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冬青旅馆的擦靴匠

查尔斯·狄更斯





他一生中都去过哪些地方？我问他这个问题时，主啊，他一再说他哪里都去过了！那他都做过些什么？上帝保佑，他从事过你说得上来的全部职业，差不多吧！

见闻丰富？啊，当然是。他可以向我保证，在所有他遇到的事情中，哪怕我只了解到其中的二十分之一，也能这么说了。哦，就他估计，与其让他说说都见过什么，还不如让他说说没见过什么更容易些。啊！那会有很多。

他见过的最稀奇古怪的东西是什么？啊！他不知道。他无法立即说出自己见过的最稀奇古怪的东西是什么——除非说独角兽——他在一个博览会上见过一次。但是假定一个不到八岁的小绅士要和一个七岁的美丽小女士携手私奔，我是否可以说这是个奇怪的开头？当然。那么这就是他幸运的眼睛看到的开头，而且他曾擦过他们私奔时穿的鞋子——它们太小了，他的手都放不进去。

要知道，哈里·沃默斯少爷的父亲住在艾姆西斯，沿着射手山走下去就是了，离伦敦
[1]

 有六七英里。他是位精力充沛的绅士，相貌英俊，走路时头昂得高高的，身上有一种人们所说的激情。他写诗、骑马、跑步、打板球、跳舞、表演，所有这些都做得很出色。他对自己的独生子哈里少爷有种不寻常的自豪；但毫不溺爱他。他是位有着个人意志和观点的绅士，会意识到这点的重要性。因此尽管他与这个健康聪明的孩子的关系犹如伙伴，并且很高兴看到他如此喜爱读童话书，永远听不腻他读“我的名字叫诺弗尔”
[2]

 ，或者他唱“五月的新月散发着爱”，还有“当喜欢你的他已离开”之类的歌，等等；但他仍然保持着对这孩子的控制，而且孩子终归是孩子，人们希望中的孩子总是比他们本来的样子更像小孩。

这一切擦靴匠是怎么知道的呢？嗨，是他做助理园丁的时候。当然他不可能真做个助理园丁，但他夏天总是在窗畔的草地上割草、扫地、除草、剪枝，忙这忙那的，而不去刻意熟识那个家庭的点滴。甚至他从未料想哈里少爷会在一天清晨走到他跟前，说：“柯布斯，如果让你拼‘诺拉’，你会怎么写？”然后开始在所有的篱笆上一丝不苟地刻上那个名字。

在这之前他并没有特别留意过这两个孩子；但是看着这两个小东西一起到处走，彼此深爱对方的样子，真的很好。而且那男孩子有着怎样过人的胆量啊！你都想不到，他可以摘掉自己的小帽子，卷起小袖子，然后痛打一头狮子，如果他们遇到狮子的话他是会这样做的，曾经把她都吓着了。一天他停下脚步，她也一起停下，在擦靴匠正在锄草的碎石堆旁，大声说：“柯布斯，我喜欢你。”“是吗，少爷？听到这话我很自豪。”“是的，柯布斯。你知道我为什么喜欢你吗，柯布斯？”“当然不知道，哈里少爷。”“因为诺拉喜欢你，柯布斯。”“真的吗，少爷？那真让人高兴。”“只是让人高兴吗，柯布斯？能让诺拉喜欢，这可比上百万颗最为璀璨的钻石还要珍贵。”“当然，少爷。”“你想换个职位吗，柯布斯？”“少爷，如果职位好的话，我不反对。”“那么，柯布斯，”他说，“我们结婚时你会当上我们的主管园丁。”然后他为她裹好那件小小的天蓝色披风，搂着她走开了。

这两个孩子长着长长的富有光泽的卷发，眼睛一闪一闪的。他们在园中漫步，留下浅浅的美丽脚印，彼此深爱着。擦靴匠向我保证说这一幕比画还好看，就像一出戏一样。擦靴匠认为，鸟儿们相信他们也是两只鸟，总是环绕着他们，给他们唱歌。有时候他们会钻到鹅掌楸树下，坐在那里，搂着对方的脖子，柔软的面颊依偎在一起读故事，如小王子和龙、好魔法师和坏魔法师、国王的美丽女儿等。有时候他会听到他们计划在森林里盖个房子，养上蜜蜂和牛，完全靠牛奶和蜂蜜过活。一次他在池塘边遇到了他们，听到哈里少爷说：“迷人的诺拉，吻我，说你爱我爱得发狂，要不我就跳进去了。”擦靴匠毫不怀疑，如果她不遵从的话，他说得出，做得到。总之，擦靴匠说这些事情使他觉得自己也在恋爱——只不过他不知道到底跟谁。

“柯布斯，”一天晚上哈里少爷说，当时柯布斯正在浇花，“我要出门了，在今年仲夏时节，到约克郡我祖母家去。”

“真的啊，少爷？希望您能过得愉快。我离开这里后也会去约克郡。”

“你也去看祖母吗，柯布斯？”

“不，少爷。我已经没有祖母了。”

“你没有祖母了，柯布斯？”

“是的，少爷。”

孩子看他浇了会花，然后说：“我很乐意去那儿，柯布斯——诺拉也去。”

“那么您会很满意的，少爷，”柯布斯说，“有您美丽的爱人陪伴在身旁。”

“柯布斯，”男孩红着脸答道，“如果能够拦得住，我不会让任何人拿这个开玩笑。”

“这不是开玩笑，少爷，”柯布斯谦卑地说，“我不是那个意思。”

“我很高兴，柯布斯，因为我喜欢你，你知道的，而且你将和我们住在一起，柯布斯！”

“少爷。”

“你觉得我去那儿后，我祖母会给我什么？”

“我猜不出，少爷。”

“一张五英镑钞票，柯布斯。”

“哇哦！”柯布斯说，“那可是很大一笔钱，哈里少爷。”

“人们能拿这笔钱干很多事——是不是，柯布斯？”

“我相信，少爷！”

“柯布斯，”男孩说，“我告诉你个秘密。在诺拉家里他们一直拿我跟她开玩笑，而且假装嘲笑我们的订婚——假装来取笑它，柯布斯！”

“少爷，”柯布斯说，“这是人性的堕落。”

这个男孩和他父亲长得像一个模子里刻出来的，他满脸红光，朝着日落的方向在那里站了几分钟，然后说了声：“再见，柯布斯。我进去了。”便离开了。

如果我问擦靴匠他为何要在那一时间离开的话，他也给不出一个确切答案。他也确实想过，如果愿意，他可能会在那个地方呆到现在。但要知道，他那时年轻，希望有所改变。那就是他当时想要的——改变。沃默斯先生得知他有意离职时，说：“柯布斯，你有什么不满吗？我之所以问你这个问题，是因为如果我发现哪个雇员若有什么不满，我希望尽我所能给予纠正。”“没有，老爷，”柯布斯说，“谢谢您，老爷。我在这里的境遇很好，符合我对任何地方的期望。事实上，老爷，我是要去试试运气，找找我发财的机会。”“哦，确实，柯布斯！”他说，“希望你能找到。”而擦靴匠可以向我保证——他也确实保证了，用脱靴器碰了碰自己的头发，这是他目前从事职业的一种致意方式——他还没找到发财的门路。

啊，先生！时间一到，擦靴匠离开了艾姆西斯，而哈里少爷去了约克郡的老太太家，那个老太太甚至愿意把自己的牙齿都拿出来给他（如果她还有牙齿剩下的话），她太宠爱他了。可那个宝宝在做什么——你可以叫他宝宝，没有弄错——他带着他的诺拉离弃了老太太，正要到遥远的格雷纳格林去结婚！

先生，事情发生时擦靴匠也正在同一个冬青旅馆中（他曾多次离开这里去改善自己的境况，但总是因这样或那样的事而回到此处）。那天，一个夏季的下午，一辆四轮马车驶了过来，车上下来两个孩子。车夫对旅馆老板说：“我不太理解这两位小乘客的意思，但是照这位小绅士的话，他们希望被送到这里来。”这位小绅士下了车，伸手扶他的小姐出来，给了车夫些东西，对旅馆老板说：“我们今晚在这里过夜，请安排。需要起居室和两间卧室。两份排骨和樱桃布丁！”说完给她裹好那件小小的天蓝色披风，用手臂搂着她，昂首阔步地进了屋。

这两个小东西被独自引入了天使厅。擦靴匠让我自己判断人们在看到这一景象时有多么惊奇——特别是在他们没看到擦靴匠，但他看到了他们，并且向旅馆老板讲述了他所认为的这两个人远行的原因后。“柯布斯，”旅馆老板说，“如果这是真的，我必须亲自去一趟约克郡，让他们的朋友们放心。与此同时你必须盯着他们，哄好他们，直到我回来。但是在我采取这些措施前，柯布斯，我希望你去探探他们的口风，看看你的猜测是否正确。”“先生，我跟你讲，”柯布斯说，“我马上就办。”

所以擦靴匠就上楼去了天使厅，他在那里见到了哈里少爷，他正坐在一张大沙发上——沙发原本就很大，但是衬上他的身形那看起来就像威尔大床
[3]

 ——用他的手帕给诺拉小姐擦干眼泪。当然，他们的小腿完全离地，擦靴匠真的无法向我形容那两个孩子看起来有多小。

“是柯布斯！是柯布斯！”哈里少爷喊道，并跑到他的身边，抓住他的一只手。诺拉小姐也跑过来，抓住他另一只手。他们都高兴地跳了起来。

“我看到你们从马车里出来，少爷。”柯布斯说，“我猜是你们。我想我不可能弄错你们的身高和体形。你们此行有何打算，少爷？为了结婚？”

“我们是去结婚的，柯布斯，到格雷纳格林。”男孩回答，“我们是有意出逃的。诺拉情绪颇为低落，柯布斯；但是她会高兴的，现在我们找到了你这个朋友。”

“谢谢，少爷，也谢谢您，小姐，”柯布斯说，“谢谢你们的好意。你们带行李了吗，少爷？”

擦靴匠用人格向我保证，如果我肯相信的话，那位女士带了一把阳伞，一个小嗅瓶，一个半冰凉的黄油吐司，八颗薄荷糖，以及一把梳子——看起来像是给布娃娃用的。那位男士则有一根六码长的绳子，一把刀，三四张叠得小小的白纸，一个橘子，还有一个印有他名字的钱尼杯。

“你们的确切计划是什么呢，少爷？”柯布斯说。

“继续走，”男孩答道——这个男孩的胆量真是惊人——“早晨走，明天就结婚。”

“这样啊，少爷，”柯布斯说，“如果我陪你们走的话，您是否同意，少爷？”

柯布斯说完这句话，他们都高兴得跳了起来，喊着：“哦，好的，好的，柯布斯！好的！”

“那好，少爷！”柯布斯说，“如果你原谅我擅自发表意见的话，我建议这么做。我知道有匹小马，还可以借个车套上，这样就可以把您和小哈里·沃默太太（如果允许的话，我亲自驾车）快速送到目的地了。我没有十足把握，少爷，说那匹小马明天能够归我们使用，但是即便你们明天不得不等的话，这个时间也是值得花的。至于这里的小小账目，少爷，如果您觉得手头有些紧的话，也没什么大不了的；因为我是这个旅馆的半个主人，那笔账是可以赊欠的。”

擦靴匠向我保证，在孩子们鼓掌，又一次高兴地跳了起来，喊他“好心的柯布斯！”和“亲爱的柯布斯！”并且怀着那颗轻信的心在他面前喜悦地互相亲吻的时候，他觉得自己欺骗了他们，是有史以来最卑鄙的恶棍。

“你们现在需要什么吗，少爷？”柯布斯十分惭愧地问。

“我们晚饭后想吃点蛋糕，”哈里少爷双臂交叉，伸出一条腿，并且直视着他，答道，“还有两个苹果和果酱。晚饭我们想要吐司和水。但是诺拉习惯在餐后甜点时喝半杯醋栗酒。我也是。”

“我去酒吧点，少爷。”柯布斯说，然后他就走了。

此刻讲述这件事的时候，擦靴匠仍然有着和当时一样鲜活的感觉，他宁愿和旅馆老板争论上几番，也不愿意和他一起联手；而且他满心希望能有那么个不可能的地方，这两个孩子能够缔结不可能的婚约，并且不可能地从此幸福生活下去。然而，这是不可能的，所以他参与了旅馆老板的计划，而且旅馆老板在不到半个小时以后就出发前往约克了。

擦靴匠觉得很意外的是，旅馆里的女士们——无一例外——每个人——不管是已婚的还是未婚的——听了故事后都喜欢上了这个男孩。擦靴匠花了很大力气才阻止她们冲进房间去亲吻男孩。她们爬上各种地方，冒着生命危险，只为透过窗格来看上他一眼。有七个人透过钥匙孔不断看他。他和他的勇敢精神让她们发了狂。

晚上，擦靴匠进屋去看这对离家出走的情侣情况如何。那位男士正坐在一个靠窗的座位上，怀里拥着那位女士。她脸上挂着泪水，疲惫不堪、半梦半醒地躺在那里，头枕在他肩膀上。

“小哈里·沃默斯太太累了吗，少爷？”柯布斯说。

“是，她累了，柯布斯；她不习惯离开家，而且她的情绪又低落起来了。柯布斯，请你拿个红苹果来好吗？”

“请再说一遍，少爷，”柯布斯说，“您要的是——”

“我想一个诺福克红苹果会让她振作起来，柯布斯。她非常喜欢这种苹果。”

擦靴匠出来寻找他要的灵丹妙药。等他找来后，那位男士将其拿给了女士，用一个勺喂给她吃，自己只吃了一点；女士昏昏欲睡，很不高兴。“您觉得，少爷，”柯布斯说，“拿个室内烛台来怎么样？”男士同意了；女服务员走在前面，上了高高的台阶；女士穿着她那件天蓝色的披风跟在后面，男士则小心护送着她；男士在门口给了她一个拥抱，然后回到了自己的房间，擦靴匠轻轻地从外面锁上了门。

早晨，他们吃早餐时（他们点了甜味搀水牛奶、吐司和醋栗冻，隔夜的）问及那匹小马，此时擦靴匠越来越强烈地感觉到，自己是怎样一个卑鄙的骗子。他向我坦白，当时他只能看着两个年轻人的脸，想着自己逐渐成了一个邪恶的谎言之父了。然而，他还是像个特洛伊人一样，继续在那匹马的问题上撒谎。他告诉他们，不巧的是那匹小马的毛只剪了一半，要知道，它在这种情况下不能被带出来，要不会给它的内心带来伤害。但是它这一天就能剪完毛了，而且隔天早晨八点马车将会备好。在我房间中回忆此事时，擦靴匠认为小哈里·沃默斯太太当时已经开始想放弃了。她上床时没能卷好头发，而且似乎不擅长自己梳头，那些头发进到她的眼睛里去，让她很生气。但是没什么能让哈里少爷情绪低落的。他坐在早餐杯旁，吃着醋栗冻，就跟他自己的父亲一样。

早餐过后擦靴匠认为他们是在画士兵——至少他在壁炉中找到了很多，都骑在马背上。上午哈里少爷按了铃——这个男孩如此能够坚持，很让人意外——并且愉快地说：“柯布斯，附近有什么好地方能散步吗？”

“有，少爷，”柯布斯说，“有一条爱情小道。”

“去你的吧，柯布斯，”——这是男孩的原话——“你在开玩笑。”

“对不起，少爷，”柯布斯说，“真的有一条爱情小道。而且在那条路上散步很舒适，我很乐意带您和小哈里·沃默斯太太去看看。”

“诺拉，亲爱的，”哈里少爷说，“这真奇特。我们真该去看看这条爱情小道。戴上你的圆帽，我最亲爱的，我们跟柯布斯一起去。”

他们三个一齐缓步前行，这年轻的一对告诉擦靴匠，由于他是个真正的朋友，他们决定付给他两千基尼
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 一年做首席园丁，此时他觉得自己是个怎样的无耻之徒，他让我自己去判断。擦靴匠当时简直就希望大地裂开条缝，将他吞下去。看着他们用笑吟吟的眼睛看着他，信任着他，他觉得自己太卑鄙了。哦，先生，他尽可能地转移话题，带着他们沿着爱情小道走到了河边的浸水草甸，在那里哈里少爷差一点掉进水里淹死，因为他想给她摘一朵睡莲——但是没什么能吓倒这个男孩。哎，先生，他们最后都疲惫不堪。一切对他们来说都如此新鲜奇怪，他们要多累有多累。他们躺倒在一片雏菊上，就像森林中的孩子，至少像牧场上的孩子们一样，睡着了。

擦靴匠不知道——可能我知道——但是没关系，知不知道都不重要——为什么一个男人看到在清澈、寂静且阳光灿烂的一天，这两个漂亮的孩子躺在哪里，睡着时的梦想还远不如清醒时的梦想，他为什么会觉得自己像个傻子。但是，主啊！当你想想自己的时候，想着从小到大你都在追求着什么，而且你是多么可怜的家伙啊，而且为什么你总是活在昨天，或者明天，但永远不是今天，那才是问题的关键！

先生，他们终于醒了，而且擦靴匠越来越清楚一件事——那就是小哈里·沃默斯太太的脾气有点儿波动。当哈里少爷搂她的腰时，她说他“这样欺负她”；而当他说：“诺拉，我五月的新月，你的哈里欺负你？”她告诉他：“是的；而且，我想回家。”

一道水煮鸡肉和烤面包黄油布丁让沃默斯太太稍微好了点；但是擦靴匠必须私下里向我承认，他本来希望，她能够更多地察觉爱的声音，而不是放纵自己吃那么多醋栗了。然而哈里少爷始终保持不变，他高贵的心仍然像往常一样充满了深情。黄昏时分沃默斯太太很想睡觉，开始哭泣。因此沃默斯太太像前一天一样上床去了；哈里少爷也像她一样去睡了。

大约在晚上十一二点，旅馆老板坐着一辆轻便马车回来了，带来了沃默斯先生和一位老夫人。沃默斯先生看起来又好笑又严肃，兼具这两种感觉，他对我们夫人说：“我们对您感激不尽，夫人；您对孩子们的好心照顾，我们永远无法报答。请问，夫人，我儿子在哪？”我们夫人说：“柯布斯在照顾那个可爱的孩子，先生。柯布斯，带路到四十号！”然后他对柯布斯说：“啊，柯布斯，很高兴见到你！我知道你在这里！”柯布斯说：“是的，先生。您最恭顺的仆人，先生。”

听到擦靴匠下面说的话，我或许有些吃惊；但是擦靴匠保证说上楼时他的心跳得像个榔头。“请原谅，老爷，”他边开门边说，“真心希望您没有生哈里少爷的气。哈里少爷是个好孩子，老爷，他会为您带来声望和荣誉。”擦靴匠对我表示，如果那个好孩子的父亲反驳他，以他当时勇敢的精神状态，他想他会“狠狠打他一下”，并且承担后果。

但是沃默斯先生只是说：“不，柯布斯。我不怪他，我的好人。谢谢你！”

门开了，他走了进去。

擦靴匠也走了进去，高举着灯，看到沃默斯先生走到床边，轻轻地弯下腰，亲吻着熟睡的小小面庞。然后他站着看了一会儿那张小脸，并与那张脸有着惊人的相似（人们确实说他是跟沃默斯太太私奔的）；然后他轻轻地摇晃着小小的肩膀。

“哈里！我亲爱的儿子！哈里！”

哈里少爷惊跳起来，看着他，也看着柯布斯。这是那个小家伙的荣誉之处，他看着柯布斯，是为了看自己是否给他带来了麻烦。

“我没有生气，孩子。我只是希望你穿好衣服回家。”

“好的，爸爸。”

哈里少爷飞快地穿上衣服。快穿完时他的胸口开始起伏难平，在他最终站起身看着父亲时，起伏得越来越厉害；他的父亲站在那里看着他，一言不发的他。

“请让我”——那个可怜小人的气概，还有他努力忍住眼泪的样子——“求你，亲爱的爸爸——我走之前能不能吻吻诺拉？”

“好的，可以，我的孩子。”

然后他拉着哈里少爷的手，擦靴匠举着蜡烛在前面领路，他们来到了另外那间卧室，那里老夫人正坐在床边，可怜的小哈里·沃默斯太太还在熟睡。在那里父亲把孩子举到枕头旁边，他低下小小的脸，依偎在没有意识的可怜的小哈里·沃默斯太太那温暖的小脸旁边，温柔地把她拉着贴近自己——这一幕感动了女服务员们，她们正在门旁偷看，其中一个喊道：“把他们拆开是可耻的！”但是擦靴匠告诉我们，这个服务员总是非常好心肠。这个女孩并没有恶意。远非如此。

最终，擦靴匠说，事情就是这样了。沃默斯先生拉着哈里少爷的手，驾着马车走了。老妇人和小沃默斯太太第二天离开，她后来从未真正嫁给他（很久以后她嫁给了一位上尉，死在了印度）。总之，擦靴匠问我是否同意他的两个观点：首先，很多情侣在走向婚姻时远不如这两个孩子那般纯真无邪毫无心机；其次，很多即将结婚的夫妇如果被及时拦下来，并各自回家，也许会是非常好的事。
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The Boots at the Holly-Tree Inn

Charles Dickens





Where had he been in his time? he repeated, when I asked him the question, Lord, he had been everywhere! And what had he been? Bless you, he had been everything you could mention, a'most!

Seen a good deal? Why, of course he had. I should say so, he could assure me, if I only knew about a twentieth part of what had come in his way. Why, it would be easier for him, he expected, to tell what he hadn't seen than what he had. Ah! a deal, it would.

What was the curiousest thing he had seen? Well! He didn't know. He couldn't momently name what was the curiousest thing he had seen—unless it was a Unicorn—and he see him once at a fair. But supposing a young gentleman not eight year old was to run away with a fine young woman of seven, might I think that a queer start? Certainly. Then that was a start as he himself had had his blessed eyes on, and he had cleaned the shoes they run away in—and they was so little he couldn't get his hand into ' em.

Master Harry Walmers' father, you see, he lived at the Elmses, down away by Shooter's Hill there, six or seven miles from Lunnon. He was a gentleman of spirit, and good-looking, and held his head up when he walked, and had what you call Fire about him. He wrote poetry, and he rode, and he ran, and he cricketed, and he danced, and he acted, and he done it all equally beautiful. He was uncommon proud of Master Harry as was his only child; but he didn't spoil him neither. He was a gentleman that had a will of his own and an eye of his own, and that would be minded. Consequently, though he made quite a companion of the fine bright boy, and was delighted to see him so fond of reading his fairy-books, and was never tired of hearing him say my name is Norval, or hearing him sing his songs about Young May Moons is beaming love, and When he as adores thee has left but the name, and that; still he kept the command over the child, and the child was a child, and it's to be wished more of ' em was.

How did Boots happen to know all this? Why, through being under-gardener. Of course he couldn't be under-gardener, and be always about, in the summer-time, near the windows on the lawn, a-mowing, and sweeping, and weeding, and pruning, and this and that, without getting acquainted with the ways of the family. Even supposing Master Harry hadn't come to him one morning early, and said, "Cobbs, how should you spell Norah, if you was asked?" and then began cutting it in print all over the fence.

He couldn't say that he had taken particular notice of children before that; but really it was pretty to see them two mites a-going about the place together, deep in love. And the courage of the boy! Bless your soul, he'd have throwed off his little hat, and tucked up his little sleeves, and gone in at a lion, he would, if they had happened to meet one, and she had been frightened of him. One day he stops, along with her, where Boots was hoeing weeds in the gravel, and says, speaking up, "Cobbs," he says, "I like you." "Do you, sir? I'm proud to hear it." "Yes, I do, Cobbs. Why do I like you, do you think, Cobbs?" "Don't know, Master Harry, I am sure." "Because Norah likes you, Cobbs." "Indeed, sir? That's very gratifying." "Gratifying, Cobbs? It's better than millions of the brightest diamonds to be liked by Norah." "Certainly, sir." "Would you like another situation, Cobbs?" "Well, sir, I shouldn't object if it was a good ' un." "Then, Cobbs," says he, "you shall be our Head Gardener when we are married." And he tucks her, in her little sky-blue mantle, under his arm, and walks away.

Boots could assure me that it was better than a picter, and equal to a play, to see them babies, with their long, bright, curling hair, their sparkling eyes, and their beautiful light tread, a-rambling about the garden, deep in love. Boots was of opinion that the birds believed they was birds, and kept up with ' em, singing to please ' em. Sometimes they would creep under the tulip-tree, and would sit there with their arms round one another's necks, and their soft cheeks touching, a-reading about the Prince and the Dragon, and the good and bad enchanters, and the king's fair daughter. Sometimes he would hear them planning about a house in a forest, keeping bees and a cow, and living entirely on milk and honey. Once he came upon them by the pond, and heard Master Harry say, "Adorable Norah, kiss me, and say you love me to distraction, or I'll jump in head foremost." And Boots made no question he would have done it if she hadn't complied. On the whole, Boots said it had a tendency to make him feel he was in love himself—only he didn't exactly know who with.

"Cobbs," said Master Harry, one evening, when Cobbs was watering the flowers, "I am going on a visit, this present midsummer, to my grandmamma's at York."

"Are you, indeed, sir? I hope you'll have a pleasant time. I am going into Yorkshire, myself, when I leave here."

"Are you going to your grandmamma's, Cobbs?"

"No, sir. I haven't got such a thing."

"Not as a grandmamma, Cobbs?"

"No, sir."

The boy looked on at the watering of the flowers for a little while, and then said, "I shall be very glad indeed to go, Cobbs—Norah's going."

"You'll be all right, then, sir," says Cobbs, "with your beautiful sweetheart by your side."

"Cobbs," returned the boy, flushing, "I never let anybody joke about it when I can prevent them."

"It wasn't a joke, sir," says Cobbs, with humility— "wasn't so meant."

"I am glad of that, Cobbs, because I like you, you know, and you're going to live with us. Cobbs!"

"Sir."

"What do you think my grandmamma gives me when I go down there?"

"I couldn't so much as make a guess, sir."

"A Bank-of-England five-pound note, Cobbs."

"Whew!" says Cobbs, "that's a spanking sum of money, Master Harry."

"A person could do a great deal with such a sum of money as that—couldn't a person, Cobbs?"

"I believe you, sir!"

"Cobbs," said the boy, "I'll tell you a secret. At Norah's house they have been joking her about me, and pretending to laugh at our being engaged—pretending to make game of it, Cobbs!"

"Such, sir," says Cobbs, "is the depravity of human natur' ."

The boy, looking exactly like his father, stood for a few minutes with his glowing face toward the sunset, and then departed with, "Good-night, Cobbs. I'm going in."

If I was to ask Boots how it happened that he was a-going to leave that place just at that present time, well, he couldn't rightly answer me. He did suppose he might have stayed there till now if he had been anyways inclined. But you see, he was younger then, and he wanted change. That's what he wanted—change. Mr. Walmers, he said to him when he gave him notice of his intentions to leave, "Cobbs," he says, "have you anythink to complain of? I make the inquiry, because if I find that any of my people really has anythink to complain of, I wish to make it right if I can." "No, sir," says Cobbs; "thanking you, sir, I find myself as well sitiwated here as I could hope to be anywheres. The truth is, sir, that I'm a-going to seek my fortun' ." "Oh, indeed, Cobbs!" he says; "I hope you may find it." And Boots could assure me—which he did, touching his hair with his bootjack, as a salute in the way of his present calling—that he hadn't found it yet.

Well, sir! Boots left the Elmses when his time was up, and Master Harry, he went down to the old lady's at York, which old lady would have given that child the teeth out of her head (if she had had any), she was so wrapped up in him. What does that Infant do—for Infant you may call him, and be within the mark—but cut away from that old lady's with his Norah, on a expedition to go to Gretna Green and be married!

Sir, Boots was at this identical Holly-Tree Inn (having left it several times to better himself, but always come back through one thing or another), when, one summer afternoon, the coach drives up, and out of the coach gets them two children. The Guard says to our Governor, "I don't quite make out these little passengers, but the young gentleman's words was, that they was to be brought here." The young gentleman gets out; hands his lady out; gives the Guard something for himself; says to our Governor, "We're to stop here to-night, please. Sitting-room and two bedrooms will be required. Chops and cherry-pudding for two!" and tucks her in her little sky-blue mantle, under his arm, and walks into the house much bolder than Brass.

Boots leaves me to judge what the amazement of that establishment was, when these two tiny creatures all alone by themselves was marched into the Angel—much more so when he, who had seen them without their seeing him, give the Governor his views upon the expedition they was upon. "Cobbs," says the Governor, "if this is so, I must set off myself to York, and quiet their friends' minds. In which case you must keep your eye upon ' em, and humor ' em till I come back. But before I take these measures, Cobbs, I should wish you to find from themselves whether your opinions is correct." "Sir, to you," says Cobbs, "that shall be done directly."

So Boots goes up-stairs to the Angel, and there he finds Master Harry, on a e'normous sofa—immense at any time, but looking like the Great Bed of Ware, compared with him—a-drying the eyes of Miss Norah with his pocket-hankecher. Their little legs was entirely off the ground, of course, and it really is not possible for Boots to express to me how small them children looked.

"It's Cobbs! It's Cobbs!" cries Master Harry, and comes running to him, and catching hold of his hand. Miss Norah comes running to him on t'other side, and catching hold of his t'other hand, and they both jump for joy.

"I see you a-getting out, sir," says Cobbs. "I thought it was you. I thought I couldn't be mistaken in your height and figure. What's the object of your journey, sir? Matrimonial?"

"We're going to be married, Cobbs, at Gretna Green," returned the boy. "We have run away on purpose. Norah has been in rather low spirits, Cobbs; but she'll be happy, now we have found you to be our friend."

"Thank you, sir, and thank you, miss," says Cobbs, "for your good opinion. Did you bring any luggage with you, sir?"

If I will believe Boots when he gives me his word and honor upon it, the lady had got a parasol, a smelling-bottle, a round and a half of cold buttered toast, eight peppermint drops, and a hair-brush—seemingly a doll's. The gentleman had got about half a dozen yards of string, a knife, three or four sheets of writing-paper, folded up surprising small, a orange, and a Chaney mug with his name upon it.

"What may be the exact nature of your plans, sir?" says Cobbs.

"To go on," replied the boy—which the courage of that boy was something wonderful!— "in the morning, and be married to-morrow."

"Just so, sir," says Cobbs. "Would it meet your views, sir, if I was to accompany you?"

When Cobbs said this, they both jumped for joy again, and cried out, "Oh yes, yes, Cobbs! Yes!"

"Well, sir!" says Cobbs. "If you will excuse me having the freedom to give an opinion, what I should recommend would be this. I am acquainted with a pony, sir, which, put in a pheayton that I could borrow, would take you and Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior (myself driving, if you approved), to the end of your journey in a very short space of time. I am not altogether sure, sir, that this pony will be at liberty to-morrow, but even if you had to wait over to-morrow for him, it might be worth your while. As to the small account here, sir, in case you was to find yourself running at all short, that don't signify; because I am a part proprietor of this inn, and it could stand over."

Boots assures me that when they clapped their hands, and jumped for joy again, and called him "Good Cobbs!" and "Dear Cobbs!" and bent across him to kiss one another in the delight of their confiding hearts, he felt himself the meanest rascal for deceiving ' em that ever was born.

"Is there anything you want just at present, sir?" says Cobbs, mortally ashamed of himself.

"We should like some cakes after dinner," answered Master Harry, folding his arms, putting out one leg, and looking straight at him, "and two apples and jam. With dinner we should like to have toast and water. But Norah has always been accustomed to half a glass of currant wine at dessert. And so have I."

"It shall be ordered at the bar, sir," says Cobbs; and away he went.

Boots has the feeling as fresh upon him this moment of speaking as he had then, that he would far rather have had it out in half a dozen rounds with the Governor than have combined with him; and that he wished with all his heart there was any impossible place where two babies could make an impossible marriage, and live impossibly happy ever afterward. However, as it couldn't be, he went into the Governor's plans, and the Governor set off for York in half an hour.

The way in which the women of that house—without exception—every one of ' em—married and single—took to that boy when they heard the story, Boots considers surprising. It was as much as he could do to keep ' em from dashing into the room and kissing him. They climbed up all sorts of places, at the risk of their lives, to look at him through a pane of glass. They was seven deep at the keyhole. They was out of their minds about him and his bold spirit.

In the evening, Boots went into the room to see how the runaway couple was getting on. The gentleman was on the window-seat, supporting the lady in his arms. She had tears upon her face, and was lying, very tired and half asleep, with her head upon his shoulder.

"Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior, fatigued, sir?" says Cobbs.

"Yes, she is tired, Cobbs; but she is not used to be away from home, and she has been in low spirits again. Cobbs, do you think you could bring a biffin, please?"

"I ask your pardon, sir," says Cobbs. "What was it you—"

"I think a Norfolk biffin would rouse her, Cobbs. She is very fond of them."

Boots withdrew in search of the required restorative, and, when he brought it in, the gentleman handed it to the lady, and fed her with a spoon, and took a little himself; the lady being heavy with sleep, and rather cross. "What should you think, sir," says Cobbs, "of a chamber candlestick?" The gentleman approved; the chambermaid went first, up the great staircase; the lady, in her sky-blue mantle, followed, gallantly escorted by the gentleman; the gentleman embraced her at her door, and retired to his own apartment, where Boots softly locked him in.

Boots couldn't but feel with increased acuteness what a base deceiver he was, when they consulted him at breakfast(they had ordered sweet milk-and-water, and toast and currant jelly, over-night) about the pony. It really was as much as he could do, he don't mind confessing to me, to look them two young things in the face, and think what a wicked old father of lies he had grown up to be. Howsomever, he went on a-lying like a Trojan about the pony. He told ' em that it did so unfortunately happen that the pony was half clipped, you see, and that he couldn't be taken out in that state, for fear it should strike to his inside. But that he'd be finished clipping in the course of the day, and that to-morrow morning at eight o'clock the pheayton would be ready. Boots' view of the whole case, looking back on it in my room, is, that Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior, was beginning to give in. She hadn't had her hair curled when she went to bed, and she didn't seem quite up to brushing it herself, and its getting in her eyes put her out. But nothing put out Master Harry. He sat behind his breakfast-cup, a-tearing away at the jelly, as if he had been his own father.

After breakfast Boots is inclined to consider they drawed soldiers—at least he knows that many such was found in the fireplace, all on horseback. In the course of the morning Master Harry rang the bell—it was surprising how that there boy did carry on—and said, in a sprightly way, "Cobbs, is there any good walks in this neighborhood?"

"Yes, sir," says Cobbs. "There's Love Lane."

"Get out with you, Cobbs!" —that was that there boy's expression— "you're joking."

"Begging your pardon, sir," says Cobbs, "there really is Love Lane. And a pleasant walk it is, and proud shall I be to show it to yourself and Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior."

"Norah, dear," says Master Harry, "this is curious. We really ought to see Love Lane. Put on your bonnet, my sweetest darling, and we will go there with Cobbs."

Boots leaves me to judge what a Beast he felt himself to be, when that young pair told him, as they all three jogged along together, that they had made up their minds to give him two thousand guineas a year as Head Gardener, on account of his being so true a friend to ' em. Boots could have wished at the moment that the earth would have opened and swallowed him up, he felt so mean, with their beaming eyes a-looking at him, and believing him. Well, sir, he turned the conversation as well as he could, and he took ' em down Love Lane to the water-meadows, and there Master Harry would have drowned himself in half a moment more, a-getting out a water-lily for her—but nothing daunted that boy. Well, sir, they was tired out. All being so new and strange to ' em, they was tired as tired could be. And they laid down on a bank of daisies, like the children in the wood, leastways meadows, and fell asleep.

Boots don't know—perhaps I do—but never mind, it don't signify either way—why it made a man fit to make a fool of himself to see them two pretty babies a-lying there in the clear, still sunny day, not dreaming half so hard when they was asleep as they done when they was awake. But, Lord! when you come to think of yourself, you know, and what a game you have been up to ever since you was in your own cradle, and what a poor sort of chap you are, and how it's always either Yesterday with you, or else To-morrow, and never To-day, that's where it is!

Well, sir, they woke up at last, and then one thing was getting pretty clear to Boots—namely, that Mrs. Harry Walmerses, Junior's, temper was on the move. When Master Harry took her round the waist, she said he "teased her so" ; and when he says, "Norah, my young May Moon, your Harry tease you?" she tells him, "Yes; and I want to go home."

A biled fowl and baked bread-and-butter pudding brought Mrs. Walmers up a little; but Boots could have wished, he must privately own to me, to have seen her more sensible of the woice of love, and less abandoning of herself to currants. However, Master Harry, he kept up, and his noble heart was as fond as ever. Mrs. Walmers turned very sleepy about dusk, and began to cry. Therefore, Mrs. Walmers went off to bed as per yesterday; and Master Harry ditto repeated.

About eleven or twelve at night comes back the Governor in a chaise, along with Mr. Walmers and a elderly lady. Mr. Walmers looks amused and very serious, both at once, and says to our Missis: "We are much indebted to you, ma'am; for your kind care of our little children, which we can never sufficiently acknowledge. Pray, ma'am, where is my boy?" Our Missis says: "Cobbs has the dear child in charge, sir. Cobbs, show Forty!" Then he says to Cobbs: "Ah, Cobbs, I am glad to see you! I understood you was here!" And Cobbs says: "Yes, sir. Your most obedient, sir."

I may be surprised to hear Boots say it, perhaps; but Boots assures me that his heart beat like a hammer, going upstairs. "I beg your pardon, sir," says he, while unlocking the door; "I do hope you are not angry with Master Harry. For Master Harry is a fine boy, sir, and will do you credit and honor." And Boots signifies to me that, if the fine boy's father had contradicted him in the daring state of mind in which he then was, he thinks he should have "fetched him a crack," and taken the consequences.

But Mr. Walmers only says: "No, Cobbs. No, my good fellow. Thank you!"

And, the door being opened, goes in.

Boots goes in, too, holding the light, and he sees Mr. Walmers go up to the bedside, bend gently down, and kiss the little sleeping face. Then he stands looking at it for a minute, looking wonderfully like it (they do say he ran away with Mrs. Walmers); and then he gently shakes the little shoulder.

"Harry, my dear boy! Harry!"

Master Harry starts up and looks at him. Looks at Cobbs, too. Such is the honor of that mite, that he looks at Cobbs, to see whether he has brought him into trouble.

"I'm not angry, my child. I only want you to dress yourself and come home."

"Yes, pa."

Master Harry dresses himself quickly. His breast begins to swell when he has nearly finished, and it swells more and more as he stands, at last, a-looking at his father; his father standing a-looking at him, the quiet image of him.

"Please may I" —the spirit of that little creatur' , and the way he kept his rising tears down!— "please, dear pa—may I—kiss Norah before I go?"

"You may, my child."

So he takes Master Harry in his hand, and Boots leads the way with the candle, and they come to that other bedroom, where the elderly lady is seated by the bed, and poor little Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior, is fast asleep. There the father lifts the child up to the pillow, and he lays his little face down for an instant by the little warm face of poor unconscious little Mrs. Harry Walmers, Junior, and gently draws it to him—a sight so touching to the chambermaids, who are peeping through the door, that one of them called out, "It's a shame to part ' em!" But this chambermaid was always, as Boots informs us, a softhearted one. Not that there was any harm in that girl. Far from it.

Finally, Boots says, that's all about it. Mr. Walmers drove away in the chaise, having hold of Master Harry's hand. The elderly lady and Mrs. Walmers, Junior, that was never to be(she married a Captain long afterward, and died in India), went off next day. In conclusion, Boots puts it to me whether I hold with him in two opinions: firstly, that there are not many couples on their way to be married who are half as innocent of guile as those two children; secondly, that it would be a jolly good thing for a great many couples on their way to be married, if they could only be stopped in time, and brought back separately.



Life is too short for a long story.

时间太少，小说太长，不如读一篇短故事。
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初恋萌芽的年龄，怀着懵懂的情愫；私许终身的年华，考验纯真的爱情；女扮男装的秀才，是否如愿嫁给了意中的郎君？病势垂危的姑娘，可来得及在去往天国前谈一场恋爱？

爱的真谛亘古不变，爱的故事却各有传奇。狄更斯、屠格涅夫、吉尔伯特、巴桑……文学大家带来9个精彩短篇，加上全新的译文诠释，邀读者一起品尝爱情滋味，领略两种语言的魅力。
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