个最聪明的名叫约瑟夫·德巴登的单身汉。他过着一种十足的、随心所欲的花花公子的生活，但绝不放荡或堕落。他喜欢且非常享受这样的生活。他还算得上年轻，才刚刚四十岁。他是上流社会的人——从最广义和最具准确意义方面去理解的上流社会的人：他有才智但没有深度；知识面广但没有真才实学；领悟很快但不作深入研究；他从他的奇遇和观察中汲取了一些有趣的故事，并讲得既诙谐又富有哲理，因此社会上的人认为他很聪明。




He was a favorite after-dinner speaker, always having some story to relate to which his friends looked forward. Presently he began to tell a story without being asked. Leaning on the table with a half-filled glass of brandy in front of his plate, in the smoky atmosphere filled with the fragrance of coffee, he seemed perfectly at ease, just as some beings are entirely at home in certain places and under certain conditions—as a goldfish in its aquarium, for instance, or a nun in her cloister.

他是一位令人喜爱的饭后演说家，总是有些令人期待的故事讲给他的朋友们。现在，他不用别人邀请，正开始讲一个故事。他靠在桌子上，盘子前放着半杯香槟，在弥漫着咖啡香味的烟雾缭绕中，他就像在自己家里一样自如，就像某些生命在某些地点和某些条件下一点也不感到拘束一样——就像一条金鱼在鱼缸里，或一个修女在一个小祭台里。




Puffing at his cigar, he said:

他喷出一口雪茄烟 ，说道：




"A rather curious thing happened to me a little while ago."

“不久前我遇到了一件相当奇怪的事情。”




All exclaimed at once:

所有的人都异口同声地说：




"Tell us about it!"

“讲吧！”




Presently he continued:

于是他接着讲：




"You all know how I love to roam around the city, like a collector in search of antiquities. I enjoy watching people and things. About the middle of September, the weather being very fine, I went for a walk one afternoon, without a definite purpose. Why do we men always have the vague impulse to call on some pretty woman? We review them in our mind, compare their respective charms, the interest they arouse in us, and finally decide in favor of the one that attracts us most.

“你们都知道我很喜欢在城中散步，就像一个搜寻古玩的人。我喜欢窥探人和事物。大概九月中旬的一天，天气很好，那天下午我漫无目的地散步。为什么我们男人总会有一个模糊的冲动，想去拜访一个漂亮的女人呢？我们在心中审视她们，比较她们各自的魅力，权衡我们对她们感兴趣的程度，最后选出最吸引我们的那位。




"But when the sun shines brightly and the air is balmy, sometimes we altogether lose the desire for calling.

“但是当阳光明媚、气候宜人的时候，我们有时会失去串门做客的欲望。




"That day the sun was bright and the air balmy, so I simply lighted a cigar and started for the Boulevard Extérieur. As I was sauntering along, I thought I would take a look around the cemetery at Montmartre. Now, I have always liked cemeteries because they sadden and rest me; and I need that influence at times. Besides, many of my friends are laid to rest there, and I go to see them once in a while.

“那天阳光明媚，气候温暖惬意，我点燃一支雪茄，开始走向外环林荫大道。在我闲逛的时候，想去环绕蒙特玛公墓走走。我，我一直喜欢公墓，因为公墓可以使我心情悲伤，使我得到休息，有时我需要这些。此外，我还有许多朋友在那儿安息了，偶尔去看看他们。




"As it happens, I once buried a romance in this particular cemetery,—an old love of mine, a charming little woman whose memory awakens all kinds of regrets in me—I often dream beside her grave. All is over for her now!

“正巧在这个特殊的公墓里，我曾经有过一段罗曼史——一个我过去的情人，一个迷人的小个子女人，对她的回忆唤起了我各种各样的懊悔——我常常到她的坟墓旁边冥想。现在对她来说，一切都完了。




"I like graveyards because they are such immense, densely populated cities. Just think of all the bodies buried in that small space, of the countless generations of Parisians laid there forever, eternally entombed in the little vaults of their little graves marked by a cross or a stone, while the living fools that they are!—take up so much room and make such a fuss.

“我喜欢公墓是因为它们是一些居住密度很高的巨大城市。想想看，在这么小的地方埋葬着那么多死人，巴黎人的无数的祖宗都在那儿永眠。他们被永久地关在地下墓穴里，上面有一个十字架或者一块石板作为标志，而活人却占据着如此多的地方，制造出如此多的噪音，这些活着的笨蛋！




"Cemeteries have some monument, quite as interesting as those to be seen in the museums. Cavaignac's tomb I liken, without comparing it, to that masterpiece of Jean Gonjon, the tombstone of Louis de Brézé in the subterranean chapel in the cathedral of Rouen. My friends, all so-called modem and realistic art originated there. That reproduction of Louis de Brézé is more life-like and terrible, more convulsed with agony, than any one of the statues that decorate modern tombs.

“这些公墓有一些纪念碑，很有趣，可以与博物馆里的相媲美。卡韦尼亚克的坟墓让我想起了让·古戎的杰作，不是作比较，鲁昂大教堂的地下祭室里的路易斯·德·布雷泽的墓碑 。一切所谓现代的和现实主义的艺术都源于此，我的朋友们。路易斯·德·布雷泽的复制品比任何安置在现代坟墓上的雕塑更逼真更可怕，更使人痛苦得痉挛。




"In Montmartre is Baudin's monument, and it is quite imposing; also the tombs of Gautier and Mürger, where the other day I found a solitary wreath of yellow immortelles, laid there—by whom do you suppose? Perhaps by the last grisette, grown old, and possibly become a janitress in the neighborhood! It's a pretty little statue by Millet, but it is ruined by neglect and accumulated filth. Sing of youth, O Mürger!

“在蒙玛特公墓，还有壮观的布丹的墓碑，戈蒂埃和米尔热的墓冢，有一天我在米尔热的墓碑前看到一个孤零零的黄色花圈，这是谁送的呢？或许是最后一个年老的，在街区做门房的，年轻时很风流的女工。那是一座米耶所作的非常漂亮的小雕塑，可是因为无人照看，污垢积累，已面目全非了。歌颂青春吧，噢，米尔热！




"Well, I entered the cemetery, filled with a certain sadness, not too poignant, a feeling suggesting such thoughts as this:The place is not very cheerful, but I am not to be put here yet.

“我走进那个公墓时，满怀着一种并不使人很痛苦的忧郁，一种暗示着这样的想法的感情：这不是一个很令人愉快的地方，但是对我来说，时间还没到呢。




"The impression of autumn, a warm dampness smelling of dead leaves, the pale, anaemic rays of the sun, intensified and poetized the solitude of this place, which reminds one of death and of the end of all things.

“那种秋天的景象，那种树叶枯萎、太阳苍白无力的温热潮湿的气息，加剧了这个地方的孤独感，同时又赋予它诗意，使人想起死亡以及万事万物都必将终结。




"I walked slowly along the alleys of graves where neighbors no longer visit, no longer sleep together, nor read the papers. I began reading the epitaphs. There is nothing more amusing in the world. Labiche and Meilhac have never made me laugh as much as some of these tombstone inscriptions. I tell you these crosses and marble slabs on which the relatives of the dead have poured out their regrets and their wishes for the happiness of the departed, their hopes of reunion—the hypocrites—make better reading than Balzac's funniest tales! But what I love in Montmartre are the abandoned plots filled with yew, trees and cypress, the resting-place of those departed long ago. However, the green t trees nourished by the bodies will be felled to make room for those that have recently passed away, whose graves will be there, under little marble slabs. "After loitering awhile, I felt tired, and decided to pay my faithful tribute to my little friend's memory. When I reached the grave, my heart was very sad. Poor child (she was so sweet and loving, so fair and white—and now should her grave be reopened—

“我在这些坟墓旁的小路上缓慢地走着。这儿的邻居不再相互串门，夫妇不再同床共眠，也不再看报纸。我开始阅读那些墓志铭。这是世界上最有趣的事。拉比什和梅亚克从来都没有像有些墓志铭上的文字这样使我大笑。我告诉你，这些十字架和大理石墓碑比巴尔扎克写的有趣的故事更耐读——死者的亲戚在上面倾诉了他们的遗憾，表达了他们对离开的逝者的祝福以及希望重逢的愿望——真是虚伪！但是在蒙玛特公墓里，我所喜欢的是被遗弃的长满水杉树和柏树的那部分，那是埋葬一些很久以前的死者的地方。然而，那些靠尸体滋养的绿树将被砍到，使那儿成为新的空地，那些最近才去世的人的坟墓将被安置在那儿，在那些小大理石板下面。“在那儿闲荡了一会儿后，我感觉厌倦了，于是我决定为我的小个子女朋友献上我真挚的哀思。当我到达她的坟墓时，我的心情很沉重。可怜的孩子，她是多么的可爱和多情，多么的美丽和白皙——而现在如果再打开她的坟墓——




"Bending over the iron railing I murmured a prayer, which she probably never heard, and I turned to leave, when I caught sight of a woman in deep mourning kneeling beside a neighboring grave. Her crape veil was thrown back, disclosing her blond hair, which seemed illumined under the darkness of her hat. I forgot to leave.

“我靠在铁栏杆上向她轻声诉说我内心的痛苦，她肯定永远听不见，就在我转身离开的时候，看见一位戴重孝的妇女跪在旁边的一个坟墓前。她的黑纱向后翻起，在她帽子的阴影里，她的金发似乎在闪闪发光。我忘了离开。




She seemed bowed with sorrow. She had buried her face in her hands, apparently lost in deep thought. With closed lids, as rigid as a statue, she was living over torturing memories and seemed herself a corpse mourning a corpse. Presently I saw that she was weeping, as there was a convulsive movement of her back and shoulders. Suddenly she uncovered her face. Her eyes, brimming with tears, were charming. For a moment she gazed around as if awakening from a nightmare. She saw me looking at her and quickly hid her face again, greatly abashed. Now, with convulsive sobs she bent her head slowly over the tombstone. She rested her forehead against it, and her veil, falling around her, covered the whiteness of the beloved sepulcher with a dark shroud. I heard her moan and then saw her fall to the ground in a faint.

她好像很痛苦地鞠躬。她把脸埋在手中，显然是陷入了沉思。她的姿态僵硬得像一座雕像，在痛苦地回忆，她本人就像一尊哀悼另一个死人的尸体。接下来我看到她在哭，因为她的背部和肩部有微小的颤动。突然她露出了脸。她的眼睛充满了泪水，很迷人。过了片刻，她向周围张望，好像刚从噩梦中醒来一样。她看到我在看她就迅速把脸又埋下去了，显得很窘迫。此时，她一边抽搐地哭泣，她的头慢慢地向墓碑石上靠去。她把前额抵在上面，黑面纱在她的周围垂下来，她用深色的丧服盖住了心爱的坟墓的白色部分。我听到了她的呻吟声，接着看到她晕倒在地上。




"I rushed to her side and began slapping her hands and breathing on her temples, while reading this simple inscription on the tombstone:

“我向她飞奔过去，开始拍她的手，吹她的眼皮，同时看了这简单的墓志铭：




“‘Here lies Louis-Thédore Carrel Captain in the Marine Infantry, killed by the enemy in Tonkin. Pray for his soul.’

“海军陆战队上尉路易斯－泰奥多尔· 卡雷尔之墓，阵亡于东京。为他的灵魂祈祷。”




"This death was quite recent. I was moved almost to tears, and renewed my efforts to revive the poor girl. At last she came to. I am not so very bad looking, and my face must have shoed how upset I was, for her very first glance showed me that she was likely to be grateful for my care. Between sobs she told me of her marriage to the officer who had been killed in Tonkin within a year after their wedding. Be had married her for love, she being an orphan and possessing nothing above the required dowry.

“死亡时间就是最近。我几乎感动得要流泪了，努力使这个可怜的女孩子恢复。最终她苏醒了。我这个人看起来不算太坏，我的面部表情肯定显示了我有多么的伤心，因为她看我的第一眼就告诉我她对我的照料将会很感激。她一边哭泣，一边告诉我：她嫁给了一位军官，结婚不到一年，她的丈夫就战死在东京。他为了爱情而娶她，因为她是个孤儿，一无所有，只有既定的一点嫁妆。




"I consoled her, comforted her, and assisted her to her feet, saying:

“我抚慰她，安慰她，搀扶着她站起来，对她说：




“'You must not stay here. Come away.'

“‘你不能呆在这儿。走吧。’




“'I am unable to walk,' she whispered.

“‘我走不动了。’她低声说。




“'Let me help you,' I said.

“‘让我帮助你吧。’我说。




Thank you, you are very kind,' she murmured. 'Did you also come to mourn some one?'

“‘谢谢你，你真好。’她小声说。‘你也是来悼念故人的吗?'




“'Yes, Madame.'

“‘是的，夫人。’




“'A woman?'

“‘一个女人吗?'




“'Yes, Madame.'

“‘是的，夫人。’




“'Your wife?'

“‘是你的妻子吗?'




“'A friend.'

“‘一位朋友。’




“'One may love a friend just as much as a wife, for passion knows no law,' said the lady.

“‘一个人爱一位朋友可以像爱自己的妻子一样，因为感情是不受法律制约的。’那位夫人说道。




“'Yes, Madame,' I replied.

“‘是的，夫人。’我回答道。




"And so we left the spot together, she leaning on me and I almost carrying her through the alleys. As we came out, she murmured:

“我们就这样一起离开了那个地方。她倚靠在我身上，在那条小路上我几乎是抱着她的。我们走出来时，她咕哝道：




"I'm afraid that I'm going to faint.’

“‘我怕我要晕倒了。’




“'Wouldn't you like to take something, Madame?’I inquired.

“‘你想不想吃点儿东西，夫人？’我询问道。




“'Yes,' she said, 'I would.'

“‘好的，我想。’她说。




"I discovered a restaurant near at hand, where the friends of the dead gather to celebrate the end of their painful duty. We went in, and I made her drink a cup of hot tea, which appeared to give her renewed strength.

“我发现附近有一个饭店，在那儿死者的朋友们在结束了痛苦的丧事后来这里聚集一下。我们走进去了，我让她喝了一杯热茶，她似乎又恢复了一点儿力气。




"A faint smile dawned on her lips and she began telling me about herself: how terrible it was to go through life all alone, to be alone at home day and night, to have no one on whom to lavish love, confidence, and intimacy.

“她的嘴唇上出现了一丝泛泛的微笑，然后开始谈起她自己：一个人总是孤单地生活，无论白天还是黑夜，总是一个人在家里，没有可以慷慨地给予她的爱、信任和友谊的人，这是多么的悲惨啊！




"It all seemed sincere and sounded well coming from her. I was softened. She was very young, perhaps twenty. I paid her several compliments that appeared to please her, and as it was growing dark I offered to take her home in a cab. She accepted. In the carriage we were so close to each other that we could feel the warmth of our bodies through our clothing, which really is the most intoxicating thing in the world.

“她所有这些话似乎都很诚恳，听起来很亲切。我被感动了。她很年轻，或许只有二十岁。我赞美了她几句，她好像很受用，后来，天色晚了，我提出雇马车送她回家。她接受了。在车厢里面，我们彼此挨得这么近，以至于我们通过衣服可以感受到对方的体温，这真是世界上最令人心醉的事情。




"When the cab stopped in front of her home she said:

“当马车在她的家门口停下的时候，她说：




“'I hardly feel able to walk upstairs, for I live on the fourth floor. You have already been so kind that I am going to ask you to assist me to my rooms.'

“‘我感觉自己很难登上楼梯，因为我住在五楼。你刚才一直都那么好。我想让你扶我到我的房间里。’




"I consented gladly. She walked up slowly, breathing heavily at each step. In front of her door she added:

“我高兴地答应了。她慢慢地上楼，每走一步都气喘吁吁。走到她的门前时，她加了一句：




“'Do come in for a few minutes, so that I can thank you again for your kindness.'

“‘请进来坐几分钟，好让我再谢谢你。’




"And I, of course, followed her.

“当然，我跟着她进去了。




"Her apartment was modest, even a trifle poor, but well-kept and in good taste.

“她的房间很简朴，甚至有点儿寒酸，但很有品位，井井有条。




"We sat down side by side on a small divan, and she again began to speak of her loneliness.

“我们肩并肩地在一张小沙发上坐着，她又开始谈起她的孤独。




"Then she rang for the maid, so as to offer me some refreshments. But the girl failed to appear, and I joyfully concluded that this maid probably came only in the morning, and was a sort of scrub-woman.

“她按铃叫她的女佣，想让她给我拿些饮料来。但是那个女孩没有出现，我暗自窃喜，心想这个女佣可能就只是做上午半天的一种清洗女工。




"She had taken off her hat. How pretty she was! Her clear eyes looked steadily at me, so clear and so steady? that a great temptation came to me, to which I promptly yielded. Clasping her in my arms, I kissed her again and again on her half-closed lids.

“她已经摘掉了帽子。她多么漂亮啊！她那双清澈的眼睛紧紧地盯着我，如此清澈，如此坚定？以至于引起了我一种强烈的欲望，我立即屈服了。我把她紧抱在怀里，一次又一次地吻着她半闭的眼皮。




"She repelled me, struggling to free herself and repeating:

“她一边挣扎一边推我，连续不断地说：




“‘Do stop—do end it—’

“‘停止——结束吧——’




"What did she mean to imply by this word? Under such conditions, to 'end' could have at least two meanings. In order to silence her, I passed from her eyes to her lips, and gave to the word 'end' the conclusion I preferred. She did not resist very much, and as our eyes met after this insult to the memory of the departed captain, I saw that her expression was one of tender resignation, which quickly dispelled my misgivings.

“她这句话含有什么意思呢？在这种情形下，‘结束’至少有两种意思。为了使她安静，我从她的眼皮上吻到嘴上，给‘结束’这个词下了我偏爱的定义。她没有强烈地抵抗了，在亵渎了逝世的上尉的回忆以后，我们互相对视，我看到她的表情有点儿温柔的顺从，这很快就驱散了我的疑虑。




"Then I grew attentive and gallant. After an hour's chat I asked her:

“这时我变得殷勤、热心。我们聊了一个小时后，我问她：




“'Where do you dine?'

“‘你在哪儿吃饭呢?'




“'In a small restaurant near by.'“'All alone?'

“‘在附近的一家小餐馆里。’“‘总是一个人吗?'




“'Why. yes.'

“‘为什么这么问？是的。’




“‘Will you take dinner with me?

“‘你愿意和我一起吃饭吗?'




“'Where?"

“‘在哪儿呢?'




“'In a good restaurant on the Boulevard.'

“‘在林荫大道上的一个很好的饭店。’




"She hesitated a little, but at last consented, consoling herself with the argument that she was so desperately lonely, and adding, 'I must put on a lighter gown.'

“她犹豫了一会儿，但最后同意了，安慰自己的理由就是自己太孤独了，然后补充道：‘我得穿一件浅色的长裙。’




"She retired to her room, and when she emerged she was dressed in a simple gray frock that made her look exquisitely slender. She apparently had different costumes for street and for cemetery wear!

“她走进了房间，当她出来的时候，穿着一件简单的灰色丧服，她的身材看起来优美、苗条。显然，她既有上街的服装，又有去公墓的服装。




"Our dinner was most pleasant and cordial. She drank some champagne, thereby becoming very animated and lively, and we returned to her apartment together.

“我们吃晚饭时的气氛很令人愉快和热忱。她喝了一些香槟，所以变得有生气且活跃起来，随后我们一起回到了她的公寓。




"This liaison, begun among tombstones, lasted about three weeks. But man tires of everything and especially of women. So I pleaded an urgent trip and left her. Of course, I managed to be generous, for which she was duly thankful, making me premise and even I swear that I would come back, for she really seemed to care a little for me.

“这个在坟墓间开始的联系持续了大约三个星期。但是男人会对一切东西感到厌倦，尤其是女人。于是我离开了她，藉口是有一个很急迫的旅行。当然，我设法做得很慷慨，为此她很感激，并且她要我答应，甚至要我发誓我会回来，因为她真的似乎有点儿在乎我。




"In the meantime I formed other attachments, and a month or so went by without the memory of this love being vivid enough to bring me back to her. Still, I had not forgotten her. She haunted me like a mystery, a psychological problem, an unsolved question.

“同时，我去追求别的温情了，大约过了一个月，对这段爱情的怀念还没有强烈到我要回去找她的程度。然而，我一直都没有忘记她。她的形象总是萦绕着我，就像一个奥妙、一个心理问题、一个未解决的问题。




"I can't tell why, but one day I imagined that I should find her in the cemetery. So I went back. I walked around a long time without meeting anyone but the usual visitors of the place, mourners who had not broken off all relations with their dead. The grave of the captain killed in Tonkin was deserted, without flowers, or wreaths.

“我也不知道为什么，但是有一天我想象会在公墓找到她。所以我去了。我在那周围散步了很久，除了一些到这儿来瞻仰死者的人以外没有碰到其他的人，这些哀悼者还没有断绝他们与死者的关系。东京阵亡的上尉的坟墓已经荒无人烟了，没有鲜花和花圈。




"As I was passing through another part of this great city of Death, I suddenly saw a couple in deep mourning coming toward me through one of the narrow paths hedged with crosses. When they drew near, Oh, surprise! I recognized—her! She saw me and blushed. As I brushed past her, she gave me a little wink that meant clearly: Don't recognize me, and also seemed to say: Do come back.

“当我穿过这座大的死人之城的另一个地方时，在一个狭窄的十字路口，我突然看见一对戴着重孝的男女向我走来。当他们走近的时候，噢，真令人震惊！我认出了——是她！她看到我，脸变红了。在擦肩而过时，我触到了她，她给我使了一个小小的眼色，意思明显是：别认我，也好像是说：回来找我。




"The man who accompanied her was about fifty years old, fine-looking and distinguished, an officer of the Legion of Honor. He was leading her just as I had, when we left the cemetery together.

“那个陪同她的男人大约五十岁，仪表堂堂，很有气派，是一位戴着荣誉勋章的军官。他扶着她，就像我以前扶着她一起走出公墓时一样。




"I was utterly nonplussed, reluctant to believe what my eyes had just seen, and I wondered to what strange tribe of creatures this graveyard huntress belonged. Was she merely a clever courtesan, an inspired prostitute, who haunted cemeteries for men disconsolate at the loss of some woman, a mistress or a wife, and hungering for past caresses? Is it a profession? Are the cemeteries worked like the streets? Are there graveyard sirens? Or had she alone the idea—wonderful for its deep philosophy—to profit by the amorous regrets awakened in these awful places? I would have given a great deal to know whose widow she was that day! ”

“我十分惊讶，不敢相信我的眼睛所看到的，我寻思着这个墓地女猎手到底属于哪一类人。她是否仅是一个聪明的妓女，一个突发奇想的娼妇，到坟墓上勾引那些失去了某个女人，情妇或者妻子，渴望得到昔日爱抚而心情忧郁的男人们？这是一种职业吗？公墓里就像街道上一样奏效吗？有公墓里的妓女吗？或者只有她才有这种想法——因具有深刻的哲学思想而美妙——从在这些可怕的地方复燃起来的怀旧情感中赚取利润。我真想知道那一天她又是谁的寡妇！”








In the Wood

在树林里




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

镇长正要坐下来用早餐，突然有人来报告，说乡村巡警抓了两个人，正在镇长办公室听候发落。他立马赶过去，只见老霍希多尔站在一对中产阶级男女面前，一脸严肃地看守着他们。




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

男的是个红鼻子白头发的胖老头，神情显得十分沮丧；女的虽略微发福，却容光焕发，她正用一种挑衅的目光注视着那个抓住他们的警官。




"What is it? What is it, Hochedur?"

“怎么回事？怎么回事，霍希多尔？”




The rural policeman made his deposition: He had gone out that morning at his usual time, in order to patrol his beat from the forest of Champioux as far as the boundaries of Argenteuil. He had not noticed anything unusual in the country except that it was a fine day, and that the wheat was doing well, when the son of old Bredel, who was going over his vines, called out to him: "Here, Daddy Hochedur, go and have a look at the outskirts of the wood. In the first thicket you will find a pair of pigeons who must be a hundred and thirty years old between them!"

乡村巡警作了陈述：今天早晨，他按照惯常时间出门去他的辖区巡逻，他的辖区从康比欧森林一直延伸到阿让特伊边界。那天天气晴朗，庄稼长势喜人，除此之外，他没有发现田野中有任何异常情况。忽然，正在修剪葡萄藤的老布雷德尔的儿子叫道：“喂，霍希多尔大爷，去树林边看看吧。在第一个矮树丛里，您会看见一对鸽子，他们俩的年龄加起来足足得有一百三十岁哩！”




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

他朝着年轻人所指的方向走去，钻进了矮树丛，在那儿听到讲话声。他立马怀疑有人在干伤风败俗的勾当。于是，他跪倒在地，手足并用向前爬行，活像去当场逮住偷猎者。就在那儿，他当场抓获了这对男女。




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

吃惊的镇长上下打量着这两个犯人，那男的肯定得有六十岁，而女的至少也有五十五岁了。他从那男的开始审问，但是他答话的声音轻得几乎听不清楚。




"What is your name?"

“你叫什么名字？”




"Nicholas Beaurain."

“尼古拉·博兰。”




"Your occupation?"

“你的职业？”




"Haberdasher, in the Rue des Martyrs, in Paris."

“服饰用品商，在巴黎殉道者街。”




"What were you doing in the wood?"

“你们在树林里干什么？”




The haberdasher remained silent, with his eyes on his fat paunch, and his hands hanging at his sides, and the mayor continued:"Do you deny what the officer of the municipal authorities states?"

小商人哑口无言，只是低头看着自己的大肚子，双手垂在两边。镇长紧接着问：“对镇政府行政人员所说的，你有异议吗？”




"No, monsieur."

“没有，先生。”




"So you confess it?"

“那么，你全都承认了？”




"Yes, monsieur."

“是的，先生。”




"What have you to say in your defence?"

“你有什么要为自己辩护的吗？”




"Nothing, monsieur."

“没有，先生。”




"Where did you meet the partner in your misdemeanor?"

“那你是在哪儿和你的同谋犯勾搭上的？”




"She is my wife, monsieur."

“她是我的妻子，先生。”




"Your wife?"

“你妻子？”




"Yes, monsieur."

“是的，先生。”




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

“那么——那么——你们没有在巴黎住一块儿吗？”




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

“对不起，先生，我们住在一起！”




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

“可是那样的话——早晨十点在田野里干那种勾当被人抓住，你准是疯了，完全疯了，我亲爱的先生。”




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

那位商人似乎羞得快哭了，他嘟囔着说：“是她要我这么干的！我早就跟她说这是一件多蠢的事，可是，一个女人脑子里一旦有了什么念头——你也知道——你是没办法改变她的想法的。”




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

镇长很幽默，微笑着反驳道：“照你的意思，那么就应该会发生相反的事。她要是只在脑子里空想想，你也就不会在这儿了。”




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

这时博兰先生怒气冲天，转身对妻子说道：“你看看你的诗兴把我们弄到什么地方来了？现在我们一大把年纪还要以妨害风化罪上法庭！接着我们还不得不关掉店门，丢掉我们的信誉，然后搬到别处去住！这就是它给我们带来的下场。”




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

博兰太太起身，看也不看她丈夫一眼，她毫无羞愧之态，神态自若，几乎毫不犹豫地解释道：




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

“当然，先生，我知道我们是多么可笑。您能否允许我像一个律师那样，说得更确切一些，像一个可怜的妇人那样为自己辩护？而且我希望您听完我的辩护以后能发发慈悲放我们回家，不会让我们蒙受诉讼的耻辱。”




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

“许多年前，当我还年轻的时候，一个星期天，我在这里认识了博兰先生。他是一家布店的职员，而我是一家成品服装店的女售货员。这些我记得很清楚，就像是昨天才发生过的一样。星期天的时候，我有时会和一个女友到这里玩。她名叫罗丝·莱韦克，我和她一起住在皮加尔街。罗丝有个男朋友，而我没有。她男朋友常常带我们来这里。一个星期六，她男朋友笑着对我说，第二天他要带个朋友一起来。我很清楚他的言外之意，可是我回答他说，他这样做是不会有什么结果的；因为我是个品行端正的人，先生。”




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

“第二天，我们在火车站遇到了博兰先生。当时他长得挺帅的，可是我当时就下定决心不会给他以可乘之机的，并且我也确实没有。我们之后到了贝松。那天的天气特别好，是那种令人心醉的天气。在天气好的时候，甚至现在也和从前一样，我会变得傻乎乎的，并且当我身处乡间的时候，我就会完全昏了头。一望无际的绿野，迅速飞行的燕子，青草的芳香，还有鲜红的罂栗花，雏菊，所有这一切都令我陶醉。如同本来不会喝酒的人，喝下整瓶香槟似的。”




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

“是，天气实在好极了，温暖明亮。当你用眼睛看的时候，它仿佛会通过你的眼睛渗入你的身体；当你用嘴巴呼吸的时候，它仿佛会通过你的嘴巴渗入你的身体。罗丝和西蒙不断地拥抱接吻，一种异样的感觉油然而生！博兰先生和我漫步在他们后面，没说什么话，因为当两个人不了解彼此时，也不知该谈些什么。他看起来很腼腆。看到他尴尬不安的神情，我就觉得很有趣。最后我们来到了小树林；那里凉爽得很，如同在浴池里一般，我们四个就一起坐了下来。罗丝和她的男朋友取笑我，说我看起来太一本正经了，但是您一定能够明白我当时根本不可能做出其他表情的。接着他们又开始拥抱接吻，毫无拘束，旁若无人；接着他们情话绵绵之后，就站了起来，默不作声地钻进了丛林。您能想象，我当时和一个初次见面的小伙子这样独处着，会是什么神情。看到他们一走开，我就陷入慌乱之中，最后还是鼓起了勇气开始说话。我问他是干什么的，他说他是一个亚麻布商的助手，正如我刚才告诉您的一样。我们聊了一会儿，这一来他变得大胆起来，想要对我动手动脚，可是我明确告诉他让他安分些。是不是这样，博兰先生？”




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

博兰先生正满面羞容地凝视自己的脚，默不作声。她接着说：“他晓得我是个品德端正的人，于是他开始像个正派人那样温文尔雅地向我求爱。从那以后，他每周日都来，因为他深深地爱上了我。我也深深地爱上了他，深爱着他！当时他确实是个英俊的小伙子。长话短说，到了第二年九月份他就娶了我，我们就开始在殉道者街做生意了。”




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

“刚起步的几年，生活很艰苦，先生。生意不景气，我们几乎无法支付郊游的费用，不过，后来，我们也渐渐对郊游失去了兴趣。当一个人做生意的时候，他脑子里会想其他的事情，但他想的更多的是钱箱，而不是什么甜言蜜语。随着时间的流逝，我们不知不觉地变老了，像大部分人一样不再想爱情为何物了。一个人没有察觉到自己失去什么的时候，他就丝毫不会觉得懊悔。”




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

“后来，先生，生意渐渐有了起色，我们对未来充满了信心！于是，您看，我无法确定我脑子里在想些什么，不，我真的不知道，但我却开始像一个寄宿学校的小女生那样幻想了。望着满载鲜花穿越街道的小车，我就会流眼泪；当我坐在我的钱箱后面的安乐椅上的时候，紫罗兰的香味会向我袭来，我的心就会怦怦直跳！我便起身，走到门口，眺望屋顶之间的蓝天。当一个人从街道上抬头看天空时，天空就像一条蜿蜒曲折的在巴黎倾泻而下的河流，燕子就像一条条鱼儿一样在其中游来游去。在我这样的年纪，有这样的想法真是可笑至极啊！但是当一个人一生都在不停地工作，先生，产生一些这样的想法时，他怎么能克制得住呢？突然在这么一个时刻一个人发现他本可以做些其他的事，于是，他就开始懊悔了，唉！是的，他感到非常懊悔啊！您倒是想想，二十年来，我本可以像其他女人一样，到树林里接吻。我常常想，能躺在树林下和恋人相爱，那该有多美好啊！所以我每日每夜都在想这件事！我梦想着月光映在水面上，甚至情愿投入水中淹死自己。”




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

“起初，我不敢把这种想法告诉博兰先生。我知道他肯定会笑话我的，他会劝我还是安心去卖我的针和棉布吧！而且，说真的，博兰先生也从没对我说过太多话。但是，当我对着镜子顾影自怜时，我很清楚自己已经不再楚楚动人了！”




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

“于是，我下定决心，我向他提议去我们第一次相识的那个村庄郊游。他毫不怀疑地同意了。今天早上九点左右我们就到这里了。”




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

“一走进麦田，我便觉得青春重现，因为女人的心是永远不会老的！真的，我当时看到的不再是现在的他，而是从前的那个他！我向您发誓，先生。千真万确，我一下子就陶醉了。我开始吻他，他非常吃惊，这比他以为我想谋害他还要让他吃惊。他一遍一遍地对我说：‘你一定是疯了！你疯了，今天早上。你到底是怎么了？’我不理他，只管倾听我内心的呼唤，接着我让他和我一起钻进树林。事情就是这样的。我说的都是实话，镇长先生，句句都是实话。”




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

镇长是个明白事理的人。他站起身，笑着说：“放心回去吧，太太，不过，下次再来我们树林时，可得更加谨慎呀。”








At Sea

在海上




The following paragraphs recently appeared in the papers:

最近报纸上刊登出这样的几段话：




"Boulogne-Sur-Mer, January 22.—Our correspondent writes:

滨海布洛涅一月二十二日，我报记者报道：




"A fearful accident has thrown our sea-faring population, which has suffered so much in the last two years, into the greatest consternation. The fishing smack commanded by Captain Javel, on entering the harbor was wrecked on the rocks of the harbor breakwater.

“一起可怕的祸事让我们沿海一带的渔民们陷入巨大的恐慌之中，这两年来渔民们已经受尽了苦难。由船长雅韦尔驾驶的小渔船在进入港口时，冲向了防波堤的岩石上撞得粉碎。




"In spite of the efforts of the life boat and the shooting of life lines from the shore four sailors and the cabin boy were lost.

“尽管救生船和发射出的营救绳索再三努力，四个船员和少年见习水手仍旧失踪。




"The rough weather continues. Fresh disasters are anticipated."

“恶劣的天气仍在继续。新的灾难将会再次发生。”




Who is this Captain Javel? Is he the brother of the one-armed man?

雅韦尔船长是谁？他是那个独臂人的哥哥吗？




If the poor man tossed about in the waves and dead, perhaps, beneath his wrecked boat, is the one I am thinking of, he took part, just eighteen years ago, in another tragedy, terrible and simple as are all these fearful tragedies of the sea.

如果这个被海浪卷走、或许随破船一起葬身海底的可怜人，正是我想到的那个人的话，那么在十八年以前，他就亲历过另一出惨剧，像海上发生的所有恐怖的惨剧一样既可怕又简单。




Javel, senior, was then master of a trawling smack.

大雅韦尔是当时一条拖网渔船的船主。




The trawling smack is the ideal fishing boat. So solidly built that it fears no weather, with a round bottom, tossed about unceasingly on the waves like a cork, always on top, always thrashed by the harsh salt winds of the English Channel, it ploughs the sea unweariedly with bellying sail, dragging along at its side a huge trawling net, which scours the depths of the ocean, and detaches and gathers in all the animals asleep in the rocks, the flat fish glued to the sand, the heavy crabs with their curved claws, and the lobsters with their pointed mustaches.

拖网渔船是一种理想的渔船。它非常坚固不惧怕任何天气；它有一个圆形的底部，不断地轻快地随波摇摆。它常年在高处，饱受着英吉利海峡那带着咸味的烈风的鞭打；它不知疲倦地扬帆破浪前行，船侧拖着一张大网，大网寻遍了大洋的最深处，把沉睡在岩石间的所有的小动物、贴在沙上的比目鱼，长着弯弯钳子的大螃蟹，还有长着尖触须的大龙虾全都捞了起来。




When the breeze is fresh and the sea choppy, the boat starts in to trawl. The net is fastened all along a big log of wood clamped with iron and is let down by two ropes on pulleys at either end of the boat. And the boat, driven by the wind and the tide, draws along this apparatus which ransacks and plunders the depths of the sea.

当风比较清爽，海浪随风起伏的时候，拖网渔船就开始捕鱼了。渔网被固定在紧嵌于铁片中的长木杆上，船头船尾各有一个滑轮，长木杆子就沿着两个滑轮之间的绳索放了下去。船随着风势和水流漂浮着，拖着这种渔具对海底进行搜寻和掠夺。




Javel had on board his younger brother, four sailors and a cabin boy. He had set sail from Boulogne on a beautiful day to go trawling.

雅韦尔的船上有他的弟弟、四个船员和一个少年见习水手。在一个天气很好的日子，他从布洛涅扬帆出发去撒网。




But presently a wind sprang up, and a hurricane obliged the smack to run to shore. She gained the English coast, but the high sea broke against the rocks and dashed on the beach, making it impossible to go into port, filling all the harbor entrances with foam and noise and danger.

但是不一会儿突然起风了，飓风迫使这渔船不得不逃向海边。船到达了英国海岸，但是汹涌的巨浪拍打着岩石、冲向陆地，使得船根本不可能进入港口。被海浪冲击起的泡沫、嘈杂声和危险包围着港口。




The smack started off again, riding on the waves, tossed, shaken, dripping, buffeted by masses of water, but game in spite of everything; accustomed to this boisterous weather, which sometimes kept it roving between the two neighboring countries without its being able to make port in either.

小渔船只好再一次起航，在浪尖上行驶、摇晃、颠簸着，哗啦啦地滴水、被迎面而来的海浪冲击着，但是尽管如此，它已经习惯了这种恶劣的天气，有时候这种坏天气使它不停徘徊在两个邻国之间，不能在任何一个国家靠岸。




At length the hurricane calmed down just as they were in the open, and although the sea was still high the captain gave orders to cast the net.

终于风暴平息了，他们正好在海上，虽然浪依然很高，船长还是吩咐把网撒下去。




So it was lifted overboard, and two men in the bows and two in the stern began to unwind the ropes that held it. It suddenly touched bottom, but a big wave made the boat heel, and Javel, junior, who was in the bows directing the lowering of the net, staggered, and his arm was caught in the rope which the shock had slipped from the pulley for an instant. He made a desperate effort to raise the rope with the other hand, but the net was down and the taut rope did not give.

渔网从船边被抬了出去，两个人在船中间，两个人在后，开始解开拴住渔网的绳索。拖网一下子就碰到了海底，但是一个巨浪使得船身一斜，正在船头指挥下网的小雅韦尔打了个趔趄，他的胳膊夹在了从滑轮中被晃出来的绳索之中了。他拼命地使劲，想用另一只手把绳索抬起一点，但是渔网已经放下了，绷紧的绳索根本扳不动。




The man cried out in agony. They all ran to his aid. His brother left the rudder. They all seized the rope, trying to free the arm it was bruising. But in vain. "We must cut it," said a sailor, and he took from his pocket a big knife, which, with two strokes, could save young Javel's arm.

这个男人痛苦地叫喊着。所有的人都跑来帮他。他的哥哥离开了船舵。他们都抓着绳子，尽一切力量想把被绳子压住的胳膊救出来。但是没有成功。“我们必须把绳子砍断，”一个水手说，于是他从口袋里掏出一把阔刀子，只要砍两下就可以解救小雅韦尔的胳膊。




But if the rope were cut the trawling net would be lost, and this net was worth money, a great deal of money, fifteen hundred francs. And it belonged to Javel, senior, who was tenacious of his property.

但是如果绳索被砍断了，拖网也就丢了，而这个拖网又是很值钱的，值一大笔钱，一千五百法郎。拖网是属于大雅韦尔的，他对自己的财产是十分珍惜的。




"No, do not cut, wait, I will luff," he cried, in great distress. And he ran to the helm and turned the rudder. But the boat scarcely obeyed it, being impeded by the net which kept it from going forward, and prevented also by the force of the tide and the wind.

“不，别砍，等等，我来试试转舵。”他十分痛苦地叫道。他奔到舵前，旋转舵的方向。但是船几乎不肯听从船舵的指挥，它被渔网拖住，无法前进，同时又受到潮水和风力的牵制。




Javel, junior, had sunk on his knees, his teeth clenched, his eyes haggard. He did not utter a word. His brother came back to him, in dread of the sailor's knife.

小雅韦尔跪在地上，咬紧牙齿，眼神憔悴。他什么话也没有说。他的哥哥回到他身边，担心着水手的那把刀子。




"Wait, wait," he said. "We will let down the anchor."

“等等，等等，”他说，“我们应该把锚抛下去。”




They cast anchor, and then began to turn the capstan to loosen the moorings of the net. They loosened them at length and disengaged the imprisoned arm, in its bloody woolen sleeve.

他们抛下了锚，然后开始卷起锚机，使拖网的绳索松弛。他们终于松开了绳索，抽出那只被缚的胳膊，毛呢袖子上已经满是鲜血。




Young Javel seemed like an idiot. They took off his jersey and saw a horrible sight, a mass of flesh from which the blood spurted as if from a pump. Then the young man looked at his arm and murmured: "Foutu" (done for).

小雅韦尔像傻了一样。他们替他脱了上衣，看到了可怕的一幕，肉已经压烂了，血就像从泵里涌出一样。年轻人看着自己的胳膊，低声说：“完了。”




Then, as the blood was making a pool on the deck of the boat, one of the sailors cried:

甲板上积了一摊血水，一个水手叫了出来：




"He will bleed to death, we must bind the vein."

“他会流血过多而死的，我们必须把血管扎起来。”




So they took a cord, a thick, brown, tarry cord, and twisting it around the arm above the wound, tightened it with all their might. The blood ceased to spurt by slow degrees, and, presently, stopped altogether.

于是他们拿来一根绳子，一根棕色的涂满柏油的粗绳子，在伤口以上的部位把胳膊捆住，使劲扎紧。渐渐地血停止往外喷出，一会之后，完全不流了。




Young Javel rose, his arm hanging at his side. He took hold of it with the other hand, raised it, turned it over, shook it. It was all mashed, the bones broken, the muscles alone holding it together. He looked at it sadly, reflectively. Then he sat down on a folded sail and his comrades advised him to keep wetting the arm constantly to prevent it from mortifying.

小雅韦尔站了起来，胳膊挂在身体的一旁。他用另一只手抓住它，把它举起来、转了转，又摇了摇。它完全碎了，骨头全断了，只有肌肉使他的胳膊连在一起。他伤心地看着它，沉思着。随后他在折好的帆上坐了下来，同伴们建议他用水不断地冲洗胳膊，以免变成坏疽。




They placed a pail of water beside him, and every few minutes he dipped a glass into it and bathed the frightful wound, letting the clear water trickle on to it.

他们放了桶清水在他的身边，每隔几分钟，他就舀一杯水浇在这可怕的伤口上，让清水慢慢地在伤口上流动。




"You would be better in the cabin," said his brother. He went down, but came up again in an hour, not caring to be alone. And, besides, he preferred the fresh air. He sat down again on his sail and began to bathe his arm.

“你到舱内也许会舒服点，”他哥哥说。他下去了，但是一个小时之后他又上来了，因为不想单独一人呆在下面。除此之外，他喜欢新鲜的空气。他又坐到那帆上，继续用水浇他的伤口。




They made a good haul. The broad fish with their white bellies lay beside him, quivering in the throes of death; he looked at them as he continued to bathe his crushed flesh.

他们这一次拉网获得了大丰收。这些肥肥的鱼躺在他旁边，露出白色的肚子，在临死前痛苦地抽搐着。他看着他们，同时不停地用清水浸湿他被压烂的肉。




As they were about to return to Boulogne the wind sprang up anew, and the little boat resumed its mad course, bounding and tumbling about, shaking up the poor wounded man.

正当他们就要返回布洛涅的时候，突然又刮起一阵大风。小船重新开始发疯般地跳跃翻滚着，不停地摇晃着这个可怜的受伤的人。




Night came on. The sea ran high until dawn. As the sun rose, the English coast was again visible, but, as the weather had abated a little, they turned back towards the French coast, tacking as they went.

夜幕降临了。海面持续升高直到第二天拂晓。当太阳升起来的时候，英国的海岸再次出现在他们的眼前。但是因为汹涌的海浪稍微消减了点，他们又转向了法国海岸，掉转了舵朝向法国的方向行驶的。




Towards evening Javel, junior, called his comrades and showed them some black spots, all the horrible tokens of mortification in the portion of the arm below the broken bones.

傍晚时分，小雅韦尔叫来他的朋友，让他们看他手上的一些黑色斑点，这是那压断的胳膊已经开始腐烂的可怕的征兆。




The sailors examined it, giving their opinion.

水手们仔细地研究着这黑斑，发表着各自的意见。




"That might be the 'Black,'” thought one.

“这可能是黑死病。”一个人这么认为。




"He should put salt water on it," said another.

“他应该用盐水清洗胳膊。”另外一个说道。




They brought some salt water and poured it on the wound. The injured man became livid, ground his teeth and writhed a little, but did not exclaim.

他们弄来一些盐水，浇在了伤口上。这个伤者脸色变得铁青，咬紧牙齿，扭动了下身子，但是没有叫出声来。




Then, as soon as the smarting had abated, he said to his brother:

于是，当疼痛稍微减轻了点后，他对他的哥哥说：




"Give me your knife."

“把你的刀子给我。”




The brother handed it to him.

哥哥便把刀子递给了他。




"Hold my arm up, quite straight, and pull it."

“抬起我的胳膊，拉直，用劲拉。”




They did as he asked them.

他们于是就按他说的去做了。




Then he began to cut off his arm. He cut gently, carefully, severing all the tendons with this blade that was sharp as a razor. And, presently, there was only a stump left. He gave a deep sigh and said:

他开始动手割断自己胳膊。他慢慢地、仔仔细细地割着，用那把像剃刀似的刀子割断所有的肌腱。于是很快就只剩下这条残肢。他深深地叹了口气，说：




"It had to be done. It was done for."

“只能这么做了。否则就完了。”




He seemed relieved and breathed loud. He then began again to pour water on the stump of arm that remained.

他似乎解脱了，于是深呼了口气。接着他又开始在他那剩下的一段胳膊上浇水了。




The sea was still rough and they could not make the shore.

海浪依然汹涌，他们不能靠岸。




When the day broke, Javel, junior, took the severed portion of his arm and examined it for a long time. Gangrene had set in. His comrades also examined it and handed it from one to the other, feeling it, turning it over, and sniffing at it.

天亮了，小雅韦尔拾起他那被割下来的腐烂的胳膊，仔细地看了很久。已经开始有坏疽了。他的同伴们也过来看，还一个一个地传递着，他们摸摸它，又翻来翻去，还用鼻子闻。




"You must throw that into the sea at once," said his brother.

“你必须立刻把它扔到海里去。”他的哥哥说。




But Javel, junior, got angry.

但是小雅韦尔生气了。




"Oh, no! Oh, no! I don't want to. It belongs to me, does it not, as it is my arm?”

“噢，不可以！噢，不可以！我不想这么做。它是我的，难道它不是我的胳膊？”




And he took and placed it between his feet.

于是他抓起它，把它夹在两腿中间。




"It will putrefy, just the same," said the older brother. Then an idea came to the injured man. In order to preserve the fish when the boat was long at sea, they packed it in salt, in barrels. He asked:

“它会腐烂的，反正扔不扔都一样。”哥哥说道。于是这位伤者想到了一个主意。当船长时间待在海上时，为了保存鱼，他们把鱼放在桶里用盐腌起来。他问：




"Why can I not put it in pickle?"

“我是不是也可以把它腌起来？”




"Why, that's a fact," exclaimed the others.

“为什么不呢？这是个事实。”其余的人叫嚷道。




Then they emptied one of the barrels, which was full from the haul of the last few days; and right at the bottom of the barrel they laid the detached arm. They covered it with salt, and then put back the fish one by one.

于是他们空出一个原先装满前两天捕到的鱼的桶子，然后把那段胳膊放在桶底，再在上面撒上盐，随后再把鱼一条一条放回桶里。




One of the sailors said by way of joke:

有一个水手开玩笑说：




"I hope we do not sell it at auction."

“希望我们别把它跟鱼一起卖了。”




And everyone laughed, except the two Javels.

除了雅韦尔兄弟俩，其余的人都笑了。




The wind was still boisterous. They tacked within sight of Boulogne until the following morning at ten o'clock. Young Javel continued to bathe his wound. From time to time he rose and walked from one end to the other of the boat.

风继续咆哮着。他们朝着布洛涅方向前进着直到第二天十点钟。年轻的雅韦尔继续不断地清洗着自己的伤口。他时不时地站起身，从船的一端走到另一端。




His brother, who was at the tiller, followed him with glances, and shook his head.

他的哥哥掌着舵，眼睛追随者他，摇了摇头。




At last they ran into harbor.

终于他们进入了海港。




The doctor examined the wound and pronounced it to be in good condition. He dressed it properly and ordered the patient to rest. But Javel would not go to bed until he got back his severed arm, and he returned at once to the dock to look for the barrel which he had marked with a cross.

医生检查了伤口，说情况会好转。他包扎好伤口，嘱咐病人休息好。但是雅韦尔在没有取回他那只断臂之前不愿意上床休息。他立即回到码头找寻那只被他标记了一个十字记号的木桶。




It was emptied before him and he seized the arm, which was well preserved in the pickle, had shrunk and was freshened. He wrapped it up in a towel he had brought for the purpose and took it home.

他把那只桶倒空了，捡起了那只胳膊。它在盐里保存得很好，有点缩水但是还很新鲜。他用特地带来的毛巾把它包了起来，带回了家。




His wife and children looked for a long time at this fragment of their father, feeling the fingers, and removing the grains of salt that were under the nails. Then they sent for a carpenter to make a little coffin.

他的妻子和孩子把爸爸的这段胳膊看了很久，摸了摸手指，清除掉指甲缝里的盐粒。然后他们请了木匠来做一个小小的棺材。




The next day the entire crew of the trawling smack followed the funeral of the detached arm. The two brothers, side by side, led the procession; the parish beadle carried the corpse under his arm.

第二天拖网渔船上的所有船员都来参加这只断臂的葬礼。这兄弟俩，肩并肩，走在队列最前面。教区的仪仗官的胳肢窝里夹着“尸体”。




Javel, junior, gave up the sea. He obtained a small position on the dock, and when he subsequently talked about his accident, he would say confidentially to his auditors:

小雅韦尔放弃了出海。他在码头找了份低微的职务，在后来谈到他的遭遇时，他悄悄地告诉听者：




"If my brother had been willing to cut away the net, I should still have my arm, that is sure. But he was thinking only of his property."

“如果我哥哥当时肯砍断渔网，我的胳膊现在就还在，这是肯定的。但是他只考虑到了他的财产。”








My Landlady

女房东




At that time (George Kervelen said) I was living in furnished lodgings in the Rue des Saints-Pères.

乔治·克弗伦说，那时，我住在圣父路一间带家具的房子里。




When my father had made up his mind that I should go to Paris to continue my law studies, there had been a long discussion about settling everything. My allowance had been fixed at first at two thousand five hundred francs, but my poor mother was so anxious, that she said to my father that if I spent my money badly I might not take enough to eat, and then my health would suffer, and so it was settled that a comfortable boarding-house should be found for me, and that the amount should be paid to the proprietor himself, or herself, every month.

当我的父亲决定我应该去巴黎继续学习法律时，关于一切事务的安排，我们讨论了许久。起初，我的零花钱定在两千五百法郎，但是，我可怜的母亲十分担忧，于是，对我父亲说，如果我理财不当，我很可能没有足够的钱去吃饭，那么会伤身体。最后决定给我找一间舒适的寄宿房子，并且每个月的费用由他们自己支付给房东。




Some of our neighbors told us of a certain Mme. Kergaran, a native of Brittany, who took in boarders, and so my father arranged matters by letter with this respectable person, at whose house I and my luggage arrived one evening.

我们的一些邻居告诉我们某个克加朗太太的情况，她是一个接收寄宿者的布列塔尼当地人。于是，我父亲与这个受尊敬的人通信安排好事务，我则在一天晚上带着行李搬进了她的房子。




Mme. Kergaran was a woman of about forty. She was very stout, had a voice like a drill sergeant, and decided everything in a very abrupt manner. Her house was narrow, with only one window opening on to the street on each story, which rather gave it the appearance of a ladder of windows, or better, perhaps, of a slice of a house sandwiched in between two others.

克加朗太太是个四十岁左右的女人。她长得非常结实，声音像一个操练军官，以很突然的方式决定每件事情。她的房子很狭窄，每层楼都只开了一扇窗子对着街外，感觉有点像是由窗子组成的梯子，更确切地说，像是一片房子被夹在其他两栋中间。




The landlady lived on the first floor with her servant, the kitchen and dining-room were on the second, and four boarders from Brittany lived on the third and fourth, and I had two rooms on the fifth.

女房东和她的仆人住在二楼，厨房和餐厅在三楼，四个布列塔尼房客住在四楼和五楼，我住在六楼的两间房。




A little dark corkscrew staircase led up to these attics. All day long Mme. Kergaran was up and down these stairs like a captain on board ship.

一条又小又暗的像螺丝锥一样的楼梯通向顶楼。克加朗太太整天在楼梯上上上下下，像是船长在轮船上一样。




Ten times a day she would go into each room, noisily superintending everything, seeing that the beds were properly made, the clothes well brushed, if the attendance were all that it should be; in a word, she looked after her boarders like a mother, and better than a mother.

她每天要进到每个房间十次，吵闹着监督着每件事情，看看床铺是否整理好了，衣物是否刷干净了，服务是否无可挑剔。一句话，她就像一个母亲一样照料着她的房客，并且比母亲更好。




I soon made the acquaintance of my four fellow-countrymen. Two were medical and two were law students, but all impartially endured the landlady's despotic yoke. They were as frightened of her as a boy robbing an orchard would be of a rural policeman.

我很快就和我的四个同乡相熟起来。两个是学医的学生，两个是学法律的学生，但都一样忍受着女房东专制的约束。他们怕她就像是在果园偷盗的男孩怕乡下警察一样。




I, however, immediately felt that I wished to be independent; it is my nature to rebel. I declared at once that I meant to come in at whatever time I liked, for Mme. Kergaran had fixed twelve o'clock at night as the limit.

可是，我马上觉得我希望独立，我的本性就是叛逆的。我立刻声明我打算爱什么时候回来就什么时候回来，因为克加朗太太规定午夜十二点是底线。




On hearing this she looked at me for a few moments, and then said:

听完这个她看了我一会儿，然后她说：




"It is quite impossible; I cannot have Annette awakened at any hour of the night. You can have nothing to do out-of-doors at such a time.”

“这简直是不可能的，我不可能让安妮特在晚上随时被吵醒。这种时间你在外面也没什么可做的。”




I replied firmly that, according to the law, she was obliged to open the door for me at any time.

我坚定地回答道，根据法律，她有义务随时为我开门。




"If you refuse," I said, "I shall get a policeman to witness the fact, and go and get a bed at some hotel, at your expense, in which I shall be fully justified. You will, therefore, be obliged either to open the door for me or to get rid of me. Do which you please."

“如果您拒绝，”我说，“我会叫警察来作证，然后去某个旅馆睡，由您来支付，这是完全合理的。所以您有义务要么为我开门，要么把我赶出去。请您选择。”




I laughed in her face as I told her my conditions. She could not speak for a moment for surprise, then she tried to negotiate, but I was firm, and she was obliged to yield; and so it was agreed that I should have a latchkey, on my solemn undertaking that no one else should know it.

我边冲着她笑，边告诉她我的要求。她吃惊得半天说不出话，然后，她尝试和我谈判，但我很坚决，她被迫屈服了。她同意给我一把闩锁钥匙，前提是我要郑重保证不让其他人知道。




My energy made such a wholesome impression on her that from that time she treated me with marked favor; she was most attentive, and even showed me a sort of rough tenderness which was not at all unpleasing. Sometimes when I was in a jovial mood I would kiss her by surprise, if only for the sake of getting the box on the ears which she gave me immediately afterwards. When I managed to duck my head quickly enough, her hand would pass over me as swiftly as a ball, and I would run away laughing, while she would call after me:

我的活力留给她一个健康的印象，从那时起她对我明显地关切起来。她十分殷勤而且还偶显柔情，一点儿都不讨人厌。有时心情好的时候，我会给她一个惊喜之吻，只是为了之后她立刻回我一个耳光。当我设法把头尽快闪开时，她的手就像球一样迅速地举过我，然后我会笑着跑开，这时她会在我后面喊道：




"Oh! You wretch, I will pay you out for that."

“噢！你这个卑鄙的家伙，我会让你为此付出代价的。”




However, we soon became real friends.

尽管如此，我们很快变成了真正的朋友。




It was not long before I made the acquaintance of a girl who was employed in a shop, and whom I constantly met.

不久后，我认识了一个在商店当雇员的女孩，并且经常跟她见面。




You know what such sort of love affairs are in Paris. One fine day, going to a lecture, you meet a work-girl going to work arm-in-arm with a friend. You look at her and feel that pleasant little shock which the eye of some women gives you. The next day at the same time, going through the same street, you meet her again, and the next, and the succeeding days. At last you speak, and the love affair follows its course just like an illness.

您知道，这就是在巴黎那点恋爱的事情。某天天气不错，您正要去听课，遇见了一个挽着朋友正去上班的女工。您看着她，感觉到小小的悸动，那是某些女人给您目光牵动的感觉。第二天，在同样的时间同一条街道，您又碰到她。在接下来的一天以及随后的日子里也是如此。最后您开口了，这场爱情就像患病的过程一样随之而来了。




Well, by the end of three weeks I was on that footing with Emma which precedes a fall. The fall would indeed have taken place much sooner had I known where to bring it about. The girl lived at home, and utterly refused to go to an hotel. I did not know how to manage, but at last I took the desperate resolve to take her to my room some night at about eleven o'clock, under the pretense of giving her a cup of tea.

接着，到了第三个星期末，我和埃玛的关系到了顶峰。如果我知道从哪里开始的话，这顶峰会来得更快。这个女孩住家里，并且坚决拒绝去旅馆。我不知道该怎么办，但最后我采取了一个不得已的解决办法，决定在某个夜晚十一点左右带她去我的房间，以请她喝杯茶为由。




Mme. Kergaran always went to bed at ten, so that we could get in by means of my latchkey without exciting any attention, and go down again in an hour or two in the same way.

因为克加朗太太总是十点睡觉，所以我们可以在不引起注意的情况下用我的钥匙进门，一两个小时后再用同样的方法下去。




After a good deal of entreaty on my part, Emma accepted my invitation.

在我恳求许久后，埃玛接受了我的邀请。




I did not spend a very pleasant day, for I was by no means easy in my mind. I was afraid of complications, of a catastrophe, of some scandal. At night I went into a café, and drank two cups of coffee, and three or four glasses of cognac, to give me courage, and when I heard the clock strike half-past ten, I went slowly to the place of meeting, where she was already waiting for me. She took my arm in a coaxing manner, and we set off slowly towards my lodgings. The nearer we got to the door the more nervous I got, and I thought to myself:

我一天都不很愉快，因为我的思想轻松不起来。我害怕并发后果、灾祸和某些流言蜚语。为了给自己勇气，晚上我去了一家咖啡馆，喝了两杯咖啡，又喝了三四杯白兰地。当我听到十点半的钟声敲响时，我慢慢地走去碰面的地方，她已经在那等着我了。她用温柔的方式挽着我的胳膊，我们慢慢朝我的住处走去。越靠近门我越紧张，我心里想着：




"If only Mme.Kergaran is in bed already."

“要是克加朗太太已经睡了就好了。”




I said to Emma two or three times:

我对埃玛说了两三次：




"Above all things, don't make any noise on the stairs," to which she replied, laughing:

“最重要的是不要在楼梯上弄出任何响声。”她笑着答道：




"Are you afraid of being heard?"

“您害怕被听到了吗？”




"No," I said, "but I am afraid of waking the man who sleeps in the room next to me, who is not at all well."

“不是，”我说，“但我怕吵醒了睡我隔壁的人，他身体很不好。”




When I got near the house I felt as frightened as a man does who is going to the dentist's. All the windows were dark, so no doubt everybody was asleep, and I breathed again. I opened the door as carefully as a thief, let my fair companion in, shut it behind me, and went upstairs on tiptoe, holding my breath, and striking wax-matches lest the girl should make a false step.

当我接近房子的时候，我害怕得就像一个要去看牙医的人。所有的窗子都是黑的，所以毫无疑问每个人都睡了，我宽心了些。我像小偷一样小心地打开门，让我的女伴进去。我进去后关上了门，踮着脚尖上了楼，屏住呼吸，点亮了蜡烛，以免女孩失足。




As we passed the landlady's door I felt my heart beating very quickly, but we reached the second floor, then the third, and at last the fifth, and got into my room. Victory!

当我们经过女房东门口时，我感觉心跳很快，然而我们走到了三楼，然后四楼，最后到了六楼，进了我的房间。胜利了！




However, I only dared to speak in a whisper, and took off my boots so as not to make any noise. The tea, which I made over a spirit-lamp, was soon drunk, and then I became pressing, till little by little, as if in play, I, one by one, took off my companion's clothes, who yielded while resisting, blushing, confused.

尽管如此，我只敢低声讲话，我脱掉靴子以免弄出任何响声。酒精灯上煮好的茶很快就喝完了，然后，我变得急迫起来，像剧本里一样一点一点，一件一件地脱去我女友的衣服，她脸红而纠结地半推半就着。




She had absolutely nothing more on except a short white petticoat when my door suddenly opened, and Mme. Kergaran appeared with a candle in her hand, in exactly the same costume as Emma.

当我的门突然被打开的时候，她身上除了一条白色的短衬裙外什么都没有，而克加朗太太手里拿着一个蜡烛出现在那里，打扮正好和埃玛一样。




I jumped away from her and remained standing up, looking at the two women, who were looking at each other.

我跳开她身边，原地站着，看着这两个女人，她们也互相看着对方。




What was going to happen?

将会发生什么呢？




My landlady said, in a lofty tone of voice which I had never heard from her before:

我的女房东用一种我以前从未听过的高傲的语气说道：




"Monsieur Kervelen, I will not have prostitutes in my house."

“克弗伦先生，我不允许在我的房子里有妓女。”




"But, Madame Kergaran," I stammered, "the young lady is a friend of mine. She just came in to have a cup of tea."

“但是，克加朗太太，”我结巴地说，“这个年轻的小姐是我的一个朋友。她只是进来喝杯茶。”




"People don't take tea in their chemise. You will please make this person go directly.”

“不会有人穿内衣来喝茶的。请您立即把这个人弄出去。”




Emma, in a natural state of consternation, began to cry, and hid her face in her petticoat, and I lost my head, not knowing what to do or say. My landlady added, with irresistible authority:

埃玛自然是惊惶失措，开始哭起来，把脸藏在她的衬裙下。我不知所措，不知该做什么说什么。我的女房东又以不可抗拒的威信说道：




"Help her to dress, and take her out at once."

“帮她穿好，立刻带她出去。”




It was certainly the only thing I could do, so I picked up her dress from the floor, put it over her head, and began to fasten it as best I could. She helped me, crying all the time, hurrying and making all sorts of mistakes and unable to find either buttonholes or laces, while Mme. Kergaran stood by motionless, with the candle in her hand, looking at us with the severity of a judgy.

这显然是我唯一能做的事，于是，我从地板上捡起她的衣服，从她头上套过去，然后开始尽我全力把它系牢。她帮着我，一直哭着，慌忙中犯了各种错误，如找不到扣眼或缎带之类的，而克加朗太太手里拿着蜡烛静静地站在旁边，像执法人那样严肃地看着我们。




As soon as Emma was dressed, without even stopping to button her boots, she rushed past the landlady and ran down stairs. I followed her in my slippers and half undressed, and kept repeating: "Mademoiselle! Mademoiselle!"

埃玛一穿好，甚至都没停下把靴子扣好，就从克加朗太太身旁跑开，冲下了楼梯。我穿着拖鞋跟着她，衣服还没完全穿好，不断重复喊道：“小姐！小姐！”




I felt that I ought to say something to her, but I could not find anything. I overtook her just by the street-door, and tried to take her into my arms, but she pushed me violently away, saying in a low, nervous voice:

我觉得我应该对她说些什么，但是，我找不到任何要说的。我一直追她追到街门那里，竭力想将她挽入我的臂弯，但是她重重地将我推开，紧张地低声说道：




"Leave me alone, leave me alone!" and so ran out into the street, closing the door behind her.

“别管我，别管我！”然后，她就这样跑到了路上，关上了她身后的门。




When I went upstairs again I found that Mme.Kergaran was waiting on the first landing, and I went up slowly, expecting, and ready for, anything.

当我再次上到楼上时，我发现克加朗太太正在二楼平台上等着。我慢慢地往上走，盘算着，做好了一切心理准备。




Her door was open, and she called me in, saying in a severe voice:

她的门是开着的，她叫我进去，用严厉的声音说道：




"I want to speak to you, M. Kervelen."

“我想和您谈谈，克弗伦先生。”




I went in, with my head bent. She put her candle on the mantelpiece, and then, folding her arms over her expansive bosom, which a fine white dressing-jacket hardly covered, she said:

我低着头走了进去。她把她的蜡烛放在壁炉架上，然后，把手臂抱在那件好看的白色短外套也未能完全遮住的硕大的胸部前，说道：




"So, Monsieur Kervelen, you think my house is a house of ill-fame?”

“那么，克弗伦先生，您觉得我的房子是个名声不好的房子？”




I was not at all proud. I murmured:

我没有一点傲慢。我嘀咕道：




"Oh, dear, no!

“噢，亲爱的，不！




But, Mme. Kergaran, you must not be angry; you know what young men are.”

但是，克加朗太太，您一定不要生气，您知道年轻人是什么样的。”




"I know," was her answer, "that I will not have such creatures here, so you will understand that. I expect to have my house respected, and I will not have it lose its reputation, you understand me? I know...."

“我知道，”她的回答，“我不允许这样的人在这里，所以您应该明白。我期望我的房子是受尊敬的，并且我不会让它名声受损，您懂吗？我知道……”




She went on thus for at least twenty minutes, overwhelming me with the good name of her house, with reasons for her indignation, and loading me with severe reproofs. I went to bed crestfallen, and resolved never again to try such an experiment, so long, at least, as I continued to be a lodger of Mme. Kergaran.

她继续这样讲了至少二十分钟，说她的房子的名声如何好，为什么她会愤怒，并把她严厉的谴责施加给我。我垂头丧气地上了床，并决心不再做这种尝试，至少在我还是克加朗太太的房客的时候。








The Donkey

那头驴子




There was not a breath of air stirring; a heavy mist was lying over the river. It was like a layer of cotton placed on the water. The banks themselves were indistinct, hidden behind strange fogs. But day was breaking and the hill was becoming visible. In the dawning light of day the plaster houses began to appear like white spots. Cocks were crowing in the barnyard.

没有一丝风吹进来，河上笼罩着一层厚厚的迷雾。就像是一层棉花铺在水面上一样。河岸也朦朦胧胧的，隐藏在奇怪的雾后面。但是天已破晓，山开始显现出身影。在黎明的曙光中，抹了石灰的房子就像一个个白点。公鸡在畜棚空地上啼叫着。




On the other side of the river, hidden behind the fogs, just opposite Frette, a slight noise from time to time broke the dead silence of the quiet morning. At times it was an indistinct plashing, like the cautious advance of a boat, then again a sharp noise like the rattle of an oar and then the sound of something dropping in the water. Then silence.

河的另一边，弗雷特村正对面，隐匿在迷雾中的细微的声响时不时打破宁静清晨的死寂。有时是一阵隐约的溅水声，就像一只船在小心翼翼地行驶；然后是一阵尖锐的响声，就像是船桨的碰撞声；接着是什么东西掉进水里的声音。之后，又是一片沉寂。




Sometimes whispered words, coming perhaps from a distance, perhaps from quite near, pierced through these opaque mists. They passed by like wild birds which have slept in the rushes and which fly away at the first light of day, crossing the mist and uttering a low and timid sound which wakes their brothers along the shores.

偶尔还有一阵窃窃私语——也许来自远处，也许非常之近——刺穿了这不透明的迷雾。低语声像野鸟一样经过。野鸟栖息在灯心草丛中，在第一道曙光出现时翩然起飞，穿过迷雾，发出一阵低沉怯弱的声音，唤醒了河岸边它们的伙伴。




Suddenly along the bank, near the village, a barely perceptible shadow appeared on the water. Then it grew, became more distinct and, coming out of the foggy curtain which hung over the river, a flatboat, manned by two men, pushed up on the grass.

突然，在河岸边靠近村庄的水面上，出现了一个隐约可见的阴影。接着，它逐渐变大，更加清晰可见。接着，从挂在河上的雾帘里出来了一只平底船，它由两个男人驾驶着，搁浅在草地上。




The one who was rowing rose and took a pailful of fish from the bottom of the boat, then he threw the dripping net over his shoulder. His companion, who had not made a motion, exclaimed: "Say, Mailloche, get your gun and see if we can't land some rabbit along the shore.”

划桨的那个人从船底提起一桶鱼，之后把湿淋淋的渔网撂到肩膀上。他那位还没有任何动静的伙伴叫道：“喂，马若虚，拿起你的枪，看看我们是否能沿着河岸打到几只兔子。”




The other one answered: "All right. I'll be with you in a minute." Then he disappeared, in order to hide their catch.

另一个人回答：“好极了。一会儿我就回来找你。”接着，他就消失了，为的是去把鱼藏起来。




The man who had stayed in the boat slowly filled his pipe and lighted it. His name was Labouise, but he was called Chicot, and was in partnership with Maillochon, commonly called Mailloche, to practice the doubtful and undefined profession of junk-gatherers along the shore.

呆在船上的那个人缓缓地装上他的烟斗，然后点燃。他叫做拉布西，但被称为希科，和马约雄——俗称马约虚的家伙——是搭档，干些沿着河岸收废品这难以预料的、不确定的行当。




They were a low order of sailors and they navigated regularly only in the months of famine. The rest of the time they acted as junk-gatherers. Rowing about on the river day and night, watching for any prey, dead or alive, poachers on the water and nocturnal hunters, sometimes ambushing venison in the Saint-Germain forests, sometimes looking for drowned people and searching their clothes, picking up floating rags and empty bottles; thus did Labouise and Maillochon live easily.

他们是低级水手，只有在闹饥荒的月份里才做正经航运。其他时候他们就收废品。他们日日夜夜地在河上游荡，寻找猎物，不管是活的还是死的。他们是水上的偷猎者，夜间的捕猎人。有时候他们在圣日耳曼森林里伏击野鹿，有时候寻找淹死的人，搜寻他们的口袋，或者打捞河上漂着的破布和空瓶子。就这样，拉布西和马约雄活得很轻松。




At times they would set out on foot about noon and stroll along straight ahead. They would dine in some inn on the shore and leave again side by side. They would remain away for a couple of days; then one morning they would be seen rowing about in the tub which they called their boat.

有时，他们会在大约中午的时候出发，朝前笔直地漫步。他们会在岸边的某个餐馆吃顿饭，然后继续并排往前走。他们会消失一两天。之后，某天早晨，又会看见他们划着自己称为桶的船溜达。




At Joinville or at Nogent some boatman would be looking for his boat, which had disappeared one night, probably stolen, while twenty or thirty miles from there, on the Oise, some shopkeeper would be rubbing his hands, congratulating himself on the bargain he had made when he bought a boat the day before for fifty francs, which two men offered him as they were passing.

在茹安维尔或是诺让，某个船夫或许正在寻找他在一天晚上丢失的船，船很可能是被偷了。而在离那里二三十里的瓦兹，某个店主或许正搓着手，庆幸自己买到了便宜货，这是前天经过这里的两个人以五十法郎卖给他的小船。




Maillochon reappeared with his gun wrapped up in rags. He was a man of forty or fifty, tall and thin, with the restless eye of people who are worried by legitimate troubles and of hunted animals. His open shirt showed his hairy chest, but he seemed never to have had any more hair on his face than a short brush of a mustache and a few stiff hairs under his lower lip. He was bald around the temples. When he took off the dirty cap that he wore his scalp seemed to be covered with a fluffy down, like the body of a plucked chicken.

马约雄又出现了，他的枪裹在破布里。他大约四五十岁，又高又瘦，眼神总是焦虑不安，就如同陷入了法律麻烦的人和被追捕的动物的眼睛一样。他的衬衣敞开，露出了毛茸茸的胸膛。但是，他的脸上只有一排短胡子和下唇下面的几根硬毛。两鬓周围也是光秃秃的。当他脱下戴着的那顶脏兮兮的帽子时，他的头皮看起来像是覆盖着一层柔软的绒毛，就像是一只被拔了毛的小鸡的身体。




Chicot, on the contrary, was red, fat, short and hairy. He looked like a raw beefsteak. He continually kept his left eye closed, as if he were aiming at something or at somebody, and when people jokingly cried to him, "Open your eye, Labouise!" he would answer quietly: "Never fear, sister, I open it when there's cause to.”

希科正好相反，他肤色红润，又矮又胖，毛发很多。他看起来像一块生牛排。他经常闭着左眼，好像瞄准着什么东西或什么人。当人们开玩笑地对他喊道：“睁开你的眼睛，拉布西！”他会平静地回答：“不要怕，妹子，我见了便宜就开眼。”




He had a habit of calling every one "sister," even his scavenger companion.

他有称呼每个人“妹子”的习惯，即使是他那个捡破烂的同伴。




He took up the oars again, and once more the boat disappeared in the heavy mist, which was now turned snowy white in the pink-tinted sky.

他又重新拿起了桨，小船再次消失在浓厚的迷雾里。那雾映在粉红色的天空里，变得雪白雪白的。




"What kind of lead did you take, Maillochon?" Labouise asked.

“你带了什么样的子弹，马约雄？”拉布西问道。




"Very small, number nine; that's the best for rabbits.”

“很小的那种，九号的，最适合用来打兔子了。”




They were approaching the other shore so slowly, so quietly that no noise betrayed them. This bank belongs to the Saint-Germain forest and is the boundary line for rabbit hunting. It is covered with burrows hidden under the roots of trees, and the creatures at daybreak frisk about, running in and out of the holes.

他们朝另一处河岸划去，划得很慢、很安静，没有一丝声音泄露他们的行踪。这个河岸属于圣日耳曼森林，是一条边界线，这边是不允许打兔子的。树根下满是兔子洞。黎明的时候，这些小家伙蹦来蹦去，在洞穴里跑进跑出。




Maillochon was kneeling in the bow, watching, his gun hidden on the floor. Suddenly he seized it, aimed, and the report echoed for some time throughout the quiet country.

马约雄跪在船头，窥视着，他的枪就藏在船板下面。突然，他抓起枪，瞄准了。一声枪响在寂静的乡村里久久回荡。




Labouise, in a few strokes, touched the beach, and his companion, jumping to the ground, picked up a little gray rabbit, not yet dead.

拉布西划了几下桨，靠了岸，他的同伴跳上陆地，捡起一只还没死的小灰兔。




Then the boat once more disappeared into the fog in order to get to the other side, where it could keep away from the game wardens.

随后，这条船再次消失在雾里，要赶到河的另一边去，以避开守林人。




The two men seemed to be riding easily on the water. The weapon had disappeared under the board which served as a hiding place and the rabbit was stuffed into Chicot's loose shirt.

这两个人就像是在水上自由自在地乘船旅行。武器被藏在了用来藏东西的木板下面，兔子被塞在希科宽松的衬衫里。




After about a quarter of an hour Labouise asked: "Well, sister, shall we get one more?"

大约过了一刻钟，拉布西问道：“喂，妹子，我们再去弄一只怎样？”




"It will suit me," Maillochon answered.

“正合我意，”马约雄回答。




The boat started swiftly down the current. The mist, which was hiding both shores, was beginning to rise. The trees could be barely perceived, as through a veil, and the little clouds of fog were floating up from the water. When they drew near the island, the end of which is opposite Herblay, the two men slackened their pace and began to watch. Soon a second rabbit was killed.

这只船又出发了，迅速地顺流而下。笼罩着两岸的雾开始消散了。就像透过了一层面纱，隐隐约约可以看到树。小团的雾从水面上升起。靠近尾端正对着赫伯莱的那个小岛时，两人放慢了速度，开始窥视。不久，又一只兔子被打死了。




Then they went down until they were half way to Conflans. Here they stopped their boat, tied it to a tree and went to sleep in the bottom of it.

他们继续顺流而下，一直到了去孔佛朗的中途地带。他们把船停到这里，系在一棵树上，在船底睡起觉来。




From time to time Labouise would sit up and look over the horizon with his open eye. The last of the morning mist had disappeared and the large summer sun was climbing in the blue sky.

拉布西时不时坐起来，用他睁开的那只眼睛眺望天边。最后一点晨雾也已经消散了，一轮大大的夏日太阳正爬上蔚蓝的天空。




On the other side of the river the vineyard-covered hill stretched out in a semicircle. One house stood out alone at the summit. Everything was silent.

在河的另一边，被葡萄园覆盖着的山坡弯成一个半圆形。一栋房子孤零零地矗立在山顶上。到处都是静悄悄的。




Something was moving slowly along the tow-path, advancing with difficulty. It was a woman dragging a donkey. The stubborn, stiff-jointed beast occasionally stretched out a leg in answer to its companion's efforts, and it proceeded thus, with outstretched neck and ears lying flat, so slowly that one could not tell when it would ever be out of sight.

什么东西正沿着曳船道慢慢移动，艰难地前行。是一个女人拉着一头驴子。那头倔强的驴子关节僵硬，偶尔才伸出一只腿回应那位伙伴的努力。它伸长脖子，耷拉着耳朵，就这么走着，走得如此之慢，让人说不出什么时候它才会消失在视线里。




The woman, bent double, was pulling, turning round occasionally to strike the donkey with a stick.

那个女人把身体弯得低低地往前拉，偶尔转过身来用一根棍子抽打驴子。




As soon as he saw her, Labouise exclaimed: "Say, Mailloche!"

拉布西一看见她，就叫道：“喂，马约虚！”




Mailloche answered: "What's the matter?”

马约虚回答：“怎么啦？”




"Want to have some fun?"

“想找点乐子吗？”




"Of course!"

“当然！”




"Then hurry, sister; we're going to have a laugh.”

“那快点，妹子，我们要有乐子了。”




Chicot took the oars. When he had crossed the river he stopped opposite the woman and called:

希科接过了桨。他穿过河，在那个女人对面停下来，喊道：




"Hey, sister!"

“嘿，妹子！”




The woman stopped dragging her donkey and looked.

女人停下来，不再拉驴子，望着他。




Labouise continued: "What are you doing—going to the locomotive show?”

拉布西继续说：“你在做什么呢——去机车展览吗？”




The woman made no reply. Chicot continued:

那个女人没有回答。希科接着说：




"Say, your trotter's prime for a race. Where are you taking him at that speed?”

“喂，你那只驴子赛跑应该能得第一。这速度你想把它拉去哪儿？”




At last the woman answered: "I'm going to Macquart, at Champioux, to have him killed. He's worthless.”

那个女人终于答话了：“我要去马加特家，在香庇屋，去把它宰了。它没什么用了。”




Labouise answered: "You're right. How much do you think Macquart will give you for him?”

拉布西答道：“你说对了。你认为马加特会付给你多少钱？”




The woman wiped her forehead on the back of her hand and hesitated, saying: "How do I know? Perhaps three francs, perhaps four."

那个女人用手背擦了擦额头，犹豫着说：“我怎么知道？也许三法郎，也许四法郎吧。”




Chicot exclaimed: "I'll give you five francs and your errand's done! How's that?”

希科叫道：“我给你五法郎，你的差事就完成了！怎么样？”




The woman considered the matter for a second and then exclaimed: "Done!"

那个女人考虑了一会儿，说：“就这么办！”




The two men landed. Labouise grasped the animal by the bridle. Maillochon asked in surprise:

这两个人上了岸。拉布西抓住了牲口的缰绳。马约雄感到奇怪，问他：




"What do you expect to do with that carcass?"

“你用这具尸体打算干啥？”




Chicot this time opened his other eye in order to express his gaiety. His whole red face was grinning with joy. He chuckled: "Don't worry, sister. I've got my idea.”

这次，希科睁开了另一只眼睛，以表现他的得意。他的整张红脸都因为这快活而堆满笑容。他咯咯地笑道：“别着急，妹子。我已经有主意了。”




He gave five francs to the woman, who then sat down by the road to see what was going to happen. Then Labouise, in great humor, got the gun and held it out to Maillochon, saying: "Each one in turn; we're going after big game, sister. Don't get so near or you'll kill it right away! You must make the pleasure last a little.”

他给了那女人五法郎。女人坐到了路边，想看看到底是怎么回事。接着，拉布西十分高兴地拿起枪，递给马约雄，说：“每人轮流一枪，我们要打这只大猎物了，妹子。不要离得这么近，否则你很快就会把它打死的！你要让这个乐子持续得久一点。”




He placed his companion about forty paces from the victim. The ass, feeling itself free, was trying to get a little of the tall grass, but it was so exhausted that it swayed on its legs as if it were about to fall.

他把同伴拉到离那只猎物四十步远的地方。那只驴子感到自己自由了，就试着吃一些长得高点的草。但是，它实在太累了，两条腿有点摇晃，像是要倒下来一样。




Maillochon aimed slowly and said: "A little pepper for the ears; watch, Ghicot!" And he fired.

马约雄慢慢瞄准它，说：“往耳朵上撒点胡椒，看着，希科！”然后，他开了枪。




The tiny shot struck the donkey's long ears and he began to shake them in order to get rid of the stinging sensation. The two men were doubled up with laughter and stamped their feet with joy. The woman, indignant, rushed forward; she did not want her donkey to be tortured, and she offered to return the five francs. Labouise threatened her with a thrashing and pretended to roll up his sleeves. He had paid, hadn't he? Well, then, he would take a shot at her skirts, just to show that it didn't hurt. She went away, threatening to call the police. They could hear her protesting indignantly and cursing as she went her way.

一颗小子弹击中了驴子的长耳朵。于是，它开始晃动耳朵，想摆脱这种刺痛的感觉。这两个人笑弯了腰，高兴地跺着脚。那个女人愤怒地冲上前，她不想她的驴子遭受折磨，要把五法郎还给他们。拉布西威胁她，说要揍她，还假装把袖子卷起来。他付了钱的，不是么？好吧，他要朝她的裙子开一枪，让她看看这没什么伤害。她走开了，威胁他们说要去叫警察。他们可以听到，她走开的时候还在愤慨地抗议和咒骂。




Maillochon held out the gun to his comrade, saying: "It's your turn, Chicot.”

马约雄把枪递给他的伙伴，说：“该你了，希科。”




Labouise aimed and fired. The donkey received the charge in his thighs, but the shot was so small and came from such a distance that he thought he was being stung by flies, for he began to thrash himself with his tail.

拉布西瞄准了，开了一枪。驴子的大腿上受了一枪。但子弹太小了，又从这么远的地方射过来，它以为是被苍蝇叮了，因为它开始用尾巴在自己身上拍来拍去。




Labouise sat down to laugh more comfortably, while Maillochon reloaded the weapon, so happy that he seemed to sneeze into the barrel. He stepped forward a few paces, and, aiming at the same place that his friend had shot at, he fired again. This time the beast started, tried to kick and turned its head. At last a little blood was running. It had been wounded and felt a sharp pain, for it tried to run away with a slow, limping, jerky gallop.

拉布西坐下来，好让自己笑得更舒服点，马约雄则重新给武器上子弹，高兴得像在对着枪筒打喷嚏一样。他向前走了几步，瞄准他同伴击中的那个地方，又开了一枪。这次那头牲畜受惊了，转过头来想踢蹄子。最终，一点血流了出来。它被打伤了，感到一阵剧烈的疼痛，因为它试图猛地一跛一跛地慢步跑着逃走。




Both men darted after the beast, Maillochon with a long stride, Labouise with the short, breathless trot of a little man. But the donkey, tired out, had stopped, and, with a bewildered look, was watching his two murderers approach. Suddenly he stretched his neck and began to bray.

两个人都在追那头牲口，马约雄迈着大步子，拉布西则迈着小个子的短步子喘着气小跑。然而，那头驴子已精疲力尽，它停下来，困惑地望着两个要杀它的人慢慢逼近。突然，它伸长脖子，开始嘶叫起来。




Labouise, out of breath, had taken the gun. This time he walked right up close, as he did not wish to begin the chase over again.

拉布西拿着枪，跑得上气不接下气。这次，他直接走近驴子，因为他不想再来一次追逐。




When the poor beast had finished its mournful cry, like a last call for help, the man called: "Hey, Mailloche! Come here, sister; I'm going to give him some medicine.”And while the other man was forcing the animal's mouth open, Chicot stuck the barrel of his gun down its throat, as if he were trying to make it drink a potion. Then he said: "Look out, sister, here she goes!"

这头可怜的牲口结束了它的悲鸣，就像是最后的求救呐喊。这个人叫道：“喂，马约虚！到这儿来，妹子，我要给它吃点药。”当另一个人强行把驴子的嘴掰开时，希科就把枪杆子插进了它的喉咙里，就像是要让它喝毒药一样。之后，他说：“小心点，妹子，我要倒药了。”




He pressed the trigger. The donkey stumbled back a few steps, fell down, tried to get up again and finally lay on its side and closed its eyes. The whole body was trembling, its legs were kicking as if it were trying to run. A stream of blood was oozing through its teeth. Soon it stopped moving. It was dead.

他扣动了扳机。驴子跌跌撞撞地向后退了几步，倒在了地上，又努力想再站起来，但最终侧着身子完全躺下了，闭上了眼睛。驴子的整个身子颤抖着，蹬着腿，像是还在试着逃走。一股血从它的牙齿中渗出来。很快它就不动了。它死了。




The two men went along, laughing. It was over too quickly; they had not had their money's worth. Maillochon asked: "Well, what are we going to do now?"

这两个男人边笑边往前走。这事结束得太快了，他们的钱还没体现出价值。马约雄问道：“喂，现在我们要做什么？”




Labouise answered: "Don't worry, sister. Get the thing on the boat; we're going to have some fun when night comes.”

拉布西回答：“别着急，妹子。把驴子搬上船。天黑之后，我们又要有乐子了。”




They went and got the boat. The animal's body was placed on the bottom, covered with fresh grass, and the two men stretched out on it and went to sleep.

他们走去找到了船。那牲口的尸体被放在船底，用鲜草盖着。两个人躺在上面睡着了。




Toward noon Labouise drew a bottle of wine, some bread and butter and raw onions from a hiding place in their muddy, worm-eaten boat, and they began to eat.

快到中午时，拉布西从他们这条被虫蛀了的泥船的暗仓里掏出一瓶酒、一些面包、黄油和生洋葱，两个人开始吃了起来。




When the meal was over they once more stretched out on the dead donkey and slept. At nightfall Labouise awoke and shook his comrade, who was snoring like a buzzsaw. "Come on, sister," he ordered.

吃完饭后，他们又躺在死驴身上睡着了。傍晚，拉布西醒了，他摇醒了像圆锯般打着鼾的同伴。“走吧，妹子，”他命令道。




Maillochon began to row. As they had plenty of time they went up the Seine slowly. They coasted along the reaches covered with water-lilies, and the heavy, mud-covered boat slipped over the lily pads and bent the flowers, which stood up again as soon as they had passed.

马约雄开始划船。他们有很多时间，所以慢慢地朝塞纳河上游划去。他们沿着开满水百合的河段前行。沉重的、糊满泥巴的船从百合的大浮叶上划过去，弄弯了那些花，但他们一过去，这些花马上又竖了起来。




When they reached the wall of the Eperon, which separates the Saint-Germain forest from the Maisons-Laffitte Park, Labouise stopped his companion and explained his idea to him. Maillochon was moved by a prolonged, silent laugh.

当他们到达隔开圣日耳曼森林和迈松拉菲特公园的埃普隆墙时，拉布西让他的同伴停下来，把自己的想法告诉他。马约雄悄悄地笑了好一阵子。




They threw into the water the grass which had covered the body, took the animal by the feet and hid it behind some bushes. Then they got into their boat again and went to Maisons-Laffitte.

他们把盖住驴子的草扔进了水里，拖着这头牲口的脚把它搬到了岸上，藏在了灌木丛后面。随后，他们又回到船上，朝迈松拉菲特驶去。




The night was perfectly black when they reached the wine shop of old man Jules. As soon as the dealer saw them he came up, shook hands with them and sat down at their table. They began to talk of one thing and another. By eleven o'clock the last customer had left and old man Jules winked at Labouise and asked: "Well, have you got any?"

当他们到达朱尔老爹的酒铺子时，天已经完全黑了。一看见他们，这个商人就走上前来，和他们握手，在他们桌子旁坐下来。他们开始东拉西扯地谈起来。十一点的时候，最后一个客人也离开了。朱尔老爹对拉布西眨了眨眼睛，问道；“嘿，你有东西么？”




Labouise made a motion with his head and answered: "Perhaps so, perhaps not!"

拉布西用头做了个动作，回答说：“也许有，也许没有！”




The dealer insisted: "Perhaps you've not nothing but gray ones?”

商人坚持说：“也许你没有别的，只有灰家伙吧？”




Chicot dug his hands into his flannel shirt, drew out the ears of a rabbit and declared: "Three francs a pair!"

希科把手伸进他的法兰绒衬衫里面，揪出了一只兔子的耳朵，说：“三法郎一对！”




Then began a long discussion about the price. Two francs sixty-five and the two rabbits were delivered. As the two men were getting up to go, old man Jules, who had been watching them, exclaimed:

之后，开始了一段长时间的讨价还价。两只兔子以两法郎六十五分的价格成交了。当这两个人站起来要走时，一直观察着他们的朱尔老爹叫道：




"You have something else, but you won't say what.”

“你们还有别的什么，但你们不愿说。”




Labouise answered: "Possibly, but it is not for you; you're too stingy.”

拉布西答道：“可能有，但不是给你的。你太吝啬了。”




The man, growing eager, kept asking: "What is it? Something big? Perhaps we might make a deal."

这个人更加渴望了，一直问：“是什么？大家伙？或许我们可以做一笔交易。”




Labouise, who seemed perplexed, pretended to consult Maillochon with a glance. Then he answered in a slow voice: "This is how it is. We were in the bushes at Eperon when something passed right near us, to the left, at the end of the wall. Mailloche takes a shot and it drops. We skipped on account of the game people. I can't tell you what it is, because I don't know. But it's big enough. But what is it? If I told you I'd be lying, and you know, sister, between us everything's above-board.”

拉布西似乎有点为难，装作用眼神跟马约雄商量。接着，他慢吞吞地回答：“事情是这样的。当时我们在埃普隆的丛林里，在墙头处有什么东西刚好从我们身边经过，朝左边走去。马约雄开了一枪，它倒下了。我们怕那些看守人，于是就溜了。我没法告诉你它是什么，因为我不知道。但是它足够大。可是，它是什么呢？如果我告诉你，那我就是在撒谎。你知道的，妹子，在我们之间，一切都是坦诚的。”




Anxiously the man asked: "Think it's venison?”

这个人焦急地问道：“有可能是野鹿么？”




Labouise answered: "Might be and then again it might not! Venison?—uh! uh!—might be a little big for that! Mind you, I don't say it's a doe, because I don't know, but it might be.”

拉布西答道：“也许是，同样的，也许不是！野鹿？嗯！嗯！也许比那个东西要大点儿！提醒你一下，我没说它是一只母鹿，因为我不知道，但它可能是。”




Still the dealer insisted: "Perhaps it's a buck?”

这位商人依然坚持：“也许是一只公鹿？”




Labouise stretched out his hand, exclaiming: "No, it's not that! It's not a buck. I should have seen the horns. No, it's not a buck!”

拉布西伸出一只手，说：“不，不是那个！不是公鹿。不然我会看见角的。不，那不是一只公鹿！”




"Why didn't you bring it with you?" asked the man.

“你为什么不把它带来？”这个人问道。




"Because, sister, from now on I sell from where I stand. Plenty of people will buy. All you have to do is to take a walk over there, find the thing and take it. No risk for me."

“妹子，因为从现在起，我就地卖货。很多人会买的。你要做的就是到那儿散个步，找到那东西，带回来。我没有任何风险。”




The innkeeper, growing suspicious, exclaimed: "Supposing he wasn't there!”

这个旅店老板有点怀疑了，说道：“如果它不在那儿呢！”




Labouise once more raised his hand and said:

拉布西再次举起他的手说：




"He's there, I swear!—first bush to the left. What it is, I don't know. But it's not a buck, I'm positive. It's for you to find out what it is. Twenty-five francs, cash down!”

“它在那儿，我发誓！第一个灌木丛的左边。至于是什么，我就不知道了。但不是公鹿，我肯定。该你去看看它是什么。二十五法郎，现金支付！”




Still the man hesitated: "Couldn't you bring it?”

这个人还在犹豫：“你不能给我取来？”




Maillochon exclaimed: "No, indeed! You know our price! Take it or leave it!"

马约雄叫道：“不，的确不行！你是知道我们的价格的！要么就要，要么就不要！”




The dealer decided: "It's a bargain for twenty francs!”

这个商人决定了：“二十法郎，就这个价！”




And they shook hands over the deal.

于是，他们握了手，交易谈定。




Then he took out four big five-franc pieces from the cash drawer, and the two friends pocketed the money. Labouise arose, emptied his glass and left. As he was disappearing in the shadows he turned round to exclaim: "It isn't a buck. I don't know what it is!—but it's there. I'll give you back your money if you find nothing!”

之后，他从现金抽屉里拿出四大串五法郎的铜板，这两位朋友把钱装进了口袋。拉布西站起来，喝光了杯里的酒，走了出去。当他快要消失在黑暗里时，他转身叫道：“它不是公鹿。我不知道它是什么！但它就在那儿。如果你什么都没找到，我就把钱还给你！”




And he disappeared in the darkness. Maillochon, who was following him, kept punching him in the back to express his joy.

接着，他消失在黑暗里。马约雄跟着他，为了表达他的高兴，不停地用拳头敲打着他的背。








The Wardrobe

衣橱




As we sat chatting after dinner, a party of men, the conversation turned on women, for lack of something else.

晚饭过后，我们坐在一起聊天，一群男人聚在一起，话题自然就转到了女人身上，因为没什么别的可谈。




One of us said: "Here's a funny thing that happened to me on, that very subject.”And he told us the following story:One evening last winter I suddenly felt overcome by that overpowering sense of misery and languor that takes possession of one from time to time. I was in my own apartment, all alone, and I was convinced that if I gave in to my feelings I should have a terrible attack of melancholia, one of those attacks that lead to suicide when they recur too often.

我们之中的一个人说道：“关于这个话题，我倒遇见过一件很有趣的事情。”随后，他给我们讲了下面的故事：去年冬天的某个晚上，我突然感到一种无法抵抗的痛苦和疲倦，这种感觉不时地折磨着我的身心，使我无能为力。当时我独自一个人呆在自己家里，我知道如果我对这种感觉让步的话，肯定会得可怕的忧郁症；忧郁症如果经常发作的话，是会逼人自杀的。




I put on my overcoat and went out without the slightest idea of what I was going to do. Having gone as far as the boulevards, I began to wander along by the almost empty cafes. It was raining, a fine rain that affects your mind as it does your clothing, not one of those good downpours which come down in torrents, driving breathless passers-by into doorways, but a rain without drops that deposits on your clothing an imperceptible spray and soon covers you with a sort of iced foam that chills you through.

我随即披上外套，出了门，却丝毫不知道自己出去要干什么。走过了林阴大道，我开始沿着几乎没有客人的咖啡馆一家一家地闲逛。天正下着雨，那种毛毛细雨不仅沾湿你的衣服还影响你的心情。它不像瓢泼大雨那样，倾盆而下，把气喘吁吁的行人逼到门廊下避雨；它是一种让人难以察觉的没有雨滴的水雾，飘洒下来，很快就在衣服上盖上一层让你寒彻透骨的冰沫。




What should I do? I walked in one direction and then came back, looking for some place where I could spend two hours, and discovering for the first time that there is no place of amusement in Paris in the evening. At last I decided to go to the Folies-Bergere, that entertaining resort for gay women.

我该怎么办呢？我朝着某个方向走，又退了回来，想找一个能让我消磨两个小时的地方。这时我才第一次发现巴黎的夜晚竟没有什么地方可以消遣。最后我决定去巴黎歌舞场，那是快乐的姑娘们的游乐场所。




There were very few people in the main hall. In the long horseshoe curve there were only a few ordinary looking people, whose plebeian origin was apparent in their manners, their clothes, the cut of their hair and beard, their hats, their complexion. It was rarely that one saw from time to time a man whom you suspected of having washed himself thoroughly, and his whole make-up seemed to match. As for the women, they were always the same, those frightful women you all know, ugly, tired looking, drooping, and walking along in their lackadaisical manner, with that air of foolish superciliousness which they assume, I do not know why.

大厅里没有几个人。那条马蹄形的长廊上只有一些相貌普通的客人，他们的平民身份可以从言行举止、衣着、发型、胡须、帽子和肤色上一目了然地看出来。在这里难得碰到一个彻底认真梳洗过、全身衣服显得十分相称的男人。至于姑娘们，她们看起来总是那样，就像你所知道的那些可怕的姑娘们，容貌丑陋，精神萎靡，肌肉松弛，无精打采地走来走去，脸上带着那副愚蠢至极的高傲表情。我不知道她们为什么这样。




I thought to myself that, in truth, not one of those languid creatures, greasy rather than fat, puffed out here and thin there, with the contour of a monk and the lower extremities of a bow-legged snipe, was worth the louis that they would get with great difficulty after asking five.

我暗自想这些呆滞的怪物，与其说是肥胖，还不如说是肥腻，这儿凸出来，那儿又瘦瘪瘪的，身形像僧侣一样，还长着弯曲的弓形腿。说实在的，她们经过讨价还价得到五个金路易后还真没有一个人会再多加一金路易的。




But all at once I saw a little creature whom I thought attractive, not in her first youth, but fresh, comical and tantalizing. I stopped her, and stupidly, without thinking, I made an appointment with her for that night. I did not want to go back to my own home alone, all alone; I preferred the company and the caresses of this hussy.

不过，我突然看到一个尤物。在我眼里，她很有魅力，年龄并不小，但是很有生气，蛮讨人喜欢的，而且姿态撩人。我拦住她，并且未经考虑就很愚蠢地约定要和她共度良宵。我实在不愿独自一人孤单地回家，我情愿搂着这样一个轻佻的姑娘给我作伴。




And I followed her. She lived in a great big house in the Rue des Martyrs. The gas was already extinguished on the stairway. I ascended the steps slowly, lighting a candle match every few seconds, stubbing my foot against the steps, stumbling and angry as I followed the rustle of the skirt ahead of me.

于是我就跟着她走了。她住在殉道街的一所大房子里。楼梯上的煤气灯已经熄灭了。我慢慢地往上爬楼梯，每隔几秒就划一根蜡烛火柴。我的脚不断地撞到楼梯，跌跌撞撞，心里很不舒服，跟着前面她裙子的沙沙声爬着。




She stopped on the fourth floor, and having closed the outer door she said:"Then you will stay till tomorrow?"

她在四楼停住了，关好外面的门后她问道：“那么你是要呆到明天了？”




"Why, yes. You know that that was the agreement."

“当然啦。你要知道我们可是都商量好了的。”




"All right, my dear, I just wanted to know. Wait for me here a minute, I will be right back."

“好的，亲爱的。我只是确认一下。等我一会儿，我马上就回来。”




And she left me in the darkness. I heard her shutting two doors and then I thought I heard her talking. I was surprised and uneasy. The thought that she had a protector staggered me. But I have good fists and a solid back. "We shall see," I said to myself.

然后她就把我留在黑暗中。我听到她关了两扇门，然后好像还听到她说话了。我觉得惊讶，也有点不安。她可能有个姘头，想到这个，我吃了一惊。不过我的拳头和腰板都是很结实的。“待会儿就见分晓了。”我心里想。




I listened attentively with ear and mind. Some one was stirring about, walking quietly and very carefully. Then another door was opened and I thought I again heard some one talking, but in a very low tone.

我竖起耳朵全神贯注地听。有人在轻轻地移动，走得很轻，很小心。随后另一扇门打开了，我又觉得有人说话，不过声音很低。




She came back carrying a lighted candle.

她带着一支点燃的蜡烛回来了。




"You may come in," she said. she said "thou" in speaking to me, which was an indication of possession. I went in and after passing through a dining room in which it was very evident that no one ever ate, I entered a typical room of all these women, a furnished room with red curtains and a soiled eiderdown bed covering.

“你可以进来了。”她说。她用“你”字来称呼我，就表明了一种所有权。我进去了，穿过一个显然从来没有人在那儿吃过饭的饭厅，然后走进一间卧室，一间典型的姑娘们住的、有家具的卧室，卧室里有红色的窗帘，还有沾着斑斑点点的鸭绒床罩。




"Make yourself at home, 'mon chat'," she said.

“随便坐吧，我的猫咪。”她说道。




I gave a suspicious glance at the room, but there seemed no reason for uneasiness.

我用一种狐疑的眼光扫视了一下屋子，但是似乎没有什么叫我不放心的。




As she took off her wraps she began to laugh.

她脱衣服的时候笑了起来。




"Well, what ails you? Are you changed into a pillar of salt? Come, hurry up."

“嘿，你怎么啦？怎么变成木头人啦？来，快点吧。”




I did as she suggested.

我照她说的做了。




Five minutes later I longed to put on my things and get away. But this terrible languor that had overcome me at home took possession of me again, and deprived me of energy enough to move and I stayed in spite of the disgust that I felt for this association. The unusual attractiveness that I supposed I had discovered in this creature over there under the chandeliers of the theater had altogether vanished on closer acquaintance, and she was nothing more to me now than a common woman, like all the others, whose indifferent and complaisant kiss smacked of garlic.

五分钟后，我迫不及待地想穿上我的衣服，赶紧离开。但是在家里纠缠过我的那种可怕的疲倦无力感又侵袭了我，使我连移动的力气都没有了。所以尽管我对这种关系感到恶心，我还是躺着没走。在歌舞场吊灯下，我以为我已经从这个尤物身上找到了的不寻常的魅力在这种近距离的接触下消失了，她现在对我来说已经和一般姑娘没什么两样了，跟其他姑娘一样，她的冷漠却又殷勤的吻还带着一股大蒜味。




I thought I would say something.

我觉得我该说些什么。




"Have you lived here long?" I asked.

“你在这里住了很久了吗？”我问道。




"Over six months on the fifteenth of January."

“到一月十五就半年了。”




"Where were you before that?"

“那以前你住哪儿？”




"In the Rue Clauzel. But the janitor made me very uncomfortable and I left."

“在克洛斯街。但是看门人一直找我麻烦，我就搬走了。”




And she began to tell me an interminable story of a janitor who had talked scandal about her.

接着她就开始没完没了地告诉我那个看门人如何造谣诽谤她。




But, suddenly, I heard something moving quite close to us. First there was a sigh, then a slight, but distinct, sound as if some one had turned round on a chair.

但是突然间，我听到有什么东西在靠近我们。刚开始，只是一声叹息，随后有一些轻微的响声。但是那响声听起来很清晰，就如同有人坐在椅子上转动一样。




I sat up abruptly and asked.

我突然坐起来问道：




"What was that noise?"

“那是什么声音？”




She answered quietly and confidently:"Do not be uneasy, my dear boy, it is my neighbor. The partition is so thin that one can hear everything as if it were in the room. These are wretched rooms, just like pasteboard."

她平静而肯定地说：“别担心，我的宝贝，是我的邻居。这里的隔板太薄了，以至于所有的声音听起来都像是在这间屋里发出的。这些屋子实在太糟糕了，就跟纸糊的一样。”




I felt so lazy that I paid no further attention to it. We resumed our conversation. Driven by the stupid curiosity that prompts all men to question these creatures about their first experiences, to attempt to lift the veil of their first folly, as though to find in them a trace of pristine innocence, to love them, possibly, in a fleeting memory of their candor and modesty of former days, evoked by a word, I insistently asked her about her earlier lovers.

我那时觉得很懒散无力，所以就没有再追究下去。于是我们又继续聊天。就像男人们往往会不由自主地向这些尤物问起她们的初次遭遇，想掀开她们初次做蠢事的面纱，就像要寻找她们最初的清白的痕迹，像要从一句话里唤起她们从前天真质朴的短暂回忆，让自己或许因此而去爱她们。而我当时竟也受到那种愚蠢的好奇心的驱使，坚持向她提出有关她以前情人们的问题。




I knew she was telling me lies. What did it matter? Among all these lies I might, perhaps, discover something sincere and pathetic.

我知道她在对我说谎。但是那有什么关系呢？或许我会从这些谎话中发现一些真诚且动人的东西。




"Come," said I, "tell me who he was."

“说吧，”我说，“你得告诉我他是谁呀。”




"He was a boating man, my dear."

“他是一个船员，我的宝贝。”




"Ah! Tell me about it. Where were you?"

“哈！说给我听听。你当时在哪儿啊？”




"I was at Argenteuil."

“在阿让特伊。”




"What were you doing?"

“你是做什么的？”




"I was waitress in a restaurant."

“在一家餐厅做服务员。”




"What restaurant?"

“在哪一家餐厅？”




“'The Freshwater Sailor.'Do you know it?”

“淡水河水手饭店。”你可知道？”




"I should say so, kept by Bonanfan."

“那当然了，博南番开的。”




"Yes, that's it.”

“对了，就是那一家。”




"And how did he make love to you, this boating man?"

“那么他是怎么向你求爱的，这个划船的？”




"While I was doing his room.

“在我替他收拾房间的时候。




He took advantage of me.”

他占有了我。”




But I suddenly recalled the theory of a friend of mine, an observant and philosophical physician whom constant attendance in hospitals has brought into daily contact with girl-mothers and prostitutes, with all the shame and all the misery of women, of those poor women who have become the frightful prey of the wandering male with money in his pocket.

但我突然记起我的一个朋友的理论，他是一个善于观察且冷静的医生。在医院工作多年，他每天接触的就是那些未婚妈妈和妓女，他了解这些可怜的女人变成那些有钱闲逛的男性的令人厌恶的牺牲品的羞耻和痛苦。




"A woman," he said, "is always debauched by a man of her own class and position. I have volumes of statistics on that subject. We accuse the rich of plucking the flower of innocence among the girls of the people. This is not correct. The rich pay for what they want. They may gather some, but never for the first time."

他说道：“一个女孩，一向是被和她同阶级且生活情形差不多的男人带坏的。我有好几本有关这种例子的统计资料。我们经常指责富人采摘普通人家的清白的花朵。这是不正确的。富人会买下他们需要的。他们有的也会动手采摘，但是摘的从来不是第一期的花。”




Then, turning to my companion, I began to laugh.

想到这里，我转头看着我的女伴，笑了起来。




"You know that I am aware of your history. The boating man was not the first."

“你得知道我清楚你的历史。那个船员可不是你的第一个情人。”




"Oh, yes, my dear, I swear it:”"You are lying, my dear."

“啊，真的是他啊，亲爱的，我可以发誓。”“你在撒谎，亲爱的。”




"Oh, no, I assure you.""You are lying; come, tell me all."

“噢，真的没有。我向你保证。”“你在说谎。快点，把所有的事都告诉我吧。”




She seemed to hesitate in astonishment. I continued:"I am a sorcerer, my dear girl, I am a clairvoyant. If you do not tell me the truth, I will go into a trance sleep and then I can find out."

她吃了一惊，显得有点迟疑。我继续说：“我是个巫师，我的美人儿，我有超人的视力。如果你不告诉我真相，我会进入昏睡状态，这样我就可以知道一切了。”




She was afraid, being as stupid as all her kind. She faltered: "How did you guess?"

她跟她那一类的姑娘一样愚昧，感到害怕了。她支支吾吾地说：“你怎么猜到的？”




"Come, go on telling me," I said.

我又说：“好啦，快点说吧。”




"Oh, the first time didn't amount to anything.

“哎，第一次真算不了什么。”




"There was a festival in the country. They had sent for a special chef, M. Alexandre. As soon as he came he did just as he pleased in the house. He bossed every one, even the proprietor and his wife, as if he had been a king. He was a big handsome man, who did not seem fitted to stand beside a kitchen range. He was always calling out, 'Come, some butter —some eggs—some Madeira!' And it had to be brought to him at once in a hurry, or he would get cross and say things that would make us blush all over.

“那是乡里的一次节日。他们雇来一个专门的大厨，亚历山大先生。一到馆子之后，他就想干什么就干什么。他指挥所有的人干这干那，甚至连老板夫妇都敢指使，俨然一个国王的样子。他是一个高大英俊的男人，看起来不像呆在厨房炉灶边的人。他总是叫嚷着：‘快点，来些黄油，一些鸡蛋，一些马德拉白葡萄酒！’旁边的人必须立马把这些东西拿来给他，否则他就会生气，骂一些很难听的让所有人都脸红的话。”




"When the day was over he would smoke a pipe outside the door. And as I was passing by him with a pile of plates he said to me, like that: 'Come, girlie, come down to the water with me and show me the country.'I went with him like a fool, and we had hardly got down to the bank of the river when he took advantage of me so suddenly that I did not even know what he was doing. And then he went away on the nine o'clock train. I never saw him again.”

“白天的事忙完后，他就会坐在门口抽他的烟斗。当我端着一叠盘子从他面前走过时，他就这么对我说：‘喂，小女孩，陪我到河边走走，给我介绍一下本地风光吧。’我像一个傻瓜一样跟着他走了，才刚到岸边，他就占有了我，突然得让我甚至来不及知道他干了什么。后来，他坐了九点钟的火车走了。从此我就再也没有见过他。”




"Is that all?" I asked.

“就这样？”我问道。




She hesitated. "Oh, I think Florentin belongs to him.""Who is Florentin?""My little boy.""Oh! Well, then, you made the boating man believe that he was the father, did you not?""You bet!""Did he have any money, this boating man?""Yes, he left me an income of three hundred francs, settled on Florentin."

她有点犹豫。“哦，我想弗洛朗坦是他的。”“谁是弗洛朗坦？”‘‘我的儿子呀。”“哦！很好，后来你让那个划船的相信他自己是弗洛朗坦的父亲，是吗？”“那还用说！”“他是有钱人吗，那个划船的？”“是的，他留给我三百法郎，认下了弗洛朗坦。”




I was beginning to be amused and resumed:"All right, my girl, all right. You are all of you less stupid than one would imagine, all the same. And how old is he now, Florentin?"

我开始感兴趣了，继续追问下去：“很好，我的姑娘，这很好。尽管如此，你们并不像别人想象的那么笨。那么，弗洛朗坦现在多大了？”




She replied: "He is now twelve. He will make his first communion in the spring."

她回答我说：“现在十二岁了。今年春天，他就要第一次领圣餐了。”




"That is splendid. And since then you have carried on your business conscientiously?"

“那很好。从那以后你就一直踏踏实实地做这一行了？”




She sighed in a resigned manner.

她叹了口气，一副听天由命的口吻。




"I must do what I can."

“没办法啊，我只能做我会做的事啊。”




But a loud noise just then coming from the room itself made me start up with a bound. It sounded like some one falling and picking themselves up again by feeling along the wall with their hands.

但是突然屋子里发出很大的声响，吓得我一下从床上跳了起来。那声响听起来是一个人摔倒在地上，又用双手在墙上摸索着爬起来的声音。




I had seized the candle and was looking about me, terrified and furious. She had risen also and was trying to hold me back to stop me, murmuring:"That's nothing, my dear, I assure you it's nothing.”

我端着蜡烛向四周看了一下，又惊恐又生气。她也坐了起来，尽力拉住我，阻止我的动作，嘟嘟囔囔地说：“那没什么，亲爱的。我向你保证这没什么的。”




But I had discovered what direction the strange noise came from. I walked straight towards a door hidden at the head of the bed and I opened it abruptly and saw before me, trembling, his bright, terrified eyes opened wide at sight of me, a little pale, thin boy seated beside a large wicker chair off which he had fallen.

但是我已经弄清楚了这奇怪的声音是从哪个方向传来的。我直接走向一扇被床头遮住的门，随即突然打开它，我看到一个瘦小苍白的男孩，坐在一把大藤椅旁边，他刚刚从上面掉下来，他浑身发抖，大睁着那双亮晶晶的受惊吓的眼睛盯着我。




As soon as he saw me he began to cry. Stretching out his arms to his mother, he cried:"It was not my fault, mamma, it was not my fault. I was asleep, and I fell off. Do not scold me, it was not my fault."

他一看到我就哭了起来。张开两只胳膊对他妈妈说：“这不是我的错，妈妈，这不是我的错。我睡着了，然后摔了下来。不要骂我，这不是我的错。”




I turned to the woman and said:"What does this mean?"

我转向那个妇人，说：“这是怎么一回事？”




She seemed confused and worried, and said in a broken voice:"What do you want me to do? I do not earn enough to put him to school! I have to keep him with me, and I cannot afford to pay for another room, by heavens! He sleeps with me when I am alone. If any one comes for one hour or two he can stay in the wardrobe; he keeps quiet, he understands it. But when people stay all night, as you have done, it tires the poor child to sleep on a chair.

她看起来很慌乱，心里很着急，断断续续地说：“有什么办法呢？我赚的钱不够他上学校！只好把他留在身边，但是我又没能力再租一个房间，天哪！当只有我一个人时他就和我睡。倘若有人来这儿呆一两个小时的话，他就呆在衣橱里。他会安安静静地呆在那里，他知道该怎么做。但是当有人像你一样整个晚上呆在这里的话，让一个可怜的小孩子一直睡在椅子上他受不了啊。”




"It is not his fault. I should like to see you sleep all night on a chair—you would have something to say.”

“这不是他的错。我真想让你试试整个晚上睡在椅子上——你也肯定会抱怨的。”




She was getting angry and excited and was talking loud.

她变得很生气，很激动，一直在大声叫嚷着。




The child was still crying. A poor delicate timid little fellow, a veritable child of the wardrobe, of the cold, dark closet, a child who from time to time was allowed to get a little warmth in the bed if it chanced to be unoccupied.

那孩子还在哭。一个瘦弱又羞怯的可怜的小家伙，一个名副其实的衣橱孩子，寒冷黑暗的壁橱孩子。他只能偶尔到暂时空着的床上去汲取一点温暖。




I also felt inclined to cry.

我当时也很想哭。




And I went home to my own bed.

后来我就回自己家里睡觉了。








The Wooden Shoes

木鞋




The old priest was sputtering out the last words of his sermon over the white caps of the peasant women, and the rough or pomatumed heads of the men. The large baskets of the farmer's wives who had come from a distance to attend mass, were on the ground beside them, and the heavy heat of a July day caused them all to exhale a smell like that of cattle, or of a flock of sheep, and the cocks could be heard crowing through the large west door, which was wide open, as well as the lowing of the cows in a neighboring field.... "As God wishes. Amen!"The priest said. Then he ceased, opened a book, and, as he did every week, he began to give notice of all the small parish events for the following week. He was an old man with white hair who had been in the parish for over forty years, and from the pulpit he was in the habit of discoursing familiarly to them all, and so he went on: "I recommend Désiré Vallin, who is very ill, to your prayers, and also la Paumelle, who is not recovering from her confinement satisfactorily.”

面对戴着白帽的农妇、头顶粗糙或是打着润发脂的农夫，年老的神父语无伦次地讲着布道最后的几句话。从远处赶来参加弥撒的农妇们所带的大篮子就放在他们身旁的地上。正值火热的七月，人群中散发着一股牛群或羊群的味道。从西边敞开的大门处传来公鸡的啼叫声和邻近田地里母牛的哞叫声……“愿主保佑。阿门！”牧师说道。接着他停下来，按他每周都做的那样打开一本书，开始通报教区下周所有的琐事。他是一个头发花白的老人，在这个教区工作已经四十多年了，每次讲道时，他对每一个教友都十分亲切。他接着说：“让我们为德西雷·瓦兰祈祷，他病得很重；也为拉波梅勒祈祷，她产后没能尽快恢复健康。”




He had forgotten the rest, and so he looked for the slips of paper which were put away in a breviary, and at last he found two and continued: "I will not have the lads and the girls come into the churchyard in the evening, as they do; otherwise I shall inform the rural policeman. Monsieur Césaire Omont would like to find a respectable girl servant.”He reflected for a few moments, and then added: "That is all, my brethren, and I wish that all of you may find the Divine mercy."

接下来要说的事情他忘记了，于是他就翻看夹在每日祈祷书里的小纸片，最后找到两条，然后继续说道：“青年男女晚上不可以穿成这样去墓地，否则我会通知巡夜的警察。还有就是塞泽尔·奥蒙先生想找一个可信赖的女佣人。他想了一下，说道：“没有其他事了，我的弟兄，愿主保佑你们。”




And he came down from the pulpit, to finish mass.

然后他从讲坛下来，弥撒结束了。




When the Malandains had returned to their cottage, which was the last in the village of La Sablière, on the road to Fourville, the father, a thin, wrinkled old peasant, sat down at the table, while his wife took the saucepan off the fire, and Adelaide, the daughter, took the glasses and plates out of the sideboard, and he said:"I think that place at Maître Omont's ought to be a good one, as he is a widower and his daughter-in-law does not like him. He is all alone and has money. I think it would be a good thing to send Adelaide there.”

马朗丹一家人回到自已的小屋，他们的小屋位于拉萨布利埃尔村通往富尔维尔路上，是最后一家。马朗丹是一个身材瘦小、满脸皱纹的农民，他坐在桌前，他的妻子从火上端下炖锅，女儿阿德莱德从碗橱中拿出杯盘等餐具。马朗丹开口说道：“我觉得奥蒙老板那里不错！他的老婆死了，儿媳妇又不喜欢他。他孤身一人，有很多钱。把阿德莱德送过去是件好事。”




His wife put the black saucepan onto the table, took the lid off, and while the steam, which smelt strongly of cabbage, rose into the air she reflected, and he presently continued: "He has got some money, that is certain, but any one going there ought to be very sharp, and Adelaide is not that at all."And his wife replied: "I might go and see, all the same," and turning to her daughter, a strapping, silly looking girl with yellow hair and fat red cheeks like apples, she said:"Do you hear, you great silly? You are to go to Maître Omont's and offer yourself as his servant, and you will do whatever he tells you.”

他的妻子把黑色的炖锅放在桌上，掀开锅盖，一股带有浓烈白菜味的水蒸汽冒出来，她正在思索。他不久后继续说：“他有钱，这点可以肯定，不过任何去那里的人一定要精明一点儿，阿德莱德却一点儿也不行。”他的妻子答话了：“行不行，总得试试啊。”然后她转向女儿，女儿是一个骨架宽大、黄头发的笨姑娘，脸颊红红胖胖的，像苹果似的。她冲女儿吼道：“你到底听到了没有，笨蛋？你到奥蒙老板家里去，做他的佣人，他让你做什么就做什么。”




The girl began to laugh in a foolish manner, without replying, and then all the three began their dinner. In ten minutes, the father continued: "Listen to me, girl, and try not to make a mistake about what I am going to say to you..."And slowly and minutely he laid down for her her line of conduct, anticipating the minutest details, and preparing her for the conquest of an old widower who was on unfriendly terms with his family. The mother ceased eating to listen to him, and she sat there, with her fork in her hand, looking at her husband and her daughter by turns, and following every word with concentrated and silent attention, while Adelaide remained listless, docile and stupid, with vague and wandering eyes.

女儿没有回答，只是傻笑。随后三人开始吃饭。十分钟后，父亲又说：“听我说，女儿，按照我接下来教你的方法去做，不要出错啊……”然后他缓慢且详细地向女儿布置行动方针，连最细微的细节都想到了，帮助女儿把那位家庭不和的鳏夫抢到手。母亲不再吃饭，开始听他丈夫说话。她坐在那里，手中握着叉子，一会儿看看丈夫，一会儿看看女儿，聚精会神、一字一句地听着他的布署。阿德莱德则顺从地、傻傻地坐在那里，眼神迷茫恍惚。




As soon as their meal was over, her mother made her put her cap on, and they both started off to see Monsieur Césaire Omont. He lived in a small brick house adjoining his tenants' cottages, for he had retired, and was living by subdividing and letting his land.

吃完饭后，母亲让女儿戴上帽子，两人出发去见塞泽尔·奥蒙先生。奥蒙先生住在一座砖结构的小房子里，房子紧挨着他佃户的屋子。他现在已经不再种地，靠分割并出租土地来生活。




He was about fifty-five years old, and was stout, jovial and rough mannered, as rich men often are. He laughed and shouted loud enough to make the walls fall down, drank brandy and cider by the glassful, and was still said to be of an amorous disposition, in spite of his age. He liked to walk about his fields with his hands behind his back, digging his wooden shoes into the fat soil, looking at the sprouting corn or the flowering colza with the eye of an amateur at his ease, who likes to see it, but does not trouble himself about it too much any longer, and they used to say of him: "There is a Mr. Merry-man, who does not get up in a good temper every day.”

他大约五十五岁，矮胖，过得快活但脾气暴躁，很多有钱人都是如此。他的笑声和叫喊声足可以使墙壁倒塌，整杯整杯地喝苹果酒和白兰地，尽管岁数不小，但还是被人称为性欲旺盛。他喜欢背着手在自已的田地里散步，让他的木鞋深深地陷入肥沃的土壤中，从业余者的角度无拘无束地观赏生长的小麦或者开花的油菜；他喜欢做这些事，只是不像以前那样执着了。人们总是这样谈论他：“他兴致很高，但这样的雅兴并不是天天都有。”




He received the two women, with his fat stomach against the table, as he was finishing his coffee, and turning round he said: "What do you want?"

见到母女俩时，他刚喝完咖啡，肥胖的肚子正顶着餐桌，他转过身问：“你们有什么事？”




The mother was spokeswoman. "This is our girl Adelaide, and I have come to ask you to take her as servant, as Monsieur le curé told us you wanted one.”Ma?tre Omont looked at the girl, and then he said roughly: "How old is the great she-goat?”"Twenty last Michaelmas-Day, Monsieur Omont.”"That is settled, she will have fifteen francs a month and her food. I shall expect her tomorrow, to make my soup in the morning."And he dismissed the two women.

母亲回答：“这是我女儿阿德莱德，希望您收留她，今天早上神父告诉我们您正需要一个佣人。”啊，奥蒙看了一眼这个姑娘，直接问道：“她多大了，这头大母羊。”“米迦勒节那天就满二十了，先生。”“我一个月给她十五法郞，包伙食，就这么定了。明天她就来，给我煮早晨喝的汤。”然后他就叫她们离开了。




The next day Adelaide entered upon her duties, and began to work hard, without saying a word, as she was in the habit of doing at home, and at about nine o'clock, as she was scrubbing the kitchen floor, Monsieur Omont called her: "Adelaide!"She came immediately, saying: "Here I am, master."As soon as she was opposite him, with her red and neglected hands, and her troubled looks, he said: "Now just listen to me, so that there may be no mistake between us. You are my servant, but nothing else; you understand what I mean. We shall keep our shoes apart.""Yes, master.""Each in our own place, my girl, you in your kitchen; I in my dining room, and with that exception, everything will be for you just as it is for me. Is that settled?""Yes, master.""Very well; that is all right, and now go to your work."

第二天阿德莱德就开始工作了，她一声不吭地干着重活，就像往常在家里一直在做的那样。九点钟，她正在厨房擦地板的时候，奥蒙先生叫道：“阿德莱德！”她赶紧跑过来说：“在这里，主人。”阿德莱德一面对他，就表情紧张，通红的双手不知放哪儿好，他说：“听好了，这样我们之间就不会出任何差错。你是我的佣人，仅此而已，明白我的意思吧。我们的鞋子可不能混在一起。”“好的，主人。”“每个人都有自已的位置，我的孩子，你的在厨房，我的在客厅，除此之外，其它的都是一样的。懂了么？”“好的，主人。”“很好，这就对了，现在去干活吧。”




And she went out to attend to her duties and at midday she served up her master's dinner in the little drawing-room with the flowered paper on the walls, and then, when the soup was on the table, she went to tell him. "Dinner is ready, master."

她回去重新干活，中午时候她在墙壁上糊着印花纸的小客厅里为主人准备午餐；把汤放在桌子上后，她便去通知奥蒙先生。“饭好了，主人。”




He went in, and sat down, looked round, unfolded his table napkin, hesitated for a moment and then in a voice of thunder he shouted: "Adelaide!"She rushed in terribly frightened, for he had shouted as if he meant to murder her. "Well, in heaven's name, where is your place?”"But,... master...""I do not like to eat alone," he roared; "you will sit there, or go to the devil, if you don't choose to do so. Go and get your plate and glass.”

他走进小客厅，坐下来，看看四周，打开餐巾，停顿了一下，然后声大如雷似的喊道：“阿德莱德！”她非常害怕地跑过来，因为他的声音好像要杀了她似的。“上帝啊，你在哪里？”“但是，……主人……”“我不喜欢一个人吃饭，”他咆哮道，“你坐下一起吃，要不然就滚。把你的盘子和杯子拿来。”




She brought them in, feeling very frightened, and stammered: "Here I am, master," and then sat down opposite to him, and he grew jovial; clinked glasses with her, rapped the table, and told her stories to which she listened with downcast eyes, without daring to say a word, and from time to time she got up to fetch some bread, cider or plates. When she brought in the coffee she only put one cup before him, and then he grew angry again, and growled: "Well, what about yourself?""I never take any, master.""Why not?""Because I do not like it."

她把餐具拿过来，心中忐忑不安，结结巴巴地说：“拿过来了，主人。”然后在对面坐下。这时他又兴奋起来，和她碰杯，拍桌子，讲故事，而她则低垂着眼睛静静地听着，不敢说一句话。她只是时不时地站起来拿些面包、苹果酒或盘子。喝咖啡时，她只在主人面前放了一个杯子，这时他又气了，嚷道：“那你的呢？”“我从来不喝咖啡，主人。”“为什么呢？”“因为我不喜欢喝。”




Then he burst out afresh: "I am not fond of having my coffee by myself, confound it! If you will not take it here, you can go to the devil. Go and get a cup, and make haste about it."

他再次发火：“我不喜欢一个人喝咖啡，笨蛋！如果你不喝，就不要在这干了。去拿杯子，快点儿去。”




So she went and fetched a cup, sat down again, tasted the black liquor and made faces over it, but swallowed it to the last drop, under her master's furious looks. Then he made her also drink her first glass of brandy as an extra drop, the second as a livener and the third as a kick behind, and then he told her to go and wash up her plates and dishes, adding, that she was "a good sort of a girl."

她去拿了一个杯子，重新坐下，尝着黑色液体，频频皱眉，但在主人尖刻的目光下，她还是喝光了。然后他又让她喝了三杯白兰地，第一杯是开胃，第二杯是活血，第三杯是收尾，最后让她去洗碗，并说她是个“好姑娘。”




It was the same at dinner, and then she had to play dominoes with him, after which he sent her to bed, saying that he should come upstairs soon. And she went to her room, a garret under the roof, and after saying her prayers, she undressed and got into bed, but very soon she sprung up in a fright, for a furious shout had shaken the house. "Adelaide!"She opened her door, and replied from her attic: "Here I am, master.""Where are you?""In bed, of course, master."Then he roared out: "Will you come downstairs, in heaven's name? I do not like to sleep alone, and by G—and if you object, you can just go at once.”

晚饭时也是如此，饭后她还得陪他玩多米诺骨牌，然后他让她去睡觉，并说自已也会很快上楼睡觉。她去了位于顶楼的她的房间，做完祷告后，便脱衣睡觉。但是很快被一声怒吼惊醒，那吼声震得整个房子不断晃动。“阿德莱德！”她打开顶楼的房门答道：“我在这儿，主人。”“你在哪儿？”“我在床上，主人。”然后他咆哮道：“看在上帝的份上，你赶快到楼下来！我最不喜欢一个人睡觉，如果你不接受的话，就立刻走人。”




Then in her terror, she replied from upstairs: "I will come, master," as she looked for her candle, and he heard her small clogs pattering down the stairs, and when she had got to the bottom steps, he seized her by the arm, and as soon as she had left her light wooden shoes by the side of her master's heavy boots, he pushed her into his room, growling out: "Quicker than that, confound it!"

她慌慌张张地寻找蜡烛，在顶楼惊慌地回答：“我就来，主人。”他听到她的小木鞋拍打地板的声音，当她下到最后几级台阶时，他抓住她的胳膊，还没等她把她的小木鞋端正的放在主人笨重的大木鞋旁边，他便把她推进房间，嚷道：“快点儿，蠢货！”




And she repeated continually, without knowing what she was saying: "Here I am, here I am, master."

不知道自已在说什么，她只是不断地重复：“来了，来了，主人。”




Six months later, when she went to see her parents one Sunday, her father looked at her curiously, and then said: "Are you not in the family way?"She remained thunderstruck, and looked at her waist, and then said: "No, I do not think so."

六个月后的一个星期天，她回去探望父母，她的父亲好奇的看着她问：“你没有怀孕吗？”她惊奇的看了看自已的肚子，答道：“没有吧。”




Then he asked her, for he wanted to know everything: "Just tell me, didn't you mix your clogs together, one night?”"Yes, I mixed them the first night, and then every other night.""Well, then you are full, you great tub!"

然后父亲让她把所有事情讲一遍，问她：“晚上，你们的木鞋没有放到一起吗？”“第一天晚上就放在一起了，以后每隔一晚都是这样。”“那么，你已经有了。”




On hearing that, she began to sob, and stammered: "How could I know? How was I to know?"Old Malandain looked at her knowingly, and appeared very pleased, and then he asked: "What did you not know?"And amid tears she replied: "How was I to know that children were made in that way?"And when her mother came back, the man said, without any anger: "There, she is in the family way, now."

听到父亲的话她开始抽泣，结结巴巴地说：“我怎么知道呢？我怎么知道呢？”马朗丹老头狡猾地看了一眼女儿，高兴地说：“你不知道什么啊？”女儿满含泪水地答道：“我怎么知道，孩子是这样才有的？”当她母亲回来时，父亲平静地说：“她已经有了。”




But the woman was furious, her woman's instinct revolted, and she called her daughter, who was in tears, every name she could think of, "a trollop" and "a strumpet."Then, however, the old man made her hold her tongue, and as he took up his cap to go and talk the matter over with Master Césaire Omont, he remarked: "She is actually more stupid than I thought she was; she did not even know what he was doing, the fool!"

母亲出于本能，非常愤怒，找出所有能想到的脏话，生气地骂着痛哭流涕的女儿“下贱”和“婊子。”马朗丹叫老婆别再骂了，然后拿起帽子去找塞泽尔·奥蒙先生摊牌，一边往外走一边说：“她比我想象中的还要傻，她甚至不知道他做了什么，真是蠢货！”




On the next Sunday, after the sermon, the old Curé published the banns between Monsieur Onufre-Césaire Omont and Celesté-Adelaide Malandain.

下个星期天布道结束后，年迈的神父宣布了塞泽尔·奥蒙和阿德莱德·马朗丹的婚讯。








Waiter, a "Bock"

堂倌，来一大杯




Why did I enter, on this particular evening, a certain beer shop? I cannot explain it. It was bitterly cold. A fine rain, a watery dust floated about, which enshrouded the gas jets in a transparent fog, made the pavements that passed under the shadow of the shop fronts glitter, and which at once exhibited the soft slush and the soiled feet of the passers-by.

我为什么恰恰在今晚会去那间啤酒屋。我没法解释。那天刺骨般的寒冷。一场细雨过后，潮湿的灰尘漂浮着，煤气路灯被透明的雾气笼罩着，使得店前阴影下沿着的人行道闪闪发光，立马映出了柔软的烂泥和行人被弄脏的脚。




I was going nowhere in particular; was simply having a short walk after dinner. I had passed the Credit Lyonnais, the Rue Vivienne, besides several other streets. Thereupon, I suddenly descried a large public house, which was more than half full. I walked inside, with no object in view. I was not the least thirsty.

我没有特别想去哪里，只不过是晚饭后随便散散步。我经过了里昂银行、维维因街，还有一些其他的街道。接着，我突然发现了一间大酒吧，里面一大半的地方已经坐满了。我走了进去，没期待去干什么。我一点儿也不口渴。




By a searching sweep of the eye I sought out a place where I would not be too much crowded, and so I went and sat down by the side of a man who seemed to me to be old, and who smoked a halfpenny clay pipe, which had become as black as coal. From six to eight beer saucers were piled up on the table in front of him, indicating the number of "bocks" he had already absorbed. With the same sweep of the eye I had recognized a "regular toper," one of those frequenters of beer-houses, who come in the morning as soon as the place is open, and only go way in the evening when it is about to close. He was dirty, bald to about the middle of the cranium, while his long, powder and salt, gray hair, fell over the neck of his frock coat. His clothes, much too large for him, appeared to have been made for him at a time when he carried a great stomach. One could guess that the pantaloons were not suspended from braces, and that this man could not take ten paces without his having to stop to pull them up and to readjust them. Did he wear a vest? The mere thought of his boots and that which they enveloped filled me with horror. The frayed cuffs were as perfectly black at the edges as were his nails.

一番寻找式的扫视后，我找到一个不会太拥挤的地方，于是，我过去坐下了下来。旁边是一个在我看来有些年纪的男人，他抽着一支半便士的瓦管烟斗，那烟斗已经变得和煤一样黑了。六到八个啤酒杯堆叠在他面前的桌子上，可以看出他已经喝了的啤酒数量。我用同样的眼光扫视后，发现他是这个酒吧的常客之一，这个地方一开门他就进来，直到晚上快关门的时候才离开。他很邋遢，头顶是秃的，而他那长长的、带有粉末和盐分的灰白头发，覆在他礼服外套的颈部处。他的衣服对他来说太大了，看起来像是他以前大腹便便的时候做的。可以推测出他的裤子也没悬在带子上，所以他每走十来步，就不得不停下来拉拉裤子，调整衣衫。他是穿了一件背心吗？光是想想他的靴子和里面裹着的东西，就让我害怕。他那磨损的袖口边缘，和他的指甲一样完全是黑的。




As soon as I had sat down near him, this queer creature said to me in a tranquil tone of voice:

我一坐到他附近，这个奇怪的家伙就用镇定的语气对我说：




"How goes it with you?"

“最近怎么样啊？”




I turned sharply round to him and closely scanned his features, whereupon he continued:

我猛地转向他，仔细打量着他的容貌。他继续说道：




"I see you do not recognize me."

“我知道您没认出我来。”




"No, I do not."

“是的，没认出来。”




"Des Barrets."

“我是德巴雷。”




I was stupefied. It was Count Jean des Barrets, my old college chum.

我呆住了。他是我的老同学，让·德巴雷伯爵。




I seized him by the hand, and was so dumbfounded that I could find nothing to say. I, at length, managed to stammer out:

我用手一把抓住他，惊讶得不知道该说什么。最后，我结巴地说：




"And you, how goes it with yourself?"

“您呢？可好？”




He responded placidly:

他平静地答道：




"With me? Just as I like."

“我？就像我现在这样。”




He became silent. I wanted to be friendly, and I selected this phrase:

他开始沉默了。我想表示友好，就找了这么一句话：




"What are you doing now?"

“您现在在干什么呢？”




"You see what I am doing," he answered, quite resignedly.

“您看得到我在干什么。”他十分顺从地答道。




I felt my face getting red. I insisted:

我感觉我的脸开始变红。我坚持道：




"But every day?"

“但是，是每天吗？”




"Every day is alike to me," was his response accompanied with a thick puff of tobacco smoke.

“每天对于我来说都差不多。”他边喷出一团厚厚的尼古丁烟雾，边回答道。




He then tapped on the top of the marble table with a sou, to attract the attention of the waiter, and called out:

然后他用一枚铜板敲打着大理石桌的桌面，引起堂倌的注意，接着他大声叫唤道：




"Waiter, two 'bocks.'”

“堂倌，来两大杯。”




A voice in the distance repeated:

远处一个声音重复道：




"Two bocks, instead of four."

“是两杯，不是四杯。”




Another voice, more distant still, shouted out:

另一个更远点的声音大声唤出来：




"Here they are, sir, here they are."

“啤酒来了，先生，啤酒来了。”




Immediately there appeared a man with a white apron, carrying two "bocks", which he sat down foaming on the table, the spouts facing over the edge, on to the sandy floor.

立刻出现了一个围着白围裙的男人，端着两大杯，一放下泡沫就流到了桌上，液体漫过了杯沿，流到了沙质地面上。




Des Barrets emptied his glass at a single draught and replaced it on the table. He next asked:

德巴雷一口气喝光了他的酒，把杯子放回桌上。接下来，他问道：




"What is there new?"

“您那里有什么新鲜事吗？”




"I know of nothing new, worth mentioning, really," I stammered:

“我真没有什么值得提的新鲜事。”我结巴地说道。




"But nothing has grown old, for me; I am a commercial man."

“但是，我也没什么大变化，我是个商人。”




In an equable tone of voice, he said.

他用平静的语气说道：




"Indeed ... does that amuse you?"

“您那样确实快乐吗？”




"No, but what do you mean to assert? Surely you must do something!"

“不快乐，但您想说明什么呢？肯定需要找些事情做！”




"What do you mean by that?"

“您是什么意思呢？”




"I only mean, how do you pass your time!"

“我的意思只是，您如何打发时间！”




"What's the use of occupying myself with anything. For my part, I do nothing at all, as you see, never anything. When one has not got a sou one can understand why one has to go to work. What is the good of working? Do you work for yourself, or for others? If you work for yourself you do it for your own amusement, which is all right; if you work for others, you reap nothing but ingratitude.”

“让自己忙碌于一些事情有什么用吗？对我来说，我根本什么都不做，就像您看到的，从来不做任何事。当一个人连一个铜板都赚不到时，他能理解为什么一个人必须去工作。工作有什么好的？您是为您自己工作，还是为别人？如果是为您自己工作，那么工作就是让自己开心；如果是为了别人工作，那么除了忘恩负义什么都收获不到。”




Then sticking his pipe into his whiskers, he called out anew:

然后，他用烟斗戳了戳自己的胡须，又大声唤道：




"Waiter, a 'bock'. It makes me thirsty to keep calling so. I am not accustomed to that sort of thing. Yes, yes, I do nothing; I let things slide, and I am growing old. In dying I have nothing to regret. If so, I should remember nothing, outside this public house. I have no wife, no children, no cares, no sorrows, nothing. That is the very best thing that could happen to one.”

“堂倌，来一大杯。这样不停地叫唤让我口渴。我不习惯那些事情。是的，是的，我什么都不做。我顺其自然，自己也在变老。将死的时候我也没什么可后悔的了。这样一来，我除了这间酒吧将什么都不会记得。我没有妻子、没有孩子、没有烦恼、没有悲痛，什么都没有。那对于一个人来说正是最好的事了。”




He then emptied the glass which had meanwhile been fetched to him, passed his tongue over his lips, and resumed his pipe.

接着，他又喝光了刚才拿给他的那一杯，他用舌头舔了舔嘴唇，又继续抽他的烟斗。




I looked at him stupefied. I asked him:

我茫然地看着他。我问他：




"But you have not always been like that?"

“但是，您并不是一直那样吧？”




"Pardon me, sir; ever since I left college."

“不好意思，先生，自从我大学毕业后一直那样。”




"That is not a proper life to lead, my dear sir; it is simple horrible. Come, you must indeed have done something, you must have loved something, you must have friends."

“那不是一种合适的生活，我敬爱的先生，这简直太可怕了。振作点，您绝对做过一些事，您一定喜欢过一些东西，您一定有朋友。”




"No; I get up at noon, I come here, I have my breakfast, I drink my 'bock', I remain until the evening, I have my dinner, I drink 'bock'. Then about one in the morning, I return to my couch, because the place closes up. And it is this latter that embitters me more than anything. For the last ten years, I have passed six years on this bench, in my corner; and the other four in my bed, never changing. I talk sometimes with the habitues.”

“没有。我中午起床，过来这里，吃个早餐，喝一大杯，然后一直逗留到晚上，吃个晚餐，喝一大杯。然后，到凌晨一点左右，我就回到我的床上，因为这个地方关门了。最后这件事对我来说比任何事都痛苦。过去的十年，我有六年是在这张长椅上度过的，在属于我的角落；另四年是在我的床上度过的，从未改变。我有时和一些常客聊聊天。”




"But on arriving in Paris what did you do at first?"

“但是，您刚到巴黎的时候，一开始做些什么呢？”




"I paid my devoirs to the Café de Medicis.”

“我去梅狄西斯咖啡馆报道。”




"What next?"

“接下来呢？”




"Next? I crossed the water and came here."

“接下来？我渡河来到了这里。”




"Why did you even take that trouble?"

“您为什么费劲渡河过来？”




"What do you mean? One cannot remain all one's life in the Latin Quarter. The students make too much noise. But I do not move about any longer. Waiter, a 'bock'.”

“您是什么意思呢？一个人不能一辈子呆在拉丁区。学生们太闹了。不过，我不会再搬家了。堂倌，来一大杯。”




I now began to think that he was making fun of me, and I continued:

我现在开始觉得他在和我开玩笑了，我继续说道：




"Come now, be frank. You have been the victim of some great sorrow; despair in love, no doubt! It is easy to see that you are a man whom misfortune has hit hard. What age are you?"

“算了吧，说实话。您一定是曾经承受过某种巨大的悲痛，对爱已经失望！不难看出您是一个被不幸重重打击过的人。您多大了？”




"I am thirty years of age, but I look to be forty-five at least.”

“我三十了，但我看起来至少有四十五。”




I regarded him straight in the face. His shrunken figure, so badly cared for, gave one the impression that he was an old man. On the summit of his cranium, a few long hairs shot straight up from the skin of doubtful cleanness. He had enormous eyelashes, a large moustache, and a thick beard. Suddenly, I had a kind of vision. I know not why; the vision of a basin filled with noisome water, the water which should have been applied to that poll. I said to him:

我直视着他的脸。他那皱缩的身躯，照顾得如此不周，让人觉得他是个老人。在他的头顶，几根长发从那让人怀疑干净与否的皮肤里直直地冲上来。他有浓密的睫毛、大片的鬓和厚厚的络腮胡。突然，我有某种幻想。我不知道为什么。我幻想到一盆装满恶臭的水的盆子，这水就是他洗过的水。我对他说道：




"Verily, you look to be more than that age. Of a certainty you must have experienced some great disappointment."

“说实在的，您看起来比实际老。毫无疑问，您肯定经历过什么巨大的挫折。”




He replied:

他回答道：




"I tell you that I have not. I am old because I never take air. There is nothing that vitiates the life of a man more than the atmosphere of a café.”

“我告诉您了，没有。我显老是因为我从不透过气。最伤身体的莫过于咖啡馆的气氛了。”




I could not believe him.

我没法相信他。




"You must surely have been married as well? One could not get as bald-headed as you are without having been much in love.”

“您一定结过婚吧？如果一个人没有如此陷入过爱情，是不会像您一样秃顶的。”




He shook his head, sending down his back little white things which fell from the end of his locks:

他摇了摇头，从他的发尾散落了一些白色的东西到他的背上：




"No, I have always been virtuous."

“没有，我一向高尚。”




And raising his eyes towards the luster, which beat down on our heads, he said:

然后，他眼睛朝上望向我们头顶的灯光，说道：




"If I am bald-headed, it is the fault of the gas. It is the enemy of hair. Waiter, a 'bock'. You must be thirsty also?”

“如果我是秃顶，那么都是这煤气灯害的。它是头发的天敌。堂倌，来一大杯。您也一定很渴吧？”




"No, thank you. But you certainly interest me. Since when did you have your first discouragement? Your life is not normal, it is not natural. There is something under it all."

“不，谢谢。但是，我对您很有兴趣。您从何时开始如此灰心？您的生活不正常，不自然。背后一定有些事情。”




"Yes, and it dates from my infancy. I received a heavy blow when I was very young, and that turned my life into darkness, which will last to the end."

“是的，自从我幼年时就开始了。我很年轻的时候受到了很大的打击，让我的生活变得黑暗，将会持续到老。”




"How did it come about?"

“怎么发生的？”




"You wish to know about it? Well, then, listen. You recall, of course, the castle in which I was brought up, seeing that you used to visit it for five or six months during the vacations? You remember that large, gray building, in the middle of a great park, and the long avenues of oaks, which opened towards the four cardinal points! You remember my father and mother, both of whom were ceremonious, solemn and severe.

“您想知道吗？嗯，那么，听着。您一定记得那座我成长时的巨宅，过去在放假的时候，您曾经呆过五、六个月的？您还记得那座灰色大楼吧，在一个大公园的中央，由橡树林排成的林荫小道，面向四个基本方位！您记得我父亲和母亲吧，两人都很讲究、严肃、严厉。




"I worshiped my mother; I was suspicious of my father; but I respected both, accustomed always as I was to see everyone bow before them. They were in the country, Monsieur le Comte and Madame la Comtesse; while our neighbors, the Tannemares', the Ravelets’, the Brennevilles’, showed the utmost consideration for my parents.

“我崇拜我的母亲，怀疑我的父亲。但我尊敬他们两个人，我习惯看到每个人都在他们面前鞠躬。他们在当地是伯爵和伯爵夫人，而我们的邻居，像塔涅玛尔一家、拉弗莱一家、布雷恩维尔一家，对我父母都表示出极大的尊敬。




"I was then thirteen years old. I was happy, satisfied with everything, as one is at that age, full of joy and vivacity.

”我那时十三岁。我很快乐，对每件事都很满足，就像那个年纪的孩子一样，充满了欢乐与活力。




"Now towards the end of September, a few days before my entering college, while I was enjoying myself in the mazes of the park, climbing the trees and swinging on the branches, I descried in crossing an avenue, my father and mother, who were walking along.

“正值九月末，进大学的前几天，当我正在享受公园的曲径的乐趣、爬上树并在树枝上摇摆时，我远远地越过一条小道发现我的父亲和母亲正走在小道上。




"I recall the thing as though it were yesterday. It was a very stormy day. The whole line of trees bent under the pressure of the wind, groaned, and seemed to utter cries—cries, though dull, yet deep, that the whole forest rang under the tempest.

“我回想起这件事就好像在昨天一样。那天狂风暴雨。整排的树都在风的力量下被压弯了，发出呻吟声，听起来完全是在哭喊——一种虽然单调，但是深沉的哭喊，整个树林都在暴风雨中回响。




"Evening came on. It was dark in the thickets. The agitation of the wind and the branches excited me, made me bound about like an idiot, and howl in imitation of the wolves.

“夜晚来临了。灌木丛中很黑暗。风和树枝的煽动令我激动，让我像傻子一样跳动，并模仿着狼的嚎叫。




"As soon as I perceived my parents, I crept furtively towards them, under the branches, in order to surprise them, as though I had been a veritable rodent. But becoming seized with fear, I stopped a few paces from them. My father, a prey to the most ferocious passion, cried:

“当我一察觉到我父母时，为了让他们吃一惊，我就悄悄地、蹑手蹑脚地在树枝下跟着他们，好像我真的是啮齿动物一样。但我感到害怕了，在离他们几步的地方停了下来。我父亲正怒气冲天地喊道：




“'Your mother is a fool; moreover, it is not your mother that is the question, it is you. I tell you that I want money, and I will make you sign this.'

“‘你母亲是个傻子。此外，问题不是你母亲，是你。我告诉你我需要钱，并且我会让你签这个的。’




"My mother responded in a firm voice:

“我母亲坚定地答道：




“'I will not sign it. It is Jean's fortune, I shall guard it for him and I will not allow you to devour it with strange women, as you have your own heritage.’

“‘我不会签的。这是琼的财产，我会替他保管，不会让你和陌生的女人们吞掉，你有你自己的财产。’




"Then my father, full of rage, wheeled round and seized his wife by the throat, and began to slash her full in the face with the disengaged hand.

“然后，我父亲满腔怒火地转过身，抓住他老婆的喉咙，用空闲出的手开始迎面打在她的脸上。




"My mother's hat fell off, her hair became all disheveled and spread over her back; she essayed to parry the blows, but she could not escape from them. And my father, like a madman, banged and banged. My mother rolled over on the ground, covering her face in both her hands. Then he turned her over on her back in order to batter her still more, pulling away her hands which were covering her face.

“我母亲的帽子掉了下来，她的头发全都乱了，散在她的背上。她企图躲避殴打，但她没能躲开。而我的父亲像个疯子一样，重重地打了又打。我母亲滚到了地上，用她的双手捂在脸上。然后，为了继续打她，他把她翻过来仰卧，还拉开了她捂在脸上的双手。




"As for me, my friend, it seemed as though the world had come to an end, that the eternal laws had changed. I experienced the overwhelming dread that one has in presence of things supernatural, in presence of irreparable disasters. My boyish head whirled round, floated. I began to cry with all my might, without knowing why, a prey to terror, to grief, to a dreadful bewilderment. My father heard me, turned round, and, on seeing me, made as though he would rush towards me. I believed that he wanted to kill me, and I fled like a haunted animal, running straight in front of me in the woods.

“我的朋友，这对我来说，就好像是世界末日来了一样，永恒的法则改变了。我经历了巨大的恐惧，就像一个人面对了不可思议的事情、面对了不可挽回的灾难一样。我孩子般的头脑混乱又空白。不知道为什么，我用尽全力开始哭，恐怖、悲痛和可怕的慌张折磨着我。我父亲听见了我的声音，转过身来。他看见了我，像是要追我一样走了过来。我认为他想来杀我，我像是一只猎物一样，直接冲进了我前方的森林。




"I ran perhaps for an hour, perhaps for two, I know not. Darkness had set in, I tumbled over some thick herb, exhausted, and I lay there lost, devoured by terror, eaten up by a sorrow capable of breaking for ever the heart of a poor infant. I became cold, I became hungry. At length day broke. I dared neither get up, walk, return home, nor save myself, fearing to encounter my father whom I did not wish to see again.

“我跑了或许一个小时，或许两个小时，我不知道。黑暗到来，我被某个草本植物绊倒了，精疲力竭，迷茫地躺在那里，被恐惧吞没着，被一种能够永远摧毁一个可怜孩童的心的悲痛侵蚀着。我又冷又饿。最后，天亮了。我既不敢起来、走动或是回家，也不敢解救自己，因为害怕遇到我再也不想见到的父亲。




"I should probably have died of misery and of hunger at the foot of a tree, if the guard had not discovered me and led me away by force.

“如果不是守卫发现了我，并强行把我带了出去，我也许已经因为痛苦和饥饿死在那棵树下了。




"I found my parents wearing their ordinary aspect. My mother alone spoke to me:

“我发现我的父母和平时样子一样。我母亲独自对我说：




“'How you have frightened me, you naughty boy; I have been the whole night sleepless.'"I did not answer, but began to weep. My father did not utter a single word.

“‘你真让我担心死了，你这个淘气的孩子，我整晚都没睡。’“我没回答，但我开始哭泣。我父亲一个字都没说。




"Eight days later I entered college.

“八天后，我上大学了。




"Well, my friend, it was all over with me. I had witnessed the other side of things, the bad side; I have not been able to perceive the good side since that day. What things have passed in my mind, what strange phenomena has warped my ideas? I do not know. But I no longer have a taste for anything, a wish for anything, a love for anybody, a desire for anything whatever, nor ambition, nor hope. And I perceive always my poor mother on the ground, lying in the avenue, while my father is maltreating her. My mother died a few years after; my father lives still. I have not seen him since. Waiter, a 'bock'.”

“哎，我的朋友，这就是发生在我身上的一切。我见证了事情的另一面，坏的一面。自从那天后，我再也察觉不到好的一面了。我的大脑想到了什么事情，是什么奇怪的现象扭曲了我的思想？我不知道。但是，我对任何事都再也没了兴趣、对任何事都不报有期望、对任何人都没有了爱，也对任何事都没有了欲望、雄心和希望。并且，我总是看到我可怜的母亲在地上，躺在小道上，而我的父亲正在虐待她。几年之后，我母亲过世了，我父亲仍活着。自从那之后我没见过他了。堂倌，来一大杯。”




A waiter brought him his "bock," which he swallowed at a gulp. But, in taking up his pipe again, trembling as he was he broke it. Then he made a violent gesture:

一个堂倌给他拿来了一杯，他一大口就灌了下去。他又抽起了他的烟斗，但却因为颤抖而弄碎了它。于是，他做了一个夸张的手势说道：




"Zounds! This is indeed a grief, a real grief. I have had it for a month, and it was coloring so beautifully!"

“哟！这真是个悲哀，真正的悲哀。我用了一个月了，它被熏得如此漂亮！”




He darted through the vast saloon, which was now full of smoke and of people drinking, uttering his cry:

他在宽阔的酒吧里飞奔，此时这里已经充满了烟雾和喝酒的人，他叫喊着：




"Waiter, a 'bock'—and a new pipe.”

“堂倌，来一大杯——和一个新烟斗。”
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