















无心快语可能引发争执，无情之词可能折损生命，适时温语可能消弭压力，而关爱之声可能治愈心灵。




















A careless word may kindle strife; a cruel word may wreck a life; a timely word may level stress; a loving word may heal and bless.
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心灵深处的音乐



The Music Within











当你的心在痛，眼里噙满泪水时，那就抬头看看，天空依旧是那么广阔，云朵依旧是那么潇洒。而后悬于时光深处，静静聆听，直到听见那心灵深处的音乐。












PREFACE















The Music Within



心灵深处的音乐














Life...what is it?

See it in the colors of autumn,

A gentle snowfall in winter,

A sudden shower in spring,

The radiance of a summer day.

Behold it in the laughter of the young and the old.

Know of it in a surge of hope,

The blessings that are bountiful.

What is life?

It is joy, awareness,

and the music within.





生命是什么？

它浸染在五彩缤纷的秋色里，

飘融在轻柔无语的冬雪中，




在阵阵春雨里，

在绚丽夏日中。

它包含在老人爽朗的笑声里，

也隐匿在孩子天真的嬉戏中。

它汹涌在人们的希望里，

它荡漾在美好的祝福中，

生命是什么？

是欢乐，是领悟，

是心灵深处的音乐。














Chapter 1 聆听自然的声音













Each spring it blossoms so profusely that the air becomes saturated with the aroma of apple. When I drive by with my windows rolled down, it gives me the feeling of moving in another element, like a kid on a water slide.





每年春天，它便蓬勃绽开花蕾，空气中弥漫着苹果花的芳香。当我开着车窗驱车经过之时，它让我觉得仿佛到了另一个天地，像一个孩子在乘坐水滑梯一样。


















Spring Thaw

春天的融化





◎ Bertrand Russell





Every April I am beset by the same concern—that spring might not occur this year. The landscape looks forsaken, with hills, sky and forest forming a single graymeld, like the wash an artist paints on a canvas before the masterwork. My spirits ebb, as they did during an April snowfall when I first came to Maine 15 years ago. “Just wait,” a neighbor counseled. “You’ll wake up one morning and spring will just be here.”

And look, on May 3 that year I awoke to a green so startling as to be almost electric, as if spring were simply a matter of flipping a switch. Hills, sky and forest revealed their purples, blues and green. Leaves had unfurled, goldfinches had arrived at the feeder and daffodils were fighting their way heavenward.

Then there was the old apple tree. It sits on an undeveloped lot in my neighborhood. It belongs to no one and therefore to everyone. The tree’s dark twisted branches sprawl in unpruned abandon. Each spring it blossoms so profusely that the air becomes saturated with the aroma of apple. When I drive by with my windows rolled down, it gives me the feeling of moving in another element, like a kid on a water slide.




Until last year, I thought I was the only one aware of this tree. And then one day, in a fit of spring madness, I set out with pruner and lopper to remove a few errant branches. No sooner had I arrived under its boughs than neighbors opened their windows and stepped onto their porches. These were people I barely knew and seldom spoke to, but it was as if I had come unbidden into their personal gardens.

My mobile home neighbor was the first to speak. “You’re not cutting it down, are you?” Another neighbor winced as I lopped off a branch. “Don’t kill it, now,” he cautioned. Soon half the neighborhood had joined me under the apple arbor. It struck me that I had lived there for five years and only now was learning these people’s names, what they did for a living and how they passed the winter. It was as if the old apple tree gathering us under its boughs for the dual purpose of acquaintanceship and shared wonder. I couldn’t help recalling Robert Frost’s words:




The trees that have it in their pent-up buds

To darken nature and be summer woods

One thaw led to another. Just the other day I saw one of my neighbors at the local store. He remarked how this recent winter had been especially long and lamented not having seen or spoken at length to anyone in our neighborhood. And then, recouping his thoughts, he looked at me and said, “We need to prune that apple tree again.”





每年4月我总是被同一个念头困扰着——今年的春天可能不会再来了吧。四周的景色看起来一片凄凉，小山、天空和森林灰蒙蒙的，就像艺术家的名画尚未完成之前画布上的底色一般。我的情绪十分低落，就像15年前我初次来到缅因州，迎来一次4月的降雪那样。“只有等等看了，”一个邻居劝我，“说不定哪一天你一觉醒来，春天已经来临了。”

果不其然，那年的5月3日，当我醒来时，发现屋外绿意逼人，简直让人惊异，春天好像开了闸一般突然间就来到了眼前。小山、天空和森林姹紫嫣红，展示出它们的蓝色和绿色。树叶舒展开来，黄雀翩翩飞来觅食，黄水仙也朝天竞相生长。

同时，还有那棵老苹果树。它耸立在我家旁边的一块荒地中。它不属于任何人，所以也就归每个人所有。苹果树乌黑扭曲的枝条因未经修剪而恣意蔓生。每年春天，它便蓬勃绽开花蕾，空气中弥漫着苹果花的芳香。当我开着车窗驱车经过之时，它让我觉得仿佛到了另一个天地，像一个孩子在乘坐水滑梯一样。




直到去年为止，我还以为只有我意识到了这棵树的存在。后来有一天，在一个明朗的春天引起的疯狂中，我拿着整枝器和修枝剪，想除去一些杂乱无章的树枝。我刚站到树下，邻居们就纷纷打开窗户，或者走到门廊上。这些人我几乎都不认识，也很少说过话，但眼前这情形就像我未经允许擅自闯进他们的私家花园一样。

一位住在活动房中的邻居第一个发言：“你不是要砍倒它吧？”当我砍掉一条树枝的时候，另一个邻居心疼得跟什么似的。“喂，别把它弄死了。”他警告道。很快，附近几乎一半的人都跑过来，和我一起站在了树荫下。我突然意识到我已经在这儿住了五年，直到现在我才开始了解这些人的名字，他们是如何谋生的，他们是如何过冬的。好像这棵老苹果树把我们召集到树下是为了双重目的：为了让我们彼此认识，以及共享自然的美妙。这时，我不禁回忆起罗伯特·弗罗斯特的诗句：

春树幽闭的芽中藏着碧绿

即将长成荫荫夏木和幽幽树林




那次融洽的交流开了个好头。就在几天前，我在附近的店里看见一个邻居在购物。他说去年冬天特别漫长，无不遗憾地感慨长时间在这附近见不到邻居，也没跟他们说过话。然后，他又想了一下，看着我说：“我们需要再给那棵苹果树修修枝了。”














Estival Warm Pick Berry

夏季的温馨：采浆果





◎ Nancy Sweetland





Sweet, wild berries plucked from roadside patches are a delightful side benefit of camping. Each summer, my husband Bob and I would send the kids off with their little metal buckets and the next day we would all enjoy the fruits of their labor: raspberry pancakes turned on the grill or firm blackberries to dot a hot cooked-on-the-campfire peanut butter sandwich.

The children looked forward to picking. We could usually find just about anything, from blueberries in early summer to raspberries and blackberries in August. Every year—except one.

“There’s nothing around here to pick!” five-year-old Julie complained, poking a stick into the dying fire one late summer evening.

The season had been too dry; what few blackberries were left on the bushes were hard as marbles.

“Yeah. I looked all over,” added four-year-old Brian. “Wish there was something.”




That night, after the kids were zipped into their sleeping sacks and I was sure they weren’t awake, I handed Bob a bag of large marshmallows and I grabbed a bag of the miniatures.

“Get the lantern and follow me,” I said. “We’re going to make a memory.”

“What?” He looked puzzled.

I told him about the kids’ campfire conversation and Bob grinned, “Let’s go!”

The next morning over pancakes, I said, “Kids, I think you’re going to have something to pick today.”

“Really!” Julie’s eyes shone. “What?”

“What?” echoed Brian.

“Marshmallows.” I said, as though I’d said it every summer. “Last night Daddy and I walked down toward the lake and it looks as though they’re just about ready to pick. It’s a good thing we’re here now. They only come out one day a year.”

Julie looked skeptical, and Brian giggled. “You’re silly, Mom! Marshmallows come in bags from the store.”

I shrugged. “So do blackberries, but you’ve picked those, haven’t you? Somebody just puts them in bags.”

“Daddy, is that true?” He demanded.




Bob was very busy turning pancakes. “Guess you’ll just have to go find out for yourself,” he answered.

“Okay!”

They were off in a flurry, little metal buckets reflecting the morning sun.

“You nut.” Bob said to me, laughing. “It won’t work.”

“Be a believer,” I answered.

Minutes later our two excited children rushed into the clearing.

“Look! I got some that were just babies!” Julie held up a miniature.

“I picked the big ones!” said Brian. “Boy, I want to cook one! Light the fire, Daddy, quick!”

“All right, all right, settle down.” Bob winked at me. “They won’t spoil.” He lit some small sticks while the kids ran for their hot dog forks.

“Mine will be better because they’re so little,” predicted Julie. Brian shrugged, mashing two large ones on his fork.

We waited for the culinary verdict.

“Wow!” Brian’s eyes rounded with surprise. “These are sure better than those old ones in the bags!” He reached for another. “These are so good!”




“Of course,” I said. “These are really fresh!”

Julie looked puzzled. “How come all those marshmallow bushes don’t have the same kinds of leaves?”

“Just different kinds, that’s all,” I replied quickly. “Like flowers.”

“Oh.” She licked her fingers, seemingly satisfied with my answer. Then, studying the next marshmallow before she popped it into her mouth, she looked up with the sweetest smile and said softly, “We’re so lucky that they bloomed today!”





香甜的野生浆果散落在路边，点缀成一片露营的好地方。每年夏天，我和我的丈夫鲍博就会让孩子们带上他们的金属小篮出去采浆果，第二天我们就会享受这劳动的果实：烤架上的梅子煎饼，或是黑莓花生酱三明治。

孩子们也都很期待出去采浆果。很多时候我们会什么都没有采到，从初夏的蓝莓到悬钩子到八月的黑莓。

一个夏日的夜晚，5岁的朱莉抱怨道：“这里什么都没有啊！”说着就一棍子捅进了已经熄灭的火堆里。

这个季节太干燥了，只剩下了很少一些黑莓，还硬得像弹珠似的。




4岁的布莱恩说：“是啊，我到处都找过了。”接着他补充道，“希望还会有一些。”

那天晚上，当孩子们钻进他们的睡袋以后，我确信他们已经睡着了，就递给鲍博一袋大浆果，然后我抓起一袋小的。

“拿上灯笼，跟我走，”我说，“我们要去创造记忆了。”

“什么？”他看着我迷惑地问。

我把孩子们的篝火对话告诉了他，他咧嘴笑了，说：“走！”

第二天早饭时，我说：“孩子们，我想今天你们一定可以采到一些野果了。”

“真的！”朱莉的眼睛闪耀着光芒。“什么？”

“什么？”布莱恩回应着。

“浆果啊。”我说，就像每年夏季一样。“昨天晚上我和爸爸顺着小溪散步，好像那里就是有很多东西啊。我们现在能在这里太好了，因为它们每年只出现一天。”

朱莉看上去有点怀疑，布莱恩却咯咯地笑了。“你真傻，妈妈。浆果是从商店里买来的。”

我耸了耸肩膀。“那么，黑莓也是，但是你也已经摘了，不是吗？有人把它们装进了袋子而已。”

“爸爸，那是真的吗？”他好像还不甘心。




鲍博正在忙着翻煎饼。他答道：“我想，你得自己去看看能不能采到吧。”

“好！”

他们提着小篮，在阳光明媚的早晨蹦蹦跳跳地跑去。

“你这个笨蛋。”鲍博笑着对我说，“那没用的。”

“要相信别人。”我答道。

很快，这两个兴奋的孩子跑了回来，开始清算自己的成果。

“看！我采到一些小婴儿浆果！”朱莉提着那些迷你小浆果说。

“我摘到大的！”布莱恩也快活地说。“爸爸，快点生火，我想做一些，快啊！”

“好的，好的，等着啊，”鲍博朝我眨了眨眼睛，“他们没有失望。”

趁着孩子们跑去拿烤热狗的叉子时，他点燃了一些小木棒。

“我的肯定更好，因为它们很小！”朱莉说。布莱恩耸耸肩，用他的叉子穿了两个大果子。

我们等着做好了之后来裁决。

“哇！”布莱恩的眼睛里闪烁着惊奇。“这些肯定比那旧袋子里装的要好得多！”他拿起了另一个，说道，“太好了！”

“当然了，”我说，“它们真的很新鲜！”




朱莉看上去有点困惑。“为什么它们都没有相同的叶子呢？”

“种类不同的，孩子，”我赶快回答道，“就像花朵一样。”

“哦。”她舔着她的手指，看上去似乎对我的回答很满意。然后，她开始研究下一个浆果，然后急忙塞到嘴里。她抬起头来，甜美地笑着，轻声说，“我们太幸运了，它们今天全都开了！”












The Story of Autumn

秋天的故事





◎ Angelina





It was the golden season. I could see the yellow leaves falling with the cool wind. For others, it is a harvest season, while for me, it is an annoying season. I was preparing for the Postgraduate Entrance Examination. But so many unhappy things made me so tired, so I decided to have a walk along the Yanjiang Road in my university.

“Autumn is a lonely season and life is uninteresting. The days in this season always get me down,” I thought when the sound of a guitar flowed into my ears, like a stream flowing from the mountains. I was so surprised that I ran to see what it was. A young girl, sitting on the lawn, was lost in playing her guitar. She was a beautiful girl, especially when the wind blew her long hair. I had never seen her before. The music was so attractive that I listened quietly.

Lost in the music, I did not realize that I had been standing for so long. But my existence did not seem to disturb her. Leaves were still falling. Every day when I passed by the lawn, I would see her playing her guitar. She was the only performer and I was the only audience. During the rest of the days in the season, life became interesting and I could review the courses carefully. Though we did not know each other, I thought we were always good friends.




Autumn was nearly over. One day, when I was listening devotedly, the sound suddenly stopped. To my astonishment, the girl came over to me.

“You must like the music.” she said.

“Yes, you play very well. Why did you stop?” I asked.

Suddenly, a sad expression appeared on her face.

“I came here just to have a rest because I failed in the college entrance examination. I felt very disappointed. And it was your listening every day that encouraged me,” she said, “and I have to go tomorrow.”

“In fact, it was your playing that gave me a meaningful autumn and helped me believe that I have the ability to pass the Postgraduate Entrance Examination.” I answered, “I think it was God who gave us the chance to know each other and we should be good friends.”

She smiled and I smiled.

Since then, I have never seen her again. I no longer passed by that lawn. Only thick leaves were left behind. But I will always remember the season and the girl. It was her appearance that helped me passed the Postgraduate Entrance Examination, though she only appeared a few days in my life.




We may encounter many people in our lives. Some are like a shooting star, but give off so much light that they guide you in the correct direction; some are like clothes to you, they are always with you, but do not understand you. Just as a famous saying, many people step in your life, but only true friends leave footprints.

I shall always recall the autumn, the girl and the sound of her guitar. I know she will always be my best friend.





这是一个金色的季节。我看到金黄的落叶随着清凉的秋风飘零。对另一些人来说，这是个收获的季节。而对于我，这却是一个恼人的季节。我正在准备研究生入学考试。但是，如此多的不开心的事让我太累了，所以我决定顺着学校的沿江路散散心。

“秋天是一个寂寞的季节，生活索然无趣。这个季节的日子总是让我感到沮丧。”我边走边想，吉他的声音就像山中小溪的流水一样，流入我的耳朵，我感到非常惊奇，于是跑去看个究竟。一个小女孩坐在草坪上，忘我地弹着吉他。她真是一个美丽的姑娘，尤其是当她的长发随着风儿飞舞时。我好像从来没有见过她。这音乐太吸引人了，我静静地听了起来。




沉醉在这个音乐世界中，我没有意识到自己竟然站了那么久。但是，我的存在似乎并没有打扰她。叶子仍在随风飘落。每天，当我走过那片草坪时，都会看到她在那儿弹吉他。她是唯一的演奏者，而我是唯一的听众。于是，这个季节接下来的日子里，生活变得趣味盎然，我也能专心复习功课了。尽管我们互不相识，但我想我们已经是好朋友了。

秋季快过去了。有一天，正当我陶醉在音乐声中时，音乐声戛然而止。出乎意料的是，这个女孩向我走过来了。

“你一定很喜欢音乐吧。”她说。

“是的。你弹得真好。为什么停下来了？”我问。

突然，她的脸上显现出一抹悲伤的表情。

“我只是来这里休息一段时间，因为我没能通过大学入学考试。我感到非常失望，是你每一天都来听我演奏，这鼓励了我，”她说，“明天我就要走了。”

“事实上，是你的音乐给了我一个有意义的秋天，还帮助我相信我有能力通过研究生考试。”我回答道，“我认为是上帝给了我们相识的机会，我们应该成为好朋友。”

她笑了，我也笑了。

从那以后，我再也没有见过她。我不再经过那片草地了。那里只留下了厚厚的叶子。但我会永远铭记这个季节，还有那个女孩。是她的出现助我通过了研究生入学考试，尽管她只出现在我生命中的短短几天里。




在我们的生活中，也许会遇到很多人。有些人就像一颗流星，却发出足够的光亮，指引你走向正确的方向；有些人就像你的衣服，虽然整日伴随着你，却不能理解你。正如一句名言，很多人走入你的生命，但是只有真正的朋友留下了烙印。

我会永远记得那个季节，那个女孩以及她的吉他声。我知道，她会是我永远的好朋友。




















Run Through the Rain

雨中的记忆





◎ Pastor Ian





She had been shopping with her Mom in Wal-Mart. She must have been 6 years old, this beautiful brown haired, freckle-faced image of innocence. It was pouring outside. The kind of rain that gushes over the top of rain gutters, so much in a hurry to hit the Earth it has no time to flow down the spout.

We all stood there under the awning and just inside the door of the Wal-Mart. We waited, some patiently, others irritated because nature messed up their hurried day. I am always mesmerized by rainfall. I get lost in the sound and sight of the heavens washing away the dirt and dust of the world. Memories of running, splashing so carefree as a child come pouring in as a welcome reprieve from the worries of my day.

Her voice was so sweet as it broke the hypnotic trance we were all caught in. “Mom, let’s run through the rain.” she said.




“What?” Mom asked.

“Let’s run through the rain!” she repeated.

“No, honey. We’ll wait until it slows down a bit.” Mom replied.

This young child waited about another minute and repeated: “Mom, let’s run through the rain.”

“We’ll get soaked if we do.” Mom said.

“No, we won’t, Mom. That’s not what you said this morning.” The young girl said as she tugged at her Mom’s arm.

“This morning? When did I say we could run through the rain and not get wet?”

“Don’t you remember? When you were talking to Daddy about his cancer, you said, ‘If God can get us through this, he can get us through anything!’”

The entire crowd stopped dead silent. I swear you couldn’t hear anything but the rain. We all stood silently. No one came or left in the next few minutes. Mom paused and thought for a moment about what she would say.

Now some would laugh it off and scold her for being silly. Some might even ignore what was said. But this was a moment of affirmation in a young child’s life. Time when innocent trust can be nurtured so that it will bloom into faith. “Honey, you are absolutely right. Let’s run through the rain. If get wet, well maybe we just needed washing,” Mom said. Then off they ran.




We all stood watching, smiling and laughing as they darted past the cars and yes, through the puddles. They held their shopping bags over their heads just in case. They got soaked. But they were followed by a few who screamed and laughed like children all the way to their cars. And yes, I did. I ran. I got wet. I needed washing. Circumstances or people can take away your material possessions, they can take away your money, and they can take away your health. But no one can ever take away your precious memories. So, don’t forget to make time and take the opportunities to make memories every day!

To everything there is a season and a time to every purpose under heaven. I hope you still take the time to run through the rain.





她和妈妈在沃尔玛刚刚购完物。这个小女孩应该6岁了，一头漂亮的棕色头发，一脸的天真无邪。外面下着倾盆大雨。排水沟里的雨水已经满满地溢出了边缘，来不及排走，就迫不及待地涌向了大地。

我们都站在沃尔玛门口的遮篷下。大家都在等待，有的人很耐心，有些人则很窝火，因为这鬼天气又给他们匆忙的一天添乱了。雨天总是引起我的遐思。我出神地听着雨声，看着老天洗刷冲走这尘世的污垢和尘埃。记忆飞转，孩提时在雨中无忧无虑地奔跑的画面汹涌而至，暂时缓解了我这一天的忧虑。




小女孩甜美的声音打破了这令人昏昏欲睡的气氛。“妈妈，我们跑出去吧。”她说。

“什么？”母亲问。

“我们在雨里跑！”她又重复了一遍。

“不，亲爱的，我们等雨小一点再走。”母亲回答说。

又等了一会儿，小女孩又说：“妈妈，我们跑出去吧。”

“这样的话我们会被淋湿的。”母亲说。

“不，我们不会的，妈妈。你今天早上不是这样说的。”小女孩一边说一边拉着母亲的手。

“今天早上？我什么时候说过我们淋雨不会湿啊？”

“你不记得了吗？你和爸爸谈他的癌症时，你说，‘如果上帝让我们闯过这一关，他就可以帮助我们闯过任何一关！’”

整个人群陷入了一片寂静。我发誓，除了雨声，你什么声音都听不到。我们都静静地站在那里。接下来的几分钟里，没有一个人来，也没有人离开。母亲停顿了一下，在想着该如何对孩子说。




现在或许有人会对此一笑置之，或者责备这孩子不懂事，有人甚至会完全忽略别人说了些什么。但这一刻，却是一个小孩子一生中需要被肯定的时候。若受到鼓舞，此时孩子单纯的信任就会发展成为坚定的信念。“亲爱的，你说得对。我们雨中狂奔吧。如果淋湿了，那也许是因为我们的确需要清洗一下了。”母亲说。然后她们就冲了出去。

我们都站在那里，笑着看她们飞快地跑过停着的汽车和地上的水坑。她们把购物袋高举过头顶想挡挡雨，但还是浑身湿透了。但是在她们身后，好几个人像孩子般尖叫大笑着，也跟着冲了出去，奔向自己的车子。当然，我也这样做了，跑了出去，淋湿了。我也需要接受洗礼。环境或其他人可以夺去你的物质财富，抢走你的金钱，带走你的健康，但没有人可以带走你珍贵的回忆。因此，别忘了要抓紧时间和机会，每天都给自己留下一些回忆吧！

世间万物皆有自己的季节，做任何事情也有一个恰当的时机。希望你有机会在雨中狂奔一回。




















A Walk in the Woods

林中漫步





◎ Tony Gathercole





I was puzzled! Why was this old woman making such a fuss about an old copse which was of no use to anybody? She had written letters to the local paper, even to a national, protesting about a projected by-pass to her village, and, looking at a map, the route was nowhere near where she lived and it wasn’t as if the area was attractive. I was more than puzzled, I was intrigued.

The enquiry into the route of the new by-pass to the village was due to take place shortly, and I wanted to know what it was that motivated her. So it was that I found myself knocking on a cottage door, being received by Mary Smith and then being taken for a walk to the woods.

“I’ve always loved this place,” she said, “It has a lot of memories for me, and for others. We all used it. They called it ‘Lover’s lane’. It’s not much of a lane, and it doesn’t go anywhere important, but that’s why we all came here. To be away from people, to be by ourselves.” she added.




It was indeed pleasant that day and the songs of many birds could be heard. Squirrels gazed from the branches, quite bold in their movements, obviously few people passed this way and they had nothing to fear. I could imagine the noise of vehicles passing through these peaceful woods when the by-pass was built, so I felt that she probably had something there but as I hold strong opinions about the needs of the community over-riding the opinions of private individuals, I said nothing. The village was quite a dangerous place because of the traffic especially for old people and children, their safety was more important to me than an old woman’s whims.

“Take this tree,” she said pausing after a short while. “To you it is just that, a tree. Not unlike many others here.” She gently touched the bark. “Look here, under this branch, what can you see?”

“It looks as if someone has done a bit of carving with a knife.” I said after a cursory inspection.

“Yes, that’s what it is!” she said softly. “There are letters and a lover’s heart.”

I looked again, this time more carefully. The heart was still there and there was a suggestion of an arrow through it. The letters on one side were indistinct, but on the other an “R” was clearly visible with what looked like an “I” after it. “Some budding romance?” I asked, “Did you know who they were?”




“Oh yes, I knew them,” said Mary Smith, “it says RH loves MS.”

I realized that I could be getting out of my depth, and longed to be in my office, away from here and this old lady, snug, and with a mug of tea in my hand.

She went on...  “He had a penknife with a spike for getting stones from a horse’s hoof, and I helped him to carve my initials. We were very much in love, but he was going away, and could not tell me what he was involved in the army. I had guessed of course. It was the last evening we ever spent together，because he went away the next day, back to his Unit.”

Mary Smith was quiet for a while, and then she sobbed. “His mother showed me the telegram ‘Sergeant R Holmes...  Killed in action in the invasion of France.’”

“‘I had hoped that you and Robin would one day get married,’ she said, ‘He was my only child, and I would have loved to be a Granny, they would have been such lovely babies’— she was like that!”




“Two years later she too was dead. Pneumonia, following a chill on the chest was what the doctor said, but I think it was an old fashioned broken heart. A child would have helped both of us.”

There was a further pause. Mary Smith gently caressed the wounded tree, just as she would have caressed him. “And now they want to take our tree away from me.” Another quiet sob, then she turned to me. “I was young and pretty then, I could have had anybody, and I wasn’t always the old woman you see here now. I had everything I wanted in life, a lovely man, health and a future to look forwards to.”

She paused again and looked around. The breeze gently moved through the leaves with a sighing sound. “There were others, of course, but not a patch on my Robin!” she said strongly. “And now I have nothing—except the memories this tree holds. If only I could get my hands on that awful man who writes in the paper about the value of the road they are going to build where we are standing now, I would tell him. Has he never loved, has he never lived, does he not know anything about memories? We were not the only ones, you know, I still meet some who came here as Robin and I did. Yes, I would tell him!”




I turned away, sick at heart.





我被弄糊涂了！为什么这个老妇人会对一片毫无用处的老灌木林如此大惊小怪？她给当地报纸写了信，甚至给全国性的报纸也写了信，抗议在她们村子里拟建小路的计划方案。但从地图上看，这条拟建的小路距离她家并不近，那一带好像也并非风景优美。我岂止是纳闷，我简直是十分好奇。

不久就要开展对新路径的调查了，我想知道她反对究竟是出于什么原因。于是我敲响了小屋的门，一位叫玛丽·史密斯的女士接待了我，然后带我去树林中走走。

“我一直深爱着这个地方。”她说，“这里珍藏了我和很多人的回忆。我们都曾在这个地方待过。人们称它为‘情侣巷’。它其实并不能算是什么小巷，也不通往什么重要的地方，不过，这正是我们来这里的原因。远离他人，只有我们自己。”她补充说道。

那天的确是令人愉快的一天，小鸟唱着歌，松鼠在树枝间张望，自由自在地跳跃，显然这里人迹罕至，它们没什么好怕的。我能想象得出，当小路建成后，车辆通过这片宁静的树林将会多么喧闹，所以，我猜这对她来说可能意味着些什么。但我坚持认为社区的需要重于个人的意见，所以我没说什么。村里目前的交通，特别是对于老人和小孩来说，尤其危险，所以对我来说，他们的安全比这个老年女士的怪念头更重要。




“拿这棵树来说吧，”她暂停片刻后说，“对你来说它只是一棵普通的树，与这里与其他的树没什么区别。”她轻轻地摸着树皮，“看这里，在这个枝条下面，你看见了什么？”

“好像有人用小刀在这里刻过什么东西。”我略略看了一下后说。

“是的，正是这样！”她轻声说 ，“是一些字母和一颗爱心。”

我又看了一下，这回看得更仔细了。刻的爱心还在那儿，此外还依稀可见有支箭穿心而过。心一旁的字母已模糊了，但在另一边，字母“R”清晰可见，后面还有个像是“I”的字母。“初恋罗曼史？”我问道，“你知道他们是谁吗？”

“噢，是的，我知道。”玛丽·史密斯说，“写的是‘RH爱MS’。”

我意识到我可能涉入太深了，真希望自己身在办公室，远离这个地方和这个老年女士，手里还端着杯茶，舒适又自在。

她继续说着……“他拿着一把袖珍折刀，折刀上嵌有长钉，那种长钉可以用来挖出夹在马蹄上的石块，我们一起刻了我名字的第一个字母。我们深深相爱，但他就要离开了，而且不知道他将在军队里干什么。当然我也曾猜想过。那是我们在一起的最后一个夜晚，因为第二天他就回部队去了。”




玛丽·史密斯停了一会儿，然后抽泣起来。“他母亲给我看了那封电报。‘R.荷尔姆斯军士……在解放法国的战役中牺牲。’

“‘我本来希望有一天你和罗宾结婚的。’她母亲说，‘他是我唯一一个孩子，我本希望自己能做祖母，有非常可爱的小宝宝’——她真是那么说的！

“两年后，她也去世了。医生说是‘肺炎，胸部着凉所致’，但我认为这是典型的伤心过度。如果有个孩子，那我们俩就都不会这样了。”

玛丽·史密斯又安静了一会儿没说话。她轻柔地抚摩着那棵刻过的树，就像她曾经抚摩他一样。“现在，他们想把我们的树从我身边夺走。”她又轻声抽泣一下，然后她转向我，“当时我年轻漂亮，我爱嫁给谁都可以，我当时可不是像你现在看到的这么老。我拥有生命里我想要的一切，一个值得爱的男人、健康的身体和充满梦想的未来。”

再一次，她顿了顿，环顾四周看了看。微风轻轻吹拂着树叶，发出叹息般的沙沙声。“当然，那时还有其他人，但他们一点也比不上我的罗宾！”她加强了语气说，“现在我一无所有——除了残留在这棵树上的记忆。那个可恶的家伙竟建议把路修在我们站的这个地方，我真想用双手掐死他，我会对他说：你从没爱过吗，你活过吗，你从不知道什么叫记忆吗？你知道，不仅仅是我们，现在我仍能看见有人像当年的我和罗宾那样到这儿来。是的，我一定要对他说！”




我转过身去，心里感到很难过。
















The Remembrance of Lilacs

紫丁香的回忆





◎ Ramya





The family had just moved to Rhode Island, and the young woman was feeling a little melancholy on that Sunday in May. After all, it was Mother’s Day—and 800 miles separated her from her parents in Ohio.

She had called her mother that morning to wish her a happy Mother’s Day, and her mother had mentioned how colorful the yard was now that spring had arrived. As they talked, the younger woman could almost smell the tantalizing aroma of purple lilacs hanging on the big bush outside her parents’ back door.

Later, when she mentioned to her husband how she missed those lilacs, he popped up from his chair. “I know where we can find you all you want,” he said. “Get the kids and come.”

So off they went, driving the country roads of northern Rhode Island on the kind of day only mid－May can produce: sparkling sunshine, unclouded azure skies and vibrant newness of the green growing all around. They went past small villages and burgeoning housing developments, past abandoned apple orchards, back to where trees and brush have devoured old homesteads.




Where they stopped, dense thickets of cedars and junipers and birch crowded the roadway on both sides. There wasn’t a lilac bush in sight.

“Come with me,” the man said. “Over that hill is an old cellar hole, from somebody’s farm of years ago, and there are lilacs all round it. The man who owns this land said I could poke around here anytime. I’m sure he won’t mind if we pick a few lilacs.”

Before they got halfway up the hill, the fragrance of the lilacs drifted down to them, and the kids started running. Soon, the mother began running, too, until she reached the top.

There, far from view of passing motorists and hidden from encroaching civilization, were the towering lilacs bushes, so laden with the huge, cone-shaped flower clusters that they almost bent double. With a smile, the young woman rushed up to the nearest bush and buried her face in the flowers, drinking in the fragrance and the memories it recalled.




While the man examined the cellar hole and tried to explain to the children what the house must have looked like, the woman drifted among the lilacs. Carefully, she chose a sprig here, another one there, and clipped them with her husband’s pocket knife. She was in no hurry, relishing each blossom as a rare and delicate treasure.

Finally, though, they returned to their car for the trip home. While the kids chattered and the man drove, the woman sat smiling, surrounded by her flowers, a faraway look in her eyes.

When they were within three miles of home, she suddenly shouted to her husband, “Stop the car. Stop right here!”

The man slammed on the brakes. Before he could ask her why she wanted to stop, the woman was out of the car and hurrying up a nearby grassy slope with the lilacs still in her arms. At the top of the hill was a nursing home and, because it was such a beautiful spring day, the patients were outdoors strolling with relatives or sitting on the porch.

The young woman went to the end of the porch, where an elderly patient was sitting in her wheelchair, alone, head bowed, her back to most of the others. Across the porch railing went the flowers, in to the lap of the old woman. She lifted her head, and smiled. For a few moments, the two women chatted, both aglow with happiness, and then the young woman turned and ran back to her family. As the car pulled away, the woman in the wheelchair waved, and clutched the lilacs.




“Mom,” the kids asked, “who was that? Why did you give her our flowers? Is she somebody’s mother?” The mother said she didn’t know the old woman. But it was Mother’s Day, and she seemed so alone, and who wouldn’t be cheered by flowers? “Besides,” she added, “I have all of you, and I still have my mother, even if she is far away. That woman needed those flowers more than I did.”

This satisfied the kids, but not the husband. The next day he purchased half a dozen young lilacs bushes and planted them around their yard, and several times since then he has added more.

I was that man. The young mother was, and is, my wife. Now, every May, our own yard is redolent with lilacs. Every Mother’s Day our kids gather purple bouquets. And every year I remember that smile on a lonely old woman’s face, and the kindness that put the smile there.








那家人才刚刚移居到罗得岛，5月的那个星期天，这个年轻的女人感到有点忧郁。毕竟，这一天是母亲节——而她却与俄亥俄州的父母相隔800英里。

她那天早上给母亲打电话，祝母亲节日快乐。随后，她的母亲向她提起，因为春天已经来了，所以院子变得多么缤纷多彩。在她们通话的时候，年轻女人几乎可以嗅到悬垂在父母后门外大灌木丛上的紫丁香诱人的香气。

后来，当她向丈夫提起她是如何怀念那些紫丁香时，他突然从椅子上一跃而起。“我知道在哪儿能找到你想要的东西，”他说，“带上孩子，走吧。”

于是，他们就出发了，驱车行驶在罗得岛北部的乡村小路上，那种天气只有５月中旬才会有：闪亮的阳光、蔚蓝色的晴空以及生机勃勃、随处可见的绿意。他们穿过一座座小村庄和一座座拔地而起的房屋，穿过废弃的苹果园，来到了树林和灌木丛掩映的老农场。

他们在那里停下来。车道两边长满了浓密茂盛的雪松、杜松和白桦树。眼前没有一棵紫丁香。

“跟我来，”男人说，“翻过那座小山，有个老地窖，几年前是一个人的农场，四周长满了紫丁香。这块土地的主人说我随时都可以到这儿来。我肯定他不会介意我们采几束紫丁香的。”

还没等他们到达半山腰， 紫丁香的芬芳已经向他们飘了过来。于是，孩子们开始奔跑。很快，那位母亲也开始跑起来，直至到达山顶。




在那里，远离了过往司机的视野，避开了纷扰的文明世界，高耸的丁香花丛开满了硕大的圆锥形的串串花束，几乎把花茎压成了两折。那个年轻女人微笑着冲到最近的一处花丛，把脸埋在花丛中，啜饮着芳香，沉醉在重新唤起的记忆中。

在那个男人察看地窖，试图向孩子们解释这座房子必定是什么样子的时候，那个女人不由自主地漫游于紫丁香花丛中。她小心翼翼地从这儿摘一枝，那儿挑一束，然后用丈夫的袖珍小刀将它们剪下来。她不慌不忙，像欣赏稀有珍宝一样欣赏着每一朵花。

然而，他们还是回到了车上，走上了回家的路。孩子们唧唧喳喳说个不停，那个男人驾着车，那个女人坐在车里面带微笑，她的周围放满了鲜花，眼神里充满着向往。

当他们离家不足三英里时，她突然向丈夫大声喊道：“停车，就在这里停车！”

那个男人踩住了刹车。还没来得及问为什么，女人就已经下了车，匆匆走向附近的草坡，怀里仍抱着紫丁香。山顶上是一家疗养院，因为这是一个美丽的春日，所以患者正在室外和亲友溜达，或坐在门廊上悠闲地晃荡。

那个年轻女人走到门廊的尽头，只见那里有一个上了年纪的病人坐在轮椅里，独自一人，低着头，背对着其他人。年轻女人越过门廊栏杆，将鲜花放在了老太太的膝盖上。老太太抬起头，露出了笑脸。两个女人聊了一会儿，都十分兴高采烈。随后，那个年轻女人转身跑回到家人的身边。当汽车开动时，坐在轮椅里的那个女人挥手告别，手里紧紧地握着那束紫丁香花。




“妈妈，”孩子们问，“那是谁呀？你为什么要把我们的花送给她？她是谁的母亲呀？”母亲说，她不认识那个老太太。但今天是母亲节，她显得那么孤独，而鲜花会让任何人快乐起来的。“再说，”她补充道，“我拥有你们，而且我还有自己的母亲，即使她离我很远。那个女人比我更需要那些鲜花。”

孩子们得到了满意的答案，但她的丈夫却没有。第二天，他买了半打紫丁香幼苗，栽到了院子四周，而且从那时起，每隔一段时间，他就会增加一些。

我就是那个男人。那个年轻的母亲，是我的妻子。现在，每年的五月，我们自家的院子里都会散发出浓烈的紫丁香的芬芳。每逢母亲节，我们的孩子都要采撷紫丁香花束。每年我都记得那位孤独的老太太脸上露出的笑容，以及笑容里的慈祥和善良。
















A Bouquet for Miss Benson

意外的常春藤





◎ Paul Villard





Miss Benson was the kindest, sweetest, most beautiful creature that ever walked the earth. She was my second-grade teacher, and I was going to marry her when I grew up—if she would wait. I would sit squirming in my seat for the entire morning to keep from raising my hand. I could not bear to miss one precious moment of her presence by leaving the room.

My hand was always the first to be raised, however, when Miss Benson called for volunteers to clean the blackboards or to gather papers and bring them to her desk. That was the best chore of all. It made possible getting near enough to her to close out the others in the classroom. I would arrange and rearrange the papers. They had to be in perfect order before I would make my reluctant way back to my seat.

Early in the term, I started pestering my mother to put an extra apple or peach in my lunch. I never quite worked up the courage to say it was for my teacher, as I never quite worked up the courage to hand my offering to Miss Benson directly. Each day the delicacy found its way unobserved to the corner of her desk. And each day the response was the same.




Miss Benson would come in and sit down. “Good morning, children.”

“Good morning, Miss Benson.” in unison.

“Why, how nice!” She would pick up the offering of the day, then look around the room. “What thoughtful little boy or girl brought me this?”

No one claimed the honor, least of all me. I kept my head down, looking at my desk.

“Can it be that I have a secret admirer?” she would ask.

I would feel the red rising in my face. I was certain that everyone was looking at me, and I would sigh with when Miss Benson put the fruit away and started the lesson.

One fall morning, the class was abuzz with excitement. Someone had discovered that the next day, Friday, was Miss Benson’s birthday. Everyone wanted to get her a present. My heart gave a leap, at last I could give her something openly. That afternoon was spent combing the fields for wild flowers. Not many were in bloom at that time of year, but I found several kinds of bright berries on shrubs, some dry thistle heads. And finally I came upon a patch of gorgeous crimson leaves...




In the morning I hung back as others presented their gifts. Finally I went to the desk and gave the bouquet to Miss Benson. She exclaimed with pleasure as she took it, and held it to her cheek for a moment. My reward was a smile and a pat on the head.

The next Monday, Miss Benson was not in class. About the middle of the morning, I was asked to go to the principal’s office. When I arrived, I was surprised to see my mother. On a table was my bouquet.

“Do you know where Miss Benson is today?” the principal asked.

“No, sir,” I answered.

“Miss Benson,” he said, slowly and clearly. “is in the hospital, and you sent her there!”

I sat, stricken, in my chair.

“Do you know what you gave her?” he continued.

I nodded. “Berries, thistles and pretty red leaves.” I listed.

“Those pretty red leaves’ are poison ivy, young man.” (Poison ivy is a kind of sumac which can cause a severe skin rash if touched) His voice was filling with anger. “How did you protect yourself when you picked them? Gloves?”




I shook my head. “Honest, I didn’t know they were poison ivy.” I started to cry.

The principal stood up. “Paul, I am suspending you for ten days. What happens after that depends upon your behavior when you return.”

When I went back, Mother was sitting in her rocker, she held out her arms, and I sat in her lap while she rocked me for a new minutes. “Let’s have a party!” she exclaimed finally. “What would you like to do the very most?”

“I’d like to go see Miss Benson.” I replied.

Miss Benson was sitting up in bed when we arrived. Her face was covered with bandages. Only one eye was showing. Both of her hands were swathed as well.

“I didn’t know they were poison ivy,” I blurted out. “I didn’t mean to make you sick. I only wanted to give you something... ” I stopped talking and swallowed hard.

Miss Benson’s one eye studied me. “You wanted to give me something special, didn’t you Paul?” I nodded.




“All those apples were from you, weren’t they?” Again I nodded.

“When I get these bandages off,” she said, “I am going to give you a great a big hug.”

I was filled with happiness. She was not mad at me.

“And I’ll tell you a great big secret, too, Paul,” she continued. “When I am married, if I have a son, I would like him to grow up just like you.”

I wasn’t certain that I saw a tear in her eye as Mother led me out of the room.

班森小姐是世界上最亲切、最甜美、最美丽的人。她是我二年级的老师，我长大了一定要娶她——只要她愿意等我。我常常一整个上午都坐在座位上扭来扭去，就是不举手。她在教室里的每时每刻都很宝贵，我舍不得出去。

但是，当老师问谁愿意擦黑板，谁愿意收卷子交到讲台上，我总是头一个举手。这可是最美的差事了。可以撇开班上的其他同学，越来越接近她。我会把卷子一遍遍地重新整理，放得整整齐齐，才依依不舍地回到我的座位上去。

这学期开学不久，我就开始缠着我妈要她在我的午餐里多加一个苹果或桃子。我总是没能鼓起勇气说这是给老师的，也一直没敢当面送给老师。每天都有好吃的东西偷偷地放在讲台的角落里。她每天的反应也都是一样的。




班森老师走进教室，然后坐下来。“孩子们，早上好！”

“班森老师早上好！”全班齐声回答。

“哈，真好！”她拿起当天的礼物，环顾四周看了看，“是哪个周到的男生还是女生送给我的？”

没人承认做了这件好事，我就更不用说了。我一直低着头，两眼盯着自己的书桌。

她问：“难道我有一个神秘的爱慕者吗？”

我觉得我的脸发红了。我肯定大伙都在盯着我看，只见老师把水果放在一边，开始讲课，我这才松了一口气。

一个秋天的上午，全班都兴奋地闹腾起来。原来有人发现，第二天星期五，是班森老师的生日。每个人都想要送个礼物给她。我的心都快要跳出来了，我终于可以大大方方送她东西了。那天下午，我一直在田野里搜寻野花。那个季节还在盛开的花不多见了，但我还是在灌木丛里找到了好几种明亮鲜艳的浆果，摘到些干枯的蓟花头。最后我还看到有一小块地里，有好一片艳丽的深红色的叶子……

第二天早晨，大家都纷纷献上了他们的礼物，我却退缩了。最后，我走上讲台，把一束花送给了老师。她接过花，欣喜得叫了起来，又把花捧在脸颊上。她对我报以一笑，还轻轻拍了下我的头。




接下来的那个星期一，班森老师没来上课。到了快中午的时候，我被叫到了校长室。当我进去时，惊讶地发现我妈也在。桌上还放着我那束花。

“你知道班森老师今天去哪儿了吗？”校长问。

“报告，不知道。”我回答。

“班森老师，”校长说着，声音缓慢而清晰，“在医院里——是你害了她！”

我坐在椅子上一动不动，完全被吓坏了。

“你知道你送她什么啦？”他又问。

我点了点头。“浆果、蓟花，还有漂亮的红叶。”我一一数道。

“小家伙，那些‘漂亮的红叶’是有毒的常春藤！”（有毒的常春藤是一种苏模叶，可触发严重的皮疹）他的声音充满了怒气。“你摘的时候是怎么保护自己的？戴手套吗？”

我摇摇头。“真的，我不知道它们是有毒的常春藤。”我哭了起来。

校长站起来。“保罗，我罚你停学十天。之后怎么办就看你十天后复学的表现了。”

我回来后，妈妈正坐在她的摇椅上。她伸出双臂，把我搂在怀里摇了一阵。“我们找点什么来玩吧！”她最后问了我一声，“你最想做什么？”

“我想去看班森老师。”我回答。




我们到达医院的时候，班森老师正从病床上坐起来。她的脸上缠满了绷带，只露出一只眼睛，两只手也裹着绷带。

“我不知道那是有毒的常春藤，”我脱口而出，“我不是有意要伤害您的。我只是想送您一点东西……”我说不下去了，强忍住不哭。

班森老师用那只眼端详着我。“你想送我一点特别的东西，对吧，保罗？”我点了点头。

“所有那些苹果也都是你送的，对吧？”我又点了点头。

“等我拆掉绷带，”她说，“我要给你一个大大的拥抱。”

我感到幸福极了。她没有在生我的气。

“保罗，我还要告诉你一个大秘密，”她接着说，“等我结了婚，要是有个儿子的话，我就要他长大了像你一样。”

我妈领我走出病房的时候，我仿佛看到班森老师的那只眼睛正闪着泪花。
















Chapter 2  推开上帝之门













Too many times we pray for ease, but that’s a prayer seldom met. What we need to do is pray for roots that reach deep into the Eternal, so when the rains fall and the winds blow, we won’t be swept asunder.

我们已祈祷了太多的安逸，但却少有实现。我们所需要做的是祈祷深植我们的信念之根，这样，当面对风吹雨打，我们就不会受伤害。










The Magic Mill

神  磨





◎ Lester E.Garrett





A long time ago, far, far away, there lived two brothers. One of them was quite rich: the other was very poor. The rich brother lived on a little island; he was a seller of salt. He had sold salt for many years and had got a great deal of money. The other brother was so poor that he had not got enough food for his wife and children.

His wife said, “What will happen to us? Do you want me and the children to die? There is nothing to eat. Why don’t you go and ask your brother for some money.”

“My brother loves his money very much. I’m sure that he will not give me any. Perhaps he will want to give me a handful of salt. But I will go and see him.”

He got into his boat and sailed across to the island where his brother lived.

He found his rich brother at home, counting his money.

“What is the matter? Why have you come here?”

“Please, brother, I have no food in my house. Please give me one of those gold pieces you are counting.”




“No. These are mine. You are very lazy. Why do you not go and work?”

“I have tried to find some work, but I cannot. Now there is no bread in my house for my children.”

“I will not give you any money, but I’ll give you some bread. If I give you a loaf of bread, will you go away and not come back?”

“Yes. Please give me the bread.”

The rich man threw a loaf of bread to him, and he went away.

While he was on his way to his house, he came to an old man sitting by the side of the road.

“What is that you are carrying?” said the old man. “Is it bread? I have not had any thing to eat for two days.”

He cut a piece of the loaf and gave it to the old man, who thanked him and began to eat. When he had finished, the old man said, “Now I will do something for you. I will show you the home of the fairies who live underground. If you show them the bread, they will want to buy it from you. But do not let them give you any money. Ask them for the little mill that stands behind their door. Do as I say, and you will become rich. When you come back, I will show you how to use it.”




The old man then led him into a wood. He pointed to a hole in the ground. It looked like the hole made by a big rabbit. Inside, the hole grew bigger and a little stone door could be seen.

“That is the fairies’ home. Get in and open the door. I will wait until you come out.” said the old man.

The poor man got into the hole, opened the door, and went in. It was dark inside the door: for some time he could see nothing. Then, when he could see more clearly, he saw many little fairies: they came and stood round him.

“What is that?” said one of them. “Is it white bread? Please give it to us, or sell it to us.”

“We will give you gold and silver for it,” said another.

“No,” said the poor man. “I don’t want gold or silver. Give me that old mill that stands behind the door, and I will give you the loaf of bread.”

At first they did not want to give him the mill for the bread, so he turned away.

But some of the fairies began to cry, “Let him have the old mill. We never use it now. And only good people can make it work.”

Then they gave him the mill. He put it under his arm and went out of fairy-land. He fount the old man waiting for him.




“That is it,” the old man said. “This is how to use it. Only good people can use it. You must never let any other person use it.”

It was quite late when the poor man reached home.

“Where have you been?” said his wife. “There is no fire and no food in the house. The children are cold and crying for food. What is that you are carrying. It looks like an old mill.”

“It is a mill,” he said. “Now watch. Say what you want, and you will have it.”

He put the mill on the table and began to turn it. Out of the little mill came wood for the fire, oil for lighting and cooking, clothes, corn, and many other good things.

“It is a magic mill,” said his wife. “Now we are rich.”

“Yes, but no-one must know about it. We must hide it and use it only when no-one is watching.”

The poor man soon became as rich as his brother. He did not keep all the good things for his own family. He gave many things to poor friends.

When his brother heard about this, he said to himself, “I do not know why my brother has become rich. I must find the reason for his riches.”




For a long time he tried to find the reason, but he could not. But one day he gave a servant some money and ordered him to watch the house of his brother at night. That night, the servant looked through the window and saw the family standing round the mill, which was working. He went back and told what he had seen.

The next day the brother got in his boat and sailed across the water. He said to his brother, “I see that you are now quite rich, and I know the reason. You have a little magic mill. Sell it to me. How much money do you want for it?”

“I cannot sell it,” said the poor man. “It must never leave my hands. The old man said, ‘There will be great danger if you sell it or give it to any other person.’ That is what he said.”

Then the rich brother sailed away home. But later, one dark night, he came back, went very quietly into the house, and stole the mill. He quickly carried it to the sea, where his boat was waiting. Then he sailed away to his island.

But the bad brother wanted very much to make the mill work. He did not wait until he reached home. While he was sailing in the boat, he tried to make it work.




“Salt,” he said. “Salt is what I sell, and salt is what I want.” Then he began to turn the mill. Then salt bean to come out of the mill. He laughed and began to sing. Masses of salt came out and began to fill the boat. The boat became low in the water. He tried to throw some of the salt into the sea. But more came in, masses of it. He stopped laughing and singing. Then he began to be afraid.

More salt came out of the mill, and soon the boat was full of it. Then water came in and filled the boat. The boat went down, down to the bottom of the sea, carrying with it the thief and the magic mill.

There, at the bottom of the sea, the mill is still turning, making more and more salt.

That is the reason (some people say) why the water of the sea is salty.





很久以前，在很远很远的地方，住着两个兄弟。其中一个相当富有，另一个却非常贫穷。富兄弟住在一个小岛上，他是一个盐商。他卖盐已经很多年了，挣了不少钱。另一个兄弟穷得连他妻子和孩子都吃不饱。

他的妻子说：“我们该怎么办？你想让我和孩子们死去吗？没有东西可吃了。你为什么不去找你兄弟要些钱？”




“我的兄弟特别吝惜自己的钱。我确信他一分钱也不会给我的。也许他会给我一把盐。但不管怎么样，我还是要去见他。”

他上了他的小船，朝他兄弟住的那个小岛驶去。

他发现他的富兄弟正在家里点钱。

“什么事呀？你怎么到这儿来了？”

“对不起，兄弟，我家里没吃的了。请你从正在点的金币中给我一枚吧！”

“不行，这些都是我的。你太懒惰了。你为什么不去工作？”

“我已经努力去找些活干了，但是我找不到。现在，我家里都没有面包给孩子们吃了。”

“我不会给你钱的，但我给你一块面包。如果我给你一块面包，你就离开，不要回来好吗？”

“好吧，给我面包吧。”

这位富人扔了一块面包给他，他就走了。

在回家的路上，他碰见一位老人坐在路边。

“你拿的是什么东西？”老人问，“是面包吗？我已经两天没有吃过东西了。”

他切下一片面包给了这位老人。老人向他道谢，并开始吃起来。吃完面包后，老人说：“现在我要为你做点事。我带你去住在地底下的仙女的家。如果你给她们展示这块面包，她们就会愿意买下它。但是，不要让她们给你钱，要她们在门后立着的那个小磨。照我说的那样做，你就会变得富有。当你回来的时候，我会教你怎样使用那小磨。”




然后，老人就带他来到了森林里。他指了指地上的一个洞，这个洞看上去像是兔子挖的，越往里面洞也越大，可以看到一扇小石门。

“那就是小仙女的家。进去然后打开门，我等着你出来。”老人说。

这个穷人进了洞，打开门进去了。门里边很黑：好大一会儿，他什么也看不见。然后，当他能看清楚一些时，他见到很多小仙女，她们都围着他站着。

“那是什么？”其中一个问道，“是白面包吗？请把它给我们吧，或卖给我们。”

“我们要用金子、银子买你的面包。”另一个说。

“不，”穷人说，“我不要金子或银子。只要把门后立着的那个旧磨给我，我就给你们这块面包。”

开始时，她们不愿用她们的磨换面包，于是，他转身就走。

然而，有些仙女叫了起来：“给他那旧磨吧，我们现在根本用不着。只有好人才能使用它。”

于是，她们把磨给了他。他把磨夹在腋下，走出了仙女的住所。他发现那位老人正等着他。

“就是它，”老人说，“这是使用它的办法。只有好人才能用它，你千万别让其他人使用。”




这个穷人到家时，天色已经相当晚了。

“你去哪儿了？”他的妻子说，“家里没有火，没有饭吃。孩子们这么冷，哭着要东西吃。你拿的那是什么东西？看上去像一个旧磨。”

“就是一个旧磨，”他说，“现在来瞧瞧。你说要什么，它就有什么。”

他把磨放在桌子上，开始转动。从小磨里出来了烤火用的柴火，点灯和做饭菜用的油，还有衣服、玉米和其他很多东西。

“真是一个神磨，”他的妻子说，“现在我们富有了。”

“是的，但是，一定不能让任何人知道它。我们必须把它藏起来，只有在没人时才能拿出来用。”

这个穷人很快变得像他兄弟一样富有。他没有把好东西都留在自己家。他把许多东西送给那些穷苦的朋友。

当他的兄弟听说了这事后，心里想：“我不知道为什么我的兄弟变富了，我必须找到他变富的原因。”

很长一段时间，他试着找出原因，但他还是找不到。有一天，他给了一个仆人一些钱，命令他在晚上监视他兄弟的家。那天晚上，这个仆人透过窗户看到他们全家人围着磨站着，那个磨正在工作。他回去把他的所见全部说了出来。

第二天，这位富兄弟上了船，开过岸来。他对他的兄弟说：“我看你现在很富有，我也知道为什么。你有一个小神磨，把它卖给我吧。你想要多少钱？”




“我不能把它卖掉，”穷人说，“它绝不能离开我。老人说过：‘如果你卖掉它或把它给了其他人，将来必会招致大祸。’他就这么说的。”

于是，富兄弟把船开回家了。但后来，在一个漆黑的夜晚，他又回来了，悄悄地溜进了屋，偷走了神磨。带着它，他飞快地跑到了海边，他的小船正等在那里。然后，他坐船逃往他的小岛。

这个坏兄弟非常想让磨转起来。他等不及回到家，还在船里的时候，就迫不及待地试图使它运转。

“盐，”他说，“我是卖盐的，盐就是我想要的。”说着他开始转动磨盘，盐开始从磨里出来了。他高兴得大笑起来，唱起歌来。一堆堆的盐出来了，船开始往下沉。他拼命把一些盐扔进海里，但是更多的盐从磨里出来了。他不再笑了，也不再唱了。然后，他开始害怕起来。

越来越多的盐从神磨里出来了，很快就填满了整艘船。这时水进来了，淹没了船。船下沉了，连同这个小偷和神磨一起，沉到了海底。

在海底，神磨仍然转动着，磨出越来越多的盐。

因此，有些人说这就是为什么海水是咸的。
















Four Seasons of a Tree

一棵树的四季





◎ Assalam Walaikum





Don’t judge a life by one difficult season.

There was a man. He had four sons. He wanted his sons to learn not to judge things to go and look at a pear tree that was far away.

The first son went in the winter, the second in the spring, the third in summer, the youngest son in fall. When they had all gone and come back, he called them together to describe what they had seen.

The first son said that the tree was ugly, bent and weak. The second son said no—it was covered with green buds and full of promise. The third son said it was laden with blossoms and they smelt so sweet and looked so beautiful. The last son disagreed with all of them, he said it was ripe and droop with fruit, full of life and fulfillment.

The man then said to his sons that they were all right, because they each had seen but only one season in the tree’s life. He told them that they cannot judge a tree or a person, by only one season, and that the essence of who they are—the pleasure, the joy and love that come from that life—can only be measured at the end, when all the seasons are up.




If you give up when it is winter, you will miss the promise of your spring, the beauty of your summer, the fulfillment of your fall. Don’t let the pain of one season destroy the joy of all the rest.





不要只在某人某段艰难的岁月里去判断他的一生。

从前有一个父亲，他有四个儿子。他希望他的儿子们能学会凡事不要匆匆下结论，于是轮番派他们到很远的地方去寻一棵梨树。

大儿子在冬天前往去处，二儿子在春天启程，三儿子在炎热的夏季出发，而小儿子则是在秋天踏上了征程。等他们全都前去并返家之后，父亲把他们叫到一起，听他们各自描述自己所见到的情景。

大儿子数落说那棵树很丑，枯槁残缺，很难看。二儿子连忙否认，说树上长满了嫩绿的新芽，生机盎然。老三说树上明明开满鲜花，香气怡人，看起来十分漂亮。而小儿子不同意他们三人的说法，他说，枝头上坠满了累累果实，彰显着生机与收获。

父亲就对儿子们解释说，他们的说法都没错，因为他们每个人看到的，都只是大树在四季中一个季节的情景。他告诉儿子们，不能单凭一个季节来判断一棵树的，更不能以一时来判断一个人，因为人的本质——源于他们生命中的喜乐、兴趣和爱——只有当生命完结，人生画上句点之时，才可盖棺定论。




倘若你在冬季就已经放弃，你就会错过生命中春季的生机、夏季的美丽、秋季的丰收。别让一季的痛苦毁灭了其他所有的喜乐。
















The Colors of Friendship

友谊的颜色





◎ Anonymous





Once upon a time the colors of the world started to quarrel.

All claimed that they were the best. The most important. The most useful. The favorite.

Green said:

“Clearly I am the most important. I am the sign of life and of hope. I was chosen for grass, trees and leaves. Without me, all animals would die. Look over the countryside and you will see that I am in the majority.”

Blue interrupted:

“You only think about the earth, but consider the sky and the sea. It is the water that is the basis of life and drawn up by the clouds from the deep sea. The sky gives space and peace and serenity. Without my peace, you would all be nothing.”

Yellow chuckled:

“You are all so serious. I bring laughter, gaiety, and warmth into the world. The sun is yellow, the moon is yellow, the stars are yellow. Every time you look at a sunflower, the whole world starts to smile. Without me there would be no fun.”




Orange started next to blow her trumpet:

“I am the color of health and strength. I may be scarce, but I am precious for I serve the needs of human life. I carry the most important vitamins. Think of carrots, pumpkins, oranges, mangoes, and papayas. I don’t hang around all the time, but when I fill the sky at sunrise or sunset, my beauty is so striking that no one gives another thought to any of you.”

Red could stand it no longer he shouted out:

“I am the ruler of all of you. I am blood—life’s blood！I am the color of danger and of bravery. I am willing to fight for a cause. I bring fire into the blood. Without me, the earth would be as empty as the moon. I am the color of passion and of love, the red rose, the poinsettia and the poppy.”

Purple rose up to his full height:

He was very tall and spoke with great pomp: “I am the color of royalty and power. Kings, chiefs, and bishops have always chosen me for I am the sign of authority and wisdom. People do not question me! They listen and obey.”




Finally Indigo spoke, much more quietly than all the others, but with just as much determination:

“Think of me. I am the color of silence. You hardly notice me, but without me you all become superficial. I represent thought and reflection, twilight and deep water. You need me for balance and contrast, for prayer and inner peace.”

And so the colors went on boasting, each convinced of his or her own superiority. Their quarreling became louder and louder. Suddenly there was a startling flash of bright lightening thunder rolled and boomed. Rain started to pour down relentlessly. The colors crouched down in fear，drawing close to one another for comfort.

In the midst of the clamor，rain began to speak:

“You foolish colors, fighting amongst yourselves, each trying to dominate the rest. Don’t you know that you were each made for a special purpose, unique and different? Join hands with one another and come tome.”

Doing as they were told, the colors united and joined hands. The rain continued:

“From now on, when it rains, each of you will stretch across the sky in a great bow of color as a reminder that you can all live in peace. The Rainbow is a sign of hope for tomorrow.” And so, whenever a good rain washes the world, and a Rainbow appears in the sky, let us remember to appreciate one another.








很久以前，世界上的各种颜色进行过一次激烈的争吵。

每一种颜色都说自己是最好的、最重要的、最有用的、最讨人喜欢的。

绿色说：

“显然，我是最重要的。我是生命和希望的标志。我被选作青草、树木以及叶子的颜色。没有了我，所有的动物都会死去。展望田野吧，你会看到，到处都有我。”

蓝色打断了它的话：

“你只考虑了地上，想想天空和海洋吧。水才是生命的基础呀，云彩把水分从深邃的大海带到了天空。天空给了人们空间、和平和宁谧。没有我的和平，你们将不复存在。”

黄色咯咯地笑出了声：

“你们都太严肃了。我给这个世界带来了笑声、欢乐和温暖。太阳是黄色的，月亮是黄色的，星星是黄色的。每一次你看向日葵的时候，整个世界也跟随着它开始欢笑。没有我就没有快乐。”

橙色马上开始自吹自擂：




“我可是健康和力量的颜色。我可能比较少见，但是我非常宝贵，因为我满足了人们生活的需要。我携带了最重要的维生素。想想胡萝卜、南瓜、柑橘、芒果和番木瓜。我并不经常出没在天空，但日出日落我在天际登场时，我的美丽足以惊世，极为引人注目，没有人还会想起你们。”

红色再也忍不下去了，它喊道：

“我，是你们所有人的主宰。我是血液——生命的血液！我是危险和勇敢的颜色。我愿意为了一个目标而斗争。我把烈火带入血液。没有了我，地球会像月亮一样变得空虚。我是激情和爱的颜色，是红玫瑰、猩猩木和罂粟的颜色。”

紫色站起身来：

它非常高，说起话来风度十足：“我是王权和力量的象征。国王、酋长、主教都选择了我，因为我象征着权威和智慧。人们不会质疑我！他们只能遵行和服从。”

最后，靛青说话了，它的声音比其他人都轻，但却比其他人都斩钉截铁：

“想想我吧。我是沉默的颜色。你们几乎注意不到我，但是如果没有我，你们全都会变得肤浅。我代表着思想和反省，代表着黎明的曙光和深邃的海水。你们需要我来平衡和比较，来祈祷和获得内心的安宁。”




就这样，各种颜色都在不停地吹嘘自己，每个人都深信自己无比优越。它们的争吵声越来越大。忽然，天地间电闪雷鸣。大雨无情地倾盆而下。颜色们惊恐地蜷缩起来，彼此挤在一起互相安慰，挨过这恐怖的时刻。

在一片喧嚣声中，雨开始说话了：

“你们这些愚蠢的颜色，彼此相互争斗，每个人都想支配别人。你们不知道每个人都是天造地设、独一无二、彼此不同的吗？大家携起手来吧。”

那些颜色都乖乖按照着雨的话，手牵着手团结在一起。雨接着说：

“从现在开始，每次下雨的时候，你们都要变成一个巨大的彩色弓形横跨天空，以证明你们能够和平相处。彩虹就是一个标志，明天的希望！”因此，每当下了一场及时雨冲刷这个世界时，就会有一道彩虹出现在天空，让我们记住，要彼此珍惜。




















Interview God

采访上帝





◎ Jim Elwell





“Come in,” God said to me, “so, you would like to interview me?”   

“If you have the time.” I said.

He smiled through his beard and said: “My time is called eternity and is enough to do everything; what questions do you have in mind to ask me?”

“None that is new to you. What’s the one thing that surprises you most about mankind?”   

He answered: “That they get bored of being children, are in a rush to grow up, and then long to be children again. That they lose their health to make money and then lose their money to restore their health. That by thinking anxiously about the future, they forget the present, such that they live neither for the present nor the future. That they live as if they will never die, and they die as if they never had never lived...”

His hands took mine and we were silent. After a long period, I said, “May I ask you another question?”




He replied with a smile.

“As a Father, what would you ask your children to do for the new year?”

“To learn that they cannot make anyone love them. What they can do is to let themselves be loved.

To learn that it takes years to build trust, and a few seconds to destroy it.

To learn that what is most valuable is not what they have in their lives, but who they have in their lives.

To learn that it is not good to compare themselves to others. There will be others better or worse than they are.

To learn that a rich person is not one who has the most, but is one who needs the least.

To learn that they should control their attitudes, otherwise their attitudes will control them.

To learn that it only takes a few seconds to open profound wounds in persons we love, and that it takes many years to heal them.

To learn to forgive by practicing forgiveness.

To learn that money can buy everything but happiness.   

To learn that while at times they may be entitled to be upset, that does not give them the right to upset those around them.




To learn that great dreams do not require great wings, but a landing gear to achieve.

To learn that true friends are scarce, he/she who has found one has found a true treasure.

To learn that two people can look at the same thing and see something totally different.

To learn that those who are honest with themselves without considering the consequences go far in life.

To learn that even though they may think they have nothing to give, when a friend cries with them, they find the strength to appease the pain.

To learn that by trying to hold on to love ones, they very quickly push them away; and by letting go of those they love, they will be side by side forever.

To learn that even though the word “love” has many different meanings, it loses value when it is overstated.

To learn that they can never do something extraordinary for me to love them; I simply do.

To learn that the shortest distance they could be from me is the ‘the distance of a prayer’.”








“进来吧，”上帝对我说，“那么，你想采访我？”

“是的，如果您有时间的话。”我说。

上帝微笑了，笑容通过他的胡须绽开，他说：“我的时间叫做永恒，足够做任何事情了。你心里有什么问题想问我？”

“对您来说是没有什么新鲜的。人类唯一让您感到最惊奇的事情是什么呢？”

上帝回答道：“人类厌倦了当个孩子，盼望着长大，匆匆忙忙长大后，又向往回到童年。他们为了赚钱而失去健康，然后又浪费钱财来恢复健康。他们焦虑不安地思索着未来，却忘记了眼前的生活，所以，他们活着既不是为了现在也不是为了未来。他们活着的时候，似乎永远都不会死，他们死的时候，也好像从来没活过……”

上帝握住我的手，我们一阵沉默。过了好长一段时间，我说：“我可以再问您一个问题吗？”

上帝用微笑回答了我。

“作为天父，在新的一年里，您会要求您的子民做什么？”

“嗯，他们不能强迫别人爱他们。他们所能做的就是让自己被爱；

“要了解，信任需要多年的努力去建立，但几秒钟就可以被摧毁；

“要懂得，最有价值的不是他们生活中拥有的东西，而是他们拥有谁；




“要明白，拿自己和别人比是不好的，总会有比上不足，比下有余；

“要明白，富有的人并不是拥有最多的人，而是需求最少的人；

“要学会，应该控制他们的态度，否则他们的态度将控制他们；

“要知道，深深地伤害我们所爱的人只需要几秒钟，要愈合这个伤口却需要许多年；

“要学会，通过宽恕的行为学习饶恕；

“要懂得，金钱买不到幸福；

“要懂得，在某些时候他们或许有权愤怒，但愤怒本身没有给他们权力颠覆公正；

“要了解，伟大的梦想不需要巨大的翅膀，但要有起落架来使梦想实现；

“要了解，真正的朋友非常稀少，找到了的人就找到了真正的宝藏；

“要明白，两个人看同一件事情会有完全不同的看法；

“要知道，那些能诚实地面对自己而不担心后果的人，有远大的前程可走；

“要知道，尽管有时可能认为自己没什么可给予的，但是当朋友同他们一起挥泪的时候，他们能找到力量去抚平伤痛；




“要懂得，试图紧紧抓住所爱的人，所爱的人会推开你；给所爱的人自由，他们会永远在你的左右。

“要知道，尽管‘爱’这个字含义很广，但滥用这个字就会使它失去价值；

“要明白，他们永远不能用特殊的举动使我爱他们，我爱人类不需要理由；

“要知道，他们和我最短的距离，就是‘祈祷者的距离’。”




















Apollo

阿波罗





◎ Anonymous





Among the crowd of Olympian gods the one most widely admired was Apollo. He was the son of Zeus and Leto. According to Greek mythology, Leto was driven by Hera from land to land at last Poseidon took pity on her and brought the island of Delos out of water for her to live on. There she gave birth to the twins, Apollo and Artemis.

Apollo was me sun-god．He wore a purple robe. He usually sat in his bright eastern palace early in the morning and madeready to start his daily journey across the sky. During the day hed rove his carriage of gold and ivory,  and brought light， life and love to the great world below. Late in the afternoon he came to the end of his journey in the far western sea and got on his golden boat to return to his eastern home.

Apollo was the god of music and poetry. He could stir up all feelings. These feelings are expressed in lofty songs. With his lyre of gold and the sweet accents of his godlike voice heled the choir of the Muses at Olympus. The pleasant music from his lyre was so exciting that stones marched into their places in rhythmic time and of their own will when he helped Poseidon build up the walls of Troy. On one occasion, invited to a contest by the human musician Marsyas, he won and then flayed him to death for his pride. On another occasion, he lost out to Pan at a musical contest and turned the ears of the judge, King Midas，into those of an ass.




His son, Orpheus, took over such skill from the father that his lyre moved man and animals alike.

Apollo stood for youthful and manly beauty. His goldenhair, stately manner and air all combined to make him the admiration of the world．A beautiful girl, by the name of Clytle, was so fond of his beauty and glory that from dawn to dusk she knelt on the ground, her hands outstretched towards the sungod, and her eyes looked at his golden wheeled carriage racing across the blue sky. Though her love was not returned, she had never changed her mind about Apollo. The gods were moved at the sad sight, and changed her into a sunflower





在众多的奥林匹斯山神中，最受推崇的是主神宙斯和雷托之子阿波罗。据希腊神话记载，雷托被赫拉驱赶得四处流浪，最终海神波塞冬动了慈悲之心，把她从海中捞起，让她居住在提洛岛。在岛上，她生了一对双胞胎，阿波罗和阿尔忒弥斯。




阿波罗是太阳神。清晨他身着紫色长袍，坐在明亮的东方宫殿上，准备开始每日穿越天空的旅行。白天，他驾着用金子和象牙制成的战车，给广阔无垠的大地带来光明、生命和爱。黄昏时分，他在遥远的西海抵达旅行的终点，然后就乘上金船返回东方的家中。

阿波罗是音乐神和诗神。他可以唤起人们倾注于圣歌中的各种情感。在奥林匹斯山上，他手持金质里拉，用悦耳的音调指挥缪斯的唱诗班。当他帮助波塞冬建造特洛伊城墙时，里拉奏出的令人愉快的音乐如此动听，以致石头有节奏地自动各就其位。有一次，他接受人类音乐家马斯亚斯的邀请，参加了一次比赛。战胜对方后，他将对手剥皮致死以惩罚他的狂妄自大。在另外一次音乐比赛中，他输给了潘神，他就将裁判迈尔斯国王的耳朵变成了驴耳朵。

阿波罗的儿子俄耳甫斯继承了父亲这方面的本领。他的竖琴使人与动物皆受感动。

阿波罗象征着青春和阳刚之美。他那金色的头发、高贵的举止和容光焕发的神态巧妙地结合在一起，这些足以使他受到世人的青睐。一位名叫克里提的美丽少女迷恋于他的英俊潇洒，从黎明到黄昏，她都跪在地上，双手伸向太阳神。她凝视着那辆金质马车在蔚蓝的天空驰骋。虽然她的爱并未得到回报，但她对阿波罗的痴情却从未改变。目睹这一悲伤的场面，众神都深受感动，将她变成了一株向日葵。








阅读小课堂

  阿波罗（拉丁文Apollo），希腊神话中十二主神之一，是主神宙斯与暗夜女神雷托所生之子，阿尔忒弥斯的孪生哥哥，全名为福玻斯·阿波罗(Phoebus Apollo)，意思是“光明”或“光辉灿烂”。阿波罗被视为司掌文艺之神，主管光明、青春、医药、畜牧、音乐等，是人类的保护神、光明之神、预言之神、迁徙和航海者的保护神、医神以及消灾弥难之神。
















Pandora

潘多拉





◎ Anonymous





After the stealing of fire, Zeus became increasingly unkind to men. One day he ordered his son Hephaestus to build an image of a beautiful maiden out of clay. He then asked the gods and goddesses to award her with different kinds of gifts. Among others, Athena clothed her in an attractive coat and Hermes gave her the power of telling lies. A charming young lady, she was the first woman that ever lived. Zeus called her Pandora．Because she had received from each of the gods and goddesses a gift. The gift was harmful to men.

Zeus decided to send her down to men as a present. So Hermes them essenger brought her to Epimetheus, brother of Prometheus. The greatness of her beauty touched the hearts of all who looked upon her, and Epimetheus happily received her into his house. He had quite forgotten Pometheus’ warning：never to accept anything from Zeus. The couple lived a happy life for some time. Then trouble came on to the human world.




When he was busy with teaching men the art of living, Prometheus had left a big cask in the care of Epimetheus. He had warned his brother not to open the lid. Pandora was a curious woman. She had been feeling very disappointed that her husband did not allow her to take a look at the contents of the cask. One day，when Epimetheus was out，she lifted the lid and out it came unrest and war, plague and sickness，theft and violence，  grief sorrow, and all the other evils. The human world was hence to experience these evils. Only hope stayed within the mouth of the jar and never flew out. So men always have hope within their hearts.





偷窃天火之后，宙斯对人类的敌意与日俱增。一天，他命令儿子赫菲斯托斯用黏土塑造一尊美丽绝伦的少女像，并请众神赠与她不同的礼物。其中，雅典娜赐与她华丽的衣裳，赫耳墨斯赠与她说谎的能力。世上的第一个女人就是这位迷人的年轻女郎，因为她从每位神灵那里都得到了一样对男人有害的礼物，因此宙斯称她为潘多拉。

宙斯决定把她作为礼物送给世间的男子。于是信使赫耳墨斯将她带给普罗米修斯的弟弟厄庇米修斯。她的美让所有人一见倾心。厄庇米修斯兴高采烈地把她迎入屋内。普罗米修斯警告过他：不得接受宙斯的任何馈赠，而他已将之忘在脑后。这对夫妻有过一段幸福的生活，但不久灾难却降临人间。




当普罗米修斯忙于教导人们生存之道时，他把一个桶托付给厄庇米修斯。他警告过他的弟弟不要打开桶盖。潘多拉好奇心强。她的丈夫不允许她看桶中之物，这使她感到十分失望。一天，趁厄庇墨米修外出时，她掀起了桶盖，而从桶里跑出的是动荡、战争、瘟疫、疾病、偷盗、暴力、悲伤、忧虑，以及所有其他的不幸。人类世界就此开始经历这所有的厄运。只有希望仍旧被关在桶口，永远跑不出来。所以，人们总是把希望藏于心中。

















阅读小课堂

潘多拉（Pandora，也译作潘朵拉），希腊神话中火神赫菲斯托斯用粘土做成的地上的第一个女人，作为对普罗米修斯盗火的惩罚送给人类的第一个女人。众神亦加入使她拥有更诱人的魅力。潘多拉的神话源远流长，以不同的版本出现，并从不同的角度诠释。然而，在所有的文学版本，此神话作为自然神学以解释世界上罪恶的存在。








The Five Boons of Life: Fame, Love, Riches, Pleasure, Death

生命中的五个选择





◎ Mark Twain





In the morning of life came a good fairy with her basket, and said: “Here are gifts. Take one, leave the others, and be wary, choose wisely! For only one of them is valuable.”

The gifts were five: Fame, Love, Riches, Pleasure, Death. The youth, said, eagerly: “There is no need to consider”; and he chose Pleasure.

He went out into the world and sought out the pleasures that youth delights in. But each in its turn was short-liyed and disappointing, vain and empty; and each, departing, mocked him .In the end he said: “These years I have wasted. If I could but choose again, I would choose wisely.”

The fairy appeared, and said: “Four of the gifts remain. Choose once more, and oh, remember—time is flying, and only one of them is precious.”




The man considered long, then chose Love; and did not mark the tears that rose in the fairy’s eyes. After many, many years the man sat by a coffin, in an empty home. And he communed with himself, saying: “One by one they have gone away and left me; and now she lies here, the dearest and the last. Desolation after desolation has swept over me; but each hour of happiness the treacherous trader, Love, sold me I have paid a thousand hours of grief! Out of my heart of hearts I curse him!”

“Choose again.” It was the fairy speaking. “The years have you wisdom—surely it must be so. There gifts remain. Only one of them has any worth—remember it, and choose warily.”

The man reflected long, and then chose Fame; and the fairy, sighing, went her way. Years went by and she came again, and stood behind the man where he sat solitary in the fading day, thinking. And she knew his thought: “My name filled the world, and its praise were on every tongue, and it seemed well with me for a little while. How little a while it was! Then came envy; then detraction; then hate; then persecution. Then derision, which is the beginning of the end. And last of all came pity, which is the funeral of fame. Oh, the bitterness and misery of renown!”




“Choose yet again.” It was the fairy’s voice.

“Two gifts remain. And do not despair .In the beginning there was but one that was precious, and it is still here.

“Wealth—which is power! How blind I was!” Said the man, “Now, at last, life will be worth the living. I will spend, squander. These mockers and despisers will crawl in the dirt before me, and I will feed my hungry heart with their envy, I will have all luxuries, all joys, all enchant times of the spirit I will buy, buy, buy! I have lost much time, and chosen badly heretofore, but let that pass; I was ignorant then, and could but take for best what seemed so.”

Three short years went by, and a day came when the man sat shivering in a mean garret; and he was gaunt and wan and hollow-eyed, and clothed in rags; and he was gnawing a dry crust and mumbling: “Curse all the world’s gifts for mockeries and gilded lies! And miscalled, every one, they are not gifts, but merely lendings, Pleasure, Love, Fame, Riches: they are but temporary disguises for lasting realities Pain, Grief, Shame, Poverty. The fairy said true; in all her store there was but one gift which was precious, only one that was not valueless. How poor and cheap and mean I know those others now to be, Bring it! I am weary. I would rest.”




The fairy came, bringing again four of the gifts, but Death was wanting. She said: “I gave it to a mother’s pet, a little child. It was ignorant, but trusted me, asking me to choose for it. You did not ask me to choose.”

“Oh, miserable me! What is left for me?”

“What not even you have deserved: the wanton insult of Old Age.”





在生命之初，一位仙女带着篮子走来，对一位年轻人说道：“这里有几份礼物。你可以从中拿一份，留下其他的。你要小心，作出明智的选择！这里面只有一份礼物是珍贵的。”

一共有五份礼物：名声，爱情，财富，快乐，死亡。年轻人迫不及待地说：“没有必要考虑。”他选了快乐。

此后，他就开始步入世界，追寻年轻人所喜爱的快乐。但每一种快乐都是如此短暂，令人失望、徒劳和空虚，每当一种快乐弃他而去时，都要嘲弄他一番。最后，年轻人感叹道：“这些年我都浪费了。如果我能再选一次的话，我一定会作出明智的选择。”

这时仙女又出现了，她说：“四份礼物依然还在。再选一次吧。噢，记住——时光飞逝，而其中只有一件是珍贵的。”




这个人思考了很长时间，最终选择了爱情；他没有注意到仙女眼里泛起的泪光。经过许多年，这人坐在一口棺材旁边，屋子里空荡荡的。他自言自语道：“他们一个一个地离开了，只剩下我。现在，她就躺在这儿，我最亲爱的人，我最后的亲人。孤独荒凉一次次地漫过我全身。都是因为爱情这个奸诈的商人，它出售给我的每一个小时的甜蜜，我现在都要用数千个小时的悲伤来偿还！我从心底诅咒它！”

“你再选一次吧。”仙女又一次说道，“这些年已经给予你智慧——也理当如此。这里还有三份礼物，其中只有一份是有价值的——切记，好好选择。”

他想了很长时间，然后选择了名声。仙女叹了口气，径自离开了。时光流逝，仙女又回来了，站到他的身旁。已迈入迟暮之年的他孤身一人，心事重重。她知道他所有的想法：“我的名字传遍了整个世界，每个人都争相赞颂，似乎有一阵子我心满意足。可那是多么短暂的一阵子啊！随后来的就是嫉妒，然后是诋毁，然后是憎恶，然后是迫害，之后是嘲讽，从一切开始步入完结。最后，都是怜悯，也是我的名声的葬礼。啊，名声原来是这般苦涩和痛苦！”

“重新再来选择。”仙女的声音再度响起。

“还剩下两份礼物。不要绝望，从一开始就只有一份是宝贵的，而现在它还在这里。”

“财富——财富就是力量！我过去多盲目啊！”他说，“现在，最后，我的人生将要变得有意义了。我要纵情欢度此生，我要挥霍我的人生。那些对我冷嘲热讽、轻蔑诋毁我的人，将要在我面前的泥土里挣扎，而我空乏的心也将因为他们的妒忌而得到满足。我将要享尽荣华富贵，所有欢乐和所有销魂的时光。我要买，买，买！以前我作错了选择，失去了多少时间，不过算了吧；当时我很无知，我只能选看起来最好的东西。”




短短三年后。到了这么一天，这个人蜷缩在一个简陋的小阁楼里，骨瘦如柴，憔悴不已，双眼深陷，衣衫褴褛，浑身颤抖不停。他一边啃着干面包皮，一边说：“该死的礼物，都是为了让我受全世界的嘲笑和欺诈！每一样都叫错了！它们都不是礼物，根本只是租借品！快乐，爱情，名声，财富——都只不过是长久现实的临时伪装——它们其实是永远的痛苦、不幸、耻辱和贫穷！那个仙女说的没错啊，她所有的东西里只有一件礼物是珍贵的，只有那么一样不是毫无价值的。我现在才明白，其他礼物是多么低贱与廉价！把它拿过来吧——那真正宝贵的礼物！我累了，我想休息了。”

仙女出现了，带着以前的那四件礼物，但唯独没有最后那一件——死亡。她说：“我把它给了一位母亲的宠儿——一个孩子。他什么也不懂，但他信任我，让我来帮他挑选。而你并没有这么做。”




“啊，我多可悲啊！那还剩下什么给我吗？”

“一件你也不配得到的东西：接受年老体衰的无尽折磨。”
















A Touch of Heaven

天堂的触摸





◎ Tim Reynolds





It had been a very disheartening day. The doctors had given us the worst of news. Our daughter, who had just completed her first brain surgery to remove a tumor and was going through radiation treatments, was now officially given a two percent chance of survival as this type of cancer had no cure.

My wife and I decided to take our daughter to lunch before continuing our afternoon conversations. We went to a local restaurant where we sat in silence waiting for the waitress. Our daughter Molly wouldn’t hear of such sadness or silence so she played happily with crayons and paper while we sat and stared at the floor.

I noticed a very elderly couple sitting a few booths away, they too in silence never speaking a word. I couldn’t help but wonder what challenges they had faced in their life and if they ever faced such terrible news about a child of theirs.




We eventually ordered our lunch and still sitting in silence we ate what we could. At some point I became intrigued by the old couple and I watched them more intently with each passing minute. I thought to myself that they hadn’t yet spoken to each other and I wondered if it was the peace they were enjoying or the food or maybe both. However, at some point I lost interest and put my focus back on my lunch.

Molly was still talking away and enjoying her meal and her mom and I both listened and tried to be happy in her presence but it wasn’t going very well. All of a sudden I saw this hand come out of nowhere. It was huge and I could tell that it had been afflicted with arthritis. The knuckles were swollen and the fingers were crooked and off center. I couldn’t take my eyes of that hand. The hand drifted down and landed on my daughter’s tiny six year old hand and as it did I looked up; it was the old woman who had been sitting with the old man in silence eating their lunch.

I looked into her eyes and she spoke, but not to me. She looked at my daughter and simply whispered, “If I could do more for you I would.” And then she smiled and moved away to join her husband who had moved towards the door.




I heard a “Hey look, a whole dollar.” Molly spoke with excitement as she discovered that the old lady had placed a crumpled one dollar bill on the back of her hand. I looked down and saw the dollar bill and quickly realized that it had been left behind by the old lady. I looked up to thank her, but she was gone. I sat stunned, not sure what had just happened and then I looked over at my wife. In almost unison, we broke out into a smile. The sadness of the day had been wiped out by the crippled hand and generous touch of an old lady.

The dollar, although exciting to Molly, was not what made us smile or begin to feel differently, it was the offer from an old lady who felt our hurt and our suffering. The crippled hand symbolized a healing touch and made us realize that we did not have to fight this battle alone; that others cared and wanted to help. We felt up-lifted and soon our day filled with more happy thoughts as we spent the rest of our lunch planning the next day at home with fun filled activities for everyone.

I will never forget that crippled arthritic hand that taught us such an important lesson. One does not have to go through life facing hardships all alone; the world is full of compassionate and understanding people. Even those that are suffering from their own afflictions have much to give to each other.




The hand that covered Molly’s on that day still covers it. And although Molly is no longer with me, I can see her holding hands with that old lady now, both hands perfect and both faces filled with smiles and laughter. And though Heaven has these two perfect angels now, the lessons that they both taught me will remain forever in my heart.

这是一个相当令人沮丧的一天。医生刚刚带给我们一个最坏的消息。我们的女儿，她刚刚结束她的首次大脑肿瘤切除手术，目前正处于放疗期，而现在正式宣布只有百分之二十的存活率，因为这种类型的癌症已经没法治愈了。

在继续我们下午的会谈之前，我和妻子决定先带女儿去吃午饭。我们去了当地一家餐馆，安静地坐在那儿等着服务员。我们的女儿莫莉不愿意气氛这么悲伤或沉默，于是当我们坐在那儿盯着地板时，她很开心地用蜡笔在纸上涂鸦。

我注意到有一对老夫妇坐在不远处，他们也处于沉默之中，从头到尾没说一句话。我不禁想知道他们的生活面临着怎样的挑战，是否也曾在他们孩子身上发生过这种可怕的事情。

最后，我们点的午饭送来了，然后依旧默默无语地坐着，把能吃的通通都吃了。在某些方面，我开始变得感兴趣——每过一分钟，我就更专心地看着那对老夫妇。我暗自想，他们还没有开口说话，这到底是他们喜欢的一种和平宁静，还是在享受食物，或者是两者兼而有之。然而，在另一方面，我却失去了兴趣，然后把我的注意力重新转回到午餐上。




莫莉仍旧在不停地说话，享受着她的午餐，而我和她妈妈在一旁听着，想要在她面前表现出快乐，但我们做得不太好。突然，我看到一只手不断地在我面前显现。这只手极大，我可以看得出来，它已经患了关节炎。手指关节肿胀，指头从中间部分已经开始扭曲变形。我不能将我的目光从那只手上移开。手从我眼前落下来，落在我6岁的小小女儿的手上，我抬头一看，它正是刚刚一直在寂静中吃饭的那个老女人的手。

我望着她的眼睛，然后她开口说话了，不过并不是对我说的。她看着我的女儿，低声说了一句：“如果我能为你做得更多，我会的。”然后她笑了笑，同她正朝门口走去的丈夫一起离开了。

我听见了一声“嘿，看哪，一张美元”。莫莉兴奋地说，她发现老妇人在她的手背上留下了一张皱巴巴的美元钞票。我低头一看，看见这张钞票，马上就意识到是那位老妇人留下的。我抬起头来想要感谢她，但她已经走远了。我呆坐下来，不知道发生了什么，然后与妻子互相看了看。几乎是同时，我们俩扑哧一声笑了出来。这一天的悲伤，被那位慷慨的老妇人那枯皱的手通通消灭了。




这美元，尽管让莫莉兴奋无比，但我们之所以会有了不一样的感觉并且会笑起来，并不是它的原因。而是因为有一位老妇人感觉到了我们的悲伤和痛苦。这只残废的手象征着一个疗伤之触，让我们意识到，我们并不是孤独地对抗这场战斗，也有其他人在关心我们，想要帮助我们。我们感到重新有了信心，于是在午餐的剩余时间里，我们规划好了第二天的家庭计划，为每个人都准备了有趣的活动，而这一天充满了更多快乐的念头。

我永远都不会忘记那只残废的手，为我们上了如此重要的一堂课。人们并非只能独自面对生活中的困难，这个世界上满是富有同情心和善解人意的人。即便是那些自己遭受很多苦难的人，也有很多东西要给对方。

覆盖在莫莉手上的那只手，那一整天都一直在那儿。尽管莫莉现在已经不和我在一起了，我仍能看到她和那位老妇人手牵着手，两只手都很完美，两张脸都充满了笑容。虽然这两个完美的天使现在待在天堂里，但她们俩教会我的东西永远都在我心中。




















A Sky Angel

空中天使





◎ Robin Chapuis





In 1978, I became a flight attendant for a major airline. Earning my wings was the culmination of a childhood dream that I had set for myself after my first plane ride at the age of five. Like so many others before me, I fell in love with the romance of airplanes, adventure and helping others.

I have flown hundreds of flights since graduation, but one stands out among the many.

We were flying from Los Angeles to Washington, D.C, when I answered a lavatory call light in the coach cabin. There I found a young mother struggling with her infant. Everything was a mess, to say the least, and the mother, who was near hysterics, told me she had no more diapers or other clothing onboard the aircraft.

Through her tears, she informed me that they had missed their flight the previous night in Los Angeles and because she had very little money, she and her son had spent the night on the airport floor. Since she hadn’t expected to miss the flight, she was forced to use up most of her supplies and whatever money she had to feed them.




With the saddest eyes I have ever seen she continued. She told me she was on her way to New Hampshire to deliver her son to the family that was adopting him. She could no longer support the two of them.

As she stood in front of me, crying, holding her beautiful son, I could see the despair and hopelessness on her face. And, as a mother of three beautiful daughters, I could feel her pain.

I immediately rang the flight attendant call button and asked for assistance from the other flight attendants. They brought cloth towels from first class to assist in cleaning up both mom and the infant. I ran and got my suitcase; because this woman and I were about the same size, I gave her a sweater and a pair of pants I had brought for my layover. Then I asked several families if they could spare extra diapers, formula and clothes for the child. After the young mother and her son had changed their clothes and the baby had gone to sleep, I sat with her, holding her hand, trying to provide some support and comfort for the remainder of the flight.

Once we landed, I walked them to their next flight, which would take them to their final destination; separation. I briefed the gate agent and the new flight attendant crew on the situation and asked them to give her special attention.




With tears in my eyes I gave her a hug and told her, “You have shown me the true meaning of courage and a mother’s love. I will never forget you.”

As she thanked me for all I had done she said softly, “You’re not the flight attendant, you’re a sky angel.” Touching my flight attendant wings, she continued, “And those are your angel wings.”

With those words she turned and walked down the jetway, her child in her arms, and boarded the plane for New Hampshire.

Though I am no longer a flight attendant, my “angel wings” are still on prominent display in my office. And each time I see them, I am reminded of that young woman, her infant son and the gift that she gave me on that special day—that we truly are all spiritual beings traveling in human form.





1978年，我终于成为某一重要航空公司的空中服务人员。在5岁的时候我第一次乘飞机，而我童年时的梦想也就是得到一双自己的翅膀，当一位空服员。就像其他人一样，我也深深地迷恋上了飞机和冒险，以及帮助他人。




毕业后，我就飞过好几百个航班了，而我在所有人中的表现也十分优秀。

从洛杉矶飞往华盛顿的飞机即将起飞，我接到了二等舱盥洗室的求救信号。我过去一看，发现四处一片狼籍，原来是一个婴儿让他年轻的妈妈犯了难。我至少可以说，这位年轻妈妈有点歇斯底里了，她告诉我在飞机上孩子的尿布和衣服都没有了。

她哭着对我说，他们误了前晚在洛杉矶起飞的航班，因为钱不多，他们母子俩又只好整晚都在机场的地板上过夜。她本以为不会错过那次航班的，又用完了所有的东西，所以她才把钱都花在买食物上了。

她不停地哭，这是我见过的最悲伤的眼神了。她说她养不活两个人，她要去新罕布什尔州把儿子送给另一家人收养。

她的脸上写满了绝望和无助，哭着抱着她那漂亮的孩子站在我面前。我也是一位母亲，有三个漂亮的女儿，我能体会她的痛苦。

我立即按下了这次航班服务人员的呼叫电话按钮，从其他航班服务人员处寻求帮助。他们从头等舱拿来了毛巾，给那位妈妈和她的婴儿清洁身体。这位女士的衣服尺寸和我差不多，我就跑去拿我的行李箱，给了她一件我的毛衣和一条裤子。之后，我又问了其他的家庭，看他们有没有多余的小孩用的尿布、奶粉和衣服。他们俩换完衣服后，小孩就睡着了。我坐在那位年轻妈妈的旁边，握着她的手，想就这次航班滞留给她一些鼓励和安慰。




我们登机前，我步行把他们送到他们的下次航班处，那次航班可以带他们到达目的地。分别后，我向那次机舱门口的人员以及空乘人员介绍了他们母子俩的情况，让他们特殊照顾一下。

我的眼泪涌了出来，拥抱着她说：“你告诉了我勇气和母爱的真正含义。我会永远记得你。”

她对我为她所做的一切表示感谢，然后语气柔和地说：“你不是服务人员，你是空中的天使。”这触动了我这位空服人员的翅膀，她接着说：“那就是你的天使翅膀。”

说着说着，她抱着孩子转过身去，踏上登机道，坐上了飞往新罕布什尔州的飞机。

虽然我现在已经不是一名空服员了，但在我的办公室里，像我这样的“天使的翅膀”却依旧上演着。每次我看见他们，我就想起了那位年轻的女人和她的孩子，那天她送给我的礼物——我们是真实飞行在尘世间里的崇高灵魂。
















Return to Paradise

重返爱天堂





◎ Eliza Riley





Lisa stood facing the Caribbean Sea, feeling the faint breeze against her face; her eyes were shut and she felt the white sand warm between her bare toes. The place was beautiful beyond belief, but it was still unable to ease the grief she felt as she remembered the last time she had been here.

She had married James right here on this spot three years ago to the day. Dressed in a simple white shift dress, miniature white roses attempting to tame her long dark curls, Lisa had been happier than she had ever thought possible. James was even less formal, yet utterly irresistible in creased summer trousers and a loose white cotton shirt. His dark hair was slightly ruffled and his eyes were full of adoration as he looked at his bride to be. The justice of the peace had read their vows as they held hands and laughed at the sheer joy of being young, in love and staying in a five star resort on the Caribbean island of the Dominicana Republic. They had seen the years blissfully stretching ahead of them, together forever. They planned their children, two she said; he said four so they compromised on three (two girls and a boy of course); where they would live, the travelling they would do together—it was all certain, or so they had thought then.




But that seemed such a long time ago now. A lot can change in just a few years—a lot of heartache can change a person and drive a wedge through the strongest ties, break even the deepest love. Three years to the day and they had returned, though this time not for the beachside marriages the island was famous for, but for one of its equally popular quickie divorces.

Lisa let out a sigh that was filled with pain and regret. What could she do but move on, find a new life and new dreams?—the old one was beyond repair. How could this beautiful place, with its lush green coastline, eternity of azure blue sea and endless sands be a place for the agony she felt now?

The man stood watching under the palm tree. He couldn’t take his eyes off the dark-haired woman he saw standing at the water’s edge, apparently gazing out to sea as though she was waiting for something—or someone. She was beautiful, with her slim figure dressed in a loose flowing cotton dress, her crazy hair and bright blue eyes not far off the color of the sea itself. It wasn’t her looks that attracted him though; he came across many beautiful women through his work as a freelance photographer. It was her loneliness and intensity that lured him. Even at some distance he was aware that she was different from any other woman he could ever meet.




Lisa sensed the man approaching even before she turned around. She had been aware of him standing there staring at her and had felt strangely calm about being observed. She looked at him and felt the instant spark of connection she had only experienced once before. He walked slowly towards her and they held each other’s gaze. It felt like meeting a long lost friend—not a stranger on a strange beach.

Later, sitting at one of the many bars on the resort, sipping the local cocktails they began to talk. First pleasantries—their hotels, the quality of the food and friendliness of the locals. Their conversation was strangely hesitant considering the naturalness and confidence of their earlier meeting. Onlookers, however, would have detected the subtle flirtation as they mirrored each other’s actions and looked directly into each other’s eyes. Only later, after the alcohol had had its loosening effect, did the conversation deepen. They talked of why they were here and finally, against her better judgment, Lisa opened up about her heartache of the past year and how events had led her back to the place where she had married the only man she believed she could ever love. She told him of things that had been locked deep inside her, that she had so far been able to tell no one. She told him how she had felt after she had lost her baby.




She was six months pregnant and the happiest she had ever been when the pains had started. She was staying with her mother as James was working out of town. He hadn’t made it back in time. The doctor had said it was just one of those things and that they could try again. But how could she when she couldn’t even look James in the eye? She hated him then, for not being there, for not hurting as much as her; but most of all she hated him for looking so much like the tiny baby boy that she held for just three hours before they took him away. All through the following months she had withdrawn from her husband, family, and friends—not wanting to recover from the pain she felt—that would have been a betrayal of her son. At the funeral she had refused to stand next to her husband and the next day she had left him.

Looking up, Lisa could see her pain reflected in the man’s eyes. For the first time in months she didn’t feel alone, she felt the unbearable burden begin to lift from her—only a bit, but it was a start. She began to believe that maybe she had a future after all and maybe it could be with this man, with his kind hazel eyes, wet with their shared tears.




They had come here to dissolve their marriage, but maybe there was hope. Lisa stood up and took James by the hand and led him away from the bar towards the beach where they had made their vows to each other three years ago. Tomorrow she would cancel the divorce; tonight they would work on renewing their promises.





丽莎伫立在加勒比海边，感受微风轻拂脸颊——她闭上双眼，感到裸露的脚趾间拥满了温暖的沙粒。这个地方美得简直令人难以置信，但回忆起上次在这儿的情景，仍然无法抚慰心中的伤痛。

三年前的今天，丽莎就是在这里嫁给詹姆斯的。她穿着朴素的白色长礼裙，小小的白玫瑰服帖地点缀着她又黑又长的鬈发，如此的幸福感是她从未企及的。詹姆斯的装扮甚至不那么正式，一条带褶的清凉夏裤和一件宽松的白色棉质衬衫，配上一头稍稍凌乱的黑发，然而他看上去依然是魅力不挡。当他凝视着自己的新娘时，眼神里充满了爱意。他们手牵着手，聆听太平绅士宣读他们的誓言。他们为年轻而欢呼，为爱情而雀跃，为身处多米尼加共和国加勒比海岛的五星级胜地而陶醉。他们似乎看见未来的幸福之路在眼前展开，直至相携到老。他们计划着生孩子的事，她说要两个，他却想要四个，最终各退一步，决定生三个（当然是两女一男）。他们计划着会在哪里生活，计划着一起去旅行——所有事情都显得顺理成章，或者说他们当时就想到这些。




但这一切看起来是许久以前的事了。短短几年时间就可能发生许多变故。刻骨铭心的伤痛可以改变一个人，可以破坏最牢固的关系，甚至可以摧毁最深挚的爱情。三年后的今天，他们又回来了，但并非因为此地闻名的海滨婚礼，而是因为此地同样闻名的闪电离婚。

丽莎深深地叹了一口气，充满了痛苦和悲伤。除了继续前行，寻找新生活和新梦想，她还能怎么做呢？——毕竟旧的已经无法弥补。这里有繁茂的绿色海岸线、无边的蔚蓝大海和绵延的沙滩，可是现在，如此美丽的地方怎么就让她备感痛苦？

一个男子站在棕榈树下，目不转睛地注视着这位黑发女子：她伫立在水边，眺望着大海，显然像是在等待什么——或是某人。她很美，修长的身段穿着一袭宽松的棉质裙，头发在风中疯狂地乱舞，明亮的蓝眼睛美得简直可以与海洋的颜色相媲美。然而，吸引他的并非是她的容貌，作为一名自由摄影师，因为工作上的关系，他见过的美女无数。吸引他的是她的落寞和深情。尽管隔着一些距离，他仍能感觉到，她不同于他所见过的任何其他女性。




未曾转过身来，丽莎便察觉到了男人在靠近。她早已发觉他站在远处注视着她，奇怪的是，她并没有因为被注视而感到不自在。她看着他，瞬间闪过一丝心灵相通的火花，这样的碰撞以前只有过一次。他慢慢地向她走近，两人的目光交接在一起。他们就像见到一个失去联络很久的朋友——而不是在陌生的地方遇见一个陌生人。

后来，他们在诸多酒吧中找了一间坐了下来，品尝着当地的鸡尾酒，开始交谈。最初是谈论一些有趣的事——聊他们住的酒店，饮食的质量和当地人的友好热情。再深入下去时，相比之前见面的自然和从容，他们的谈话却莫名地犹豫不前了。尽管如此，从他们端详对方的行为和直视对方眼睛的神态中，旁观者还是能察觉到一丝微妙的暧昧。直到酒精逐渐发挥了让人放松的效力，谈话才继续深入下去。他们谈论着来此地的原因，最后，虽然明知不太适宜，丽莎仍决定打开心扉，将她去年所经历的痛苦倾诉而出，以及又回到这里的原因——在这儿，她嫁给了一个曾以为会深爱一生的男人。她将一直锁在心底、至今仍无法向他人启齿的话倾吐了出来，并向他倾诉失去孩子之后的悲痛心情。




那时她已怀孕六个月，还是世界上最幸福的人，直到事情发生的前一刻。当时她和母亲待在一起，詹姆斯在城外工作，没能及时赶回来。医生说这只是很平常的事情，他们还有机会再试一次。然而她无法做到，她甚至都无法直视詹姆斯的眼睛。她恨他，恨他当时不在身边，恨他没有自己那么伤心，更恨他看起来那么像仅仅在自己怀里躺了三个小时就被抱走的儿子。之后的几个月里，她远离了丈夫、家庭和朋友，不愿从伤痛中走出来——她觉得那样做是对儿子的背叛。在葬礼上，她拒绝站在丈夫旁边。第二天，她便离开了他。

抬起头，丽莎看到男人的双眼中映满了自己的伤痛。几个月来，她第一次不再感到孤独，她感到压得她喘不过气来的担子开始减轻——尽管只有一点点，但起码是一个开始。也许她开始相信自己还是有未来的，也许是和眼前这个男人，也许是和他这双温柔的褐色眼睛——湿润着他们共同的泪花。

他们来此本为结束他们的婚姻，但也许还有希望。她站起身，牵起詹姆斯的手，领着他走出酒吧，走向他们三年前互相许下诺言的沙滩。明天她会取消离婚，今晚，他们将重续承诺。
















Chapter 3  坚信自己的道路













All my life I have set ahead of me a series of goals and then tried to reach them, one at a time. I had to learn my limitations. It was no good to try for something I knew at the start was wildly out of reach because that only invited the bitterness of failure. I would fail sometimes anyway but on the average I made progress.

一生中，我不断为自己设立目标，并且尽力去完成。我必须知道自己的缺陷。尝试那些开始就知道不可能的事情并没有任何益处，因为那只能带来盲目的失败。但有些时候，我可能会失败，不过，不管结果如何，这种挑战让我一直成长。














The White Envelope

白色的信封





◎ Nancy W. Gavin





It’s just a small, white envelope stuck among the branches of our Christmas tree. No name, no identification, no inscription. It has peeked through the branches of our tree for the past 10 years or so.

It all began because my husband Mike hated Christmas—oh, not the true meaning of Christmas, but the commercial aspects of it—overspending... the frantic running around at the last minute to get a tie for Uncle Harry and the dusting powder for grandma—the gifts given in desperation because you couldn’t think of anything else.

Knowing he felt this way, I decided one year to bypass the usual shirts, sweaters, ties and so forth. I reached for something special just for Mike. The inspiration came in an unusual way.

Our son Kevin, who was 12 that year, was wrestling at the junior level at the school he attended; and shortly before Christmas, there was a non-league match against a team sponsored by an inner-city church. These youngsters, dressed in sneakers so ragged that shoestrings seemed to be the only thing holding them together, presented a sharp contrast to our boys in their spiffy blue and gold uniforms and sparkling new wrestling shoes.




As the match began, I was alarmed to see that the other team was wrestling without headgear, a kind of light helmet designed to protect a wrestler’s ears. It was a luxury the ragtag team obviously could not afford. Well, we ended up walloping them. We took every weight class. And as each of their boys got up from the mat, he swaggered around in his tatters with false bravado, a kind of street pride that couldn’t acknowledge defeat.

Mike, seated beside me, shook his head sadly, “I wish just one of them could have won.” he said. “They have a lot of potential, but losing like this could take the heart right out of them.”

Mike loved kids—all kids—and he knew them, having coached little league football, baseball and lacrosse. That’s when the idea for his present came. That afternoon, I went to a local sporting goods store and bought an assortment of wrestling headgear and shoes and sent the anonymously to the inner-city church.




On Christmas Eve, I placed the envelope on the tree, the note inside telling Mike what I had done and that this was his gift from me. His smile was the brightest thing about Christmas that year and in succeeding years.

For each Christmas, I followed the tradition—one year sending a group of mentally handicapped youngsters to a hockey game, another year a check to a pair of elderly brothers whose home had burned to the ground the week before Christmas, and on and on.

The envelope became the highlight of our Christmas. It was always the last thing opened on Christmas morning and our children, ignoring their new toys, would stand with wide-eyed anticipation as their dad lifted the envelope from the tree to reveal its contents.

As the children grew, the toys gave way to more practical presents, but the envelope never lost its allure. The story doesn’t end there. You see, we lost Mike last year due to dreaded cancer. When Christmas rolled around, I was still so wrapped in grief that I barely got the tree up. But Christmas Eve found me placing an envelope on the tree, and in the morning, it was joined by three more.

Each of our children, unbeknownst to the others, had placed an envelope on the tree for their dad. The tradition has grown and someday will expand even further with our grandchildren standing around the tree with wide-eyed anticipation watching as their fathers take down the envelope. Mike’s spirit, like the Christmas spirit, will always be with us.




May we all remember the reason for the season, and the true Christmas spirit this year and always. God bless—pass this along to your friends and loved ones.





这封小小的白色信封在我家的圣诞树上已经有十多年了。信封上没有姓名，没有地址，也没有留言。

一切是因为我丈夫迈克不喜欢圣诞节——哦，并不是真正意义上的圣诞节，而是被商业化的圣诞节——超支了……为了给哈利叔叔买领带，给奶奶买除尘粉，他在圣诞节来临之际疯狂地跑这跑那——只能送这些礼物，因为根本也想不出别的东西。

正是因为我知道他的感受，于是有一年，我决定打破常规（平时都送些衬衫、毛衣或领带之类的东西）。我的灵感突现，想为迈克准备一个特殊的礼物。

那年，我的儿子凯文12岁，正在学校里练习初级摔跤。就在圣诞节前不久，他们要举行一项非职业性的比赛，由市里一家教堂赞助费用。那些年轻人穿的运动鞋破旧不堪，好像脚上就只剩下鞋带了。我们这边的孩子与他们形成了鲜明的对比——一律身着金蓝色的制服和崭新的摔跤鞋。




比赛开始后，我惊异地发现对方选手没有戴专业头盔，那种保护摔跤选手耳朵的轻型护头。那种头盔对他们这样的队伍来说太奢侈了，明显负担不起。因此，最终我们队给了他们猛烈的打击，并且也赢得了所有重量级的比赛。当那些男孩从垫子上站起来时，还故意穿着破旧的衣服，虚张声势地走来走去，带着一种不承认失败的街头傲慢。

迈克坐在我旁边，悲哀地摇摇头，“我真希望他们中有人能赢过我们，他们很有潜力，但输得这么惨，可能会使他们失去信心。”

迈克之所以会有这样的想法，是因为他喜欢小孩——所有的小孩他都喜欢——他了解他们，他曾经担任过一些小团队的教练，像足球队、垒球队和长曲棍球队。一天下午，我去本地的一家体育用品店买了一套摔跤专用的护头和鞋子，并匿名把东西送给市里的教会。

在圣诞节前夜，我把一个信封挂在了圣诞树上，里面写的是我所做的事，这是我送给迈克的礼物。在那年的圣诞节里，他的笑容比以往多少年来都要灿烂。

每年圣诞节，我都遵循这样一个传统——有一年是让一些残障儿童参加冰球比赛，有一年是看望了两位老年兄弟，他们的房屋在圣诞节前一星期被大火烧为平地，等等。




信封成为我们过圣诞节时最重要的东西。圣诞节的早晨，信封总是最后一个被拆开。孩子们也顾不上他们的新玩具了，个个瞪着大大的眼睛，站着那里期待着爸爸把信封从圣诞树上摘下来，把里面的内容读给他们听。

孩子们渐渐长大，他们都要更实际的礼物，不再要玩具了，但是信封的吸引力从来没有消失过。故事并没有在此结束，迈克在去年患上可怕的癌症离开了我们。圣诞节来临的时候，我们仍沉浸在悲痛之中，甚至都没有装饰圣诞树。在圣诞前夕，我在树上挂了一封信，到了早晨，信却变成了三封。

我们的每个孩子，都趁其他人不注意的时候，在圣诞树上放了一封写给爸爸的信。这个传统一直延续着，有一天我们的孙子也会站在圣诞树旁，眼睛瞪得大大的，望着他们的爸爸取下信封。迈克的灵魂，就像圣诞节的精神一样，将永远和我们在一起。

愿我们都能牢记过这个节日的原因，永远记住真正的圣诞精神。愿上帝保佑我们——把这篇文章也送给你的朋友和你所爱的人。












An Invisible Smile

看不见的微笑





◎ Marcia Byalick





Mr. Dawson was an old grouch, and everyone in town knew it. Kids knew not to go into his yard to pick a delicious apple, even off the ground, because old Dawson, they said, would come after you with his ball bullet gun.

One Friday, 12-year-old Janet was going to stay all night with her friend Amy. They had to walk by Dawson’s house on the way to Amy’s house, but as they got close Janet saw him sitting on his front porch and suggested they cross over to the other side of the street. Like most of the children, she was scared of the old man because of the stories she’d heard about him.

Amy said not to worry, Mr. Dawson wouldn’t hurt anyone. Still, Janet was growing more nervous with each step closer to the old man’s house. When they got close enough, Dawson looked up with his usual frown, but when he saw it was Amy, a broad smile changed his entire face as he said, “Hello Miss Amy. I see you’ve got a little friend with you today.”

Amy smiled back and told him Janet was staying overnight and they were going to listen to music and play games. Dawson told them that sounded fun, and offered them each a fresh picked apple off his tree. They gladly accepted. Dawson had the best apples in town.




When they got out of earshot of Dawson , Janet asked Amy, “Everyone says he’s the meanest man in town. How come was he so nice to us?”

Amy explained that when she first started walking past his house he wasn’t very friendly and she was afraid of him, but she pretended he was wearing an invisible smile and so she always smiled back at him. It took a while, but one day he half-smiled back at her.

After some more time, he started smiling real smiles and then started talking to her. Just a “hello” at first, then more. She said he always offers her an apple now, and is always very kind.

“An invisible smile?” questioned Janet.

“Yes,” answered Amy, “my grandma told me that if I pretended I wasn’t afraid and pretended he was smiling an invisible smile at me and I smiled back at him, that sooner or later he would really smile. Grandma says smiles are contagious.”

If we remember what Amy’s grandma said, that everyone wears an invisible smile, we too will find that most people can’t resist our smile after a while.




We’re always on the go trying to accomplish so much, aren’t we? Getting groceries, cleaning the house, mowing the lawn—there’s always something. It’s so easy to get caught up in everyday life that we forget how simple it can be to bring cheer to ourselves and others. Giving a smile away takes so little effort and time, let’s make sure that we’ve not the one that others have to pretend is wearing an invisible smile.

道森先生是个脾气古怪的老头子，镇上所有人都知道。孩子们知道不能进入他的院子里摘美味的苹果，甚至掉在地上的也不能捡，因为据他们说，老道森会端着他的弹丸猎枪跟在你后面追。

一个周五，12岁的珍妮特要陪她的朋友艾米在这里过夜。她们去艾米家的路上，不得不经过道森先生的房子。当她们离道森家越来越近时，珍妮特看见道森先生坐在前廊，于是她建议她们从街道的另一边走。跟大多数孩子一样，珍妮特听说过他的故事，对他很是害怕。

艾米说不用担心，道森先生不会伤害任何人。尽管如此，每向前走一步，离老人的房子越近，珍妮特就越紧张。当她们走到房子那儿，道森抬起了头，一如既往地皱着眉头。但当他看到是艾米时，一个灿烂的笑容改变了他的整个表情，他说：“你好，艾米小姐，我看见今天有位可爱的小朋友陪你。”




艾米也对他微笑，告诉他珍妮特会陪她过夜，她们要一起听音乐玩游戏。道森告诉她们这听起来很有趣，给她们每人一个从树上刚摘下来的苹果。她们很高兴地接受了，因为道森的苹果是镇上最好的。

当他们离开道森的房子时，珍妮特问艾米：“每个人都说他是镇上最吝啬的人，但他为什么对我们这么好呢？”

艾米解释说，当她第一次路过他家时，他不是太友好，她还很害怕他。但她假装他带着一种看不见的微笑，所以她微笑着回望他。过了一段时间，终于有一天，他也对她露出了一点笑容。

再过了一段日子，他开始真正地对她笑了，然后开始同艾米说话。开始只是一句“你好”，后来就越来越多。她说，他总是给她一个苹果，很和蔼可亲。

“看不见的笑容？”珍妮特问。

“是的，”艾米回答道，“我奶奶告诉我，如果我假装不害怕，假装他有着看不见的微笑，我微笑地回望他，迟早他会真正微笑起来。奶奶说，笑容是可以传染的。”

如果我们记住艾米奶奶说的，每个人都有着看不见的笑容，我们会发现，大多数人在一段时间后都无法抗拒我们的微笑。

我们总是忙着去尽量完成更多的事，不是吗？买东西，打扫房子，割院子里的杂草——总会有什么事。这就很容易让我们被日常琐事困住，而忘记了给自己和他人带来欢乐是多么简单的事情。绽放微笑所花费的精力和时间非常少，我们要确保自己不会成为这样的人——别人总得假装我们有看不见的笑容。


















Follow Your Dream—the Monty

Roberts Story

为梦想而坚持的罗伯茨





◎  Jack Canfield





I have a friend named Monty Roberts who owns a horse ranch in San Ysidro. He has let me use his house to put on fund-raising events to raise money for youth at risk programs.

The last time I was there he introduced me by saying, “I want to tell you why I let Jack use my house. It all goes back to a story about a young man who was the son of an itinerant horse trainer who would go from stable to stable, race track to race track, farm to farm and ranch to ranch, training horses. As a result, the boy’s high school career was continually interrupted. When he was a senior, he was asked to write a paper about what he wanted to be and do when he grew up.”

That night he wrote a seven-page paper describing his goal of someday owning a horse ranch. He wrote about his dream in great detail and he even drew a diagram of a 200-acre ranch, showing the location of all the buildings, the stables and the track. Then he drew a detailed floor plan for a 4 000-square-foot house that would sit on a 200-acre dream ranch.”




“He put a great deal of his heart into the project and the next day he handed it in to his teacher. Two days later he received his paper back. On the front page was a large red F with a note that read, ‘See me after class.’”

“The boy with the dream went to see the teacher after class and asked, ‘Why did I receive a F?’”

“The teacher said, ‘This is an unrealistic dream for a young boy like you. You have no money. You come from an itinerant family. You have no resources. Owning a horse ranch requires a lot of money. You have to buy the land. You have to pay for the original breeding stock and later you’ll have to pay large stud fees. There’s no way you could ever do it.’ Then the teacher added, ‘If you will rewrite this paper with a more realistic goal, I will reconsider your grade.’”

“The boy went home and thought about it long and hard. He asked his father what he should do. His father said, ‘Look, son, you have to make up your own mind on this. However, I think it is a very important decision for you.’”




“Finally, after sitting with it for a week, the boy turned in the same paper, making no changes at all. He stated, ‘You can keep the F and I’ll keep my dream.’”

Monty then turned to the assembled group and said, “I tell you this story because you are sitting in my 4 000-square-foot house in the middle of my 200-acre horse ranch. I still have that school paper framed over the fireplace.” He added, “The best part of the story is that two summers ago that same schoolteacher brought 30 kids to camp out on my ranch for a week. When the teacher was leaving, he said, ‘Look, Monty, I can tell you this now. When I was your teacher, I was something of a dream stealer. During those years I stole a lot of kids’ dreams. Fortunately you had enough gumption not to give up on yours.’”

Don’t let anyone steal your dreams. Follow your heart, no matter what.

我有个朋友叫曼迪·罗伯茨，他在圣思多罗有座牧马场。他常把他的房子借我用来举办筹款活动，所筹得的钱作为青少年的计划筹备基金。

上次活动时，他在引荐我时说：“我想告诉你我把房子借给杰克是有原因的。一切都得回到这样一个故事上：有一个男孩，他的父亲是位马术师，他从小就必须跟着父亲东奔西跑，从这个比赛到那个比赛，从这个农场到那个牧场。男孩的求学生涯总是因此被打断。当他还是个高中生时，有次老师要求全班同学写一篇文章，题目是长大后的志愿。




“那天晚上他洋洋洒洒地写了七页纸，描述他的伟大志愿，那就是有朝一日拥有一座属于自己的牧马农场。他写下了关于这个梦想的所有细节，甚至画了一张两百亩的农场设计图，上面标有马厩、跑道等所有建筑的位置。然后，在这一大片农场中央，他还要建造一栋占地四千平方英尺的豪宅。

“他花了好大心血把报告完成了，第二天交给了老师。两天后，他拿回了报告，第一页上打了一个又红又大的F，旁边还写了一行字：‘下课后来见我。’

“脑中充满幻想的他下课后带着报告去找老师：‘为什么给我不及格？’

“老师说：‘你一个年纪轻轻的小男孩，不要老做这种白日梦。你没钱，没家庭背景，什么都没有。盖座农场养马可是个花钱的大工程；你要购买土地，你得购买纯种马匹，花钱照顾它们，缴纳一大笔费用。你别太好高骛远了。’然后他接着说，‘如果你肯重写一个更加实际的志愿，我会重新考虑给你打分。’

“这男孩回家后，反反复复思量了好久。然后他去询问父亲的意见。父亲告诉他：‘看哪，儿子，这是一个很重要的决定，你必须自己作决定。’




“最后，一个星期后，他决定把原稿交回，一个字都不改。他告诉老师：‘你可以就给我那个不及格的分数，我也会一直坚持我的梦想。’”

曼迪转向众人，说：“我告诉你们这个故事，是因为各位现在就坐在那两百亩农场内，那占地四千平方英尺的豪宅里。那份高中时写的文章我现在还留着呢。”他顿了一下，补充道：“最有意思的是，两年前的夏天，那位老师带了三十个学生来我农场露营一星期。离开之前，他对我说：‘曼迪，现在我有些话要对你说。当我做你的老师时，我是一个盗梦者。这些年来，我拿走了不少学生的梦想。不过幸好，你有足够的进取心坚持自己的梦想。’”

不要让任何人偷走你的梦想。不管发生什么事，跟随自己的心，勇往直前。
















A Ball to Roll Around

滚  球





◎ Robert G. Allman





I lost my sight when I was four years old by falling off a box car in a freight yard in Atlantic City and landing on my head. Now I am thirty two. I can vaguely remember the brightness of sunshine and what color red is. It would be wonderful to see again, but a calamity can do strange things to people. It occurred to me the other day that I might not have come to love life as I do if I hadn’t been blind. I believe in life now. I am not so sure that I would have believed it so deeply, otherwise. I don’t mean that I would prefer to go without my eyes. I simply mean that the loss of them made me appreciate the more what I had left.

Life, I believe, asks a continuous series of adjustments to reality. The more readily a person is able to make these adjustments, the more meaningful his own private world becomes. The adjustment is never easy. I was bewildered and afraid. But I was lucky. My parents and my teachers saw something in me—a potential to live, you might call it—which I didn’t see, and they made me want to fight it out with blindness.




The hardest lesson I had to learn was to believe in myself. That was basic. If I hadn’t been able to do that, I would have collapsed and become a chair rocker on the front porch for the rest of my life. When I say belief in myself I am not talking about simply the kind of self-confidence that helps me down an unfamiliar staircase alone. That is part of it. But I mean something bigger than that: an assurance that I am, despite imperfections, a real, positive person; that somewhere in the sweeping, intricate pattern of people there is a special place where I can make myself fit.

It took my years to discover and strengthen this assurance. It had to start with the most elementary things. Once a man gave me an indoor baseball. I thought he was mocking me and I was hurt. “I can’t use this.” I said. “Take it with you,” he urged me, “and roll it around.” The words stuck in my head. “Roll it around!” By rolling the ball I could hear where it went. This gave me an idea how to achieve a goal I had thought impossible: playing baseball. At Philadelphia’s Overbrook School for the Blind I invented a successful variation of baseball. We call it ground ball. We called it ground ball.




All my life I have set ahead of me a series of goals and then tried to reach them, one at a time. I had to learn my limitations. It was no good to try for something I knew at the start was wildly out of reach because that only invited the bitterness of failure. I would fail sometimes anyway but on the average I made progress.





4岁时，在亚特兰大城，我从货场一辆货车上摔下来撞到头，不幸双目失明。如今，我已经32岁，但是我还依稀记得阳光的明媚，七彩的色泽。若是双眼有幸能够复明，那该多么美好！不过，灾难的确可以赐予人神奇的力量。若是没有失明，我大概不会像现在这样热爱生活，也无法确定能否像现在这样感情强烈。我并不是说我情愿过着这样失去阳光的生活，而是说，正是因为失去才更让我懂得珍惜现在所拥有的一切。

我相信生活是需要不断与现实协调的。一个人越是有能力充分把握好调节的步伐，那么，他的生命将越有意义。但是，这种调节绝非易事。我曾一度迷茫害怕，幸运的是，我的父母和老师看到了我生活下去的潜能，一种我起初并没有发觉，但是的确激起我继续斗争生存下去的信念。

最难的课程便是我必须学会相信自己！这也是基础。如果不能做到这点，我将崩溃，从此变成一个轮椅主人，待在门廊前，度过我的余生。当我说我相信自己，并不仅仅指自信可以帮助我一个人从陌生的楼梯走下来。虽然这只是其中的一部分。我所指的是更大的帮助：即使身体有缺陷，我仍然是一个真正积极的人；即使在这个复杂、动荡的人际环境中，我仍然有自己创造的特殊的位置。




我花了很多年的时间发现并坚定这种信念。这必须从最基本的小事做起。有一次，一个人给了我一个室内棒球，我内心受到极大伤害，认为他只是在嘲笑我，因为我并不能玩它。

“拿起它，然后滚。”

这些话环绕在我耳际：“滚它！”

因为球在地上滚动，我能听见它的声响，得知它的去向。这让我想起一个从未想过的主意：打棒球。在费城的奥福布鲁克盲人学校，我发明了一种受欢迎的棒球游戏：我们称之为地面球。

一生中，我不断为自己设立目标，并且尽力去完成。我必须知道自己的缺陷。尝试那些开始就知道不可能的事情并没有任何益处，因为那只能带来盲目的失败。但有些时候，我可能会失败，不过，不管结果如何，这种挑战让我一直成长。














The Last Leaf

最后一片叶子





◎ O. Henry





In a little district west of Washington Square the streets have run crazy and broken themselves into small strips called “places”. These “places” make strange angles and curves. One Street crosses itself a time or two. An artist once discovered a valuable possibility in this street. Suppose a collector with a bill for paints, paper and canvas should, in traversing this route, suddenly meet himself coming back, without a cent having been paid on account!

So, to quaint old Greenwich Village the art people soon came prowling, hunting for north windows and eighteenth-century gables and Dutch attics and low rents. Then they imported some pewter mugs and a chafing dish or two from Sixth Avenue, and became a “colony”.

At the top of a squatty, three-story brick Sue and Johnsy had their studio. “Johnsy” was familiar for Joanna. One was from Maine; the other from California. They had met at the table of an Eighth Street “Delmonico’s”, and found their tastes in art, chicory salad and bishop sleeves so congenial that the joint studio resulted.




That was in May. In November a cold, unseen stranger, whom the doctors called Pneumonia, stalked about the colony, touching one here and there with his icy fingers. Over on the east side this ravager strode boldly, smiting his victims by scores, but his feet trod slowly through the maze of the narrow and moss-grown “places”.

Mr. Pneumonia was not what you would call a chivalric old gentleman. A mite of a little woman with blood thinned by California zephyrs was hardly fair game for the red-fisted, short-breathed old duffer. But Johnsy he smote; and she lay, scarcely moving, on her painted iron bedstead, looking through the small Dutch window-panes at the blank side of the next brick house.

One morning the busy doctor invited Sue into the hallway with a shaggy, grey eyebrow.

“She has one chance in—let us say, ten.” he said, as he shook down the mercury in his clinical thermometer. “And that chance is for her to want to live. This way people have of lining-u on the side of the undertaker makes the entire pharmacopoeia look silly. Your little lady has made up her mind that she’s not going to get well. Has she anything on her mind?”




“She—she wanted to paint the Bay of Naples some day.” said Sue.

“Paint?—bosh! Has she anything on her mind worth thinking twice—a man for instance?”

“A man?” said Sue, with a jew’s-harp twang in her voice. “Is a man worth—but, no, doctor; there is nothing of the kind.”

“Well, it is the weakness, then,” said the doctor, “I will do all that science, so far as it may filter through my efforts, can accomplish. But whenever my patient begins to count the carriages in her funeral procession I subtract 50 percent from the curative power of medicines. If you will get her to ask one question about the new winter styles in cloak sleeves I will promise you a one-in-five chance for her, instead of one in ten.”

After the doctor had gone Sue went into the workroom and cried a Japanese napkin to a pulp. Then she swaggered into Johnsy’s room with her drawing board, whistling ragtime.

Johnsy lay, scarcely making a ripple under the bedclothes, with her face toward the window. Sue stopped whistling, thinking she was asleep.




She arranged her board and began a pen-and-ink drawing to illustrate a magazine story. Young artists must pave their way to Art by drawing pictures for magazine stories that young authors write to pave their way to literature.

As Sue was sketching a pair of elegant horseshow riding trousers and a monocle of the figure of the hero, an Idaho cowboy, she heard a low sound, several times repeated. She went quickly to the bedside.

Johnsy’s eyes were open wide. She was looking out the window and counting—counting backward.

“Twelve.” she said, and little later “eleven”; and then “ten.” and “nine”; and then “eight” and “seven”, almost together.

Sue look solicitously out of the window. What was there to count? There was only a bare, dreary yard to be seen, and the blank side of the brick house twenty feet away. An old, old ivy vine, gnarled and decayed at the roots, climbed half way up the brick wall. The cold breath of autumn had stricken its leaves from the vine until its skeleton branches clung, almost bare, to the crumbling bricks.

“What is it, dear?” asked Sue.

“Six.” said Johnsy, in almost a whisper. “They’re falling faster now. Three days ago there were almost a hundred. It made my head ache to count them. But now it’s easy. There goes another one. There are only five left now.”




“Five what, dear? Tell your Sudie.”

“Leaves. On the ivy vine. When the last one falls I must go, too. I’ve known that for three days. Didn’t the doctor tell you?”

“Oh, I never heard of such nonsense,” complained Sue, with magnificent scorn. “What have old ivy leaves to do with your getting well? And you used to love that vine so, you naughty girl. Don’t be a goosey. Why, the doctor told me this morning that your chances for getting well real soon were—let’s see exactly what he said—he said the chances were ten to one! Why, that’s almost as good a chance as we have in New York when we ride on the street cars or walk past a new building. Try to take some broth now, and let Sudie go back to her drawing, so she can sell the editor man with it, and buy port wine for her sick child, and pork chops for her greedy self.”

“You needn’t get any more wine.” said Johnsy, keeping her eyes fixed out the window. “There goes another. No, I don’t want any broth. That leaves just four. I want to see the last one fall before it gets dark. Then I’ll go, too.”




“Johnsy, dear,” said Sue, bending over her, “will you promise me to keep your eyes closed, and not look out the window until I am done working? I must hand those drawings in by tomorrow. I need the light, or I would draw the shade down.”

“Couldn’t you draw in the other room?” asked Johnsy, coldly.

“I’d rather be here by you.” said Sue. “Beside, I don’t want you to keep looking at those silly ivy leaves.”

“Tell me as soon as you have finished,” said Johnsy, closing her eyes, and lying white and still as fallen statue, “because I want to see the last one fall. I’m tired of waiting. I’m tired of thinking. I want to turn loose my hold on everything, and go sailing down, down, just like one of those poor, tired leaves.”

“Try to sleep,” said Sue. “I must call Behrman up to be my model for the old hermit miner. I’ll not be gone a minute. Don’t try to move till I come back.”

Old Behrman was a painter who lived on the ground floor beneath them. He was past sixty and had a Michel- angelo’s Moses beard curling down from the head of a satyr along with the body of an imp. Behrman was a failure in art. Forty years he had wielded the brush without getting near enough to touch the hem of his Mistress’s robe. He had been always about to paint a masterpiece, but had never yet begun it. For several years he had painted nothing except now and then a daub in the line of commerce or advertising. He earned a little by serving as a model to those young artists in the colony who could not pay the price of a professional. He drank gin to excess, and still talked of his coming masterpiece. For the rest he was a fierce little old man, who scoffed terribly at softness in any one, and who regarded himself as especial mastiff-in-waiting to protect the two young artists in the studio above.




Sue found Behrman smelling strongly of juniper berries in his dimly lighted den below. In one corner was a blank canvas on an easel that had been waiting there for twenty-five years to receive the first line of the masterpiece. She told him of Johnsy’s fancy, and how she feared she would, indeed, light and fragile as a leaf herself, float away, when her slight hold upon the world grew weaker.

Old Behrman, with his red eyes plainly streaming, shouted his contempt and derision for such idiotic imaginings.




“Vass!” he cried. “Is dere people in de world mit der foolishness to die because leafs dey drop off from a confounded vine? I haf not heard of such a thing. No, I will not bose as a model for your fool hermit-dunderhead. Vy do you allow dot silly pusiness to come in der brain of her? Ach, dot poor leetle Miss Johnsy.”

“She is very ill and weak,” said Sue, “and the fever has left her mind morbid and full of strange fancies. Very well, Mr. Behrman, if you do not care to pose for me, you needn’t. But I think you are a horrid old—old flibbertigibbet.”

“You are just like a woman!” yelled Behrman. “Who said I will not bose? Go on. I come with you. For half an hour I haf peen trying to say dot I am ready to bose. Gott! dis is not any blace in which one so good as Miss Johnsy shall lie sick. Some day I vill baint a masterpiece, and ve shall all go away. Gott! Yes.”

Johnsy was sleeping when they went upstairs. Sue pulled the shade down to the window-sill, and motioned Behrman into the other room. In there they peered out the window fearfully at the ivy vine. Then they looked at each other for a moment without speaking. A persistent, cold rain was falling, mingled with snow. Behrman, in his old blue shirt, took his seat as the hermit miner on an upturned kettle for a rock.




When Sue awoke from an hour’s sleep the next morning she found Johnsy with dull, wide-open eyes staring at the drawn green shade.

“Pull it up; I want to see.” she ordered, in a whisper.

Wearily Sue obeyed.

But, lo! After the beating rain and fierce gusts of wind that had endured through the livelong night, there yet stood out against the brick wall one ivy leaf. It was the last one on the vine. Still dark green near its stem, with its serrated edges tinted with the yellow of dissolution and decay, it hung bravely from the branch some twenty feet above the ground.

“It is the last one.” said Johnsy. “I thought it would surely fall during the night. I heard the wind. It will fall to-day, and I shall die at the same time.”

“Dear, dear!” said Sue, leaning her worn face down to the pillow, “think of me, if you won’t think of yourself. What would I do?”

But Johnsy did not answer. The lonesomest thing in the world is a soul when it is making ready to go on its mysterious, far journey. The fancy seemed to possess her more strongly as one by one the ties that bound her to friendship and to earth were loosed.




The day wore away, and even through the twilight they could see the lone ivy leaf clinging to its stem against the wall. And then, with the coming of the night the north wind was again loosed, while the rain still beat against the windows and pattered down from the low Dutch eaves.

When it was light enough Johnsy, the merciless, commanded that the shade be raised.

The ivy leaf was still there.

Johnsy lay for a long time looking at it. And then she called to Sue, who was stirring her chicken broth over the gas stove.

“I’ve been a bad girl, Sudie.” said Johnsy. “Something has made that last leaf stay there to show me how wicked I was. It is a sin to want to die. You may bring a me a little broth now, and some milk with a little port in it, and—no; bring me a hand-mirror first, and then pack some pillows about me, and I will sit up and watch you cook.”

And hour later she said:

“Sudie, some day I hope to paint the Bay of Naples.”

The doctor came in the afternoon, and Sue had an excuse to go into the hallway as he left.




“Even chances.” said the doctor, taking Sue’s thin, shaking hand.

“With good nursing you’ll win.” And now I must see another case I have downstairs. Behrman, his name is—some kind of an artist, I believe. Pneumonia, too. He is an old, weak man, and the attack is acute. There is no hope for him; but he goes to the hospital today to be made more comfortable.

The next day the doctor said to Sue: “She’s out of danger. You won. Nutrition and care now — that’s all.”

And that afternoon Sue came to the bed where Johnsy lay, contentedly knitting a very blue and very useless woolen shoulder scarf, and put one arm around her, pillows and all.

“I have something to tell you, white mouse.” she said. “Mr. Behrman died of pneumonia today in the hospital. He was ill only two days. The janitor found him the morning of the first day in his room downstairs helpless with pain. His shoes and clothing were wet through and icy cold. They couldn’t imagine where he had been on such a dreadful night. And then they found a lantern, still lighted, and a ladder that had been dragged from its place, and some scattered brushes, and a palette with green and yellow colors mixed on it, and—look out the window, dear, at the last ivy leaf on the wall. Didn’t you wonder why it never fluttered or moved when the wind blew? Ah, darling, it’s Behrman’s masterpiece—he painted it there the night that the last leaf fell.”








在华盛顿广场西边的一个小区里，街道横七竖八地伸展开来，又分裂成一小条一小条的“胡同”。这些“胡同”稀奇古怪地绕来绕去，拐着弯子。一条街有时自己本身就交叉了不止一次。有一回，一个艺术家发现这条街有一种优越性：如果有个收账的跑到这条街上，来催要颜料、纸张和画布的钱，他就会突然发现自己两手空空地原路返回，一分钱的账也没有收回来！

所以，不少画家很快就来到这个古色古香的老格林尼治村来，寻找坐南朝北的窗户、荷兰式的阁楼，18世纪的尖顶山墙，以及低廉的房租。然后，他们又从第六街买来一些白蜡杯和一两个火锅，这里便成了“艺术区”。

苏和琼西的工作室安置在一幢三层楼砖房的顶楼上。“琼西”是乔安娜的昵称。她俩一个来自缅因州，另一个来自加利福尼亚州。她们是在第八街的“台尔蒙尼歌之家”吃份饭时遇上的，她们发现彼此对艺术、生菜色拉和时装的品位爱好十分一致，便合租了那间工作室。




那是5月的事情。到了11月，一个冷酷的、看不见的、被医生们称为“肺炎”的不速之客，在艺术区里悄悄地游荡，用它冰冷的手指这里碰一下那里碰一下。在广场东边，这个破坏者明目张胆地踏着大步，一下子就击倒几十个受害者，可是在迷宫一样狭窄而布满青苔的“胡同”里，它的脚步就慢了下来。

肺炎先生不是你们所说的一个行侠仗义的老绅士。一个被加利福尼亚州的西风刮得渐失血色的弱女子，本来不应该是这个有着红拳头的、呼吸急促的老家伙打击的对象。但是，琼西却遭到了打击；她躺在一张油漆过的铁床上，几乎一动也不动，凝望着小小的荷兰式玻璃窗对面砖房的那一面空墙。

一天上午，那个忙碌的医生扬了扬他那灰色的粗眉，把苏叫到外边的走廊上。

“我看，她的病只有十分之一的希望，”他一面把体温计里的水银柱甩下去，一面说，“这一份希望就是她想要活下去的念头。有些人好像不愿意活下去——喜欢照顾殡仪馆的生意，简直让整个医药界都无能为力。你的朋友断定自己是不会痊愈的了。她是不是有什么心事呢？”

“她——她希望有一天能够去画那不勒斯的海湾。”苏说。

“画画？——真是瞎扯！她脑子里有没有什么值得她反复思考的心事——比如说，一个男人？”




“男人？”苏像吹口琴似的扯着嗓子说，“男人难道值得——不，医生，没有这样的事。”

“好吧。我将用全部的力量去治疗她。可是如果我的病人开始算计会有多少辆马车送她出殡，我就得把治疗的效果减去百分之五十。如果你能想办法让她对冬季新款的大衣袖子感兴趣而提出一两个问题，那我就可以把医好她的机会从十分之一提高到五分之一。”

医生走后，苏走进工作室里，把一条日本餐巾哭成一团。然后她手里拿着画板，装作精神抖擞的样子走进琼西的屋子，嘴里吹着爵士音乐调子。

琼西躺着，脸朝着窗口，被子底下的身体几乎纹丝不动。苏以为她睡着了，停止了吹口哨。

她架好画板，开始给杂志里的故事画一张钢笔插图。年轻的画家为了铺平通向艺术的道路，不得不给杂志里的故事画插图，而年轻的作家们不得不给杂志写小说以开辟通向文学的道路。

苏正在给故事主人公——一个爱达荷州牧人身上画一条在马匹展览会上穿的时髦马裤和一片单眼镜时，忽然听到一个重复了好几次的低微的声音。她快步走到床边。

琼西的眼睛睁得很大。她望着窗外，数着数——倒着数的。




“十二”她数道，一会又说“十一”，然后是“十”和“九”，接着几乎同时数着“8”和“7”。

苏关切地看了看窗外。那儿有什么可数的呢？只有一个空荡阴暗的院子，二十英尺以外还有一所砖房的空墙。一棵老极了的常春藤，枯萎的根纠结在一块儿，枝干爬到了半墙高。秋天的寒风已经把藤上的叶子全都吹掉了，几乎只有光秃的枝条还缠附在这断壁残垣上。

“什么呀，亲爱的？”苏问道。

“六”琼西几乎用耳语低声说道。“它们现在越落越快了。三天前还有差不多一百片。我数得头都疼了。但现在好数了。又掉了一片。只剩下五片了。”

“五片什么呀，亲爱的。告诉你的苏娣吧。”

“叶子。常春藤上的。等到最后一片叶子掉下来，我也就得走了。这件事我三天前就知道了。难道医生没有告诉你？”

“哼，我从来没听过这种胡话。”苏十分不以为然地抱怨道。“那些破常春藤叶子和你的病好不好有什么关系？你以前不是很喜欢这棵树吗？你这个顽皮的姑娘。不要说傻话了。瞧，医生今天早晨还告诉我，说你迅速痊愈的机会是——让我一字不变地照他的话说吧——他说有九成把握！噢，那简直是不错的比例啊就像我们在纽约坐电车或者走过一座新楼房的机会一样。喝点肉汤吧，让苏娣回去画她的画，好把它卖给编辑先生，换了钱来给她的病孩子买点红葡萄酒，再给她自己买点猪排解解馋吧。”




“你不用再买酒了。”琼西说着，眼睛继续盯着窗外，“又落了一片。不，我不想喝什么肉汤。只剩下四片了。我想在天黑之前等着看那最后一片叶子掉下去。然后我也要去了。”

“琼西，亲爱的，”苏弯下身子对她说，“你能不能答应我，闭上眼睛，不要瞧窗外，等我画完，好吗？明天我必须交出这些插图。我需要光线，否则我就拉下窗帘了。”

“你不能到那间屋子里去画吗？”琼西冷冷地问道。

“我愿意待在你跟前，”苏说，“再说，我也不想让你老盯着那些常春藤叶子。”

“你一画完就赶紧叫我。”琼西说着，便闭上了眼睛。她脸色苍白，一动不动地躺在床上，就像是座跌倒在地上的雕像。“因为我想看那最后一片叶子掉下来。我等得不耐烦了，也想得不耐烦了。我想摆脱一切，飘下去，飘下去，像一片可怜的、疲倦的叶子那样。”

“快睡吧，”苏说道，“我得叫贝尔曼上楼来，给我当那个隐居的老矿工的模特儿。我一会儿就回来的。不要动，等我回来。”

老贝尔曼是住在楼下一层的一个画家。他年过六十，有一把像米开朗琪罗的摩西雕像那样的胡子，这胡子长在一个像半人半兽的森林之神的头颅上，又卷曲地垂荡在小鬼似的身躯上。贝尔曼是个失败的画家。他操了四十年的画笔，还远没有摸着艺术女神的衣裙。他老是说就要创作一幅杰作了，可到现在还没有动笔。几年来，他除了偶尔画点商业广告之类的玩意儿，什么也没有画过。他给艺术区里穷得雇不起职业模特儿的年轻画家们当模特儿，挣一点钱。他喝酒毫无节制，还时常谈论他要画的那幅杰作。除此以外，他是一个暴躁的小老头儿，十分瞧不起别人的温情，却认为自己是专门保护楼上画室里那两个年轻女画家的一只看家狗。




苏在楼下他那间朦胧暗淡的斗室里找到了满嘴酒气的贝尔曼。一幅空白的画布绷在画架上，摆在角落里，在那儿搁了二十五年等着杰作诞生，可连一根线条还没等着。苏把琼西的胡思乱想告诉了他，还说她害怕琼西真的柔弱得像一片叶子一样，对这个世界的留恋越来越微弱，恐怕真会飘走了。

老贝尔曼双眼通红，显然在迎风流泪，他十分轻蔑地嗤笑这种白痴。

“什么！”他喊道，“世界上还真会有人蠢到因为那该死的常春藤叶子落掉就想死？我从来没有听说过这种怪事。不，我才不给你那隐居的矿工糊涂虫当模特儿呢。你干吗让她胡思乱想？唉，可怜的琼西小姐。”




“她病得很厉害，很虚弱，”苏说，“发高烧发得她神经错乱，满脑子都是古怪的想法。好，贝尔曼先生，你不愿意给我当模特儿就算了，我看你是个讨厌的老——老唆鬼。”

“你简直太婆婆妈妈了！”贝尔曼喊道，“谁说我不愿意当模特儿？走，我和你一块去。我不是讲了半天愿意给你当模特儿吗？老天爷，琼西小姐这么好的姑娘真不应该躺在这种地方生病。总有一天，我要画一幅杰作，我们就可以都搬出去了。一定的！”

他们上楼以后，琼西正在睡觉。苏把窗帘拉下，一直遮住窗台，示意贝尔曼到隔壁的屋子去。他们在那里提心吊胆地凝视着窗外那棵常春藤。然后彼此看了一眼，哑然无语。寒冷的雨夹杂着雪花下个不停。贝尔曼穿着他那蓝色的旧衬衣，坐在一把翻过来充当岩石的铁壶上，扮作隐居的矿工。

第二天早晨，当苏从一个小时的睡眠中醒来时，看见琼西无神的眼睛睁得大大的，注视着拉下的绿窗帘。

“把窗帘拉起来，我要看。”她低声命令道。

疲倦的苏照办了。

然而，看呀！经过了漫长一夜的狂风暴雨，砖墙上还挂着一藤叶。它是常春藤上最后一片叶子了。靠近茎部仍然是深绿色，可是锯齿形的叶子边缘已经枯萎发黄，它傲然挂在一根离地二十多英尺的藤枝上。




“这是最后一片叶子。”琼西说道，“我以为它昨晚一定会落掉的。我听见风声的。今天，它一定会落掉，我也会一同死去。”

“亲爱的，”苏把疲惫的脸庞挨近枕头，对她说，“你不肯为自己着想，也得为我想想啊。我可怎么办呢？”

但琼西没有回答。一个灵魂正在准备走上那神秘的、遥远的死亡之途，这是世界上最凄凉的情景了。那些把她和友谊及大地联结起来的约束关系逐渐放开后，她这种狂想越来越强烈了。

白天总算熬过去了，甚至在暮色中她们还能看见那片孤零零的藤叶依附在靠墙的枝上。后来，随着夜幕降临，又是北风大作，暴雨依旧不停地拍打着窗子，雨水从低矮的荷兰式屋檐上流泻下来。

天刚蒙蒙亮，琼西就毫不留情地吩咐拉起窗帘来。

那片藤叶仍然在那里。

琼西躺在床上，长久地望着它。然后她招呼正在煤气炉上给她煮鸡汤的苏。

“我是一个坏女孩子，苏娣，”琼西说，“天意让那片最后的藤叶留在那里，以显示我有多么邪恶。想死是有罪过的。你现在就给我拿点鸡汤来，再拿点掺葡萄酒的牛奶来，再——不，先给我一面小镜子，再把枕头垫高一点，我要坐起来看你做饭。”




过了一个钟头，她说：

“苏娣，我希望有一天能去画那不勒斯的海湾。”

下午医生来了，他走的时候，苏找了个借口跑到走廊上。

“现在有五成希望。”医生一面说，一面握住苏纤细颤抖的手。

“好好护理你就会成功的。现在我得去看楼下另一个病人。他的名字叫贝尔曼——听说也是个画家。也是肺炎。他年纪太大，身体又弱，这次病得很重。他是没有希望了，今天要把他送到医院里，让他更舒服一点。”

第二天，医生对苏说：“她已经脱离危险了。你成功了。现在只剩下营养和护理了。”

这天下午，苏跑到琼西的床前，琼西正躺着，安详地编织着一条毫无用处的深蓝色毛线披肩。苏用一只胳臂连枕头带人一把抱住了她。

“我有件事要告诉你，小家伙，”她说，“贝尔曼先生今天在医院里患肺炎去世了。他只病了两天。头一天早晨，管理员发现他在自己那间房里痛得动弹不了。他的鞋子和衣服全都湿透了，冰凉冰凉的。他们无法想象在那个凄风苦雨的夜晚，他究竟去了哪里。后来他们发现一盏没有熄灭的灯，一把挪动过地方的梯子，几支扔得满地的画笔，还有一块调色板，上面涂抹着绿色和黄色的颜料，还有——亲爱的，瞧瞧窗子外面，瞧瞧墙上那最后一片藤叶。难道你没有想过，为什么风刮得那样厉害，它却从来不摇一摇、动一动吗？唉，亲爱的，这片叶子才是贝尔曼的杰作——就是在最后一片叶子掉下来的晚上，他把它画在那里的。”














Roses for Rose

送给罗丝的玫瑰





◎ John Mark





Red roses were her favorites, her name was also Rose. And every year her husband sent them, tied with pretty bows. The year he died, the roses were delivered to her door. The card said, “Be my Valentine”, like all the years before.

Each year he sent her roses, and the note would always say, “I love you even more this year, than last year on this day.” “My love for you will always grow, with every passing year.” She knew this was the last time that the roses would appear. She thought, he ordered roses in advance before this day. Her loving husband did not know that he would pass away. He always liked to do things early. Then, if he got too busy, everything would work out fine. She trimmed the stems, and placed them in a very special vase. Then, sat the vase beside the portrait of his smiling face. She would sit for hours, in her husband’s favorite chair. While staring at his picture, and the roses sitting there.

A year went by, and it was hard to live without her mate. With loneliness and solitude, that had become her fate. Then, the very hour, as on Valentines before, the doorbell rang, and there were roses, sitting by her door. She brought the roses in, and then just looked at them in shock. Then, went to get the telephone, to call the florist shop. The owner answered, and she asked him, if he would explain, why would someone do this to her, causing her such pain？




“I know your husband passed away, more than a year ago,” The owner said, “I knew you’d call, and you would want to know.” “The flowers you received today, were paid for in advance.” “Your husband always planned ahead, he left nothing to chance.”

“There is a standing order that I have on file down here. And he has paid, well in advance; you’ll get them every year. There also is another thing that I think you should know. He wrote a special little card... he did this years ago.”

“Then, should ever, I find out that he’s no longer here. That’s the card... that should be sent, to you the following year.”

She thanked him and hung up the phone, her tears now flowing hard. Her fingers shaking, as she slowly reached to get the card. Inside the card, she saw that he had written her a note. Then, as she stared in total silence, this is what he wrote: “Hello my love, I know it’s been a year since I’ve been gone, I hope it hasn’t been too hard for you to overcome.” “I know it must be lonely, and the pain is very real. For if it was the other way, I know how I would feel. The love we shared made everything so beautiful in life. I loved you more than words can say, you were the perfect wife.”




“You were my friend and lover, you fulfilled my every need. I know it’s only been a year, but please try not to grieve. I want you to be happy, even when you shed your tears. That is why the roses will be sent to you for years.”

“When you get these roses, think of all the happiness that we had together, and how both of us were blessed. I have always loved you and I know I always will. But, my love, you must go on, you have some living still.”

“Please... try to find happiness, while living out your days. I know it is not easy, but I hope you find some ways. The roses will come every year, and they will only stop when your door’s not answered, when the florist stops to knock.”

“He will come five times that day, in case you have gone out. But after his last visit, he will know without a doubt. To take the roses to the place, where I’ve instructed him, and place the rose where we are, together once again.”








红玫瑰是她的最爱，玫瑰也是她的名字。每年她的丈夫都要送红玫瑰给她，上面系着漂亮的蝴蝶结。他去世的那年，玫瑰花送到了她家门口。卡片上写着“我的情人节礼物”，就同前几年一样。

每年他为她送红玫瑰，卡片上总写着：“今年我更爱你，比去年的今天更爱。”“随着逝去的岁月，年复一年，我对你的爱一直在增长。”她清楚这是最后一次收到玫瑰花了。她想，玫瑰是他提前预定的。她亲爱的丈夫不知道他将会离开人间了。他总喜欢把事情做在前头，这样，即使他很忙，每件事也都照样做得妥妥当当。她修剪好花茎，把它们插进一个特别的花瓶里。然后，将花瓶放在他微笑的照片旁边。她会在她丈夫最喜欢的椅子上坐上好几个小时，看着他的相片，玫瑰花放在那儿。

一年过去了，没有他的日子很艰难。孤独和寂寞成了她的命运。然而，在情人节这天，跟以往送花的时间相同，门铃响了，玫瑰花就放在门前。她将玫瑰花拿进屋，吃惊地看着它们。然后她拨通了花店的电话。她问店主能否向她解释一下，为什么有人要对她做这件事，引起她的痛苦和心酸。




“我知道你的丈夫一年多前去世了，”店主说，“我知道你会打电话来，你想知道是怎么回事。今天你收到的花，早已经提前预定好了。你的丈夫总是提前计划未来，他做事从来不碰运气。

“我的存档里有一个固定的订单。他已经提前付了钱，你每年都会收到玫瑰花。还有另外一件事，我觉得你应该知道，他写了一张特别的卡片……几年前就写好了。

“这样，如果我发现他已不在人世的话，这张卡片……将在下一年送给你。”

她谢了他，挂了电话，眼泪夺眶而出。她的手指颤抖着，慢慢地伸手去拿那张卡片。在卡片上，她看到他写给她的便条。她默默地看着，他是这样写的：“亲爱的，我知道我离开你已经一年了，我希望你所度过的这段日子不是太难。我知道你一定很孤独，一定苦不堪言。因为如果这样的事发生在我身上，我知道我会有怎样的感受。我们的爱让生命中的一切都那么美丽。我对你的爱无法用言语表达，你是最完美的妻子。

“你是我的朋友和爱人，你总能满足我的每一个需求。我知道才过了一年，但是请你尽可能不要悲伤。我希望你快乐，即使流着泪。这就是为什么会送玫瑰给你了。

“当你收到这些花时，请想想我们一起度过的所有幸福时光，我们是怎样受到祝福的。我一直爱着你，我知道我将永远爱着。但是，亲爱的，你必须继续生活下去，你还有好多日子要继续过下去。




“请你……在你的有生之年努力寻找幸福。我知道这并不容易，但我希望你能找到一些方式。玫瑰每年都会送来，而且，只有当你不再应门时，只有当花店店主停止敲门时，它们才不会再来。

“这一天，以防你出门不在家，他会来五次。你是否还在，他最后一次拜访就会明了。他会将花送到我指定的地方，并将玫瑰放在我们再次相聚的地方。”




















Detour to Romance

浪漫路曲曲折折





◎ Gilbert Wright





Located in the checkroom in Union Station as I am, I see everybody that comes up the stairs.

Harry came in a little over three years ago and waited at the head of the stairs for the passengers from the 9:05 train.

I remember seeing Harry that first evening. He wasn’t much more than a thin, anxious kid then. He was all dressed up and I knew he was meeting his girl and that they would be married twenty minutes after she arrived.

Well, the passengers came up and I had to get busy. I didn’t look toward the stairs again until nearly time for the 9:18 and I was very surprised to see that the young fellow was still there.

She didn’t come on the 9:18 either, nor on the 9:40, and when the passengers from the 10:02 had all arrived and left, Harry was looking pretty desperate. Pretty soon he came close to my window so I called out and asked him what she looked like.




“She’s small and dark,” he said, “and nineteen years old and very neat in the way she walks. She has a face,” he said, thinking a minute, “that has lots of spirit. I mean she can get mad but she never stays mad for long, and her eyebrows come to a little point in the middle. She’s got a brown fur, but maybe she isn’t wearing it.”

I couldn’t remember seeing anybody like that.

He showed me the telegram he’d received:

ARRIVE THURSDAY. MEET ME STATION. LOVE LOVE LOVE LOVE.

MAY.

It was from Omaha, Nebraska.

“Well,” I finally said, “why don’t you phone to your home? She’s probably called there if she got in ahead of you.”

He gave me a sick look. “I’ve only been in town two days. We were going to meet and then drive down South where I’ve got a job. She hasn’t any address for me.” He touched the telegram.

When I came on duty the next day he was still there and came over as soon as he saw me.




“Did she work anywhere?” I asked.

He nodded. “She was a typist. I telegraphed her former boss. All they know is that she left her job to get married.”

Harry met every train for the next three or four days. Of course, the railroad lines made a routine checkup and the police looked into the case. But nobody was any real help. I could see that they all figured that May had simply played a trick on him. But I never believed that, somehow.

One day, after about two weeks, Harry and I were talking and I told him about my theory. “If you’ll just wait long enough,” I said, “you’ll see her coming up those stairs some day.” He turned and looked at the stairs as though he had never seen them before.

The next day when I came to work Harry was behind the counter of Tony’s magazine stand. He looked at me rather sheepishly and said, “Well, I had to get a job somewhere, didn’t I?”

So he began to work as a clerk for Tony. We never spoke of May anymore and neither of us ever mentioned my theory. But I noticed that Harry always saw every person who came up the stairs.

Toward the end of the year Tony was killed in some argument over gambling, and Tony’s widow left Harry in complete charge of the magazine stand. And when she got married again some time later, Harry bought the stand from her. He borrowed money and installed a soda fountain and pretty soon he had a very nice little business.




Then came yesterday. I heard a cry and a lot of things falling. The cry was from Harry and the things falling were a lot of dolls and other things which he had upset while he was jumping over the counter. He ran across and grabbed a girl not ten feet from my window. She was small and dark and her eyebrows came to a little point in the middle.

For a while they just hung there to each other laughing and crying and saying things without meaning. She’d say a few words like, “It was the bus station I meant,” and he’d kiss her speechless and tell her the many things he had done to find her. What apparently had happened three years before was that May had come by bus, not by train, and in her telegram she meant “bus station”, not “railroad station”. She had waited at the bus station for days and had spent all her money trying to find Harry. Finally she got a job typing.

“What?” said Harry. “Have you been working in town? All the time?”




She nodded.

“Well, Heavens. Didn’t you ever come down here to the station?” He pointed across to his magazine stand. “I’ve been there all the time. I own it. I’ve watched everybody that came up the stairs.”

She began to look a little pale. Pretty soon she looked over at the stairs and said in a weak voice, “I never came up the stairs before. You see, I went out of town yesterday on a short business trip. Oh, Harry!” Then she threw her arms around his neck and really began to cry.

After a minute she backed away and pointed very stiffly toward the north end of the station. “Harry, for three years, for three solid years, I’ve been right over there working right in this very station, typing, in the office of the stationmaster.”

我工作的地方位于联合车站的行李寄存处，我看得见每一个上楼的人。

哈里三年多以前就等在这里，站在楼梯口等待9时5分到达的火车旅客。

我还记得第一晚见到哈里时的情景。那时，他瘦瘦的，神情焦虑，像个孩子一样。他穿戴整齐，我知道他是在等女朋友，而且在她到达20分钟之后他们就要结婚了。

旅客们过来了，我得忙碌起来。等到9点18分那趟车快到的时候，我才再往楼梯方向看去，我吃惊地发现那个年轻人还在那里。




她也没乘9点18分的那趟车来，9点40分的车上也没她。等10点02分那趟车的旅客全都到达并离开后，哈里显得非常失望。很快他走近我的窗口，我就招呼他，问她长得什么模样。

“她个子小小的，皮肤黑黑的，”他说，“19岁，走路的样子很利落。她的脸，”他想了想，说，“很有个性。我的意思是说她会生气，但从不会生气太久。她的眉心处有一个小点儿。她有一件褐色毛皮大衣，不过也许没穿在身上。”

我想不起来看见过有谁长得像那样。

他给我看他收到的电报：

星期四到。车站接我。爱你爱你爱你爱你。

               梅。

电报寄自内布拉斯加州的奥马哈。

“呃，”我最后说，“你为什么不往家里打个电话？如果她先你到达这里，她可能已给你家打过电话。”

他懊恼地看了我一眼。“我到城里才两天。我们打算见面之后开车去南方，我在那儿找到了一份工作。她也没给我任何地址。”他摸了摸电报。

第二天我去值班时，他还在那儿。一看见我，他就走了过来。

“她在哪儿工作过吗？”我问。




他点了点头。“她本来是个打字员。我给她以前的老板拍了电报。他们只知道她不干了，结婚去了。”

哈里在后来的三四天里接了每趟火车。当然，铁路方面作了例行检查，警察也参与调查了这件事。但是实际上谁也帮不上什么忙。我看得出来，他们都觉得梅可能只是捉弄他而已，但不知为什么，我却不这么认为。

有一天，大约是两周后，哈里和我聊天，我和他谈了我的想法。“假如你等的时间够长的话，”我说，“总有一天，你会看见她走上楼梯的。”他转过身看着楼梯，仿佛过去从来没见过一样。

第二天我去上班时，哈里已经站在托尼杂志摊的柜台后面了。他不大好意思地看着我说：“嗯，我总得在哪儿找个工作，是不是？”

于是，他开始给托尼卖杂志。我们再也不谈梅了，谁也不提我的看法。但是我注意到哈里总要看看每个上楼的人。

年底的时候，托尼由于赌博发生争执而被别人杀了。托尼的妻子将杂志摊完全交给了哈里打理。一段时间之后，她又结婚了，哈里就从她那儿把杂志摊买了过来。他借了钱，装了个冷饮柜，不久，他就有了个不错的小生意。

于是到了昨天，我听见了一声叫喊，还听见许多东西掉在地上的声音。是哈里在叫，掉在地上的是一大堆玩具和其他的东西，都是他跳过柜台时弄翻的。他跑过去抓住了一个女孩，她就在离我窗户不到十英尺的地方。她个子小小的，黑黑的，眉心处有一个小点儿。




好一会儿的时间，他们就那么待着，相对着笑呀，哭呀，讲些没什么意义的话。她好像说：“我指的是汽车站——”而他则把她吻得说不出话来，告诉她自己为了找她所做的许多事情。显然，三年前梅是乘汽车而不是火车来的。她电报里指的是“汽车站”而不是“火车站”。她在汽车站等了好几天，为找哈里花掉了所有的钱。最后，她找了一份打字的工作。

“什么？”哈里说，“你在城里工作？一直都在？”

她点点头。

“哎呀，老天爷——你就从来没到这个车站来过？”他把手指向杂志摊。“我一直就在那儿。那个摊儿是我的。我看过每个上楼的人。”

她的脸色开始变得有些苍白。过了一会儿，她看着楼梯，声音微弱地说：“我……我过去一直没上这个楼梯。你看，我昨天出城是去办点公事——噢，哈里！”然后，她伸手搂住他的脖子，真的哭了起来。

过了一会儿，她后退了一步，用手直指车站的最北端。“哈里，三年来，整整三年，我就在那儿——就在这个车站工作，在站长办公室里，打字。”




















Bidding the Lovely Scenes at

Distance Hail!

向远方的美景欢呼！





◎ William Hazilitt





Bidding the lovely scenes at distance hail!—And see no end to the landscape, new objects presenting themselves as we advance; so, in the commencement of life, we set no bounds to our inclinations, nor to the unrestricted opportunities of satisfying them. We have as yet found no obstacle, no disposition to flag; and it seems that we can go on so forever.

We look round in a new world, full of life, and motion, and ceaseless progress; and feel in ourselves all the vigor and spirit to keep pace with it, and do not foresee from any present symptoms how we shall be left behind in the natural course of things, decline into old age, and drop into the grave. It is the simplicity, and as it were abstractedness of our feelings in youth, that (so to speak) identifies us with nature, and (our experience being slight and our passions strong) deludes us into a belief of being immortal like it.




Our short-lives connexion with existence we fondly flatter ourselves, is an indissoluble and lasting union—a honeymoon that knows neither coldness, jar, nor separation. As infants smile and sleep, we are rocked in the cradle of our wayward fancies, and lulled into security by the roar of the universe around us — we quaff the cup of life with eager haste without draining it, instead of which it only overflows the more-objects press around us, filling the mind with their magnitude and with the strong of desires that wait upon them, so that we have no room for the thoughts of death.





向远方的美景欢呼！——只见美好风光一望无垠，新鲜景致更是在我们前进的道路上徐徐展开。在这生活的开端，我们听任自己的志向驰骋，放手给它们一切满足的机会。我们还没有碰上过什么障碍，也没有感觉到什么疲惫，因此觉得似乎可以一直这样走下去，直到永远。

我们看到四周一片新天地——生机盎然，日新月异；我们觉得自己活力充盈，精神饱满，可与宇宙并驾齐驱。而且，眼前也无任何迹象可以证明，在大自然的前进过程中，我们会被远远地甩在后面，衰老，进入坟墓。由于年轻人天真单纯，可以说是茫然无知，因而将自己与大自然画上等号；并且，由于缺少经验而感情极易被迷惑，误以为自己也能和大自然一样永世长存。




我们一相情愿，痴心妄想，竟把自己在世上的暂时栖身，当做一个千古不变、万世长存的结合，好像没有冷淡、争执、蜜月的分离。像婴儿带着微笑入睡，我们躺在用自己的想象力编织成的摇篮里，让大千世界的万籁之声哄我们安然入梦；我们急切切、兴冲冲地用生命之杯畅饮，却怎么也不会饮干，反而好像永远是满满欲溢；森罗万象纷至沓来，各种欲望随之而生，使我们腾不出工夫想死亡。




















Chapter 4  让心为生命伴奏













We need to live each moment wholeheartedly, with all our senses—finding pleasure in the fragrance of a back-yard garden, the crayoned picture of a six-year-old, the enchanting beauty of a rainbow. It is such enthusiastic love of life that puts a sparkle in our eyes, a lilt in our steps and smooths the wrinkles from our souls.

我们需要全心全意地度过生命中的每一时刻——在后花园的芬芳中，在6岁小孩的蜡笔画中，在妖娆美丽的彩虹中，找到我们所有的喜悦。正是这种对生活的热爱，这种对人生的热情，让我们的双眼焕发出迷人光彩，让我们的步履迈出轻快的旋律，让我们灵魂的皱纹得以抚平。














Wake Up Your Life

唤醒自己的生活





◎ Russell





Years ago, when I started looking for my first job, wise advisers urged, “Barbara, be enthusiastic! Enthusiasm will take you further than any amount of experience.” How right they were. Enthusiastic people can turn a boring drive into an adventure, extra work into opportunity and strangers into friends.

“Nothing great was ever achieved without enthusiasm”, wrote Ralph Waldo Emerson. It is the paste that helps you hang in there when the going gets tough. It is the inner voice that whispers, “I can do it!” when others shout, “No, you can’t.”

It took years and years for the early work of Barbara McClintock, a geneticist who won the 1983 Nobel Prize in medicine, to be generally accepted. Yet she didn’t let up on her experiments. Work was such a deep pleasure for her that she never thought of stopping.

We are all born with wide-eyed, enthusiastic wonder as anyone knows who has ever seen an infant’s delight at the jingle of keys or the scurrying of a beetle. It is this childlike wonder that gives enthusiastic people such a youthful air, whatever their age.




At 90, cellist Pablo Casals would start his day by playing Bach. As the music flowed through his fingers, his stooped shoulders would straighten and joy would reappear in his eyes. Music, for Casals, was an elixir that made life a never ending adventure. As author and poet Samuel Ullman once wrote, “Years wrinkle the skin, but to give up enthusiasm wrinkles the soul.”

How do you rediscover the enthusiasm of your childhood? The answer, I believe, lies in the word itself. “Enthusiasm” comes from the Greek and means “God within”. And what God within is but an abiding sense of love—proper love of self (self-acceptance) and, from that, love of others.

Enthusiastic people also love what they do, regardless of money or title or power. If we cannot do what we love as a full-time career, we can as a part-time avocation, like the head of state who paints, the nun who runs marathons, the executive who handcrafts furniture.

Elizabeth Layton of Wellsville, Kan, was 68 before she began to draw. This activity ended bouts of depression that had plagued her for at least 30 years, and the quality of her work led one critic to say, “I am tempted to call Layton a genius.” Elizabeth has rediscovered her enthusiasm.




We can’t afford to waste tears on “might-have-beens”. We need to turn the tears into sweat as we go after “what-can-be”.

We need to live each moment wholeheartedly, with all our senses—finding pleasure in the fragrance of a back-yard garden, the crayoned picture of a six-year-old, the enchanting beauty of a rainbow. It is such enthusiastic love of life that puts a sparkle in our eyes, a lilt in our steps and smooths the wrinkles from our souls.





多年以前，当我开始寻找我的第一份工作时，不少明智之士强烈向我建议：“巴巴拉，要有热情！热情比任何经验都更为有益！”这话多么正确，热情的人可以把沉闷的车程变成探险，把加班变成机会，把陌生人变成朋友。

“缺少热情就不会有任何伟大的成就”，拉尔夫·沃尔多·爱默生写道。当事情进展不顺利时，热情将帮助你更顽强地坚持下去。当别人喊道“不，你不行”时，热情是你内心发出的声音，低声说：“我能行！”




1983年诺贝尔生理学或医学奖的获得者遗传学家巴巴拉·麦克林托克，她早期的工作直到很多年后才被公众所承认。但她并没有放弃过她的实验。工作对她来说是一种如此巨大的快乐，她从未想过要停止。

我们所有人生来都睁大眼睛，满怀热情——每一个看到过婴儿听到钥匙叮当声的喜悦，或看见乱爬的甲虫就兴奋不已的人，都会明白这一点。正是这种孩子气的探索心理赋予了热情的人们一种青春的气息，无论他们的年龄有多大。

大提琴家帕布罗·卡萨尔斯在90岁时，还坚持以拉巴赫的作品开始他的每一天。音乐从他的手指间蜿蜒流出，他弯下去的背会挺直起来，欢乐再度在他的眼眸间重现。音乐对卡萨尔斯来说，是一剂使人生的探索之旅永不落幕的灵丹妙药。就像作家兼诗人塞缪尔·厄尔曼曾写过的：“岁月在皮肤上繁衍出皱纹，而热情的丧失却会给灵魂刻下皱纹。”

你如何才能找回孩提时代的热情呢？我相信答案就在“热情”这个词本身。“热情”一词源于希腊语，原意是“内在的上帝”。这里所说的“内在的上帝”不是别的，而是一种持久不变的爱——恰当的自爱（自我接受），并推而及于爱他人。

热情的人们同样热爱他们所做的事，而不是考虑钱、地位或权力。如果我们不能把热爱的事作为正式职业，我们也可把它当做业余爱好：比如有国家元首喜欢画画的，有修女参加马拉松长跑的，有行政官员手工制作家具的。




堪萨斯州韦尔斯维尔市的伊丽莎白·莱顿到68岁才开始画画。这一爱好消除了曾困扰她至少三十年之久的忧郁症，而她的作品水准之高使得一个评论家说：“我忍不住要称莱顿为天才。”伊丽莎白又找回了她的热情。

我们不应该把眼泪浪费在“早该”之类的后悔上。我们需要把眼泪化为汗水，去追求“可能”。

我们需要全心全意度过生命中的每一时刻——在后花园的芬芳中，在六岁小孩的蜡笔画中，在妖娆美丽的彩虹中，找到我们所有的喜悦。正是这种对生活的热爱，这种对人生的热情，让我们的双眼焕发出迷人光彩，让我们的步履迈出轻快的旋律，让我们灵魂的皱纹得以抚平。




















Beauty

美丽人生





◎ James





There were a sensitivity and a beauty to her that have nothing to do with looks. She was one to be listened to, whose words were so easy to take to heart．

It is said that the true nature of being is veiled. The labor of words, the expression of art, the seemingly ceaseless buzz that is human thought all have in common the need to get at what really is so. The hope to draw close to and possess the truth of being can be a feverish one. In some cases it can even be fatal, if pleasure is one’s truth and its attainment more important than life itself. In other lives, though, the search for what is truthful gives life.

I used to find notes left in the collection basket, beautiful notes about my homilies and about the writer’s thoughts on the daily scriptural readings. The person who penned the notes would add reflections to my thoughts and would always include some quotes from poets and mystics he or she had read and remembered and loved.




The notes fascinated me. Here was someone immersed in a search for truth and beauty. Words had been treasured, words that were beautiful. And I felt as if the words somehow delighted in being discovered, for they were obviously very generous to the as yet anonymous writer of the notes. And now this person was in turn learning the secret of sharing them. Beauty so shines when given away. The only truth that exists is, in that sense, free.

It was a long time before I met the author of the notes.

One Sunday morning, I was told that someone was waiting for me in the office. The young person who answered the rectory door said that it was “the woman who said she left all the notes”. When I saw her I was shocked, since I immediately recognized her from church but had no idea that it was she who wrote the notes. She was sitting in a chair in the office with her hands folded in her lap. Her head was bowed and when she raised it to look at me, she could barely smile without pain. Her face was disfigured, and the skin so tight from surgical procedures that smiling or laughing was very difficult for her. She had suffered terribly from treatment to remove the growths that had so marred her face.




We chatted for a while that Sunday morning and agreed to meet for lunch later that week.

As it turned out we went to lunch several times, and she always wore a hat during the meal. I think that treatments of some sort had caused a lot of her hair to fall out. We shared things about our lives. I told her about my schooling and growing up. She told me that she had worked for years for an insurance company. She never mentioned family, and I did not ask.

We spoke of authors we both had read, and it was easy to tell that books are a great love of hers.

I have thought about her often over the years and how she struggled in a society that places an incredible premium on looks, class, wealth and all the other fineries of life. She suffered from a disfigurement that cannot be made to look attractive. I know that her condition hurt her deeply.

Would her life have been different had she been pretty? Chances are it would have. And yet there were a sensitivity and a beauty to her that had nothing to do with looks. She was one to be listened to, whose words were so easy to take to heart. Her words came from a wounded but loving heart, very much like all hearts, but she had more of a need to be aware of it, to live with it and learn from it. She possessed a fine-tuned sense of beauty. Her only fear in life was the loss of a friend.




How long does it take most of us to reach that level of human growth, if we ever get there? We get so consumed and diminished, worrying about all the things that need improving, we can easily forget to cherish those things that last. Friendship, so rare and so good, just needs our care－maybe even the simple gesture of writing a little note now and then, or the dropping of some beautiful words in a basket, in the hope that such beauty will be shared and taken to heart.

The truth of her life was a desire to see beyond the surface for a glimpse of what it is that matters. She found beauty and grace and they befriended her, and showed her what is real.

她有着一种与外表无关的灵气和美丽。她的话语轻而易举地走进了人心，她正是我们要聆听的声音。

很多人都说人生的真谛是个未知的概念。言辞的诠释、艺术的表现，还有人类那似乎永无休止的纷繁思考，三者都苦苦追寻人生的真谛。希望走近直至完全把握存在的真谛可以令人十分狂热。在某些情况下，这甚至是致命的，有些人对真理的追寻比生命本身还重要，于是就有了舍生取义之举。然而，也有另外的一种人生，他们在寻求真谛的过程中灌溉生命。




过去，我常常在教堂的心意篮里发现一些优美的短文注释，有些是关于我的布道，有些是作者日常读《圣经》的感想。写这些短文的人不仅对我的一些观点加以反思，同时还会引用一些他曾经读过的，令他难忘又喜爱的诗人或者神秘主义者的话。

我被这些短文迷住了。我看到了一个沉浸于追寻真与美的人。弥足珍贵的字句，优美动人。我还感觉到，好像那些字句也乐于让我们发现，它们显然是毫无保留、十分慷慨地被这无名氏作者借用，而现在轮到这位无名氏来学习与人分享这些美文的奥秘。分享令美愈加闪耀生辉，在这个意义上说，其实世上唯一的真理是分毫不费的。

过了很久我才见到这些短文的作者。

一个星期天早上，我被告知有人正在办公室等我。帮我应门的年轻人说“是个女人，她说留言是她放的”。看见她的时候，我大吃一惊，因为我立即认出了她是我教区的信徒，只是我一直不知道那些短文是她写的。她坐在办公室的一张椅子上，两手摊在大腿上，低垂着头。在抬头看我的时候，她微笑起来却十分费劲。那是一张破了相的脸，外科手术使她的脸皮绷得紧紧的，笑对她来说是很困难的。为了去除脸上碍眼的肉瘤，她接受了手术治疗，这令她吃尽苦头。

那个星期天早上我们聊了一会儿，并决定那个星期再找个时间一起吃午饭。




后来我们不止吃了一顿午饭，而是好几顿。每次一起吃饭，她都戴着一顶帽子。我想可能是她接受的某种治疗使她掉了不少头发。我们分享了各自生活中的点点滴滴。我跟她讲我读书和成长的故事，她告诉我她在一家保险公司里已经工作多年了。她从没有提过自己的家庭，我也没有问。

我们还谈到大家都读过的作家作品，不难发现她非常喜欢看书。

这些年我经常想起她，在这个以外表、地位和财富等虚名浮利挂帅的社会中，她是怎样挣扎着一路挺过来的呢？毁掉的容颜使她怎么也无法变得迷人。我知道这深深地刺痛着她。

如果她长得漂亮，她的生命轨迹会不会有所不同呢？有可能。可她有种独特的灵气和美，与外表完全无关。她的话能轻而易举地征服人心，她正是我们要聆听的声音。她的隽语出于一颗受过伤却充满爱的心，就像所有人的心一样，只不过她比别人更注重对心灵的关注，更用心去体会生活并从中学习。她拥有一种细腻的美感。她生命里唯一的恐惧就是失去朋友。

我们究竟要花多长时间，才能达到如此高度的成熟？最终能否达到还是个未知数呢。我们总是觉得身心疲惫，怀才不遇，只顾为眼前的不足忧心忡忡，却忘了珍视一些历久弥新的东西。友谊珍贵而美好，只需我们用心呵护——有时候简简单单的表示就足够了，譬如偶尔写几句话给朋友，或者在篮子里放几张优美动人的字条，希望能与大家共享这美妙的感觉，记住这美好的时刻。




她生命的真谛就是要透过事物的表面一睹其真正的本质。她发现了美丽与优雅，而它们也待她如友，为她呈现生命的真谛。
















Play the Rhythms of Life by Heart

让心为生命伴奏





◎ Emy 





What sounds or impressions are you making on the people around you? Think about it. Your words, phrases, even your message may soon be forgotten but believe me, good or bad, your melody lingers.

An odd choice of phrase? Not really. The dictionary defines “melody” as a succession of sounds, and what is life other than the combining and blending of a succession of movements and sounds.

Just as a musical composition affects the moods and emotions of people who hear it, so too does the way you live your life.

Think of your life as a blank sheet of manuscript paper.

Only the rhythm is there — it is up to you to create the harmony.

Naturally you will want your composition to be a success, “a chart buster” even a symphony — something to be remembered with pleasure.




So where to begin?

You must begin with yourself.

Have the right attitude, enjoy life—and most importantly, be optimistic about the future.

Be genuinely interested in other people. Make a conscience effort to bring peace and happiness into other people’s lives.

Avoid situations that generate excessive ambition, envy, anger and pride. They are all enemies of peace and will play havoc with your harmony.

It has been said that if these emotions or feelings were banished, the world would live in perpetual peace. Well, to banish them from the world is probably aiming a bit high but it shouldn’t be too difficult to rid them from your own life.

Develop traits such as tact, diplomacy, compassion perceptiveness and sensitivity. These attributes are invaluable in enhancing not only your own life but the lives of those around you.

Everything you do has an effect on those around you. The way you move, whether you smile or frown. You are capable of making someone’s day bright or miserable.




Take time to listen to other people. If there are too many discords and not enough harmony in their lives, encourage them to have a brighter outlook.

Throughout the world most people are striving for peace.

From the family unit seated around the dinner table to world leaders at the conference table, the name of the game is the pursuit of peace.

So, let us all play our part in composing the rhythm of life by consciously choosing peace and harmony in our daily lives to create a harmonious universe.





周围的人对你的评价和印象是怎样的？考虑一下。你们说过的话语、发过的信息可能很快就会忘记，但是相信我，无论是好是坏，都是你自己演奏的旋律。

说些好听的话？不全部是这样。“悦耳”指的是声音动听，把生活中一连串好的言行相结合，才是对这个词语最好的解释。

生活中，你的言行就像交响乐一样影响着你身边的人。

想象你的生命就像一张白纸。

你生活的曲调——这就得由你自己来创造美妙。

很自然地，你想让自己的作曲获得成功，登上“排行榜榜首”，甚至演奏出交响乐——回忆的时候充满快乐。




所以从哪里开始呢？

必须从自己开始。

要树立正确的心态，热爱生活——最重要的是要对未来保持乐观。

真诚地对待别人。让自己的爱心给别人带来和平与快乐。

不要有过多的野心、嫉妒、愤怒和骄傲的情绪。这些是破坏你和别人和谐共处的敌人。

有人说，如果人类能消除这些情绪，世界就会永享太平。当然这个目标也许有点偏高，但作为个人来讲，将这些情绪驱逐出你的生命，不会太难。

让自己变得更机敏、灵活、感性和敏感。这些特质不但会使你的生活变得更好，还会促进你身边的人的生活。

你所做的一切都能从身边人的反应中折射出来。你处世的方法，喜笑颜开或怒发冲冠。这些都会影响到身边的人是开心还是难过。

多花时间去倾听。如果他们的生活里有很多矛盾和别扭，你可以鼓励他们用乐观的态度去面对。

在世界上大多数人都在为和平而努力奋斗。

无论是围坐在饭桌前的家人，还是围坐在会议桌前的国家领导者，他们的目的都是一样的——追求和平。




所以，让我们发挥自己的作用，选择和平与和谐，共谱生命的乐章，营造一个和谐的世界。












Hour in the Sun

阳光下的时光





◎  John H. Bradley





“I was rich, if not in money, in sunny hours and summer days.”          —Henry David Thoreau

When Thoreau wrote that line, he was thinking of the Walden Pond he knew as a boy.

Woodchoppers and the iron horse had not yet greatly damaged the beauty of its setting. A boy could go to the pond and lie on his back against the seat of a boat, lazily drifting from shore to shore while the loons dived and the swallows dipped around him. Thoreau loved to recall such sunny hours and summer days, “when idleness was the most attractive and productive business.”

I too was a boy in love with a pond, rich in sunny hours and summer days. Sun and summer are still what they always were, but the boy and the pond changed. The boy, who is now a man, no longer find much time for idle drifting. The pond has been annexed by a great city.

The swamps where herons once hunted are now drained and filled with houses. The bay where water lilies quietly floated is now a harbor for motor boats. In short, everything that the boy loved no longer exists—except in the man’s memory of it.




Some people insist that only today and tomorrow matter. But how much poorer we would be if we really lived by that rule! So much of what we do today is frivolous and futile and soon forgotten. So much of what we hope to do tomorrow never happens.

The past is the bank in which we store our most valuable possession: the memories that give meaning and depth to our lives.

Those who truly treasure the past will not bemoan the passing of the good old days, because days enshrined in memory are never lost.

Death itself is powerless to still a remembered voice or erase a remembered smile. And for one boy who is now a man, there is a pond which neither time nor tide can change, where he can still spend a quite hour in the sun.

“我虽然不富甲天下，却拥有无数和煦阳光和晴朗夏日。”      ——亨利·戴维·梭罗

写这句话时，梭罗想起孩提时代的瓦尔登湖。

当时伐木者和火车尚未严重损坏湖畔的优美景致，小男孩可以走进湖中，仰卧在一叶扁舟上，自一岸缓慢而慵懒地漂向另一岸，美妙的歌声欢呼相伴，鸟儿在四周戏水翻飞。梭罗喜欢回忆这些和煦阳光和晴朗夏日，“慵懒是最迷人也是最富有动力的事情！”




我也曾是热爱湖塘的小男孩，拥有无数和煦阳光与晴朗夏日。如今，阳光和夏日依旧如故，男孩和湖塘却早已改变。那个男孩，现在已长大成人，不再有那么多的时间泛舟湖上，随意漂流。湖塘也被一个美丽的大城市兼并。

曾有苍鹭觅食的泥泞之地，如今已枯竭殆尽，上面盖满了房舍。睡莲静静漂浮的湖湾，现在成了汽艇的避风港。简而言之，男孩所爱的一切已不复存在——只留在了他的记忆中。

有人坚持认为，只有今日和明日才是重要的。但如果真的依据这条规则来生活，我们将何其可怜！那么多我们今日所做的事，都是徒劳轻薄的事，也容易被忘记。那么多我们期待明天做的事，却从来没有发生过。

过去是一所银行，我们将最宝贵的财富——记忆珍藏其中。记忆赐予我们生命的意义和深度。

那些真正珍惜过去的人，不会悲叹过去的美好时光。因为藏于记忆中的时光从来不曾流逝。

死亡本身也无力止住记忆中的一个声音，或抹去记忆中的一次微笑。对现已长大成人的那个男孩来说，那儿将有一个湖塘，不会因时间和潮流而改变，在那儿，他可以继续在阳光下享受静谧的时光。
















I Want to Know

关于你，我想知道的事





◎ Oriah Mountain Dreamer





It doesn’t interest me what you do for a living. I want to know what you ache for, and if you dare to dream of meeting your heart’s longing.

It doesn’t interest me how old you are. I want to know if you will risk looking like a fool for love, for your dreams, for the adventure of being alive.

It doesn’t interest me what planets are squaring your moon. I want to know if you have touched the center of your own sorrow, if you have been opened by life’s betrayals or have become shriveled and closed from fear of further pain!

I want to know if you can sit with pain, mine or your own, without moving to hide it or fade it or fix it.

I want to know if you can be with joy, mine or your own, if you can dance with wildness and let the ecstasy fill you to the tips of your fingers and toes without cautioning us to be careful, be realistic, or to remember the limitations of being human.




It doesn’t interest me if the story you’re telling me is true. I want to know if you can disappoint another to be true to yourself; if you can bear the accusation of betrayal and not betray your own soul. I want to know if you can be faithful and therefore be trustworthy.

I want to know if you can see beauty even when it is not pretty every day, and if you can source your life from god’s presence. I want to know if you can live with failure, yours and mine, and still stand on the edge of a lake and shout to the silver of the full moon, “Yes!”

It doesn’t interest me to know where you live or how much money you have. I want to know if you can get up after a night of grief and despair, weary and bruised to the bone, and do what needs to be done for the children.

It doesn’t interest me who you are, how you came to be here. I want to know if you will stand in the center of the fire with me and not shrink back.

It doesn’t interest me where or what or with whom you have studied. I want to know what sustains you from the inside when all else falls away. I want to know if you can be alone with yourself, and if you truly like the company you keep in the empty moments.








你靠什么谋生我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你因什么而痛苦，想知道你是否敢于追寻梦想，去满足心灵的渴望。

你的年龄我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你是否甘当傻瓜去追求爱、追求梦想和经历生活的惊险刺激。

是什么磨圆了你的棱角我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你是否触碰过自己受伤的心，是否因为生活中的挫折而变得豁达，还是因为害怕遭受更多的痛苦而变得无助、紧闭心扉。

我想知道你是否能面对痛苦，我的或者你的，而不是避开它，躲着它，忘却它。

我想知道你是否能安享快乐，我的或者你的，是否能狂舞一曲，让快乐溢满你的指尖和脚趾，而不是告诫我们：要小心翼翼、要现实、要牢记做人的局限。

你对我说的是真是假我不感兴趣。我想知道你是否会为了忠于自己而令他人失望，是否敢于承担背叛的骂名而不愿违背良心。我想知道，你是否能做到诚实可靠，值得信赖。

我想知道你是否能领略美，是否因为生命的存在而追溯生命的起源。我想知道你是否愿意接受你我的失败，并仍然敢于站在湖边，对着银色的满月大声呼喊：“真美！”

你栖身何处、有多少钱我不感兴趣。我想知道的是一夜伤心和绝望、一身疲惫和伤痕之后，你是否能照样起床，做你应做的事，养育待哺的孩子。




你有何背景、何以成为现在的你我不感兴趣。我想知道的是你是否愿意与我一道，站在烈火中央而不退缩。

你在哪里受的教育，学的什么以及拜谁为师我不感兴趣。我想知道的是一切消逝之后是什么在内心支撑着你。我想知道你是否能够独处，是否真正喜欢你在孤寂的时光结交的伙伴。
















Story of Life

生命的故事





◎ Mark Cuban





Sometimes people come into your life and you know right away that they were meant to be there, to serve some sort of purpose, teach you a lesson, or to help figure out who you are or who you want to become.

You never know who these people may be—your roommate, neighbor, coworker, long lost friend, lover, or even a complete stranger who, when you lock eyes with them, you know at that very moment they will affect your life in some profound way.

And sometimes things happen to you and at the time they may seem horrible, painful, and unfair at first, but in reflection you realize that without overcoming those obstacles, you would have never realized your potential, strength, willpower, or heart.

Everything happens for a reason. Nothing happens by chance or by means of good luck.

Illness, injury, love, lost moments of true greatness, and sheer stupidity all occur to test the limits of your soul.




Without these small tests, whatever they may be, life would be like a smoothly paved, straight, flat road to nowhere. It would be safe and comfortable, but dull and utterly pointless.

The people you meet who affect your life, and the success and downfalls you experience, help to create who you are and who you become. Even the bad experiences can be learned from. In fact, they are probably the most poignant and important ones.

If someone hurts you, betrays you, or breaks your heart, forgive them, for they have helped you learn about trust and the importance of being cautious when you open your heart.

If someone loves you, love them back unconditionally, not only because they love you, but because in a way, they are teaching you to love and how to open your heart and eyes to things.

Make every day count.

Appreciate every moment and take from those moments everything that you possibly can for you may never be able to experience it again.

Talk to people that you have never talked to before, and actually listen.




Let yourself fall in love, break free, and set your sights high.

Hold your head up because you have every right to.

Tell yourself you are a great individual and believe in yourself, for if you don’t believe in yourself, it will be hard for others to believe in you.

You can make of your life anything you wish.

Create your own life and then go out and live it with absolutely no regrets.

Most importantly, if you love someone tell him or her, for you never know what tomorrow may have in store.

And learn a lesson in life each day that you live.

That’s the story of life.

有时，某些人一闯入你的生活，你便会明白他们本就想这么做，有些是为了某种目的，为了给你一个教训，或帮助你弄清楚你是谁或你想要成为什么样的人。

你永远也不知道这些人会是谁——是你的舍友、邻居、同事、久违的朋友、爱人，或者只是一个完完全全的陌生人。当你与他们四目相对时，你便会知道他们将会以某种深远的方式影响你的生活。

有时，发生在你身上的一些事情看上去那么可怕、痛苦或不公；但细想一下你就会意识到，如果没有克服这些难题，你永远也不会意识到自己的潜能、力量、毅力和勇气有多大。




任何事情的发生都是有原因的，没有一件事是因巧合或幸运而偶然发生的。

疾病、伤痛、爱、真正伟大时刻的消逝和十足的蠢行——所有这一切的发生都是在考验你的精神与灵魂的极限。

不管这考验是些什么，没有了这些微小的考验，生活将会像一条平坦笔直的阳光大道，也许它安稳而舒适，但却了然无趣，不会通往任何地方。

你遇到的那些影响你的生活的人，你所经历的成功或失败的经验，都会帮助你塑造你自己，看清自己。即使是不好的经历，你也能从中得到教训。事实上，这些教训是最严酷的，但也可能是最重要的。

如果有人伤害了你，背叛了你，或让你心碎，原谅他们吧，因为他们让你懂得了什么是信任，也让你明白了对那些你敞开心扉交往的人保持谨慎的重要性。

如果有人爱你，那么无条件地去爱他们吧，不仅仅因为他们爱你，也是因为在某种意义上，他们教会了你如何去爱，如何敞开心扉、放眼万物。

让每一天都过得有意义吧。

珍惜生命中的每一刻，尽你所能从中汲取，因为你可能永远无法再有这种经历了。




跟那些你从没说过话的人互相交谈，并仔细聆听。

让自己坠入爱河吧，自由地冲破束缚，让你的眼界更加高远吧。

昂起你的头，因为你有充分的权利这样做。

相信自己，告诉自己你是个了不起的人，因为如果连你都不相信自己，别人又怎能相信你？

你可以随心所欲地安排自己的生活。

去创造出自己的生活，然后走出去，去毫无遗憾地享受生活吧。

最重要的是，如果你爱一人，就告诉他，因为你不知道明天会怎么样。

在你生命中的每一天学习新的课程。

这就是生命的故事。




















Life Likes Seesaw

人生犹如跷跷板





◎ Andy Kong





We live our lives just like walking on the seesaw.

We should always walk from the bottom to the top. The more we proceed, the tougher the next step will be.

Gradually you come into realization that you can never reach the position you hope to reach.

You keep to struggle to and fro and find it difficult to stand on the top since you can not locate the balance point.

If you wanna reach the top point, you have another choice, that is, letting someone stand at the bottom to support you. He/she may be your family, your sweetheart, or even the opponent once defeated by you.

Finally, you begin to understand that the top point you endeavor to seek is just the balance point of your life!

人的一生就像在跷跷板上行走。

总是得从低的那一头开始往高处走。每走一步，下一步就变得更加困难。




于是你开始发现，你永远都无法站上你眼中所期望的高点。

来来回回挣扎许多次，你发现要站上高点是多么的困难，因为你始终找不到平衡点。

如果你想要站上高处，还有另一种办法：就是有人在跷跷板的低处支撑着你，也许是你的家人，是你的爱人，或者是被你干掉的敌人。

而终于有一天，你意识到：原来只要找到人生的平衡点时，那就是最高处！



















Sometimes the hardest choices we make



end up being the best thing we could



have ever done for ourselves.



有时候，我们做出的最艰难的决定，



最终成为我们做过的最漂亮的事。
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