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In Yeddo Bay

在江户海湾




Somewhere along Theater Street he had lost it. He remembered being hustled somewhat roughly on the bridge over one of the canals that cross that busy thoroughfare. Possibly some slant-eyed, light-fingered pickpocket was even then enjoying the fifty-odd yen his purse had contained. And then again, he thought, he might have lost it himself, just lost it carelessly.

他在剧场街的某个地方丢了钱包。他记得当时很匆忙，大概是正走在一座桥上，那座桥横跨一条穿过繁华大街的运河。可能某个斜眼的、善于扒窃的小偷那时正在享用他钱包里装着的50多日元。然后，他又想，也许是他自己把钱包弄丢了，只是不经意间弄丢了。




Hopelessly, and for the twentieth time, he searched in all his pockets for the missing purse. It was not there. His hand lingered in his empty hip-pocket, and he woefully regarded the voluble and vociferous restaurant-keeper, who insanely clamored: "Twenty-five sen! You pay now! Twenty-five sen!”

他绝望地翻遍了所有的口袋，寻找丢失的钱包，这已经是第二十次了。钱包没在他身上。他的一只手停在空空的裤子后袋里，悲伤地看着那个健谈的、大声叫喊的餐馆老板，他正疯狂地嚷着：“25钱！现在快付钱！25钱！”




"But my purse!" the boy said. "I tell you I've lost it somewhere.”

“但是我的钱包！”这个男孩说道，“我得告诉你，我不知道在哪儿把钱包丢了。”




Whereupon the restaurant-keeper lifted his arms indignantly and shrieked: "Twenty-five sen! Twenty-five sen! You pay now!”

于是这个餐馆老板愤怒地举起他的两只胳膊，尖叫道：“25钱！25钱！现在快付钱！”




Quite a crowd had collected, and it was growing embarrassing for Alf Davis.

一大群人围过来了，对阿尔夫·戴维斯来说，情况变得愈发尴尬了。




It was so ridiculous and petty, Alf thought. Such a disturbance about nothing! And, decidedly, he must be doing something. Thoughts of diving wildly through that forest of legs, and of striking out at whomsoever opposed him, flashed through his mind; but, as though divining his purpose, one of the waiters, a short and chunky chap with an evil-looking cast in one eye, seized him by the arm.

阿尔夫想，这也太荒谬了，这么琐碎的事情。这么无关紧要的事也能引起这样的骚动！但是毫无疑问，他必须想办法。有一种想法突然闪过他的脑海，他想疯狂地从无数的腿中间冲出去，谁阻拦他，就挥拳打谁；但是，其中一个服务员似乎料到了他的目的，这个又矮又胖的家伙目露凶光，一把拽住了阿尔夫的胳膊。




"You pay now! You pay now! Twenty-five sen!" yelled the proprietor, hoarse with rage.

“你，快付钱！快付钱，现在！25钱！”老板喊叫着，沙哑的嗓音中满含愤怒。




Alf was red in the face, too, from mortification; but he resolutely set out on another exploration. He had given up the purse, pinning his last hope on stray coins. In the little change-pocket of his coat he found a ten-sen piece and five-copper sen; and remembering having recently missed a ten-sen piece, he cut the seam of the pocket and resurrected the coin from the depths of the lining. Twenty-five sen he held in his hand, the sum required to pay for the supper he had eaten. He turned them over to the proprietor, who counted them, grew suddenly calm, and bowed obsequiously—in fact, the whole crowd bowed obsequiously and melted away.

由于受到这种屈辱，阿尔夫的脸也红得厉害，但是他毅然开始尝试另一种方法。他不再找钱包，而是把最后的希望寄托在了几个零星的硬币上。在他上衣的小零钱袋里，他找到了一枚10钱的硬币和一枚5钱的铜板；他记得最近有一枚10钱的硬币不见了，于是割开口袋缝，从他衣服的衬里深处找出了它。他手里拿着25钱，正好够他付刚才吃的晚饭。他把钱给了老板，老板数了数，然后突然变得平静了，还谄媚地向阿尔夫鞠了一躬。实际上，这一大群人都谄媚地向他鞠了一躬，然后散开了。




Alf Davis was a young sailor, just turned sixteen, on board the Annie Mine, an American sailing-schooner, which had run into Yokohama to ship its season's catch of skins to London. And in this, his second trip ashore, he was beginning to snatch his first puzzling glimpses of the Oriental mind. He laughed when the bowing and kotowing was over, and turned on his heel to confront another problem. How was he to get aboard ship? It was eleven o'clock at night, and there would be no ship's boats ashore, while the outlook for hiring a native boatman, with nothing but empty pockets to draw upon, was not particularly inviting.

阿尔夫·戴维斯是一个年轻的水手，刚刚16岁，在“安妮·曼”号上工作。“安妮·曼”号是一艘美国纵帆船，来横滨将这一季刚捕获的兽皮运送到伦敦。这是阿尔夫第二次上岸，他开始对令人费解的东方思想有了初步感受。当鞠躬和叩头结束时，他笑了，而转过身后，他遇到了另一个问题。他怎样才能登船呢？现在是夜里11点，岸边不会有到轮船上的小船了，而他雇到一位当地船夫的前景也不是特别乐观，因为他现在口袋空空，身无分文。




Keeping a sharp lookout for shipmates, he went down to the pier. At Yokohama there are no long lines of wharves. The shipping lies out at anchor, enabling a few hundred of the short-legged people to make a livelihood by carrying passengers to and from the shore.

他走向了码头，一路上用敏锐的眼睛找着船上的同伴。在横滨，没有长长的码头线。这些航船停泊在那里，于是几百号短腿的人靠载着乘客往返于岸边和船上过活。




A dozen sampan men and boys hailed Alf and offered their services. He selected the most favorable-looking one, an old and beneficent- appearing man with a withered leg. Alf stepped into his sampan and sat down. It was quite dark and he could not see what the old fellow was doing, though he evidently was doing nothing about shoving off and getting under way. At last he limped over and peered into Alf's face.

有十几个大人和男孩在小船上招呼阿尔夫，要给他提供服务。他选了一个看起来最讨人喜欢的，是一位年迈的老人，看起来很慈爱，有一条腿萎缩了。阿尔夫上了他的小船，坐下了。天很黑，他看不清楚这个老人在干什么，但是很明显，他没有准备开船出发。最后他一跛一跛地走过来盯着阿尔夫的脸。




"Ten sen," he said.

“10钱。”他说道。




"Yes, I know, ten sen," Alf answered carelessly. "But hurry up. American schooner."

“是的，我知道，10钱，”阿尔夫毫不在意地答道，“但要快点儿。去美国纵帆船那儿。”




"Ten sen. You pay now," the old fellow insisted.

“10钱。现在付钱。”这个老家伙坚持道。




Alf felt himself grow hot all over at the hateful words "pay now.""You take me to American schooner; then I pay," he said.

当听到“现在付钱”这几个讨厌的字时，阿尔夫觉得自己浑身发热。“你载我到美国纵帆船那儿，然后我就付钱。”阿尔夫说。




But the man stood up patiently before him, held out his hand, and said, "Ten sen. You pay now."

但是这个船夫很有耐心地站在阿尔夫面前，伸出他的手说：“10钱。现在付。”




Alf tried to explain. He had no money. He had lost his purse. But he would pay. As soon as he got aboard the American schooner, then he would pay. No; he would not even go aboard the American schooner. He would call to his shipmates, and they would give the sampan man the ten sen first. After that he would go aboard. So it was all right, of course.

阿尔夫试着解释给他听。他没有钱。他把钱包弄丢了。但是他会付钱的。他一到美国纵帆船上就付钱。不，他甚至根本不用登上美国纵帆船就可以付钱。他会朝同伴喊话，他们会给这个船夫10钱。之后他才会登上船。所以根本没关系。




To all of which the beneficent-appearing old man replied: "You pay now. Ten sen."And, to make matters worse, the other sampan men squatted on the pier steps, listening.

说了这么多，这位看起来很慈爱的老人依然回答：“现在付钱。10钱。”更糟的是，另一个船夫蹲在码头的台阶上，听着这一切。




Alf, chagrined and angry, stood up to step ashore. But the old fellow laid a detaining hand on his sleeve. "You give shirt now. I take you 'Merican schooner," he proposed.

阿尔夫又恼又气，站起来上了岸。但是这个老家伙一把拽住了他的袖子。“你现在把衬衣给我。我带你到美国纵帆船上。”他提议道。




Then it was that all of Alf's American independence flamed up in his breast. The Anglo-Saxon has a born dislike of being imposed upon, and to Alf this was sheer robbery! Ten sen was equivalent to six American cents, while his shirt, which was of good quality and was new, had cost him two dollars.

然后，阿尔夫那美国式的独立精神就在胸中升腾起来了。盎格鲁—撒克逊人天生就不喜欢被人强迫，对于阿尔夫来说，这就是赤裸裸的抢劫！10钱日元相当于六美分，而他的衬衫，质量好又是新的，花了他两美元呢。




He turned his back on the man without a word, and went out to the end of the pier, the crowd, laughing with great gusto, following at his heels. The majority of them were heavy-set, muscular fellows, and the July night being one of sweltering heat, they were clad in the least possible raiment. The water-people of any race are rough and turbulent, and it struck Alf that to be out at midnight on a pier-end with such a crowd of wharfmen, in a big Japanese city, was not as safe as it might be.

他一句话不说，拒绝了这个老人，走向码头的尽头；这一群人津津有味地笑着，紧跟着阿尔夫。他们中的大部分人很敦实，而且肌肉发达；七月的夜晚又闷又热，他们身上的衣服少得不能再少。不管是哪个种族，凡是在海上工作的人都是粗野而狂暴的。阿尔夫突然想到，在日本的一个大城市里，半夜走在码头的尽头，被这样一群码头工人跟着，这是很不安全的。




One burly fellow, with a shock of black hair and ferocious eyes, came up. The rest shoved in after him to take part in the discussion.

一个彪形大汉披散着一头黑发，目露凶光，跟了上来。剩下的人们跟在他后面挤了进来，加入了这场讨论。




"Give me shoes," the man said. "Give me shoes now. I take you 'Merican schooner.”

“给我鞋，”这个人说道，“现在给我鞋。我带你到美国纵帆船上。”




Alf shook his head, whereat the crowd clamored that he accept the proposal. Now the Anglo-Saxon is so constituted that to brow-beat or bully him is the last way under the sun of getting him to do any certain thing. He will dare willingly, but he will not permit himself to be driven. So this attempt of the boatmen to force Alf only aroused all the dogged stubbornness of his race. The same qualities were in him that are in men who lead forlorn hopes; and there, under the stars, on the lonely pier, encircled by the jostling and shouldering gang, he resolved that he would die rather than submit to the indignity of being robbed of a single stitch of clothing. Not value, but principle, was at stake.

阿尔夫摇了摇头，于是人们大声嚷着，迫使他接受这个提议。盎格鲁—撒克逊人生来就不愿意被人强迫，要想让他做什么事，威逼胁迫是最没用的办法。如果是自愿的，他敢去做，但是他不允许自己被人强迫。所以，这些船夫企图强迫阿尔夫接受他们的要求，这只会激起他那个民族的顽固的倔强。所有孤注一掷的人身上有的特质都在阿尔夫身上体现了出来；在那儿，在星空下，在孤零零的码头上，被一群推推搡搡的人包围着，他决定死也不能被别人抢走一丁点儿衣服，决不能忍受这种侮辱。不是价值而是原则正处于危险中。




Then somebody thrust roughly against him from behind. He whirled about with flashing eyes, and the circle involuntarily gave ground. But the crowd was growing more boisterous. Each and every article of clothing he had on was demanded by one or another, and these demands were shouted simultaneously at the tops of very healthy lungs.

然后有个人从后面粗鲁地推了他。他用炯炯有神的眼睛扫视着周围，这一圈人不自觉地往后退了退。但是这群人越来越吵了。他身上穿的每一件衣服都有人要，而且这些人同时放声大叫，表达他们的要求。




Alf had long since ceased to say anything, but he knew that the situation was getting dangerous, and that the only thing left to him was to get away. His face was set doggedly, his eyes glinted like points of steel, and his body was firmly and confidently poised. This air of determination sufficiently impressed the boatmen to make them give way before him when he started to walk toward the shore-end of the pier. But they trooped along beside him and behind him, shouting and laughing more noisily than ever. One of the youngsters, about Alf's size and build, impudently snatched his cap from his head; but before he could put it on his own head, Alf struck out from the shoulder, and sent the fellow rolling on the stones.

阿尔夫已经很长时间没说话了，但是他知道，情况变得危险了，他唯一的办法就是赶快离开。他固执地板着脸，眼睛像钢尖一样闪烁着，身体摆出一副坚定、自信的样子。当他在码头上向岸边走去时，那意志坚决的样子令人印象深刻，以至于船夫们都给他让路。但是他们还是成群结队地跟在他旁边或是他后面，喊着，笑着，比之前更嘈杂了。其中一个年轻人跟阿尔夫的个头、体形都差不多，他鲁莽地从阿尔夫头上抓走了他的帽子，但他还没来得及把它戴在自己头上，阿尔夫就用力击中了他，并让这个家伙在石头上打起滚来。




The cap flew out of his hand and disappeared among the many legs. Alf did some quick thinking; his sailor pride would not permit him to leave the cap in their hands. He followed in the direction it had sped, and soon found it under the bare foot of a stalwart fellow, who kept his weight stolidly upon it. Alf tried to get the cap out by a sudden jerk, but failed. He shoved against the man's leg, but the man only grunted. It was challenge direct, and Alf accepted it. Like a flash one leg was behind the man and Alf had thrust strongly with his shoulder against the fellow's chest. Nothing could save the man from the fierce vigorousness of the trick, and he was hurled over and backward.

帽子从他手中飞了出去，消失在那堆人的腿中间。阿尔夫快速地思考了一下，水手的自尊是不允许他让帽子落入他们手中的。顺着帽子飞走的方向，他很快发现一个健硕的家伙正光着脚踩着帽子，那笨重的身体不动声色地压在上面。阿尔夫试图猛拽一下拿到帽子，但失败了。他用力推着这个人的腿，但这个人只是嘟囔了一下。这就是直接的挑战，而阿尔夫接受了这项挑战。转瞬间，阿尔夫的一条腿已经伸到了这个人的后面，他用自己的肩猛撞了这个家伙的胸一下。没有什么可以把这个人从阿尔夫激烈、有力的进攻中拯救出来，他被摔在地上，摔了个仰面朝天。




Next, the cap was on Alf's head and his fists were up before him. Then he whirled about to prevent attack from behind, and all those in that quarter fled precipitately. This was what he wanted. None remained between him and the shore end. The pier was narrow. Facing them and threatening with his fist those who attempted to pass him on either side, he continued his retreat. It was exciting work, walking backward and at the same time checking that surging mass of men. But the dark-skinned peoples, the world over, have learned to respect the white man's fist; and it was the battles fought by many sailors, more than his own warlike front, that gave Alf the victory.

然后，帽子又重新回到了阿尔夫的头上，同时他抬起拳头挡在自己面前。他又扫视着周围，以防后面有人袭击，而那群人都急匆匆地向后退去。这正是他想要的结果。在他和岸边之间，一个人也没有了。这个码头很窄。他面对着他们，用拳头威慑那些试图从两边超越的人，继续撤退。一边后退，一边防着蜂拥而上的人群，这真是令人兴奋。但是全世界暗肤色的民族都已经学会了尊敬白人的拳头；是很多水手进行过的战斗给阿尔夫带来了胜利，而不仅仅是他自己的战线。




Where the pier adjoins the shore was the station of the harbor police, and Alf backed into the electric-lighted office, very much to the amusement of the dapper lieutenant in charge. The sampan men, grown quiet and orderly, clustered like flies by the open door, through which they could see and hear what passed.

码头和海岸的连接处是海港警察局，阿尔夫向后退到亮着灯的办公室里，他的到来把衣着整齐的当班中尉给逗乐了。这些船夫变得安静有序，都像苍蝇似的挤在了门口，门开着，他们可以看到、听到发生了什么。




Alf explained his difficulty in few words, and demanded, as the privilege of a stranger in a strange land, that the lieutenant put him aboard in the police-boat. The lieutenant, in turn, who knew all the "rules and regulations" by heart, explained that the harbor police were not ferrymen, and that the police-boats had other functions to perform than that of transporting belated and penniless sailor-men to their ships. He also said he knew the sampan men to be natural-born robbers, but that so long as they robbed within the law he was powerless. It was their right to collect fares in advance, and who was he to command them to take a passenger and collect fare at the journey's end? Alf acknowledged the justice of his remarks, but suggested that while he could not command he might persuade. The lieutenant was willing to oblige, and went to the door, from where he delivered a speech to the crowd. But they, too, knew their rights, and, when the officer had finished, shouted in chorus their abominable "Ten sen!　You pay now! You pay now!”

阿尔夫很简短地解释了他的困难，并且要求中尉用警局的船送他回去，这是外地人在一块陌生的土地上所拥有的特权。所有的“规章制度”中尉都了然于心，他反过来向阿尔夫解释道，海港警察不是渡船工人，而且警局的船不是用来送那些天黑了还在赶路、身无分文的水手回船上的。他还说，他知道这些船夫是天生的强盗，但是只要他们是在法律允许的范围内抢东西，他就无权过问了。提前收费是他们的权利，谁命令他们载一位乘客并且到目的地后再收钱？阿尔夫承认他说的话是公正的，但还是提议说，他不能下命令，但也许可以劝劝他们。中尉愿意帮忙，于是走到门口，对这群人讲了一番话。但是他们也知道自己的权利，警官讲完话，他们就齐声喊着令人讨厌的那两句话：“10钱！现在付钱！现在付钱！”




"You see, I can do nothing," said the lieutenant, who, by the way, spoke perfect English. "But I have warned them not to harm or molest you, so you will be safe, at least. The night is warm and half over. Lie down somewhere and to sleep. I would permit you to sleep here in the office, were it not against the rules and regulations."

“你看，我也没办法。”这个中尉说道。顺便提一下，他说着一口纯正的英语。“但是我警告他们不要伤害或骚扰你，所以至少你是安全的。这个温暖的夜晚已经过去一半了。躺在什么地方睡一觉吧。要不是规定不允许，我会让你睡在办公室里。”




Alf thanked him for his kindness and courtesy; but the sampan men had aroused all his pride of race and doggedness, and the problem could not be solved that way. To sleep out the night on the stones was an acknowledgment of defeat.

阿尔夫对他的好意和帮助表示感谢，但是这些船夫激起了他作为美国人的自尊心和他的倔劲儿，所以问题不能用这种方式解决。夜里睡在外面的石头上就是承认失败。




"The sampan men refuse to take me out?"

“这些船夫拒绝带我出去？”




The lieutenant nodded.

中尉点了点头。




"And you refuse to take me out?"

“你也拒绝带我出去？”




Again the lieutenant nodded.

中尉又一次点了点头。




"Well, then, it's not in the rules and regulations that you can prevent my taking myself out?”

“好，规章制度里没有说你可以阻止我，不让我自己带自己出去吧？”




The lieutenant was perplexed. "There is no boat," he said.

中尉困惑了。“没船。”他说。




"That's not the question," Alf proclaimed hotly. "If I take myself out, everybody's satisfied and no harm done?”

“那不是问题，”阿尔夫激动地表示，“如果我带我自己出去，每个人都满意吧，也不会有什么危害吧？”




"Yes; what you say is true," persisted the puzzled lieutenant. "But you cannot take yourself out."

“是的，你说的是，”这个困惑的中尉坚持道，“但是你没法带你自己出去。”




"You just watch me," was the retort.

“你就看我的吧。”他反驳道。




Down went Alf's cap on the office floor. Right and left he kicked off his low-cut shoes. Trousers and shirt followed.

阿尔夫把帽子扔在了办公室的地板上。左右两下，他踢掉了矮帮鞋。接下来他脱掉了裤子和衬衫。




"Remember," he said in ringing tones, "I, as a citizen of the United States, shall hold you, the city of Yokohama, and the government of Japan responsible for those clothes. Good night."

“记住，”他用响亮干脆的声音说道，“我，作为一名美国公民，告诉你们，横滨市以及日本政府要对这些衣服负责。晚安。”




He plunged through the doorway, scattering the astounded boatmen to either side, and ran out on the pier. But they quickly recovered and ran after him, shouting with glee at the new phase the situation had taken on. It was a night long remembered among the water-folk of Yokohama town. Straight to the end Alf ran, and, without pause, dived off cleanly and neatly into the water. He struck out with a lusty, single-overhand stroke till curiosity prompted him to halt for a moment. Out of the darkness, from where the pier should be, voices were calling to him.

他冲到门外，把那些惊异的船夫冲散在两边，在码头上往外跑去。但是他们很快回过神来，追着他跑出去了，看到事情有了新动向，都高兴地叫嚷着。这是横滨码头上的家伙们会长时间记住的一个夜晚。一直到尽头，阿尔夫都在跑，一次也没有停，他干净利落地跃入水中。他用双臂轮流划水，奋力向前游去，直到好奇心促使他停了一下。在黑暗中，他听见码头那里有人叫他。




He turned on his back, floated, and listened.

他转过身，仰面浮在水上，听他们在喊些什么。




"All right! All right!" he could distinguish from the babel. "No pay now; pay bime by! Come back! Come back now; pay bime by!"

“好吧！好吧！”他可以从混乱的声音中分辨出来他们在说什么。“现在不付钱了，以后再付！回来！现在回来吧，以后再付！”




"No, thank you;" he called back. "No pay at all. Good night."

“不，谢谢了。”他大声答道，“根本不用付钱了。晚安。”




Then he faced about in order to locate the Annie Mine. She was fully a mile away, and in the darkness it was no easy task to get her bearings. First, he settled upon a blaze of lights which he knew nothing but a man-of-war could make. That must be the United States war-ship Lancaster. Somewhere to the left and beyond should be the Annie Mine. But to the left he made out three lights close together. That could not be the schooner. For the moment he was confused. He rolled over on his back and shut his eyes, striving to construct a mental picture of the harbor as he had seen it in daytime. With a snort of satisfaction he rolled back again. The three lights evidently belonged to the big English tramp steamer. Therefore the schooner must lie somewhere between the three lights and the Lancaster. He gazed long and steadily, and there, very dim and low, but at the point he expected, burned a single light—the anchorlight of the Annie Mine.

然后他四处看了看，想要确定“安妮·曼”号的位置。它在整整一英里之外，而且在黑暗中，很难确定船的方位。首先，他选定了明亮的灯火，他只知道那是军舰上的灯火。那一定是美国军舰“兰开斯特”号。“兰开斯特”号左前方的某个地方应该就是“安妮·曼”号。但是在左边，他分辨出了三盏离得很近的灯。那不可能是那艘纵帆船。现在他也迷糊了。他翻身躺在水面上，闭着眼睛，努力在脑海中构建一幅白天看到的港口的画面。他满意地哼了一声，又翻过身来。这三盏灯显然是属于那艘巨大的英国不定期货船。因此，纵帆船一定是在这三盏灯和“兰开斯特”号中间的某个地方。他一直盯了很久，那里亮起了一盏灯——“安妮·曼”号上的停泊灯，虽然很昏暗，但就在他预料的那个点上。




And it was a fine swim under the starshine. The air was warm as the water, and the water as warm as tepid milk. The good salt taste of it was in his mouth, the tingling of it along his limbs; and the steady beat of his heart, heavy and strong, made him glad for living.

在星光下，他游得很畅快。空气像海水一样暖，海水像温热的牛奶一样暖。他嘴里有海水美妙的咸味，四肢有海水带来的刺痛感，稳定的心跳强而有力，这些使他觉得活着很好。




But beyond being glorious the swim was uneventful. On the right hand he passed the many-lighted Lancaster, on the left hand the English tramp, and ere long the Annie Mine loomed large above him. He grasped the hanging rope-ladder and drew himself noiselessly on deck. There was no one in sight. He saw a light in the galley, and knew that the captain's son, who kept the lonely anchorwatch, was making coffee. Alf went forward to the forecastle. The men were snoring in their bunks, and in that confined space the heat seemed to him insufferable. So he put on a thin cotton shirt and a pair of dungaree trousers, tucked blanket and pillow under his arm, and went up on deck and out on the forecastle-head.

但是除了感到愉悦，整个游泳过程是平静的。他经过了右手边灯火通明的“兰开斯特”号，在他的左手边是那艘英国的不定期货轮。不久，“安妮·曼”号就赫然出现在他面前。他抓住了挂着的绳梯，悄无声息地爬上了甲板。一个人也没有。他看到厨房里点着灯，知道那是船长的儿子正在煮咖啡，他在舷梯口值夜班。阿尔夫向前走向水手舱。人们正在床上打着鼾，在这个狭窄的空间里，他觉得热得受不了了。所以他穿上了一件薄薄的棉衬衫和一条粗蓝布的裤子，用胳膊夹着毯子和枕头，走上了甲板，到了前甲板的尽头。




Hardly had he begun to doze when he was roused by a boat coming alongside and hailing the anchor-watch. It was the police-boat, and to Alf it was given to enjoy the excited conversation that ensued. Yes, the captain's son recognized the clothes. They belonged to Alf Davis, one of the seamen. What had happened? No; Alf Davis had not come aboard. He was ashore. He was not ashore? Then he must be drowned. Here both the lieutenant and the captain's son talked at the same time, and Alf could make out nothing. Then he heard them come forward and rouse out the crew. The crew grumbled sleepily and said that Alf Davis was not in the forecastle; whereupon the captain's son waxed indignant at the Yokohama police and their ways, and the lieutenant quoted rules and regulations in despairing accents.

他几乎还没开始打盹，就被一艘船吵醒了，这艘船呼喊着值班人一路驶来。那是警察的船，对阿尔夫来说，他肯定会享受接下来这场情绪激动的对话。是的，船长的儿子认出了这些衣服。他们是阿尔夫·戴维斯的，我们的一个海员。发生什么事了？不，阿尔夫·戴维斯还没上船。他在岸上。他没在岸上？那他肯定溺水了。这时中尉和船长的儿子同时说起话来，阿尔夫·戴维斯什么也听不出来。然后他听到他们走了过来，并叫醒了其他的船员。船员们带着睡意抱怨道，阿尔夫·戴维斯没在水手舱里；于是船长的儿子对横滨的警察和他们处理事情的方式生起气来，而这位中尉用绝望的声调引述了当地的规章制度。




Alf rose up from the forecastle-head and extended his hand, saying:

阿尔夫从前甲板的尽头站起来，伸出他的手，说道：




"I guess I'll take those clothes. Thank you for bringing them aboard so promptly.”

“我想我可以拿走这些衣服吧。谢谢你这么快就把衣服送回船上了。”




"I don't see why he couldn't have brought you aboard inside of them," said the captain's son.

“我不明白，为什么他不能让你穿着衣服，把你带到船上。”船长的儿子说。




And the police lieutenant said nothing, though he turned the clothes over somewhat sheepishly to their rightful owner.

然后中尉什么也没说，不过他有些窘迫地把衣服交给了它合法的主人。




The next day, when Alf started to go ashore, he found himself surrounded by shouting and gesticulating, though very respectful, sampan men, all extraordinarily anxious to have him for a passenger. Nor did the one he selected say, "You pay now," when he entered his boat. When Alf prepared to step out on to the pier, he offered the man the customary ten sen. But the man drew himself up and shook his head.

第二天，当阿尔夫又要出发去岸上时，他发现他自己被叫喊声和各种手势围住了，但都是以一种非常尊敬的方式。这些小船的船夫们都格外希望他成为自己的乘客。当他踏入选中的船时，船夫没有说“现在就付钱”。当阿尔夫准备登上码头的时候，他按照惯例，给了这个人10钱。但是那个人拉住了他，摇了摇头。




"You all right," he said. "You no pay. You never no pay. You bully boy and all right."

“你，没关系，”他说，“你不用付钱。你再也不用付钱了。你这个棒小伙子，不付钱也没关系。”




And for the rest of the Annie Mine's stay in port, the sampan men refused money at Alf Davis's hand. Out of admiration for his pluck and independence, they had given him the freedom of the harbor.

在“安妮·曼”号停在港口的剩下的日子里，这些船夫都不收阿尔夫·戴维斯的钱。出于对他的勇气和独立精神的赞赏，这些船夫给了阿尔夫在港口自由活动的权利。
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1902年








To Repel Boarders

击退登船的人




"No; honest, now, Bob, I'm sure I was born too late. The twentieth century's no place for me. If I'd had my way—”

“不，老实说，鲍勃，现在我真觉得我生得太晚了。二十世纪没有我的容身之地。要是我能随心所欲——”




"You'd have been born in the sixteenth," I broke in, laughing, "with Drake and Hawkins and Raleigh and the rest of the sea-kings.”"You're right!" Paul affirmed. He rolled over upon his back on the little after-deck, with a long sigh of dissatisfaction. It was a little past midnight, and, with the wind nearly astern, we were running down Lower San Francisco Bay to Bay Farm Island. Paul Fairfax and I went to the same school, lived next door to each other, and "chummed it" together. By saving money, by earning more, and by each of us foregoing a bicycle on his birthday, we had collected the purchase price of the Mist, a beamy twenty-eight-footer, sloop-rigged, with baby topsail and centerboard. Paul's father was a yachtsman himself, and he had conducted the business for us, poking around, overhauling, sticking his penknife into the timbers, and testing the planks with the greatest care. In fact, it was on his schooner, the Whim, that Paul and I had picked up what we knew about boat-sailing, and now that the Mist was ours, we were hard at work adding to our knowledge.

“你应该生在十六世纪，”我打断他，笑着说，“和德雷克、霍金斯、罗利还有其他海盗头子一起。”“你说对了！”保罗承认道。他翻身躺在小小的后甲板上，不满地长叹了一口气。刚过午夜，我们差不多是乘着风从下旧金山湾驶往湾田岛。保罗·费尔法克斯和我在同一所学校读书，又是邻居，就成了朋友。我和保罗攒钱、挣钱，他生日时我们都没买自行车，终于凑够了买“薄雾号”的钱。“薄雾号”船身宽大，有28英尺宽，装有单桅帆船的索具，还有小型的上桅帆和中插板。保罗的爸爸是一名帆船运动员，他帮我们开展了这次航海活动，四处查看，检修，还将他的小刀插到船骨里，很认真地检测了木壳板。事实上，正是在他的纵帆船“奇想号”上，保罗和我才对航海有所了解。现在既然“薄雾号”已经属于我们，我们就努力干活，丰富自己的航海知识。




The Mist, being broad of beam, was comfortable and roomy. A man could stand upright in the cabin, and what with the stove, cooking utensils, and bunks, we were good for trips in her of a week at a time. And we were just starting out on the first of such trips, and it was because it was the first trip that we were sailing by night. Early in the evening we had beaten out from Oakland, and we were now off the mouth of Alameda Creek, a large salt-water estuary which fills and empties San Leandro Bay.

“薄雾号”很宽，宽敞舒适。站在房舱里完全可以直起身子。由于有火炉、炊具和床铺，我们可以一次在上面航行一周。我们这就要起航了，这样的航行还是第一次，因为这是我们第一次在夜间航行。傍晚时分，我们从奥克兰迎风出发，现在已离开阿拉梅达河河口，那是一个巨大的海水河口，水注入圣利安卓海湾，又从那里流出。




"Men lived in those days," Paul said, so suddenly as to startle me from my own thoughts. "In the days of the sea-kings, I mean," he explained.

“生活在那个年代的人，”保罗突然说道，把陷入沉思的我吓了一跳，“我是说有海盗头子的那些日子。”他解释道。




I said "Oh!" sympathetically, and began to whistle "Captain Kidd."

我“哦”了一声以示理解，开始用口哨吹着“基德船长”的调调。




"Now, I've my ideas about things," Paul went on. "They talk about romance and adventure and all that, but I say romance and adventure are dead. We're too civilized. We don't have adventures in the twentieth century. We go to the circus—”

“现在，我有了自己的想法。”保罗继续道，“他们谈论浪漫、冒险和诸如此类的东西，可我认为浪漫和冒险都过时了。我们太文明了。二十世纪没有冒险。我们去马戏团——”




"But—” I strove to interrupt, though he would not listen to me.

“但是——”我努力打断他，虽然他不会听我说。




"You look here, Bob," he said. "In all the time you and I've gone together what adventures have we had? True, we were out in the hills once, and didn't get back till late at night, and we were good and hungry, but we weren't even lost. We knew where we were all the time. It was only a case of walk. What I mean is, we've never had to fight for our lives. Understand? We've never had a pistol fired at us, or a cannon, or a sword waving over our heads, or—or anything....

“看这儿，鲍勃，”他说，“在你和我一起度过的那些日子里，我们有过什么冒险吗？诚然，有一次我们出去爬山，直到深夜才回来，我们很饿却毫发无损，那一次甚至都没有迷路。我们一直都知道自己在什么地方。我们只是走了一些路。我的意思是，我们从来没有被迫为生命而战。你明白吗？从来没有人朝我们开过枪，放过炮，或者拿着剑在我们头顶挥舞，或者——或者任何危险……




"You'd better slack away three or four feet of that main-sheet," he said in a hopeless sort of way, as though it did not matter much anyway. "The wind's still veering around.

“你最好把主帆帆脚索松出三、四英尺来。”他绝望地说，好像松不松都影响不大。“风还在转向。




"Why, in the old times the sea was one constant glorious adventure," he continued. "A boy left school and became a midshipman, and in a few weeks was cruising after Spanish galleons or locking yard-arms with a French privateer, or—lots of things.”

“嗨，在以前，航海一直都是辉煌的冒险活动。”他继续说。“一个男孩子毕业后就当上见习船员，在几个星期的时间里都跟着西班牙大帆船队航行，或者给法国的武装民船固定桁端，或者——许多事情呢。”




"Well—there are adventures today," I objected.

“哦——现在也有冒险活动。”我反驳说。




But Paul went on as though I had not spoken:

但是保罗继续说他的，就好像我没有说话一样。




"And today we go from school to high school, and from high school to college, and then we go into the office or become doctors and things, and the only adventures we know about are the ones we read in books. Why, just as sure as I'm sitting here on the stern of the sloop Mist, just so sure am I that we wouldn't know what to do if a real adventure came along. Now, would we?”

“现在，我们从小学上到高中，从高中上到大学，然后进办公室，或者当医生，等等，所知道的冒险活动仅仅是书本上读到的那些。哎，就像我很确定我坐在单桅帆船“薄雾号”的船尾一样，我也很确定，如果真正的冒险来临，我们都不知道怎么办。现在看来，难道不是吗？”




"Oh, I don't know," I answered non-committally.

“哦，我不知道。”我不置可否地回答。




"Well, you wouldn't be a coward, would you?" he demanded.

“到时候你不会是个懦夫吧？”他问道。




I was sure I wouldn't and said so.

我确信我不会是个懦夫，也这么回答了他。




"But you don't have to be a coward to lose your head, do you?”

“但你也不一定要做一个丢掉脑袋的懦夫，是吗？”




I agreed that brave men might get excited.

我承认，或许勇敢的人好激动。




"Well, then," Paul summed up, with a note of regret in his voice, "the chances are that we'd spoil the adventure. So it's a shame, and that's all I can say about it.”

“哦，这么说来，”保罗总结道，语气中带着悔意，“很可能我们会毁了冒险活动。真遗憾，我只能说遗憾了。”




"The adventure hasn't come yet," I answered, not caring to see him down in the mouth over nothing. You see, Paul was a peculiar fellow in some things, and I knew him pretty well. He read a good deal, and had a quick imagination, and once in a while he'd get into moods like this one. So I said, "The adventure hasn't come yet, so there's no use worrying about its being spoiled. For all we know, it might turn out splendidly.”

“可冒险的时候还没到呢。”我回答道，不愿意看保罗说些毫无意义的话。你看，在一些事情上，保罗是个很奇怪的人，我相当了解他。他读书很多，想象力敏捷，偶尔会陷入这种情绪之中。因此我说：“冒险的时候还没来呢，现在担心它被毁掉也是白担心。我们都知道，冒险的结果是很辉煌的。”




Paul didn't say anything for some time, and I was thinking he was out of the mood, when he spoke up suddenly:

保罗沉默了一会儿，正当我认为他已经摆脱了那种情绪时，他突然说：




"Just imagine, Bob Kellogg, as we're sailing along now, just as we are, and never mind what for, that a boat should bear down upon us with armed men in it, what would you do to repel boarders? Think you could rise to it?”

“想象一下，鲍勃·凯洛格，我们正在航行，就像现在这样，别管是什么原因，有一只船气势汹汹地冲向我们，上面的人都全副武装，你会怎么做来击退这些登船的人呢？你觉得你能应付吗？”




"What would you do?" I asked pointedly. "Remember, we haven't even a single shotgun aboard.”

“你会怎么做呢？”我尖锐地问，“记着，我们船上连一把猎枪都没有。”




"You would surrender, then?" he demanded angrily. "But suppose they were going to kill you?"

“那你会投降了？”他生气地问道，“假如他们要杀你呢？”




"I'm not saying what I'd do," I answered stiffly, beginning to get a little angry myself. "I'm asking what you'd do, without weapons of any sort?”

“我说的不是我会怎么做，”我生硬地回答，有些气恼，“我问的是你会怎么办，你没有任何武器。”




"I'd find something," he replied—rather shortly, I thought.

“我会找个东西当武器。”他回答说。在我看来，他的回答很短暂。




I began to chuckle. "Then the adventure wouldn't be spoiled, would it? And you've been talking rubbish.”

我咯咯地笑了起来。“那冒险活动就不会被毁了，是吧？你一直说的都是废话。”




Paul struck a match, looked at his watch, and remarked that it was nearly one o'clock—a way he had when the argument went against him. Besides, this was the nearest we ever came to quarreling now, though our share of squabbles had fallen to us in the earlier days of our friendship. I had just seen a little white light ahead when Paul spoke again.

保罗划亮一根火柴，看了看手表，说快一点钟了——当争论不利于他时，他就会这么做。而且，这是我们最接近于吵架的一次，虽然我们刚成为朋友时也为琐事争吵。保罗又说话时，我看见前方有一点白光。




"Anchor-light," he said. "Funny place for people to drop the hook. It may be a scow-schooner with a dinky astern, so you'd better go wide.”

“是锚泊灯。”保罗说，“在那里停船倒是很有意思。可能是艘平底纵帆船，船尾很小的那种，你最好离他远点。”




I eased the Mist several points, and, the wind puffing up, we went plowing along at a pretty fair speed, passing the light so wide that we could not make out what manner of craft it marked. Suddenly the Mist slacked up in a slow and easy way, as though running upon soft mud. We were both startled. The wind was blowing stronger than ever, and yet we were almost at a standstill.

我松开了“薄雾号”上的几根束帆绳，风吹起来了，我们以很平稳的速度奋力前行，离那光亮很远，路过时都看不清它是哪种船。突然，“薄雾号”缓慢而又平稳地慢了下来，好像是在烂泥上航行。我们俩都很吃惊。风比之前刮得更猛烈了，可我们却几乎停了下来。




"Mud-flat out here? Never heard of such a thing!”

“这里是泥滩吗？从来没听说过！”




So Paul exclaimed with a snort of unbelief, and, seizing an oar, shoved it down over the side. And straight down it went till the water wet his hand. There was no bottom! Then we were dumbfounded. The wind was whistling by, and still the Mist was moving ahead at a snail's pace. There seemed something dead about her, and it was all I could do at the tiller to keep her from swinging up into the wind.

保罗哼了下鼻子，表示不相信，他抓起船桨，在把它从船边插下去。船桨直直地往下伸，直到海水浸湿了他的手。没有底啊！我们全都惊呆了。海风呼啸而过，可“薄雾号”还在以蜗牛的速度向前滑行。“薄雾号”似乎哪里坏掉了，我掌着舵，唯一能做的就是不让船跟着风向跑。




"Listen!"I laid my hand on Paul's arm. We could hear the sound of rowlocks, and saw the little white light bobbing up and down and now very close to us. "There's your armed boat," I whispered in fun. "Beat the crew to quarters and stand by to repel boarders!"

“听！”我将手放在保罗的胳膊上。我们能听见浆架的声音，能看见那小小的白光在水面忽上忽下，现在它离我们很近了。“你全副武装的船只来了，”我低声调侃道，“召唤所有船员进入岗位，作好准备，击退这些登船的人！”




We both laughed, and were still laughing when a wild scream of rage came out of the darkness, and the approaching boat shot under our stern. By the light of the lantern it carried we could see the two men in it distinctly. They were foreign-looking fellows with sun-bronzed faces, and with knitted tam-o’-shanters perched seaman fashion on their heads. Bright-colored woolen sashes were around their waists, and long sea-boots covered their legs. I remember yet the cold chill which passed along my backbone as I noted the tiny gold ear-rings in the ears of one. For all the world they were like pirates stepped out of the pages of romance. And, to make the picture complete, their faces were distorted with anger, and each flourished a long knife. They were both shouting, in high-pitched voices, some foreign jargon we could not understand.

我俩都笑了，正笑着，黑暗中就传来一阵狂怒的叫喊，逼近的船只在我们的船尾下方开枪了。透过那艘船上的灯笼的亮光，我们可以清晰地看到船上的两个男人。他们看起来像外国人，脸被太阳晒成了古铜色，头上像水手那样戴着针织圆帽。腰上系着闪亮的羊毛腰带，腿上是长长的高筒橡皮靴。我还记得，当我注意到其中一个船员耳朵上戴着极小的金耳环时，一阵寒意爬过我的脊背。他们完全就是从浪漫主义小说中走出来的海盗。再加上他们因愤怒而扭曲的脸，还有每个人手中挥舞的长刀，图画就完整了。他们俩都尖声叫喊着，他们说的是外国话，我们听不懂。




One of them, the smaller of the two, and if anything the more vicious-looking, put his hands on the rail of the Mist and started to come aboard. Quick as a flash Paul placed the end of the oar against the man's chest and shoved him back into his boat. He fell in a heap, but scrambled to his feet, waving the knife and shrieking:

他们当中个头较小的那个人看起来比谁都邪恶，他把手放在“薄雾号”的舷栏上，开始登船。保罗快如闪电，用船桨的尾端对着那人的胸部就是一下，猛地把他推回船上。他蜷成一团摔在地上，但赶忙站起身来，挥舞着长刀，尖叫着：




"You break-a my net-a! You break-a my net-a!”

“你们撕破了我的网！你们撕破了我的网！”




And he held forth in the jargon again, his companion joining him, and both preparing to make another dash to come aboard the Mist.

他又滔滔不绝地说着他们的语言，他的同伙也加入了他，他俩都准备再次猛冲，登上“薄雾号”。




"They're Italian fishermen," I cried, the facts of the case breaking in upon me. "We've run over their smelt-net, and it's slipped along the keel and fouled our rudder. We're anchored to it.”

“他们是意大利渔民，”我大喊道，知道怎么回事了，“我们撞上了他们的渔网，船的龙骨拖着渔网往前走，舵便被渔网缠住了。我们被迫抛锚到渔网上了。”




"Yes, and they're murderous chaps, too," Paul said, sparring at them with the oar to make them keep their distance.

“是啊，可这两个家伙也很凶狠。”保罗说，用船桨攻击他们，以和他们保持距离。




"Say, you fellows!" he called to them. "Give us a chance and we'll get it clear for you! We didn't know your net was there. We didn't mean to do it, you know!”

“喂，伙计们！”他朝他们大喊，“给我们一次机会，我们会把渔网跟船分开的！我们不知道你们的网在那儿。你看，我们不是有意的！”




"You won't lose anything!" I added. "We'll pay the damages!”

“你们不会有损失的！”我补充道，“我们赔偿你们！”




But they could not understand what we were saying, or did not care to understand.

但是他们听不懂我们在说什么，或者根本就不想听懂。




"You break-a my net-a! You break-a my net-a!" the smaller man, the one with the ear-rings, screamed back, making furious gestures. "I fix-a you! You-a see, I fix-a you!”

“你们撕破了我的网！你们撕破了我的网！”那个戴耳环的小个子男人一边向我们吼，一边做着恼怒的手势。“我要收拾你们！你们等着，我要收拾你们！”




This time, when Paul thrust him back, he seized the oar in his hands, and his companion jumped aboard. I put my back against the tiller, and no sooner had he landed, and before he had caught his balance, than I met him with another oar, and he fell heavily backward into the boat. It was getting serious, and when he arose and caught my oar, and I realized his strength, I confess that I felt a goodly tinge of fear. But though he was stronger than I, instead of dragging me overboard when he wrenched on the oar, he merely pulled his boat in closer; and when I shoved, the boat was forced away. Besides, the knife, still in his right hand, made him awkward and somewhat counterbalanced the advantage his superior strength gave him. Paul and his enemy were in the same situation—a sort of deadlock, which continued for several seconds, but which could not last. Several times I shouted that we would pay for whatever damage their net had suffered, but my words seemed to be without effect.

这一次，当保罗使劲把他推回去时，他双手抓住了船桨，他的同伙跳上了船。我背靠着舵柄，他刚一上船，还没站稳，我就用另一只船桨给了他一下，他重重地向后摔在他们的船上。可事情严重起来了。他起身抓住我的船桨，我意识到他力气很大，我承认我很害怕。虽然他比我强壮，不过在他猛拧船桨时，他并没把我拉下船，只是把他的船拉得更近了。我用力推了一下，他们的船便后退了。而且，他右手还攥着刀，这让他行动笨拙，有点削弱了他的超大力气给他的优势。保罗和他的对手也是同样的处境——都陷入了僵局，这僵局延续了几秒钟，但没有持续下去。有几次，我都喊着，不管他们的网有什么损失我们全都赔偿，但我的话似乎并不起什么作用。




Then my man began to tuck the oar under his arm, and to come up along it, slowly, hand over hand. The small man did the same with Paul. Moment by moment they came closer and closer, and we knew that the end was only a question of time.

后来，我的对手开始用胳膊夹住船桨，他顺着船桨，双手交替着、慢慢地走上前来。那个小个子男人也是这么对付保罗的。时间一分一秒地过去，他们离我们越来越近，我们知道，结局只不过是时间问题。




"Hard up, Bob!" Paul called softly to me.

“满舵，鲍勃！”保罗轻轻地对我说。




I gave him a quick glance, and caught an instant's glimpse of what I took to be a very pale face and a very set jaw.

我飞快地扫了他一眼，瞥见了在我看来非常苍白的脸和十分僵硬的下巴。




"Oh, Bob," he pleaded, "hard up your helm! Hard up your helm, Bob!"

“鲍勃，”他恳求道，“满舵！满舵，鲍勃！”




And his meaning dawned upon me. Still holding to my end of the oar, I shoved the tiller over with my back, and even bent my body to keep it over. As it was that Mist was nearly dead before the wind, and this maneuver was bound to force her to jibe her main-sail from one side to the other. I could tell by the "feel" when the wind spilled out of the canvas and the boom tilted up. Paul's man had now gained a footing on the little deck, and my man was just scrambling up.

我终于明白他的意思了。我还握着船桨的一端，于是用后背去推舵柄，我甚至要弯下腰来去推它。迎风的“薄雾号”一动不动，这一招一定能让它的主帆从一舷转到另一舷。凭着“感觉”，我可以辨别出风从船帆涌出，帆桁向上偏斜。现在保罗的对手在小甲板上立住脚，而我的对手正在向上爬。




"Look out!" I shouted to Paul. "Here she comes!"

“当心！”我向保罗大喊道，“船要倾斜了！”




Both he and I let go the oars and tumbled into the cockpit. The next instant the big boom and the heavy blocks swept over our heads, the main-sheet whipping past like a great coiling snake and the Mist heeling over with a violent jar. Both men had jumped for it, but in some way the little man either got his knife-hand jammed or fell upon it, for the first sight we caught of him, he was standing in his boat, his bleeding fingers clasped close between his knees and his face all twisted with pain and helpless rage.

我和保罗松开船桨，跌跌撞撞地跑进驾驶舱。一瞬间，硕大的帆桁和沉重的船木掠过了我们的头顶，主帆像一条盘着的巨蛇一般倏地掠过。猛地一震，“薄雾号”倾侧了。这两个人都吓了一跳，但不知怎么的，那个小个子男人拿刀的手被挤到了，或者是被刀划伤了，我们第一眼看到他时，他正站在自己的船上，用两膝紧紧夹着流血的手指，面部扭曲，带着痛苦与抑制不住的愤怒。




"Now's our chance!" Paul whispered. "Over with you!"

“现在我们的机会来了！”保罗小声说，“你们完了！”




And on either side of the rudder we lowered ourselves into the water, pressing the net down with our feet, till, with a jerk, it went clear. Then it was up and in, Paul at the main-sheet and I at the tiller, the Mist plunging ahead with freedom in her motion, and the little white light astern growing small and smaller.

在船舵的两边，我们弯下身去，跳进水里，用脚将网向下扯，直到猛地一下，网被清除了。之后渔网向上浮起，又进入水里。保罗站在主帆旁，而我站在舵旁，“薄雾号”自由地向前行进着，那艘船船尾的微弱白光也越来越小。




"Now that you've had your adventure, do you feel any better?”I remember asking when we had changed our clothes and were sitting dry and comfortable again in the cockpit.

“你已经冒过险了，现在是不是满足了？”我记得，我问他这话时，我们已经换上了干衣服，正舒舒服服地坐在驾驶舱里。




"Well, if I don't have the nightmare for a week to come”—Paul paused and puckered his brows in judicial fashion—"it will be because I can't sleep, that's one thing sure!”

“如果未来一个星期我不做噩梦的话，”保罗停顿了一下，法官似的皱了皱眉头，“那就是因为我根本睡不着觉，这是一定的！”








The Handsome Cabin Boy

英俊的船舱侍者




"And the dapper young fellow was—”"None other than the veiled woman, of course."

“这个矮小干练的小伙子——竟然是一个女人假扮的，不过这也挺正常的。”




"O, pshaw!" I cried. "That's well enough for a Sunday newspaper, but in real life people are not so easily misled.”

“呸！得了吧！”我说道，“这消息出现在星期日报里倒还说得过去，但在现实生活里，想误导人可没那么容易。”




"Look at the authentic instances—women serving as soldiers, sailors, scouts—”

“你来看看这些真人真事——女人充当士兵啊，水手啊，侦查员之类的——”




"Bosh!"

“一派胡言！”




"Why, there's my little brother Bob, as clever an impersonator—”

“真的，我的一个小兄弟鲍勃，聪明机灵，跟个演员似的——”




"Bosh!"

“一派胡言！”




"People are fooled every day and—”

“人们整天被他骗得团团转——”




"Stuff and nonsense," I said. "Any one but a ninny should penetrate such a make-up at a glance. I don't think much of a fellow who can't tell a man from a woman. Catch me napping that way.”

“胡说八道。”我说道，“只要不是傻瓜，谁都能一眼看穿那种伪装。我认为那种连一个人是男是女都分辨不出来的人实在是不怎么样。看看我会不会粗心大意到那种程度。”




"I'll catch you," cried Jack.

“我会让你上当的。”杰克说道。




"I like that," was my reply.

“那就试试看。”我回敬道。




"I'll wager I fool you within six months.”

“我打赌六个月之内就能让你受骗。”




"Done! For how much?"

“好啊！赌什么？”




"The loser to foot a supper; the setting, ordering, and inviting of the same to be at the winner's discretion.”

“输的一方要请客，地点、菜单以及宴请的客人都由赢的一方决定。”




"Done!"

“一言为定！”




We shook hands, and the fellows crowded round with all sorts of advice and persiflage. Thus was the seed sown, out of which was to spring the never-to-be-forgotten romance of "The Handsome Cabin Boy."

我们握了握手，周围的朋友们蜂拥过来，有人提出建议，有人挖苦嘲弄。这便为我与“帅气的船舱侍者”之间令我终身难忘的风流韵事播下了种子。




The succeeding fortnight found me in solitary grandeur aboard my schooner yacht Falcon, bound for a short cruise to Honolulu. We had hardly sunk the Farralone Light, when my suspicions were aroused. From the cook to the sailing-master complaints began to pour in about the new cabin boy. They held he was willing enough, but worthless. At the last moment, Billy, the old boy, had left us in the lurch, and my agent, to whom all such matters were entrusted, had hastily procured the present incumbent.

两周后，我孤孤单单地登上了我的“鹰隼号”帆船，开始了驶往火奴鲁鲁的短程航行。刚把法拉隆灯放下，我就起了疑心。从厨师到航海官，每个人都在抱怨那个新来的船舱侍者。他们认为他非常用心，但是很无能。在这个紧要关头，比利老兄却弃我们于不顾，而这些事情我都是委托我的代理人处理的，但他却非常草率地雇佣了那个侍者。




As they said, he was willing enough, but—in short, he was ignorant of his duties and totally unfit for such a position. Yet he tried so hard that everybody was drawn toward him. And he was such a handsome lad. Dark-eyed, rosy-cheeked, with a delicate olive complexion and an exquisite oval—small wonder that he recalled to my mind the bet with Jack Haliday. And then, for the slender lad of fifteen or sixteen that he appeared, there was a vague, insinuating fullness about the figure, which did not fail to corroborate my suspicions.

正如他们所说的那样，他很用心，但是——简单地说，他对自己的职责一无所知，完全无法胜任那份工作。但是，由于他是那么地努力，每个人都被他吸引住了。而且他又是一个如此帅气的小伙子。乌黑的眼睛，红润的面颊，浅橄榄色皮肤，再加上优雅的鹅蛋脸——他使我想起与杰克·哈利迪打的赌也就不足为奇了。而且，尽管他看上去是一个十五六岁的瘦弱少年，他的身材却隐隐地有些丰满，这一切更加证实了我的怀疑。




But I held my hush and awaited confirmation. This came sooner than I expected. The sailing-master and myself were on the poop, one noon, with our sextants, bent on shooting the sun. The lad came up the companionway with a pan of soot and ashes; he had just cleaned the cabin stove. Instead of going to the lee, he stepped to the weather rail and let fly the refuse. And fly it did—backwards, of course, and all over us.

但我始终保持沉默，静候着确认的时机。没想到，机会很快就来了。一天中午，我和航海官正在船尾用六分仪专心地测量着太阳高度。那个少年端着一盘煤灰，从舱梯那里上来，他刚刚打扫完船舱里的炉子。他没有到避风的地方去，而是走到迎风的横杆那里将那些灰烬倾洒了出去。那些灰烬确实飘起来了——可自然是向后飘的，落了我们一身。




Digging a handful out of his eyes, the sailing-master grabbed the young rascal by the arm. Now Nelson was a rough son of the sea, and had a mellifluous command of the vernacular which serves for emphasis to those who sail the same. He shook him up and down and cursed him with as virile a combination of English and Scandinavian oaths as was ever my luck to hear.

航海官揉了揉落进眼睛里的一大把灰尘，一把抓住了这个小坏蛋的胳膊。纳尔逊是个在海上长大的粗犷汉子，他那口流利的方言，只有和他一样长时间在海上生活的人才能听得懂。他一边上上下下地晃着他，一边混杂着英语和斯堪的纳维亚语的话狠狠地咒骂他。这些咒骂是那么有力，我八辈子也没听过。




The boy lost his wits and began to cry. Picking up the pan, he started for the cabin, but just opposite me, reeled and toppled over. I caught him before he could fall, and—well, my arm had strayed in forbidden pastures too often to be mistaken now.

那少年像失了魂似的哭了起来。他捡起盘子，向船舱走去，但走到我面前时，却突然趔趄了一下，跌倒了。在他摔倒之前我接住了他，然而——我的胳膊不巧地碰了不该碰的地方很多下，这次准错不了了。




"Why, you're a girl!" I cried.

“哎呀，你是个女孩！”我喊道。




The man at the wheel began to snicker, so I hurried her below to save her from confusion before the men. There she cried, and sobbed, and carried on, till I was almost as distracted myself, in my efforts to soothe her. At last she calmed down.

掌舵员已经开始窃笑，我急忙把她带到舱底，使她免于在别的男人面前遭遇尴尬。她哭个不停，我费劲心机地安慰她，直到筋疲力尽。终于，她平静下来了。




"O, sir," she began, "I hope you won't be angry with me. I—he—Mr.—”

“哦，先生。”她开口说道，“我希望你不会生我的气。我——他——那位先生。”




"It's Jack Haliday's doing, isn't it?" I interrupted.

“是杰克·哈利迪让你这么做的，对不对？”我插话道。




"Yes, sir."

“是的，先生。”




"Then you know all about the bet, and you'll have to testify that I discovered your—er—identity.”

“那么你肯定知道我们打赌的事情，那到时就要请你替我作证，我发现了你的——呃——身份。”




"Yes, sir, and he'll be angry because I lost. Boo—hoo—oo—”

“我会的，先生。我搞砸了，他会生气的。呜——呜——”




"O, you did very well." I thought she needed a little cheering. "The cook would never have discovered—say! how the deuce—you'll have to change your—”

“哦，你表现得挺好的。”我觉得她需要点鼓励，“厨师永远都不会发现的——你看，到底是怎么——你得改变你的——”




It was indeed embarrassing for both of us. And that blundering cook had never tumbled! I called him into the cabin.

实际上，我们两个都有些尴尬。那个冒失的厨师竟一直没有发现！我把他叫到船舱里来。




"Tell off that German deck boy to help you," I ordered. "And go to your room and pack up Miss—er—”

“让那个德国来的甲板水手来帮你吧。”我吩咐道，“再去你的房间把——呃——”




"E—E—Eastman," sobbed the disconsolate bundle on the floor.

“伊——伊——伊斯门。”地上那个忧郁的姑娘哽咽着说道。




"And pack up Miss Eastman's belongings. Take them to the spare state-room, and make everything comfortable. I'll see you get extra pay for this trip. Go! Don't stand there all day!”I could not help laughing at his round-eyed wonder.

“再把伊斯门小姐的东西整理一下，送到空闲的特等客舱里，把客舱里收拾得舒适些。我会额外付你薪水的。快去！别整天站在那里！”看到他惊奇地睁圆了眼睛，我忍不住笑了起来。




"I don't know what to do in the way of suitable clothes," I said, as she entered her new berth in the wake of a trim little sea-chest.

我拖着她整洁的储物箱先进了她的新住处，她紧跟着进来的时候，我说：“我不知道该怎么为你找到合适的衣服。”




"That's all right, sir," she replied, between her sobs. "I b—brought some dresses along.”

“没关系的，先生。”她啜泣着说道，“我带——带了一些裙子过来。”




"Strike me blind!" cried the cook, as the door shut. "O, I beg your pardon, sir; but do you mean to tell me, sir, that he's a—a she? Think of it!—and me a married man! What'll my wife say?”

“我真是该死！”门关上后，厨师喊道，“哦，先生，请您再说一遍，您是说，先生，那孩子是——是个女孩？想想吧！——我可是个结了婚的男人！我妻子会怎么想啊？”




Though I tried to explain that there was no necessity of his wife knowing, he wandered away to the galley, more woe-begone, if anything, than the poor creature who had caused his distress. Still, I could sympathize with him, realizing as I did, my own false position, and knowing how the sailors must be haw-hawing among themselves.

尽管我试着跟他说没必要让他妻子知道这件事情，他却依旧更加懊恼地走回了厨房，甚至比那个造成他困扰的小可怜更加苦恼。但是，我可以理解他的感受，我何尝不是处于同样尴尬的境地，水手们肯定会把这件事情当做笑话传开的。




Dinner was sent into her, and it was not till next morning that she showed herself. And then it was a demure little maid, for all her short brown locks. It seemed a pity they had been clipped for the sake of a paltry bet.

晚饭送到了她的房间里，直到第二天早上她才露面。她是一位娴静的少女，虽然头发很短。为了这么个无聊的赌注，就把她的长发剪掉了，真是可惜。




"What will your people say?" I asked, in the course of explanations. "Do they know?"

“你的家人会怎么说呢？”我问她，并接着解释道,“他们知道这件事情吗？”




"My brother does. I came with his consent."

“我哥哥知道这件事情。在他的同意下我才过来的。”




"Your brother's a scoundrel and ought to be horse-whipped. It's disgraceful, to say the least.”

“你哥哥简直就是个无赖，应该用马鞭好好打他一顿。至少可以说，这是非常可耻的行为。”




"How?"

“为什么可耻？”




This was a poser. How? I began to comprehend the mess Jack Haliday had got me into. How? What innocence!

这真是个难题啊。为什么可耻？我开始意识到杰克·哈利迪给我造成的麻烦有多棘手了。为什么可耻？多么纯真啊！




"You must have been brought up in a convent," I said bluntly.

“你一定是在女修道院长大的。”我坦率地说道。




"Yes, sir; I went to the Sacred Heart until a year ago."

“是的，先生。直到一年前，我一直都去圣心修道院。”




Worse and worse—it was no light responsibility thus thrust upon me. I finally wormed her story from her. She had lost her mother during her childhood, and her father, a small tradesman, had educated her at the Convent of the Sacred Heart. Things had gone from bad to worse with him, and when he died, she and her brother were left penniless. To curtail the story: they had become protégés of Haliday's. She had shown an aptitude for the stage, and Haliday encouraged her, prophesying that some day the metropolitan vaudeville would open its arms to a soubrette of no mean ability.

情况越来越糟糕了——落在我身上的责任可真是不轻啊。我终于从她那里探出了事情的缘由。还在孩童时代时，她就失去了母亲。她的父亲是个小商人，将她送到圣心修道院去接受教育。她父亲的境况每况愈下，他过世后，几乎没留下一分钱，撇下一双儿女相依为命。简短地说，后来哈利迪就成了他们的保护人。她在表演方面很有天赋，哈利迪就一直鼓励她，还预言说，总有一天大都市的舞台会张开双臂欢迎她这样一位出众的演员的。




"And when he asked this favor of me," she concluded, "what could I do? Refuse, after all he had done for me?"

“所以当他请我帮他这个忙的时候，”她最后说，“我还能怎么办呢？在他为了我做了这么多以后，我难道还能拒绝他吗？”




Well, the yacht took on new life. Strange how this chit of a child, this girl of sixteen, brightened things up! She became the idol of all hands and even Nelson apologized—first time the stubborn dog ever did such a thing, I'll wager. She could play the piano fairly well, and though her voice was not strong and had no register, her singing was sweet indeed.

从此之后，游艇呈现出了崭新的面貌。这样一个稚气未脱的孩子，这么一个十六岁的小姑娘，竟然能给生活增添这么多色彩，真是不可思议啊。她成为了全体船员的偶像，就连纳尔逊都道歉了——我打赌这是这个倔家伙生平第一次向别人道歉。她钢琴弹得相当好，尽管嗓音不够有力,音域也不够宽，但她的歌声非常甜美。




When we arrived at Honolulu, I was for making arrangements to send her back by steamer; but the guiless creature would not hear of it, and looked so miserable when I insisted, that I gave in. Besides, nobody knew us. And she—why, she had no conception of evil, and to undeceive her was a task beyond my power. I supplied her with funds, and she soon had a stunning array of gowns and other female fripperies. Then we took in the concerts of the Hawaiian Band, made long drives into the country, and visited many places of interest and recreation. We had a delightful time; but the best of good things must end, and a month later found us off the Golden Gate. To-morrow we should be in San-Francisco.

到达火奴鲁鲁后，我准备派人驾船把她送回去，但这个无邪的小家伙却始终不愿接受。当我坚持的时候，她看起来是那么地痛苦，我也只好作罢。此外，没人认识我们。还有她——唉，她完全不知道邪恶为何物，使她醒悟过来简直是个超过我能力范围的任务。我给了她一些钱，很快她就有了一堆衣服和女孩子们钟爱的其他小饰品。之后，我们听了夏威夷乐队举办的音乐会，在乡村开车兜风，还游览了很多风景名胜和好玩的地方。我们度过了一段非常愉快的时光，但是再美好的事情也有结束的那一刻。一个月后，我们就离开了金门大桥。明天，我们就将抵达旧金山。




To-morrow—I half sighed as I lighted a cigar, and glanced at her state-room door. What were her dreams, I wondered. Then I thought of my long, lonely cruises. How bright this one had been! Life took on new possibilities, as I began to realize some of its hitherto unknown charms—charms which my benedict friends never ceased to dwell upon. How she had changed things! A neatly turned ankle on the cabin stairs, a twinkling slipper along the deck, a girl's light laughter, a song at twilight, a—in short, the ineffable something of a woman's presence. I was startled at the thought. Let me see: sixteen—twenty-six; nineteen—twenty-nine; no, that would be too long to wait, eighteen—twenty-eight—that's it. And not such a disparity after all. Two years! What would not two years do? Development, the rounding of that mind—aye, and that form, already so rich of promise. Two years, and then—

次日——点烟的时候，我叹了口气，目光落在她房间的门上。她梦到了什么？我好奇起来。然后，我想到了我那一次次漫长又孤独的航行。而这一次的航行是多么美妙啊！生命开始出现了新的可能。我逐渐意识到生命中还有一些我未曾领略过的魅力——那些我能言善道的朋友们从未停止讨论的魅力。她带来了多么大的转变啊！在船梯上轻巧地移动的脚踝，在甲板上闪闪发亮的鞋子，一个女孩的浅笑声，黄昏时刻的歌声——简而言之，一个女人带来的不可言喻的美好。我被这个想法吓了一跳。让我想想：她今年十六岁，我二十六岁了；等她十九岁的时候，我已经二十九岁了；不，那太漫长了，等她十八岁我二十八岁的时候，嗯，就是这个。毕竟差距也不算太大。再等两年而已！这两年能做得太多了！可以培养感情，而且她的思想和身体都会变得成熟，是啊，只是想想就已经让人充满希望了。还有两年的时间，然后——




"Eight bells!"

“八点了！”




The clamor of changing watch had destroyed the fairy pictures; so I tossed away my cigar and went to bed.

腕表的报时声搅乱了我脑海中的美妙画面，我扔掉雪茄睡觉去了。




Jack Haliday and the whole crowd were at the club-house pier to meet us. Evidently, the lookout of the Merchants' Exchange had telegraphed our arrival off the Heads the previous night. They trooped aboard in a body, and I trembled for Miss Eastman. However, Clara, as I had come to call her, faced the ordeal bravely. The subdued expectancy and smothered giggles angered me. Jack Haliday opened the ball at once.

杰克·哈利迪和其他所有人都聚在码头处的会所那里等着我们。显然商船换航处的瞭望台前一天晚上就把我们驶离港口的消息通过电报发出去了。他们全都围上了船，我为伊斯门小姐担心。但是，克拉拉——我已经习惯这么叫她了，却勇敢地面对着这场考验。周围人压抑着的期待和强忍着的笑声让我很生气。杰克·哈利迪立刻就开始了舞会。




"I say, you know, about that supper—”

“嘿，你知道的，关于这次晚宴——”




"What about it?" I asked sharply.

“晚宴怎么样了？”我厉声问道。




"Well, I've made all the plans, but I thought it better to submit them to you. You might make a few suggestions, you know.”

“哦，我把一切都安排好了，但我觉得最好还是交给你看看。要知道，或许你能提供些建议。”




"You've made all the plans!" I shouted. "I have an idea that the ordering of this supper belongs to me."

“你把一切都计划好了！”我喊道，“我觉得晚宴的菜单该由我来定啊。”




"Ha! ha! ha!" Everybody began to laugh.

“哈！哈！哈！”大家都笑了起来。




"Hope you had a pleasant trip, Miss Eastman," he said, turning to her.

“希望你的旅行愉快，伊斯门小姐。”他转过身问她道。




"O, I did," she assured him, though I could see her lips were trembling.

“哦，非常愉快。”她说道，但我注意到她的双唇在颤抖。




"How did you discover it?" he asked, addressing me.

“你是怎么发现的？”他问我道。




"Why she fainted in my arms, and—”

“因为她在我的怀里晕倒了，并且——”




"ho! ho! He! he! he!" the crowd fairly roared, and I beamed triumphantly on my discomfited opponent.

“哈！哈！呵！呵！呵！”人们哄堂大笑起来。面对着落败的对手，我也得意洋洋地笑了。




"Was he angry?" continued the imperturbable Haliday.

“他生气了吗？”哈利迪泰然自若地继续问道。




"No," Clara replied, "he was real nice. And when we got to Honolulu he wanted to send me home on the steamer, but I wouldn't let him. Then we had a gorgeous time—bought me candy and gloves, took me buggy riding, and—”

“没有，”克拉拉答道，“他人很好。当我们抵达火奴鲁鲁的时候，他想用汽船送我回来，但我没让他那么做。后来，我们玩得非常开心。他给我买了糖果和手套，带我坐马车去兜风，还——”




With this the crowd went mad. They slapped Jack on the shoulder, poked him in the ribs, and hugged each other in ecstasies of glee.

听到这儿，人们都笑疯了。他们拍着杰克的肩膀，用肘戳着他，还欣喜若狂地相互拥抱。




"Why, you ninny!" Jack cried. "That's my brother Bob.”

“哎呀，你这个傻瓜！”杰克喊道，“他就是我的小兄弟鲍勃啊。”




"Impossible," I rejoined. "Why, when she fainted in my arms, I—”

“不可能的。”我反驳道，“哎呀，当她晕倒在我怀里的时候，我——”




At this juncture speech failed me, for the modest Miss Eastman turned a couple of back-flips, came up smiling, thrust a hand into her maidenly bosom and drew forth—heavens!—a couple of pneumatic cushions, the kind used by football players.

这时，端庄的伊斯门小姐做了几个后空翻，然后笑盈盈地走向我；她将手伸进她少女的怀里，拿出——天哪！——一对充气垫，就是足球运动员们用的那种。看到这一切，我惊讶得一句话都说不出来。




It were needless for me to tell how I led the stampede to the club-house; how the supper came off, with Bob Haliday at the head of the table; or how, to this day, the mere mention of "The Handsome Cabin Boy" arouses a certain choler which I can never hope to overcome.

至于我是怎么把众人领入会所的，鲍勃·哈利迪坐上座的晚宴是怎么进行的，直到今天，仅仅听到“帅气的船舱侍者”就会勾起我满腔的怒火——相信这些事我已无需赘言了。
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