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※首届 方重翻译奖 英译中 原文
Writing and Winning

by Adam Gopnik

Ngugi wa Thiong’o? Juan Goytisolo? Adonis? Over the past several weeks, some version of this list was muttered, usually to a silent spouse in the middle of the night, by insomniac writers contemplating another Nobel Prize about to go where it shouldn’t; i.e., to someone other than themselves. (Not that winning puts out the competitive fires. Saul Bellow, who won the Nobel for literature in 1976, was said to have grown wistful every October after that, because you can win it only once.) Nor is the muttering restricted to the papabili who make the short list; pretty much every living writer with a word processor thinks that he or she has a shot at winning. (Edmund Wilson reports that our own James Thurber longed for it to go, just once, to a humorist; predictably, he never got anywhere near the podium.)
When this year’s prize was announced, last Thursday, it went to a writer who, if not a North American (again), is at least familiar to North Americans: the Peruvian novelist and man of letters Mario Vargas Llosa. So all hail Vargas Llosa, whom even his noisier left-wing critics have to regard as exactly the kind of writer the prize ought to go to: one with a host of well-regarded novels (“The Time of the Hero,” “Conversation in the Cathedral,” the screen-adapted “Aunt Julia and the Scriptwriter,” “The Feast of the Goat”) and a sense of social responsibility (he ran seriously for, and lost badly, the Presidency of Peru), not to mention a lively personal life that includes once punching out another future laureate with an equally impressive triple-barrelled moniker, Gabriel García Márquez, reportedly over something to do with Mrs. Vargas Llosa. The Nobel thus not only crowns a career but provides the basis for a fine future Javier Bardem/Antonio Banderas movie. (“The only thing they cared for more than Latin American epic fiction was . . . the honor of a woman.”)

What this year’s prize really shows is that prizes, like people, have a DNA of their own. The Nobel Prize in Literature would have been more illuminatingly named not after Dynamite Alfred but after his close friend, greatest hero, and ideal writer, Victor Hugo, with whom he shared time in Paris and the friendship of the great salon-keeper Juliette Adam-Lamber. (Hugo once called Nobel the “richest vagabond in Europe,” with an eye to his wanderings.) Hugo was not quite a writer-artist in the manner that we associate with Flaubert and James, but he was the big moral writer of his time—a writer who intervened in the world, rowing in and riding the tides of reform. Seen as winners of the Victor Hugo prize, all the Nobel choices make some sense. Even a reticent lyricist like Szymborska or a dyspeptic traveller like Naipaul or writers too readily elbowed aside, like Pearl Buck and Sinclair Lewis, have a neatly delineated social view and a will to engage in the world’s work, an urge to report as much as to invent, whereas the unlaurelled, on the whole, tend to be more writers of the sentence-and-its-structure than of the world-and-its-woes. Perhaps not coincidentally, one of Vargas Llosa’s most recent books, “The Temptation of the Impossible,” is a study of Hugo’s “Les Misérables.” 

Last week also revealed that, however much we may discount the Nobel Prize, we still prize it. No matter how many times the worthy losers console themselves with their fellows—who wouldn’t rather be in the company of Proust, Auden, and Nabokov than of Erik Axel Karlfeldt and Henrik Pontoppidan?—we’d all still take the meatball if the Swedes would only offer it. You would have thought that the second-rate nature of some prize-winners would have produced a general degradation of the prize. If you give the Oscar to the likes of “Ordinary People” and “Chariots of Fire” often enough, won’t your prize be worth a bit less? Just the opposite: the more often an established prize goes to a dubious candidate the more valued it becomes. 

A kind of Devil’s Theory of Value seems to rule: A prize is always assumed to be shining, intact; it is those wrong prize-winners who are discredited by it. When we win it, the world will be restored to its proper balance. We blame the winners, not the prize, for the errors. Why should this be so? The bleakest theory is that the purpose of a literary prize is not to reward the deserving but to provoke conversation and controversy within a community. When a prize goes to a Brodsky or a Milosz or a Walcott, the way that once in a blue moon a decent apartment goes to a newcomer in Manhattan, it keeps the game alive. 

The real reason that literary prizes are so prized, however, is that prize-giving is intrinsic to the purposes of poetry. From birds to bards, the urge to outdo the other singer is what makes us sing. Since the first strum on the oldest lyre, literature has been about competition and the possibility of recognition. Pindar, the father of lyric poetry, took as his chief subject the winning of games, and the spirit of the end-zone dance has been with us ever since. Horace satirized everything except his own appetite for fame. Milton mourned Lycidas not because he stood beyond all prizes but because he died before the prizes could be won. The subtlest souls still show up in Stockholm to make the speech. Fame, honor, the laurel, and the bays, this more even than getting back at the girls, or the boys, who left you for another—the writer’s other great motivation—is the poetic passion. (Even the idea of posthumous fame is merely the thought of a prize given while we are sleeping, and have left our muttering to others.)

In the past decade, one of the enduring axioms of literature has been finally, jarringly broken, and that is Dr. Johnson’s “No man but a blockhead ever wrote, except for money.” Now the Internet overflows with those who write for glory and a name alone—and not all of them are blockheads. But the opposing axiom, that people write for prizes, survives. Why write? Because you may someday win a prize given by Scandinavians of unknown names and demonstrably uncertain taste? Apparently so. At least, so the writers’ spouses think, and, sleepless in September, they should know.
一等奖作品
得奖与写作
■英语学院2009级 翻译3班 周新迪
是恩古吉·瓦·提安哥
？胡安·戈伊蒂索洛
？还是阿多尼斯
？在过去的几周里，失眠的作家们深更半夜地向他们熟睡的另一半嘀咕这个名单的某种版本，琢磨着又一个诺贝尔奖要去不该去的地方，也就是说花落别家而不是被自己收入囊中。（即使得了奖，竞争的火焰也不能平息。虽然索尔·贝娄于1976年获得了诺贝尔文学奖，但据说之后的每个10月他都愁眉苦脸的，因为一个人只能拿一次奖。）并不是只有那些成功获得提名的明日之星们才会嘀咕，几乎每位健在的作家，有个文字处理器就认为自己有机会得奖。（埃德蒙.威尔逊
说，詹姆斯.瑟伯
希望诺贝尔奖能颁给幽默作家，哪怕只有一次；不难预见，他始终无缘领奖台。）
今年的诺贝尔奖于上周四揭晓，获奖者是秘鲁小说家、学者马里奥·巴尔加斯·略萨，他虽然不是北美作家（又不是），但在北美也算耳熟能详。之后，所有人都向他致意，甚至那些吵吵嚷嚷的左翼评论家们也不得不承认这是实至名归的。略萨著作等身，广受好评。（如《城市与狗》、《酒吧长谈》和已经搬上荧幕的《胡里亚姨妈与作家》和《小山羊的节日》）他还是个有社会责任感的人。（曾竞选秘鲁总统，不过失败而归）略萨的私生活更是多姿多彩，他曾经与另一位诺贝尔奖得住大打出手，此人就是跟他一样有着令人印象深刻的三节名字的加布里埃尔·加西亚·马尔克斯，双方交恶的起因据说与略萨夫人有关。这样一来，这次的奖不仅成为略萨事业上的光环，也为贾维尔-巴尔登
或安东尼奥·班德拉斯
下一部电影提供了很好的蓝本。（“比起拉丁美洲魔幻现实主义文学，他们唯一更看重的就是——女人的名誉。”）
今年的诺奖说明一个问题，那就是诺奖像人一样，是有自己的DNA的。如果诺贝尔文学奖不是以阿尔弗雷德·诺贝尔命名，而是以他的好友，大英雄、大作家维克多·雨果命名，应该会更加发人深省。诺贝尔和雨果在巴黎有过交情，并且二人都与当时经营沙龙的朱丽叶·亚当.蓝波结下了友谊。（雨果曾说从诺贝尔的漫游经历来看，他是欧洲最富有的流浪汉。）雨果并不像福楼拜和詹姆斯那样，兼作家与艺术家于一身，但在那个时代，他就是文学的良心——他干预时政，力促改革。如果是作为“维克多·雨果奖”的得主，所有的奖都拿得合情合理。不论是辛波斯卡那样矜持的抒情诗人还是奈保尔那样忧郁的旅行家，亦或是容易受排挤的作家，如赛珍珠和辛克莱·刘易斯，他们都对社会有着清晰的认识，有参与世界大事的意愿，有描写现实和进行创作的冲动，然而那些没得奖的作家，大多是只注重遣词造句而不关心人间疾苦的人。略萨最新的一本书《城市与狗》正是对雨果的《悲惨世界》的研究，这也许并非巧合。
上周的奖还说明，不管诺贝尔奖的价值遭到怎样的质疑，它在我们心中依然是至高无上的。无论落选者多少次用同病相怜的人自我安慰——连马塞尔·普鲁斯特
，WH奥登
，纳博科夫
都没得到奖，我宁愿跻身他们的行列也不愿与埃里克.阿克塞尔.卡尔费尔德
和亨里克.彭托皮丹
为伍，但是只要瑞典文学院肯抛出橄榄枝，我们还是会欣然接受。你或许以为有些获奖者并非一流，会降低诺奖的档次，就好比总是把奥斯卡奖颁给《普通人》、《烈火战车》之流的影片，奥斯卡的含金量不是会打点折扣吗？然而事实恰恰相反：越把著名的奖颁给不被看好的候选人，就越抬高了它的价值。
这似乎应验了一个关于价值的魔鬼理论：人们总认为奖项是熠熠生辉，完美无缺的。如果不该得奖的人得了奖，败坏的只是他们自己的名声。只有我们得奖的时候，世界才恢复了正常的秩序。我们把错误归咎于作家，而不是奖项本身。为什么会这样呢？一个残酷的理论就是：文学奖的目的不是嘉奖那些当之无愧的人，而是在圈内引发讨论和争议。把奖颁给什么布罗德斯基
，什么米沃什
，什么沃尔科特
，其出人意料，就像一个新来者破天荒地在曼哈顿找到一间精装公寓，唯有这样，游戏才能继续。
人们之所以如此珍视文学奖，真正的原因在于，颁奖与写诗的目的密不可分。飞鸟为压过其他鸟而鸣，诗人为胜过其他人而歌。最古老的七弦琴不经意地一拨，文学的意义向来就在于比赛，在于得到认可。抒情诗之父品达，就把取胜看作第一要务，从那之后，我们就秉承了橄榄球比赛中在得分区跳舞庆祝的精神。贺拉斯什么都讽刺，就是不讽刺自己对于名誉的贪婪。弥尔顿悼念利西达斯，不是称赞他的成就超越了任何奖项，而是惋惜他英年早逝没来得及拿奖。再精明睿智的人也会在斯德哥尔摩现身，发表一番获奖感言。写诗的一大动机，是报复弃你而去的恋人，但相比之下，名声，荣誉，桂冠，这些更能引发做诗的激情。（即便是身后之名，也可以看作是我们睡着时得的奖，而且我们不用再为究竟谁得奖而伤脑筋，留给别人去嘀咕吧。）
在过去的十年中，文学界的一条金科玉律终于被打破了，而且声音有些刺耳。那就是萨缪尔.约翰逊博士所说的：“人们写作就是为了钱，除非他是傻瓜。”而现在，互联网上充斥着那些仅仅为了出名而写作的人，他们可不都是傻瓜。但相反的一条规律：人们写作就是为了得奖，却经久不衰。写作是为了什么？为了有朝一日得到斯堪的纳维亚人颁给你的奖？你连他们是谁都不知道，而且他们的品味总是倏忽不定。但这显然就是答案，起码作家们的夫人是这样想的，而且，在无眠的九月，她们会有切身的体会。
二等奖作品
写作与获奖
■英语学院2009级 翻译3班 张蒙
今年的诺贝尔文学奖又将花落谁家？是肯尼亚作家恩古吉·瓦·提安哥（Ngugi wa Thiong’o）
?西班牙作家胡安·戈伊蒂索洛（Juan Goytisolo）
?还是叙利亚诗人阿多尼斯（Adonis）
?在过去的几个星期里，有些作家被这个问题搅得难以入眠，常常在半夜对着身旁熟睡的爱人嘀咕着这份候选名单的某个版本。他们思忖着，哎，又一个诺奖要去它不该去的地方了——落入他人囊中而非投入自己怀里。（可即便获了奖也熄灭不了心中那团依旧求胜心切的火焰。索尔·贝娄
曾于1976年获得诺贝尔文学奖，据说至此之后，每到十月他就会变得怅然若失，徒然神往，谁让诺奖一辈子只能得一次呢。）这种嘀咕也并非属于那些榜上有名、有望摘得桂冠之人的特权；几乎每个有台文字处理器并且依然健在的作家都认为获奖对自己来说是十拿九稳，稳操胜算。（埃德蒙德·威尔森
说，我们的同胞詹姆斯·瑟伯
曾渴望诺奖能颁给一位幽默作家[暗指他自己]，就那么一次也好；不出所料，瑟伯一生从未有幸走近那座颁奖台。）
今年的诺贝尔文学奖于上周四揭晓，它的得主，即便不是又一位北美人，也至少是北美人所熟知的作家，他就是秘鲁文人、小说家马里奥·巴尔加斯·略萨
（Mario Vargas Llosa）。之后所有人都为他欢呼喝彩，甚至连那些对他叫叫嚷嚷的左翼批评家们都不得不承认诺奖授予他这样的作家是正确之举。且看他创作了众多深受好评的小说（如《英雄的时刻》、《酒吧长谈》、已改编成电影的《胡莉亚姨妈与作家》和《公羊的节日》等），同时也颇具社会责任感（他郑重其事地参与秘鲁总统竞选，却以惨败告终），更不必说他多姿多彩的私生活
了——略萨曾对某位后来也摘得诺贝尔文学奖桂冠的作家挥以老拳，这位作家有着同样令人印象深刻的三重姓名，他就是加夫列尔·加西亚·马尔克斯（Gabriel García Márquez）。据传这事还和略萨他夫人，维加斯·略萨有点儿关系。由此可见，诺奖不仅将文人们的写作生涯推至顶峰，而且也能为将来哈维尔·巴登（Javier Bardem）和安东尼奥·班德拉斯
（Antonio Banderas）出演的电影佳作提供故事蓝本。（“比起创作拉美史诗小说，他们更在乎赢得女人芳心以维护作为男人的尊严。”）
今年的诺奖真正说明了，诺奖，同我们人一样，有它自己的DNA。如果当初诺贝尔文学奖没有以“炸药·阿尔弗雷德”命名，而是以他的密友，伟大英雄兼完美作家——维克多·雨果来命名的话，无疑会让此奖项更具启示意义。诺贝尔在巴黎同雨果共度美好时光
，两人也与沙龙女主人，伟大的朱丽叶·亚当·蓝波（Juliette Adam-Lambert）
结下了友谊。（得知诺贝尔四处游历，居无定所之后，雨果曾称他为“欧洲最富有的流浪汉”。）雨果并不完全是一位在风格上能让我们联想到福楼拜和詹姆斯
那样的艺术型作家，但是，他是那个时代伟大的道德型作家——他积极介入世事，顺浪而行，乘势而上，追随着时代改革的浪潮前进
。若把那些获奖者看作是“维克多·雨果奖”的得主，那么诺贝尔文学奖的每次选择就都会显得合乎情理了。即使是像辛波斯卡
那样诗作风格含蓄严谨的抒情诗人，或是像奈波尔
那样脾气暴躁、阴郁寡欢的游记作家，抑或是像赛珍珠
和辛克莱·路易斯
那等易受冷遇的作家，他们心中也都有一套勾勒清晰的社会观，个个决意要投身于世事，不仅渴望记述下这一切，更想自己亲历创作。与之相反，那群未能头顶桂冠的作家们，往往更关注于遣词造句而非世间疾苦。如此看来，巴尔加斯·略萨写了一本新书《不可能的诱惑》来研究雨果的《悲惨世界》，也算不上什么巧合吧。
上周诺奖的公布还揭示了一点，不管我们多么瞧不起诺贝尔文学奖，我们仍然珍视它。也不管那些实力强劲却依旧与它失之交臂的失败者们拿同病相连的伙伴们安慰过自己多少次——“谁会宁愿与埃利克·阿克塞尔·卡尔费尔德和亨利克·蓬托皮丹
位居同列而不愿与普鲁斯特、奥登和纳博科夫为伴呢
？”——但只要瑞典人愿意颁发这个奖项，我们仍会接受那几个得奖的庸才。你或许认为某些二流的诺奖得主可能会拉低诺奖的水准，那么如果像《凡夫俗子》和《烈火战车》
这类作品经常问鼎奥斯卡最佳影片，奥斯卡奖是否也会失去些价值呢？恰恰相反，你越是把一个奖项颁给具有争议的候选人，它就越有价值。
似乎有一种魔鬼价值理论在其中作祟：人们总认为奖项是耀眼夺目并且完美无缺的，而名誉受损的也正是那些不配得奖的获奖者。似乎只有当我们自己赢得了奖项，世界才将恢复到恰到好处的平衡状态，于是我们将错误归责于那些获奖者，而不是奖项本身。为何如此呢？一种最为赤裸裸的解释理论认为文学奖设立的目的不是为了奖赏那些值得获奖的人，而是为了在一个群体中激起讨论与争辩。当诺贝尔奖颁给了又一个“布罗茨基
”、“米沃什
”，或“沃尔科特
”之时，就好像破天荒地把一套位于曼哈顿的高级公寓送给了一位初来乍到者，看似不可理喻，但只有这样才能让游戏充满生机与活力。
然而，文学奖之所以倍受珍视，其真正原因在于授奖是诗歌目的的本质体现。无论是鸟儿吟唱还是诗人吟游，总有一股想让自己胜过其他歌者的强烈渴望促使我们放声歌唱。从最古老的七弦琴
琴弦第一次被拨动起，文学就关乎竞争，关乎获得赞誉赏识。抒情诗之父品达
就曾把竞赛的胜利作为歌颂的主题，从那时起，庆祝胜利的精神就与我们同在，如同在橄榄球比赛中端区得分之后，人们习惯以舞蹈来庆祝一样自然。贺拉斯
讽刺一切事物，唯独饶过自己对名声的贪婪；弥尔顿哀悼“利西达斯
”不是由于他置身于所有奖项之外，而是因为他在有机会得奖之前就已逝世。那些在斯德哥尔摩做着获奖演说的人们身上，依然流露出这一求胜精神。比起想要报复离你而去另寻他欢的昔日情人，追求名誉声望、荣耀桂冠的欲望甚至更为强烈，而这些正是诗的激情所在。（即使生前未能获奖，我们也希望能在长眠之时获得身后之名，让一切纷扰留给后人去议论。）
约翰逊博士
的观点“除了傻瓜，没有人不为钱写作”
，曾一度是文学界中经久不衰的定律；令人震惊的是，在过去的十年里，它终究还是被打破了：现如今，网上泛滥着一群只为荣耀和名誉写作的作家，而其中并非所有的人都是傻瓜。然而，与之相对的定律，即人们为得奖而写作，却依然适用。为什么要写作？就冲着你可能有朝一日从陌生的斯堪的纳维亚人手中接过诺奖，而你连对方的喜好都毫不确定？很显然，就是为了得奖。至少，那些作家的爱人们是这么想的，而在辗转反侧，彻夜难眠的九月，他们也应当知晓了答案了。
二等奖作品
写作与获奖
■英语学院2010级 翻译1班 马玉嘉
是恩古吉·瓦·提安哥？胡安·戈伊蒂索洛?还是阿多尼斯？在过去的几周里，有人提到了几种热门人选的名单，而这通常是深夜里一些辗转反侧的作家说给自己沉默的爱人听的，他们思忖着又一个诺贝尔奖就要被他人收入囊中却不是自己，而愤愤不平。（其实就算获了奖也无法平息求胜的欲火。据说索尔·贝娄在1976年得过诺贝尔文学奖后，之后每年的十月都是郁郁寡欢，毕竟这个大奖一辈子只能拿到一次。）私下里预测获奖名单的不仅仅是评委会的权威人士，几乎所有可以码字的作家都觉得大奖没准就会是他的。（艾德蒙·威尔逊说过我国的詹姆斯·瑟伯期望能把奖颁给一位幽默作家，哪怕就一次。可想而知，他连领奖台的边都没挨过。）
上周四公布了今年的诺贝尔奖归宿，折桂的这位作家，就算不是北美人（又一次），也至少是位北美人尽皆知的人物：秘鲁小说家和学者，马里奥·巴尔切斯·略萨。于是所有人都为他欢呼，连那些喧嚣的左翼评论家都认为他得奖顺理成章，实至名归：他是位多产作家，许多作品享誉中外，（如《城市与狗》、《酒吧长谈》、搬上大荧幕的《胡利娅姨妈与作家》和《公羊的节日》。）同时他也极具社会责任感，（他曾积极投入于秘鲁总统的选战，却以失败告终。）更何况他还有着令人津津乐道的个人生活，比如他曾经挥拳殴打了那位名字同样出奇得冗长的加夫列尔·加西亚·马尔克斯，也就是另一位日后的诺贝尔奖获得者，据说事由与略萨夫人有关。诺贝尔奖就这样不仅仅把荣耀带给了写作事业，还为将来一部贾维尔·巴尔登或是安东尼奥·班德拉斯主演的优秀电影提供了脚本。（“他们比拉美史诗小说还要看重的唯一的事就是……一个女人的声誉。”）
今年的诺贝尔奖真正说明了奖项也同人一样，有自己特有的基因。诺贝尔文学奖本应该出于更具深意的考虑，不以诺贝尔自己的而是以他好友的名字，那位大英雄、大作家维克多·雨果命名。诺贝尔曾经与他在巴黎共度了一段时光，并结识了著名的画廊主人亚当夫人。（雨果曾因诺贝尔四处漂泊游历的经历，称他是欧洲最富有的流浪汉。）雨果并不算是福楼拜和詹姆斯那样的文学大师，但他是那个时代崇高的道德楷模——一个胸纳天下，心系苍生，参与并引领革命浪潮的作家。若是把那些诺奖得主当成维克多·雨果奖的获奖者来看，这一结果也还算合情合理。甚至像辛波斯卡那样内敛的抒情诗人或是奈保尔那样苛刻的旅行家，抑或是赛珍珠和辛克莱·刘易斯那样常遭人排挤的作家们，也都拥有自己明确的社会观，并且有意参与世界政事，希望带着与创作时同样饱满的热情，去记述，去报道。然而总体而论，最终折桂的人更多的是那些研究文字句法而并非关心世界人民疾苦的作家。也许并非出于巧合，巴尔切斯·略萨最近的那部《不可能的诱惑》正是研究雨果《悲惨世界》的作品。
上周的事同样也说明，不论我们如何贬低诺贝尔奖，我们还是心向往之；不管那些可悲的失败者多少次用他的同伴来宽慰自己——谁不是更愿意与普鲁斯特、奥登、纳博科夫那样的人物为伴，而不是埃利克·阿克塞尔·卡尔费尔德和亨利克·彭托皮丹那种人——只要瑞典人肯把那“肉丸子”给我们吃，我们依旧会欣然享用。你很可能会觉得那些不够格的获奖者会让奖项的价值大打折扣。要是你总把奥斯卡奖颁给像《凡夫俗子》和《火之战车》那样的片子，这个奖岂不该名声扫地？然而现实却恰恰相反，这些创立的奖项越是被颁给颇具争议的人，它越是会身价倍增。
一种罪恶的价值论似乎大行其道：奖项始终是熠熠闪光，完美无瑕的；是那些获奖者名不副实而让自己声誉扫地。但要是我们自己得了奖，那世界就算是回到了正轨。于是我们归咎于那些获奖人，而不是奖项。怎么会这样呢？有一种最苍白的说法是，文学奖不是为了奖赏那些受之无愧的人，而就是要在人群中引发争议和论战。把奖颁给布罗茨基、米沃什或是沃尔科特那样的人，就仿佛是把一套高档公寓送给一个刚搬到曼哈顿的移民那样百年难遇的事，但这恰恰让奖项不断延续了下去。
然而，文学奖项之所以如此被人看重，是由于给予奖励是诗歌艺术的本质要求。不论是鸟儿还是吟游诗人，放声歌唱都是为了超越旁人，赢得胜利。自古老的七弦琴第一次被拨动之时起，文学就有了竞争角逐和寻求认可的意味。抒情诗之父品达曾将歌颂胜利作为他的创作主题，也是自此，我们知道了庆功仪式的意义所在。贺拉斯讽刺世间万物，唯独略过自己对盛名的渴求。弥尔顿创作了挽歌《利西达斯》，并非因为他已超越一切奖项，而只因他生前实际上无奖可获。那些最难以捉摸的人也情愿到斯德哥尔摩的领奖台上作一番演说。对功名、荣誉、奖赏、胜利的追求就是作家炽热的诗情，这甚至超越了报复弃你而去的那些负心人的感情——作家的另一大创作源泉。（甚至于身后之名也被当作不过是睡梦中得到的奖赏，把我们的呓语也留给了他人。）
    在过去的十年里，文学界一个不变的真理最终被猛然打破，那就是约翰逊博士说的“若不是为了赚钱，愚蠢的人才会去写作”。现在有些只图功名的写手在网络上泛滥——他们并不全都愚蠢。但是一种相对的理论说人们是为了获奖而写作的，却被广泛认同了。到底为什么写作？是为了有一天能拿到不知姓名、品味无常的斯堪的纳维亚人颁给你的大奖吗？显然是的。至少那些九月里就不得安眠的作家的枕边人，就是这样想的，她们应该再清楚不过了。
※首届 方重翻译奖 中译英 原文
寻找快乐
■李国文
人，活在这个世界上，到底是快乐的时候多呢，还是不那么快活的时候多呢?没人做过这方面的统计。但是我想，“人生识字忧患始”，如果不是那么十分浑浑噩噩的话，稍稍有一点头脑，“不如意事常八九”，大概是一种比较准确的状态描写。快活并不是每个人都有幸碰上的，不快活则是随时随地在等待着你。
就拿一些极平常的事情来说吧！
假如你一早睁开眼，天气不好，恐怕不会太开心。其实这是常事，而且说实在的除非下刀子，天气似乎无关紧要。但晴朗和阴霾对人的情绪怎么也有影响，老天爷总不开脸，铅灰色的云层，像一块砖头压在心上，能痛快吗?

接着，你皱着眉头吃完老样子的早餐，从果腹这个角度看也许无可挑剔，但人终究和吃饲料的动物有所不同，胃口大小、心情好坏，乃至于咸淡、干稀都有些个人的讲究；于是，就有喜欢与不喜欢的分别。“嗟来之食”固然难以下咽，“守着多大的碗，吃多大的饭”也影响食欲，想到终日奔忙只是为了糊这张嘴，也就开不起这份心了。
人，就是这样，顺的时候少，不顺的时候多，这几乎是绝大多数人的命运。
随后，就该穿衣出门了。这就更麻烦，你在那儿脱来换去，大半不是从个人舒适出发，更多是从顺应别人的眼睛考虑。你捉摸不透马路上这股服装潮流，一会儿这么变，一会儿那么变，不知何时是个头，而且变过来变过去弄得人无所适从，就更为苦恼。你纯粹是在为别人穿衣服，还得十分小心谨慎。超前了，怕人家说你；落在后面，又怕被讪笑，多没劲啊，做人真难啊！
穿衣服如此，让你掣肘、伤脑筋，自己当不了自己的家，诸如此类的烦恼，简直不胜枚举。好了，这就该上班去了。搭乘公共汽车也好，或者骑自行车也好，出了门，一个挤字，就把你的情绪全给败坏了。这世界好大好大，按说不会多你一个，但从别人连一块立锥之地也不想给你留下的挤劲，你会为你自己的多余或别人的多余而无法快活了。
还有比衣食住行更简单，更普通，人人都逃脱不了的事吗？
以此类推，你踏进让人焦头烂额的社会，不知会有哪些坑坑洼洼，等着你去跌个鼻青脸肿呢?所以，越寻思越觉得活在这个世界上，太累了。
怎么办呢？
如果你不想精神崩溃，不想自杀；如果你又不想去大打出手，做一个斗士，改变自己的命运；如果你并不甘心像蚕一样束缚在茧里，被不快活弄得愈来愈不是自己，那么，最佳之计，你一定要努力寻找快乐，去追求你心目中的世界。
千万别跟自己过不去。
记住，你的世界和你的快乐只属于你！
一等奖作品
In Search of Happiness

■英语学院 2008级4班 刘骏
Does life afford us more pleasure than pain, or the reverse is true? Nobody has ever attempted an evaluation as such. Since "misery starts at literacy", I suppose "life isn't a bed of roses" may be a relatively accurate and vivid portrait of the life of those who are not so muddleheaded. Indeed, happiness is a long shot, whereas unhappiness is always a fixed target throughout our life time.

Let's take something extraordinarily ordinary for instance!

It won't be too joyful when you open your eyes in the morning only to find the weather is awful. In actual fact, unless it is raining daggers, a bad weather, which is not infrequent, does not matter a farthing. Yet the weather invariably affects the mood in one way or another, be it sunny or gloomy. Hardly can anybody feel at ease in the doldrums where the sky is never clear but overspread with leaden-grey clouds.  

Then you finish your monotonous breakfast frowning. Such a humdrum may seem impeccable in the sense of filling the belly, yet human beings are distinct from fodder-feeding livestock after all. Humans are dainty eaters who tell their likes and dislikes from appetite, mood, taste or even texture. Admittedly, "food handed out in contempt" is hard to swallow. Likewise, "eating according to the size of the bowl" can barely arouse one's appetite. As a consequence, no one can wear a smile at the thought of working himself into the ground all day long only to live from hand to mouth. 

The road of life is often more bumpy than smooth. It is just how it is; it is nearly the fate of the vast majority.

Now it's time to get dressed, which is even more troublesome. You keep changing clothes, mainly to please the eyes of the public rather than to please your own body. You fail to keep abreast of the latest fashion that hits the street; the astonishingly mutable messes up your mind and afflicts your soul. You end up dressing in an extremely discreet manner only for the sake of others, since staying ahead in the fashion world incurs gossip whereas failing to grasp the fashion trends invites ridicule. How tedious and tough it is to strike a perfect balance in life!

Getting dressed is enough to make you feel constrained, nerve-racking and unable to be your own master, let alone the infinite distractions out there awaiting you. Alright, now it's time to work.  Whether taking a bus or riding a bike, once outdoors, the push and squeeze will invariably ruin your day. Theoretically, the world is big enough to accommodate you. Nevertheless, it seems that no one is willing to leave you a tiny bit of land, nor does the result feeling of being redundant gives off a glow of happiness on your face.

Does there exist anything more simple, ordinary and inescapable than clothing, food, shelter and transport? 

By the same token, there must be numerous bumps and hollows awaiting you to stumble over, bruised and battered, on your way to this society. As negative thoughts accumulate, such an over-examined life may well wear you out.

What should you do then?

If you don't wish to break down or end your life; if you are unwilling to be a gladiator to fight for your fate; if you will not be resigned to indulging yourself in melancholy like a silkworm confined to its cocoon, the best option is to spare no effort in search of happiness and build your own ideal world.

Do not be too hard on yourself.

Keep it in mind, your happiness and your world are your own property!

二等奖作品
The Pursuit of Happiness
■英语学院2009级 翻译2班 李青勉
Happiness or unhappiness, which ever takes up the dominant area in people’s living in the world? No one has conducted a research concerning this question. But it is my belief that the miseries start to emerge upon the learning to read. And if people have some brains and are not completely ignorant, they are supposed to know that they can’t always expect everything to turn out as they wish, which is likely to describe the state of lives in a relatively exact way. Not for all, chance to strike happiness is available, while unhappiness awaits you whenever and wherever possible.

Let’s take some ordinary things for example.

Suppose you open your eyes only to find a bad weather in the morning, you are liable to be unhappy. Actually, it is common occurrence. And to tell the truth, what the weather is like seems to be of no great importance unless knives fall down. However, cloudlessness or cloudiness can influence people’s moods anyway. If the sky remains overcast, how can you feel delighted with leaden clouds， like a brick, pressing your heart?

Next, you, knitting your brows, finish the same breakfast as usual. It seems that you have no reason to cavil at the food in terms of satiety. But after all, people are different from the animals fed on with forage. The size of your appetite, the state of your moods and your particularity about food contribute to the distinction between favor and disfavor. No wonder that it is hard for you to swallow a handout, while the idea that you have to eat as much as the bowl holds damps your good appetite. Thus, the thought that being busy all day is simple to satisfy the mouth renders you unable to cheer up.

People, as such, experience more favorable situations than unfavorable ones, which is considered to be the fate of the overwhelming majority of people.

Afterwards, it is time to put on clothes to go out. You change your clothes one after another, most probably for catering to others’ eyes instead of making yourself comfortable. It is difficult for you to ascertain when the changes of the costume trend in the street, now one way, now another will come to an end. What distresses you more is that the unpredictable changes make you at a loss as what to do. You solely dress yourself to cater to others’ tastes, not to mention being extremely cautious because you are afraid of others’ carping comments on your attires ahead of times as well as others’ ridicules of your dress out of fashion. How difficult it is to dress properly!

Dressing, such a knotty problem makes it difficult for you to be the master of yourself. Vexations and such are too virtually numerous to enumerate. Then it is your turn to go to work. Whether you take a bus or ride a bike, jostling on the way to work ruins your moods. In the conventional wisdom, the world is so big that you, a single person, should make no difference. Yet others’ full drive in jostling won’t spare you an inch of standing room. When thinking of this, you are apt to feel sorry for your superfluous existence or others’.    

Is there anything more ordinary than food, clothing, shelter and transportation that everyone can’t but be faced with?

On the analogy of the aforementioned cases, what unknown hollows, which will tumble you to be black and blue, are lying ahead after you step into the exhausting society? Therefore, the more you think about it, the more you feel tired living in the world.

Then what can we do?

If you don’t want to end up in a nervous breakdown, or even commit suicide; if you don’t intend to change your fate as a fighter  by striking violently; if you are not willing to let unhappiness drive you out of the true self step by step like a silkworm constrained in cocoon, you are advised to exert yourself to pursue happiness and the world in your mind’s eyes.

Don’t be too hard on yourself.

Keep in mind that your world and happiness belong to nobody other than you.

二等奖作品
Hunting for happiness
■英语学院2010级 翻译3班 朱梦辰
In the current world, is your life predominated by happiness, or not? This is a question with no statistics available. But from my perspective, since 'Hardship begins with your early acquaintance with alphabets.', it's probably more appropriate to depict your life as a course of frequent encounter with dissatisfations than delights, if you yet manage to stay at least a bit cool in mind. While happiness is not accessible to each and every one of you, thistles and thorns are always awaiting you regardless of where and when. 

Just take some regular stuff for instance. 

If you wake up and open your eyes with the terrible weather on the first sight, you are most likely to be caught by morning blues in no time. Common and irrelevant despite rare severe conditions, weather does exert influence on people's mood more or less, whether it be sunny or hazy---- just imagine, how could you possibly be delighted with the grey skies bricking up your heart in those ever gloomy days? 

Following that is the stereotyped breakfast you frawn at. It might be flawless as for its function of filling your stomach. But unlike animals, people's appetite, mood, and even the flavour(strong or light) or the texture quality (dry or watery)of the food differ from person to person, making differences in your specific preference for food. Moreover, not only is your appetite affected by your dignity since you hardly accept the food of sympathy but also it's in strict accord with your respective capability. To make the matter worse, you'll even lose your appetitte when you finally discovered that what you have been struggling for so far is nothing more than feeding yourself. 

Being humane, you are destined to undergo twists and turns more often than not, as is indicated above. 

What's even more complicated next is getting yourself dressed before going out, always giving priority to pleasing others aesthetically rather than you yourself physically. While you are dazzled by the open-ended and ever-changing fashion hit, you are getting even more confused when you finally find yourself trapped in the middle of nowhere. And you have to dress yourself very scrupulously even it's purely for others. How annoying it is, in this way, that either leaping beyond or lagging behind(the fashion trend) should be taken as a matter of concern!

Troublesome as the dressing part already is, problems of this sort is only too numerous to be reckoned up one by one, racking your brains to make decisions on your own. After having all those stuff done, finally, you've got to set off for work . No matter you choose to commute by bus, or by bike, your high spirits will soon be ruined once confronted with the ever-present dense crowd. Theoretically, there must be somewhere in this huge world for you to set your foot on. However, involved in the life-or death competition from others, hardly would you rejoice to dismiss either others or you yourself as the redundancy.

To sum up, dressing, eating, accommodation and transportation have already been so trouble-making as is indicated above. Could there be anything on earth more common and indispensible? 

The answer is apparently no, which is to say even more potential pitfalls are awaiting your tumble alongside your steps into the sophisticated society. So the more you pondered over the ups and downs living in this world of , the more you feel worn out. 

So where's our way out , after all? 

The best choice for you is to hunt actively for happiness and seek your inner world, providing, of course, you prefer not to have your nerves break down or to commit a suicide; not to change your destiny by force; or finally to cocoon your true self within because of the doomed difficulties. 

Just don't take trouble to trouble yourself. 

Bear in mind that the specific inner world and the happiness belong exclusively to you! 

※第二届 方重翻译奖 英译中 原文
Big Reading: A Hike Through Dickens

(excerpt)

 by Brad Leithauser

If your bookshelf speaks to you, it’s likely to be uttering reproaches. Or so my experience runs. All those unread books!—the must-reads of last year, or the year before, hot débuts of young novelists, frosty farewells from the aging and once hot, books whose catchy titles beguiled you into buying them, books that will (so their blurbs promise, or threaten) change your life forever. They address us in the voices of aggrieved friends, saying, Why don’t you call me? Or, Why don’t you ever pay me a visit? Or, ultimately, Why are you neglecting me?

But the bookshelf offers other voices of reproach—deeper and more solemn voices. These speak less like friends than like grandparents, whose stern, measured cadences will not be stilled by any jocular protests of good intentions. They ask you, When will you get serious? They ask, When will you grow up? These are the voices issuing from the weightiest projects in your library. Maybe the gravest reprimand comes from a broad-backed “Don Quixote,” forever to be embarked on in the summer—next summer. Or from a yellowing “War and Peace,” a gift from a college adviser who clearly placed more faith in your stamina than you’ve ever merited. Or Burton’s labyrinthine “Arabian Nights.” Or a “Riverside Chaucer,” buoyantly purchased after receiving a flat “A” in a sophomore survey course, the Genesis of English Literature.

For me, the firmest rebukes these days come from a beautiful eight-volume Folio Society edition of Gibbon’s “Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire.” I realized the other day that in the half-dozen years since purchase I’ve not only failed to take it off the shelf but haven’t read even the contents stamped on the spine (“Volume V, Justinian and the Roman Law,” and, remoter still, “Volume VII, The Normans in Italy and the Crusades”). 

Still, every now and then some daunting, exhausting project actually reaches fruition. One summer, painstakingly, I made my way aloud through both Pope’s “Iliad” and Dryden’s “Aeneid.” Other years, I’ve hiked through the four volumes of Conrad’s complete short fiction, the five-volume “Complete Sagas of Icelanders,” the six volumes of Trollope’s Palliser novels, the seven volumes of Proust’s masterwork. Distinctive as each project was, they alike created a final heady ambivalence: pride in completing an admirable mission; a touch of claustrophobia; and a bittersweet sadness in the recognition that even the most stupendous efforts at literary monumentality must dwindle in time to the negligible dot of a terminating period. 

My most recent big literary undertaking has been, in terms of sheer pages, the most sizable of all: Dickens’s complete fiction. It comes to something like nine thousand pages, and I’m nearly finished; only “The Old Curiosity Shop” and “The Mystery of Edwin Drood” remain. I don’t know what to think on discovering that my favorite Dickens is mostly the world’s favorite Dickens. It feels appropriate, anyway, that this writer who so stoked and revelled in his international popularity should be fairly, representatively epitomized by his most popular books. 

Three of these books seem to me all but flawless in their chosen genres. “A Christmas Carol” must be English literature’s finest story of redemptively benign ghosts (just as its dark twin, Henry James’s “Turn of the Screw,” is the greatest display of damning malignant spirits). And “A Tale of Two Cities” is the most satisfying thriller I’ve ever read. If we’ve mostly accepted the notion that the thriller belongs to Hollywood, this is our loss. The artistry in “A Tale of Two Cities” (the deft transitions, the quick and sure portraiture, the mob scenes, the terse but telling accesses of intimacy) is peerless. And what about that mainstay of the thriller—the chase scene? Has any film of squealing cars or screaming fighter planes surpassed the excitement of the pursuit in which, past “solitary farms, ruinous buildings, dye-works, tanneries,” the Manette family race across the northern face of blood-mad France toward sane, cozy England?

Finally, there’s “David Copperfield.” It was Dickens’s own favorite among his novels and remains for me an achievement beyond the rest. Surely no other novel, ever, has offered a richer cast. Had “Copperfield” introduced no memorable character besides Mr. Micawber, it would still be a book of lasting worth. But in addition we have the oozily unctuous Uriah Heep; the flighty yet staunch-souled Aunt Betsey; the doomed, callow, beautiful Dora, who, before her premature death, comes piercingly to understand her callowness; the justice-obsessed and yet unbearably vicious stepfather, Edward Murdstone…. The list goes on and on.

Many of the book’s admirers detect an artistic falling off as David passes from childhood into manhood. And while I don’t myself see any slackening of brilliance up through the final page, David’s harrowing early years are unforgettably vivid. Everywhere the boy turns, he meets singular souls. Dickens rivals Shakespeare in his fascination with nature’s sheer prodigality in creating so heterogeneous a troupe under the heading Homo sapiens. A passion for human peculiarity fortifies most of Dickens’s fiction, but it shows special potency when filtered through the eyes of the boy David, who is such a scrupulous, fervent interpreter of the world. He has to be. For him, a grasping of diverse personal motivations isn’t merely a satisfying of curiosity. It’s a necessity. David’s future, his deliverance from the forces determined to annihilate him, depends on his ability to construe character. As a stand-in for Dickens, David is potentially a great artist—though of course the beleaguered boy cannot articulate this. Yanked out of school when he is only ten and thrust into a job in a London bottling factory, he knows only that his life is being strangled. 

The critic Randall Jarrell once defined a great novel as one that “does a single thing better than any other book has ever done it.” I don’t know of any other novel that so penetratingly explores this overwhelming reality that each of us confronts as children: the gradual, horrifying recognition that the world that determines our future is composed of creatures—those willful, wayward beings called grownups—whose deepest motivations are inscrutable.
Reading projects of this old-fashioned sort are the equivalent of a long pilgrimage on foot. The pace and the proddings of modern life, forever segmenting one’s existence into smaller and busier intervals, counsel against them. On the other hand, those patient, reproachful, grandpaternal voices continue to mutter on your bookshelf. And they say, Start walking.
一等奖作品
漫行于狄更斯作品之林
——一场厚重阅读的艰苦跋涉（节选）
■英语学院2009级 翻译3班 张蒙
要是哪天你的书架开口对你说话，也许它会数落你的不是。反正我的亲身经历即是如此。瞧瞧那些没有读过的书吧！——去年或前年的年度必读书目、年轻小说家风靡热销的处女作，还有那些昔日红极一时，如今日渐年迈的作家所著的惨淡告别之作；有些书依靠夺人眼球的书名忽悠了你的钱袋，另一些则标榜着将从此改变你的人生（书上的推荐短评信誓旦旦作出承诺，要不就虚张声势吓唬吓唬你）。这一本本书像是一个个受了委屈的朋友，愤愤不平地埋怨着我们：“你怎么都不来看看我？”，“你为何不曾前来拜访？”，或者干脆直截了当地问道：“你为什么总是忽略我？”
然而有时书架的斥责不像是对朋友的埋怨，倒更像是祖辈对晚辈的告诫训斥，语气更为沉重也更为严肃。那声音严厉坚定，声调抑扬顿挫，节奏把握有度；任凭你出于好意来缓和气氛，打趣儿为自己开脱辩解，教训声仍不绝于耳：“你什么时候才能认真严肃起来？”、“你什么时候才能长大啊？”这些训斥声是从书房里那些最厚重的大部头中传来的，它们可都在你的阅读计划之列呢。最严厉的斥责也许来自那本又宽又厚的《堂吉诃德》，你总是打算要在夏天开始读它，结果——还是等明年夏天再说吧；也许来自那本泛黄的《战争与和平》，这是大学指导老师送给你的礼物，人家当初可是对你信心满满，但如今看来，显然是高估了你的毅力；也许是伯顿
翻译的《一千零一夜》在抱怨，书中一个个故事如迷宫般错综复杂。要不然，就是《河畔乔叟》
在生气，当年大二的《英国文学起源概述》这门课你得了个“优秀”，便兴冲冲地买下了它。
对我而言，如今最严厉的斥责声来自吉本巨著《罗曼帝国衰亡史》，我手上的那套是由弗里欧书社
出版的优美精装八卷版。前几天我才意识到，买下这套书之后的整整六年时间里，我非但从未将它们从书架上取下品读，甚至连书脊上印着的几列字都没好好正眼瞧过（第五本上写着“第五卷 查士丁尼与罗马法”，离得更远的那本上写着——“第七卷 意大利的诺曼人与十字军东征”）
尽管如此，偶尔我也能完成几项工程艰巨浩大的阅读任务。有一年夏天，我耗尽心力，终于成功啃完了两部古希腊史诗，蒲柏翻译的《伊利亚特》和德莱顿翻译的《埃涅阿斯纪》。过去几年里，我也漫行于浩繁卷帙之中，看完了整整四卷康拉德
短篇小说全集、全五卷《冰岛萨迦全集》
、特罗洛普
的六部帕利瑟系列政治小说，还有普鲁斯特的七卷鸿篇巨著
。虽说每部作品都各具特色，但在看完它们之后，都带给了我同一种复杂的矛盾心情，既为结束喜也为结束悲：一方面我为自己能够历经艰辛万苦最终完成这一任务而感到自豪，久日幽居于书房，我也有点浑身不自在呢；另一方面，我不得不承认，即便你耗费了巨大的精力去阅读不朽的文学巨著，最终都将见证自己的心力在时间的流逝中渐渐化为一个微不足道的句点，终结这场艰苦漫长的阅读旅途。这让我在高兴雀跃之余，又平添了几分哀伤。
我最近在进行的“厚重阅读”任务，单就页数来看，数量可观，史无前例：那便是狄更斯的小说全集，大概共有九千多页。我就快看完了，只剩下《老古玩店》和《埃德温·德鲁德之谜》两部作品还未翻动。我发现自己最喜欢的狄更斯作品恰恰也都广受众人喜爱，真不知是该为之喜还是该为之忧。但不管怎样，这位作家深受众人追捧，尽享世人厚爱，理应由其最受欢迎之作来公正地彰显他的伟大之处，这亦合乎情理，不足为怪。
狄更斯的所有小说中，我认为有三本在其各自的体裁之列堪称极致完美之作。纵览英国文学作品，在讲述善良幽灵唤起世人人性救赎的故事之中，《圣诞颂歌》无疑是顶尖之作（这正如同为上乘佳作的《螺丝在拧紧》
里，亨利·詹姆斯将邪恶鬼魂展现得淋漓尽致，作为《圣诞颂歌》的姊妹篇，这位“妹妹”则是阴险黑暗的化身）。而《双城记》是我所读过的最惊心动魄的惊险小说，读罢顿觉酣畅淋漓。如果我们都公认惊险刺激的故事只是好莱坞大片的特权，那我们可就亏大了。《双城记》的艺术特色是无可比拟的，那自然灵巧的情节过渡，对人物形象快速准确的刻画，对暴民癫狂暴乱情状的精彩描摹，还有在简洁的语言中依旧流淌着的股股真情，绵绵情意。而作为一部惊险小说，它又怎能少得了追逐场面这一重头戏呢？且看马奈特医生一家一路快马狂奔，“三三两两的房舍、孤零零的农庄、倾塌的建筑物，染坊，硝皮作坊”
从身边飞驰而过，他们急速逃离血腥狂乱的巴黎，驶往安宁有序的英格兰。纵使惊险大片中疯狂追逐的汽车发出阵阵刺耳刹车声，呼啸而过的战斗机轰鸣声隆隆，试问又有哪部的惊险程度能胜过《双城记》中惊心动魄的追捕场面呢？ 
终于，该轮到《大卫·科波菲尔》登场了。它也是狄更斯本人的最爱
，较之其余作品，读罢让我更觉成就感十足。这部作品中一系列人物形象愈加丰满，这无疑是其他小说无法企及的。就算除了乐天派米考伯先生之外，《大卫·科波菲尔》中就再无其他令人难忘的角色，它仍能拥有永恒的文学价值。更何况，我们还是遇到了一个个极富个性的人物，让人印象深刻：油腔滑调、阳奉阴违的乌利亚·希普；性情古怪，变化无常，却又坚定可靠、值得信赖的贝西姨婆；那个注定以悲剧收场的朵拉，她美如娇花，年少稚嫩，不谙世事，在她早逝之前，终于深切体悟到自己的幼稚无知；还有大卫的继父爱德华·摩德斯通，一天到晚念叨着公平公正但却凶恶残暴，让人不堪忍受…如此个性鲜明的人物真是数之不尽。
此书众多的推崇者察觉到，随着大卫由孩童迈入成人世界，狄更斯的艺术表现力逐步减弱。直至翻完最后一页，我自己却丝毫未曾发现书页中自始至终闪现的熠熠才华之光有半点黯淡之势，不过大卫早年的悲惨经历确实被描绘得生动逼真，令人难以忘怀。这个小男孩在人生的每一处转角，都能遇上独具个性的人物。狄更斯痴迷于人性的丰富性，在“人类”这同一物种之名下创造了一大批形形色色千姿百态的角色，组成了一支与众不同的剧团。在这一方面，他可与莎士比亚比肩而立。对独特人性探索的热情为众多狄更斯小说注入了坚不可摧的艺术力量，而当这股热情迸入小大卫的双眼之后，又彰显出了奇特的力量。这个小男孩既是一位对世界细致入微的观察者，也是一位对人间百态的热情阐释者。他非得成为这样的人不可。对他而言，洞悉不同的人性内在心理不单单是为了满足好奇心，这更是他迫不得已的生存所需。日后，正是这份对人性的敏锐洞察力将大卫从那些试图彻底击溃他的力量中拯救了出来。作为狄更斯的化身，大卫也具有成为文学大师的潜质——不过，孩童时代，他饱受困苦，当然无法充分表现这一点。他十岁就辍了学，被拽进伦敦的一家装瓶厂当小苦力，那时年幼的他只感觉自己快被生活的苦难压得喘不过气来了。
文学批评家兰德尔·贾雷尔曾认为，一部伟大小说应当：“于一处潜心雕琢，以一敌之，胜于作品无数。”我不知道还有没有第二本书能像《大卫·科波菲尔》这样，将我们每个人在童年所直面的可怕现实洞察得如此深刻透彻：我们渐渐意识到，决定我们未来的世界是由一群叫做“大人”的生物所组成的——那是一群任性固执、恣意妄为的生物，一群最深不可测、难以捉摸的生物。
这种过时的浩大阅读工程就像一次漫长的徒步朝圣之旅。现代生活的快节奏给予你忠告，劝你打消阅读大部头的念头，它还无时无刻不在催促着你加快步伐，将你的生活分割成愈发琐碎也愈发忙碌的间隔片段。另一头，从你的书架上不断传来一阵阵熟悉的低语，语气平静，又带着长辈责备的口吻，坚定地告诉你：“走，起程上路吧。” 
二等奖作品
潜心阅读：狄更斯小说的跋涉之行（节选）
■英语学院2010级 翻译3班 杨畅
    书橱若会开口说话，十有八九是埋怨你。反正我是这样。这么多没读的书！——去年的必读书，前年的必读书，新秀小说家的抢手处女作，过气老朽的冷门告别作，书名诱人的，足以力命的（推介这样承诺，不如说这样威胁）。它们用受冷落的朋友的口吻质问你，怎么都不跟我说说话？怎么都不来看看我？要么最直接的，你干嘛一直忽略我？
    书架的责怪不止这些——还有深沉庄重的。听上去不再像朋友，倒像爷爷辈儿的。任你怎么打趣，抗议这都是一片好心，都止不住它一板一眼地责怪你。什么时候你才能不胡闹？什么时候才不孩子气？书橱中最厚实的书这样问。责备最凶的大概是大块头的《堂吉诃德》1，我老是决定今年夏天看——还是明年夏天吧。也可能是书页泛黄的《战争与和平》2，大学导师高估了我的耐性才送它给我。要不然就是理查德.伯顿3那迷宫般的英译《一千零一夜》，再就是《河边的乔叟》4。大二那年，概况课程《英国文学起源》得了个了不得的“优”， 我就乐呵呵地买了它。
    拿我来说，这几天最严厉的责问来自吉本斯的《罗马帝国衰亡史》5，藏书社6出版，8卷本，装帧精美。有回我意识到，这书买来都五年了，我没把它从书架上拿下来，都没有扫过一眼书脊上印的字（《第五卷：查斯丁尼与罗马法》，而《第七卷，意大利的罗曼人与十字军东征》放的还要高，更看不到了）。
    纵是如此，时不时的总有些令人望而生畏，精疲力竭的阅读计划修成正果。有一年夏天，我披荆斩棘，越过两座大山：蒲柏7所译的荷马史诗《伊利亚特》，德莱顿8所译维吉尔史诗《伊尼德》。其他时候，我跋涉过康纳德的短篇小说全集，五卷本的《冰岛人史诗全集》，安东尼·特罗洛普9的六卷《巴里塞小说》，普鲁斯特的杰作《追忆似水年华》全七卷。这些书籍个性迥异，最后我却都醉心于一种矛盾感：完成令人钦佩的任务，有自豪感；有点幽闭恐惧；还有那么点苦甜交织的哀伤，顶浩大的文学里程碑末了也得以一个微乎其微的句号了结。
    按页数记得话，我最近的那次阅读壮举最为浩大：狄更斯小说全集。总共大约九千页，我快读完了，只剩《古玩店》和《德鲁德疑案》。我最喜欢的狄更斯作品也最为被世人认可，我不知该作何感想。无论如何，最受欢迎的作品最能浓缩这个享誉全球的作家的创作精华，这无可厚非。
    在我看来，这些书中有三本是各自文学类别中的完美之作。有关善良幽灵的英国文学里，《圣诞颂歌》绝对是最棒的（而它邪恶的双胞胎兄弟，亨利吉姆斯的《螺丝转动》，则最佳展现了坏透了的邪恶灵魂）。读了这么多惊悚小说，《双城记》最令我满足。要是认为只有好莱坞才有惊悚题材，那我们就有得后悔了。《双城记》展现的艺术性（老练的转换，简洁稳练的人物塑造，那暴徒场面，简练生动地描写人物间的亲昵情感）举世无双。惊悚题材的支柱——追逐场面又怎么样？穿过“空无一人的农场，废弃的楼房，印染作坊，鞣皮场”，马奈特一家冲过血腥疯狂的法国北部，逃往理智安逸的英国。这种刺激惊悚，嘎吱刺耳追车和呼啸而过的飞机戏码哪里比得上？
    最后，《大卫科波菲尔》。狄更斯所有小说中，他个人最爱的一部。在我看来，这本书是狄更斯小说的最高成就。哪部小说的人物都不如它丰富。就算是没有令人过目不忘的麦考伯先生，它的价值也将经久不衰。而实际上，我们还能看到油腔滑调的尤赖亚.希普，反复无常却内心坚定的贝西姨妈；漂亮，肤浅，凄惨下场的朵拉，年纪轻轻就匆匆逝去，死前看透了自己的肤浅；还有那痴迷于公正，却恶毒透顶的继父，爱德华.摩德斯通。。。。。。例子举不胜举。
    当大卫长大成人，本书的许多欣赏者感到故事的美感随着童年一同逝去了。虽然读到最后一页时，我不曾觉得有丝毫逊色，但大卫早年的凄凉生活历历在目，难以忘却。这孩子的童年里处处是独特的灵魂。大自然如此慷慨，在智人这一个名头之下，创造出千姿百态的个体。和莎士比亚一样，狄更斯也为此痴迷。他的许多小说都充满对人类独特之处的激情，但只有透过孩童大卫的眼睛，这独特之处才显出力量来。大卫解读着这个世界，小心翼翼又狂热入迷。他怎能不这样呢。抓住人们各种各样的动机，不光是由于好奇，出于必须。他有没有未来，会不会逃脱一心要消灭他的力量，都看他能不能解读人的性格。大卫是狄更斯在故事里的化身，他拥有极大地艺术家潜能——虽然这屡遭困厄的孩子无法表达出来。年仅10岁，就被迫辍学，去伦敦装瓶场干活，他只知道命运被勒得死死的。
    批评家兰德.贾雷尔10曾定义伟大的小说“在那么一件事上比别的什么书都强。”没有哪本小说像《大卫.科波菲尔》这样，透彻探究我们还是孩子时遭遇的现实，一个不可避免的现实：慢慢地，我们惊恐地意识到，这世界决定着我们的将来，而构成这世界的那些动物——他们任性固执，刚愎自用，他们叫大人——他们最深处的欲望难解如迷。
    潜心读书，堪比徒步长途朝圣，似是旧时的事。现代生活节奏快，刺激多，只将人们的存在打成越来越小，越来越忙的片段，哪顾得上念书和朝圣。但那些耐心，责怪，祖父般的声音一直在你的书架上絮语。他们说，走起来吧。
译者注：
1.《堂吉诃德》是文艺复兴时期的现实主义杰作，作者塞万提斯。主要描写和讽刺了当时西班牙社会上十分流行的骑士小说，并揭示出教会的专横，社会的黑暗和人民的困苦。《堂吉诃德》问世以来，经受住了时间的考验，堂吉诃德的名字在不同历史年代，不同国家都流传着。中文译本页数在800页左右。（维基百科）
2.俄罗斯伟大作家列夫·托尔斯泰的《战争与和平》是世界文学史上一部不朽名著。小说最突出的艺术成就是那气势磅礴、宏大复杂的结构与严整有序的布局。托尔斯泰以一天才之笔，游刃于战争与和平、心理与社会、历史与哲学、婚姻与宗教之间，主次分明，匠心独具。小说《战争与和平》以库拉金、罗斯托夫、鲍尔康斯基和别朱霍夫四大贵族家庭的生活为情节线索，气势磅礴地反映了十九世纪初到二十年代俄国社会的重大历史事件。（维基百科）
3.理查德·弗朗西斯·伯顿（Richard Francis Burton，1821年3月19日－1890年10月20日），英国军官、探险家，翻译家。他与约翰·汉宁·斯皮克（John Hanning Speke，1827年—1864年）成为最早到达中部非洲坦噶尼喀湖的欧洲人。据称伯顿能说29种语言，曾经翻译过《一千零一夜》。
4.《河边的乔叟》 乔叟作品全集，是多名学者多年研究的结晶——最忠实于原作的乔叟作品全集。（维基百科）

5.英国十八世纪史家爱德华吉本，于游历罗马城废墟时发思古幽情，遂穷毕生之力，勾勒罗马帝国衰亡的历史。其著作上起罗马帝国早期两安东尼朝的黄金时期，直迄东罗马帝国毁于异族之手，举凡此1000多年的变幻风云，无不尽收笔下，精彩生动，充满洞见，堪称如椽巨笔。（维基百科）
藏书社 伦敦一家私人出版社，查尔斯.艾德于1947年成立。出版经典作品的插画精装本。2007年，社员达到140000人，2011年120000 人。（维基百科）
7.亚力山大·蒲柏 （Alexander Pope，1688年5月22日 - 1744年5月30日）是18世纪英国最伟大的诗人。 

蒲柏出生于一个罗马天主教家庭，由于当时英国法律规定学校要强制推行英国国教圣公会，因此他没有上过学，从小在家中自学，学习了拉丁文、希腊文、法文和意大利文的大量作品。他幼年时期患有结核性脊椎炎，造成驼背，身高没有超过1.37米，并过早的逝世（56岁去世）。 蒲柏从12岁即开始发表诗作，17岁时，经戏剧家威彻利（William Wycherley，1640-1716）的引荐，结识了当时伦敦的一些著名的文人学士，并在斯威夫特的鼓励下以十三年功夫翻译了古希腊史诗《伊利亚特》（Iliad，译成于1720年）与《奥德赛》（Odyssey，译成于1726年）。21岁时，蒲柏发表《田园诗集》（Pastorals，1709），并在以后的几年中先后发表阐述自己文学观点的诗《批评论》（An Essay on Criticism，1711）和叙事诗《温莎林》（Windsor Forest，1713）等。 

8.约翰·德莱顿John Dryden(1631-1700)a Critic and a Dramatist，在英国被封为"桂冠诗人约翰·德莱顿是英国古典主义时期重要的批评家和戏剧家.他通过戏剧批评和创作实践为英国古典主义戏剧的发生、发展做出了杰出的贡献.英国古典主义的代表人物之一。玄学诗人一词就是他最先提出来的。在欧洲批评史上享有极高的地位。
维吉尔的代表作《伊尼德》，以荷马史诗为范本，在结构、情节安排上严密巧妙。作品以“阿喀琉斯的愤怒”为情节主干，写十年战争最后一年的五十一天。同时，人物性格塑造鲜明丰满。伊尼亚斯的“虔诚”品行和阿喀琉斯的勇猛个性典型突出。其语言富于暗示，音律严谨而节奏感强，风格严肃而哀婉。在描写技巧上，不长于写宏大的战争场面，而长于爱情心理的刻画，主人公伊尼亚斯与狄多的爱情故事是全诗最动人的篇章之一。此外，维吉尔还发扬了荷马的传统，用了不少生动贴切的比喻，便作品更形象生动。 

9.安东尼·特罗洛普，英国作家，作品以《巴塞特郡纪事》（收录《巴彻斯特养老院》又译《养老院院长》和《巴彻斯特大教堂》又译《巴切斯特塔》）和最为脍炙人口。后期小说中也有一组6部 、名为《巴里塞小说》，属于政治小说或称议会小说，其中以《首相》最出色，写当时英国上层政治家的相互斗争。晚年还有两部优秀作品《我们现在的生活方式》和《斯卡包鲁一家》。他的写实手法揭露讥讽英国维多利亚女王时代中、上层社会，并自觉灌注道德教育意图。他的小说情节发展自然流畅，文笔犀利幽默，人物形象生动，心理刻画逼真深刻。生前未给予充分评价，近半个世纪文名重振，成为英国19世纪经典作家之一。 

10.兰德.贾雷尔, ( 1914,5,6, ——1965, 10，14,)美国诗人，小说家，批评家，因使罗伯特.弗罗斯特，沃尔特.惠特曼，威廉姆.卡洛斯.威廉姆斯在20世纪50年代重振名声而知名。（大英百科全书）
二等奖作品
大阅历：通向狄更斯的朝圣之行（节选）
■英语学院2009级 翻译2班 马辰吟
我的个人经验表明，要是书架上的书能开口说话，它们大抵会怨声载道。瞧瞧那些还没读过的书！——那些去年、甚或前年的必读书，那些青年作家的当红处女作，那些曾红极一时、而今韶华不再的作家们的告别作，那些靠标题吸引眼球、诱人入手，或是在封面简介中保证（或是威胁）将改变你一生的书，全都像被冷落的朋友一般忿忿不平地朝我们埋怨道：“怎么不来找我呢？”“怎么总也不来看看我？”甚至“为什么对我视而不见？”
从书架传来的另一种诘责，则显得更为深沉而威严。那语气不像是朋友，倒更像是祖辈，抑扬顿挫把握得严谨有度，不受任何善意打趣或违抗的影响。“你何时才能严肃认真起来？”“你何时才能真正长大？”这是藏书中那些最有份量的大部头发出的质问。诘难得最是深切沉重的，大约要数那部厚厚的《堂吉诃德》——它总是年复一年地被搁置于次年夏天的阅读计划；或是那部日渐泛黄的《战争与和平》——当年大学导师赠之于你，显然是高估了你的耐力；又或是波顿爵士的《一千零一夜》译本——它像迷宫一般繁复；再或是那《河畔乔叟》——大学二年级时，不过是在英国文学起源的概论课上得了个优，就兴致高涨地买了一本回来。
近段时日，吉本所著的《罗马帝国衰亡史》又向我发出了严厉的谴责。我有的那套是对开本书社（Folio Society）出版的八卷本，装帧精美，买回来已经六年了。那天我才意识到，六年期间，这套书非但没离开过书架，我甚至都没好好去读过烫印在书脊上的分卷标题，例如“第五卷：查士丁尼与罗马法典”，或是更遥远的“第七卷：诺曼人在意大利与十字军东征”。
不过话说回来，尽管大部头的书作叫人看得费劲、望而却步，间或还是能有几部修成正果的。我曾花了一个夏天，总算艰难地读完了蒲柏翻译的《伊利亚特》以及德莱顿翻译的《埃涅阿斯纪》。另外好几年时间里，我跋涉于字里行间，阅尽四卷康拉德短篇小说全集，五卷本《冰岛家族萨迦全集》，六卷特罗洛普的帕利泽系列小说，七卷普鲁斯特的代表作。每部作品自然旨趣各异，不过读完后那种复杂矛盾的心情却何其相似：能看完这样的宏篇巨著，一方面令我倍感自豪，却也导致我在短时期内对封闭空间心怀恐惧，再想到即便是这样文学里程碑式的伟大成就，也仅仅代表一段有限的时期，放到无限的时间里凝缩成一个点，终究显得那么微不足道，这样的感悟又让我油生一股悲喜难言的感伤。
近期，我的文学任务是阅读狄更斯小说全集。光从页数上看，这是迄今规模最为浩大的一项工程，合计有近九千多页。我已经看得差不多了，只剩《老古玩店》和《德鲁德疑案》还没看。原来我所钟爱的狄更斯几乎在世界各地都大受欢迎，意识到这一点时，我不知该作何感想。不过这也难怪，像他这样享誉全球的作家，读者只要将其广为人知的代表作读上一读，便可对其文学功力窥见一斑。
依我之见，阅读狄更斯，三部作品足矣，而这三部作品分别在其所属体裁中堪称完美。说起英国文学中温暖人心的鬼故事，最精妙莫过于狄更斯的《圣诞颂歌》（而与其形成善恶对立的孪生之作，当数亨利•詹姆斯的《螺丝在拧紧》，其中描述的鬼魂之邪恶同样可谓一绝）。要是我们以为“惊险”一词只适用于好莱坞电影，那可真叫得不偿失。要我说，《双城记》绝对是我读过最棒的惊险小说，文中的起承转合游刃有余，对人物的刻画寥寥几笔即入木三分，对群情激奋的场面描写，以及对人物内心的窥探分析凝练有力，诸多方面无不体现了该小说在艺术技巧上的无与伦比。再看看文中的追捕场景呢？这可是一部惊险小说的必备要素。当梅尼特一家横越血腥而癫狂的法国北部，途经“独立的农庄、建筑物的废墟、染坊和硝皮作坊之类”，逃往理智而太平的英格兰，这样的惊心动魄可有哪部电影里呼啸而过的车辆或轰鸣的战斗机能与之匹敌？
最后要提的是《大卫•科波菲尔》，这部小说不但是狄更斯本人的最爱，在我看来其成就也超出狄更斯其他所有作品。无疑的是，从来没有哪部小说能塑造出如此丰富的人物形象。光凭密考伯先生这一形象，就足以使之成为一部具有艺术价值的不朽之作，而事实上除了密考伯先生，我们还能看到：尤来亚•希普曲意逢迎；贝西姨婆看似生性怪僻，实则宅心忠厚；命运短暂而可悲的朵拉容貌美丽却头脑简单，直到死前才深切意识到自己的幼稚与无知；继父爱德华•默德斯东执念于正义却残酷凶狠……像这样令人难忘的人物形象在小说中数不胜数。
不少读者感到，随着大卫从孩童逐渐长大成人，小说的艺术质量有所下降，我看不然。整部作品从头到尾字字珠玑，大卫早年经历的种种磨难始终令人记忆犹新。无论到哪儿，他所遇之人都极具个性。“人类”一名之下，班底成员迥然各异，狄更斯热衷于展现这种自然造物的慷慨多样，在这一点上，他大可与莎士比亚相提并论。对人类性情的探究热情充溢于其小说之中，只是透过大卫的眼睛，呈现出一种别样的效力。大卫用孩子的眼光去理解周遭的世界，审慎而热切。他必须如此。对他而言，去领会人们的各种心思动机不仅仅是出于纯粹的好奇心，更是一种必要的生存技能，这关系到他的未来，决定着他能否摆脱那些决意要将他击垮的阻力。作为狄更斯的代言者，小说中的大卫同样具有伟大艺术家的潜能，只是他身陷重围，自然无法明说。当他年仅十岁就被拽出学校，送去伦敦一家装瓶厂当童工，他只道是生活被扼住了咽喉。
评论家兰德尔•杰瑞尔曾认为，“能在某一点上做到极致，超越任何现有作品”，即可谓一部伟大的小说。除了《大卫•科波菲尔》，我不知道还有哪部小说能将那种无可抗拒的现实刻画得如此淋漓尽致。我们每个人都如孩子一般，逐渐意识到这样一个可怕的事实：在这个世界上，那些掌控我们未来命运的人，内心都潜藏着深不可测的动机，他们恣意妄为，反复无常，他们的名字叫做“大人”。 
阅读这类大部头的古典书作，就像一次漫长的朝圣。高速运转的现代生活一刻不停地催促着我们，将我们的生命分割成无数短小而忙碌的片断，规劝我们别在大部头上浪费时间。另一方面，书架上的低声细语也未曾间断，那些祖父般的声音听来耐心沉稳，言语之间透露着责备之意。它们提醒着我们，“该上路了。”
※第二届 方重翻译奖 中译英 原文
谈 白 菜
曾见过齐白石一幅斗方：一棵肥硕的白菜配两枚鲜红辣椒，题曰：“牡丹为花之王，荔枝为果之先，独不识白菜为菜之王，何也?”白石大师勤奋一生，不失农家本色，深知白菜性格，才写得出这样深切的颂辞。
对于这个称赞，天下白菜确也当之无愧。白菜即菘。《本草》曰：“菘性冬晚凋，四时常见，有松之操，故曰菘。”除不择时地，易于生长之外，比一般蔬菜，白菜还易于高产，又便于保存，“盖易具而可常享”（苏轼《菜羹赋》）也。然而齐白石的称颂，当有另一层深意。
人们大体都有这样的经验，不论什么佳肴美味，不要说天天吃，就是连续多餐几次，也会腻的。如果吃得过分，不是“甘脆肥脓，命曰腐肠之药”（见枚乘《七发》，意思是美味酒肉乃烂肠毒药）吗？白菜却百吃不厌，多吃了决不会倒胃口，更不要说“烂肠”了。这是什么缘故呢？
仔细想一想，其故大概就在一个“淡”字。同水一样，白菜的性格——味道是淡的，也即是“有自然之味”（《菜羹赋》）。清淡，自然之味，可说是蔬菜的通性；唯有白菜之淡，淡得更纯正，更接近水性之淡。提到淡，总不免想起“淡而无味”的解释，至少是味道很薄。可是，这正是白菜最值得宝贵的性格。古人说，“大味必淡”。这是指“淡”本身没有什么至极或特殊之味，而是一切味的本原。“淡者水之本原也，故曰天一生水，五味之始，以淡为本。”（《管子》“水地篇”注）这种本味，可以同一切味相谋、相济，而不相侵、相扰；它平淡无奇，不自命不凡；它平易近人，不巧言令色；正像“水善利万物而不争”（《老子》），水善于辅助万物，而不跟万物相争。
至于五味，甜、酸、苦、辣、咸，究竟以何者为上？何者能算“大味”呢？恐怕访遍神州，也得不到一个完满的答案。江浙人做菜喜欢放糖；湖南、四川人要辣（川人是麻辣，尤重花椒）；城里人口轻，乡下人口重；苦瓜则只有南方几省熟悉（我在大别山种过苦瓜，皖人不识为何物，北京人早已熟识，是南方人来多了之故）；看来只有酸，如泡菜的市场比较广阔，天南地北，男女老少，都爱吃一点，然而决不能多吃，否则就会倒牙。因此很显然，五味之病，就在厚重，即至极、过分；“五味令人口爽（伤）”（《老子》），它的优点也就是它的缺点，反而不如淡薄无味而能持久不厌了。
这就是白菜的辩证法：淡薄才会浓厚，无味才会甘美，清淡、自然、平常才会淡而不厌，久而不倦。
古人很懂得“淡”的道理：“道之出口，淡乎其无味。”（《老子》）人们都熟悉“君子之交淡如水”这句话。此话来自《礼记》：“故君子之接如水，小人之接如醴。君子淡以成，小人甘以坏。”惟其淡如水，水散于五味，无不相调。米酒虽甜，日子一久，就发酸，败坏了。孔子讲这段话的开首，还有这样三句话“君子不以辞尽人。故天下有道则行有枝叶，天下无道则辞有枝叶。”这就是说，要“听其言，观其行”；不要上当受骗，光听说得好，就以为行为亦如是。天下有道，由于言行一致，德厚为先，自然潜移默化，遐迩复戴，社会风尚无不受其影响。否则，无非虚辞绞绕，好话说尽，坏事做尽，天下无道。历史总是无情的：花言巧语，哗众取宠，弄权玩术，文过饰非，虽能高论惑人，愚弄一时，终不能长久的。
一等奖作品
 On Cabbages
■英语学院2009级 翻译3班 陈亦霄
 I once encountered a sheet with inscription by Qi Baishi,on which lay a full-blown cabbage coupled with two scarlet peppers and a title reading “peonies stand the king of flowers and lychees the king of fruits, so why cabbages alone are denied the crown of vegetables?” Master Qi’s deep understanding of the nature of cabbages, largely due to his lifelong assiduity and unvaried identity as a farmer, helps shape such a profound remark.

And indeed cabbages deserve the praise. Cabbage is written in a character(菘，pronounced as song) resembling that of the pine in Chinese（松）.The resemblance is explained in Compendium of Materia Medica
: common in four seasons, cabbage sheds late, has a preference for winter and thus has a noble cast of pine, which entitles it “song”.Its indiscriminate choice of growth place and time aside, it boasts a higher production and easier preservation compared with other vegetables, as demonstrated by “Cabbage is in ready preparation and thus within easy reach”, a remark in Vegetable Soup Fu 
by Su Tungpo. The praise of Qi, however, does have another shade of meaning.

It is a shared experience that whatever delicacies will invariably invite satiety if eaten for a couple of times on end, let alone every day. Delicacies, if taken too much, are certainly harmful to health, as demonstrated in Seven Stimuli by Mei Cheng. Nevertheless, one’s stomach will never pall with cabbages, which, even if taken excessively, do not harm health. Why?

The reason, more often than not, lies in its lightness. Cabbages, like water, are light in flavor——light yet “relish in its original lightness” (Vegetable Soup Fu).Lightness is what vegetables share in common, but cabbages alone have a lightness of purer quality verging on that of water. Lightness often puts one in mind of blandness, which is, however, the most invaluable quality of cabbages. An old saying runs as follows: “Great flavor is light in essence.” Lightness here refers to the nature of flavor rather than something special or particular. As noted in “Water and Land” in Guanzi
: “Water is essentially light in flavor, so water begets everything and lightness constitutes the foundation of five flavors (sweet, sour, bitter, pungency, and saltiness)”.Such an original flavor complements with other flavors without interfering each other; it is common, modesty, amiable and artless, as remarked in Laotzu
: water benefits everything and detaches itself from conflicts. 

As to five flavors, namely sweet, sour, bitter, pungency, and saltiness, which one tops others and counts as a great flavor? A satisfactory answer always eludes us. Sugar is preferred by people in Jiangsu and Zhejiang; pungency by people in Hunan and Sichuan (Spice, especially Sichuan pepper, is preferred by the latter); city dwellers like lightness while rural people enjoy strong taste. Balsam pear is only familiar to people in west( I once planted it on Ta-pieh Mountains; people in Anhui have no idea of it and people in Beijing has already known it just because many dwellers come from south.) Only sour, such as pickles, enjoys a wide reception regardless of place and gender. However, if taken too much, it will make teeth uncomfortable. Obviously, the weakness of the five flavors resides in thickness and excess. “Five flavors spoil the palate.”(Laotzu) Their strength is the very weakness. Compared with five flavors, lightness lingers longer.

This is the dialectics of cabbages: lightness begets thickness; tasteless invites sweetness, mildness and artlessness; commonness makes one pant for more.

Ancient people have a good grasp of what lightness means: “Tao, like lightness, is too pervading to be articulated.” (Laotsu) We are all familiar with the saying: “A hedge between keeps friendship green,” which comes from The Book of Rites
: a man of noble cast, like water, treats people simply and plainly while a man of vile cast, like nectar, does artificially and sophisticatedly. The former promotes friendship which the latter despoils. Only when friendship is as light as water and thus diffusive in five flavors can it harmonize with each other. Nectar, though sweet, will turn sour before long. This remark by Confucius begins with such a sentence: “a man of noble cast doesn’t ingratiate himself with facile tongue, so when society is in order, people are considerate in deeds whereas when society is out of order, people are artificial in words.” In other words, one should judge people by their deeds, not just by their words; don’t fall prey to fine words and take their deeds for granted. In a society with Tao, words agree with deeds, great virtue comes first and infuses every fiber of society gradually; otherwise, with rhetoric overflowing, fine words exhausted, evils committed, nowhere can Tao be found. History, however, is ruthless enough to lay bare the truth outgrowing all the flatteries, ingratiation, artifice and whitewash which, though, can bewitch people for a short while. 

二等奖作品
Eulogy for the Chinese Cabbage 
■英语学院2009级 翻译4班 于承琳
 I once saw a square sheet of painting by Qi Baishi composed of a plump Chinese cabbage and two bright red chilies. On the painting, there’s such an inscription: “peony is regarded as the lord of flowers; leechee the head of fruits. But nobody ever recognized the Chinese cabbage as king of vegetables, why?” What a profound and incisive eulogy for the Chinese cabbage! It reveals that Master Baishi weathers through his life in diligence, with an unfading nature of the farmer. He has a thorough understanding of the character of the Chinese cabbage, which, of course, lives up to this compliment.

The Chinese cabbage is also called “Song”. According to Compendium of Materia Medica
, “Song is cold-natured and late-withered perennial plant, similar to the moral integrity of the pine (pronounced “Song” in Chinese), and thus get this name.” Apart from being adaptable and vegetative, the Chinese cabbage is more likely to be prolific and easier to preserve than other vegetables. Su Shi put it well in his Ode to Vegetable Soup: “it is easy to get and thus can be constantly enjoyed.” However, Master Qi Baishi’s eulogy holds some underlying meaning.

As is a common experience to most people, certain food, ambrosia as it is, will fail to tempt the appetite if eaten everyday, or even just several meals in succession. So if we consume something extravagantly, chances are that “the delicacies will turn out to be the poisons to the intestines”, as Mei Cheng noted in his Qi Fa (Seven Elicitations). The Chinese cabbage, however, bears constant eating. An excessive consumption of it will never spoil the appetite, not to mention rotting the intestines. Why is this?

After some careful considerations, I conclude that it lies in its mild flavor. The character of the Chinese cabbage is of the same sort as that of water------they are both mild, smacking of “a taste of naturalness” (Ode to Vegetable Soup). It is true that a fresh and natural flavor features all vegetables, but only the Chinese cabbage boasts an authentic mild flavor bearing the closest resemblance to that of water. When it comes to “mild flavor”, people tend to regard it as tasteless, or at least, thin in flavor. But that is exactly the most precious character of the Chinese cabbage. 

The ancient Chinese people said well to that purpose: “Great flavor is mild”, meaning that although mildness has nothing extreme or particular to recommend itself, it is the origin of all flavors. It was also prettily devised in the Water Place of Guan Zi that “Mildness is the nature of water, so water is referred to as the first product of the heaven. All the five flavors can trace their origin to mildness”. Instead of being aggressive and interfering, this original flavor is compatible with and complementary to other flavors. It is commonplace, without any pretentiousness; it is amiable without cunning words and ingratiating countenance. Lao Zi put it this way: “water is inclined to facilitate all creatures without contending with them”.  

As to the five flavors, namely, sweet, sour, bitter, spiciness and saltiness, which is taken for the superior? Which can be called “great flavor”? I’m afraid it defies a satisfying answer, even by covering the whole country. Jiangsu and Zhejiang people are fond of dishes with sugar; Hunan and Sichuan people relish hot food (to be more exact, Sichuan people like spicy and hot food, especially with pepper in it); urban dwellers favor lightly-seasoned food while rural dwellers prefer heavily-seasoned one; the balsam pear is only familiar to some Southerners. (I once planted the balsam pear in the Dabieshan Mountain in Anhui province, where the local people had no inkling of it. Beijing people, however, have already been quite familiar with it due to the flooding of the Southerners to the capital city.) It seems that only sour is more widely accepted, such as the pickles. Be it Northerners or Southerners, male or female, the old or the young, pickles always have more or less attraction to them. But too much eating of them must set one’s teeth on edge. 

Therefore, the disadvantages of the five flavors obviously consist in their strong tastes, that is, a sort of extreme or excess. As is suggested in Lao Zi, “the five flavors are detrimental to the palate”, the advantages of the five flavors turn out to be their disadvantages, which render them less enduring than mild flavor.

This is the dialectics of the Chinese cabbage: mildness breeds mellowness; lightness conceives lusciousness. A fresh, natural and ordinary flavor secures everlasting and enduring appeal.

The ancient Chinese had a profound understanding of “mildness”. In Lao Zi, there’s a saying: “when the great Way is uttered, it is mild and tasteless.” We are also well acquainted with the old saying that “the human dealings of a gentleman are as mild as water”. It is an excerpt from Li Ji (The Book of Rites), the complete version being “thus the human dealings of a gentleman are like water while those of a vulgar man are like sweet wine. The mildness of the gentleman is likely to be conducive while the lusciousness of the vulgar man is liable to be detrimental.” This saying means that the mild flavor, like water, diffuses into the five flavors and becomes complementary to them; while sweet wine, luscious as it is, is prone to go bad and sour as days go on. At the beginning of the passage, Confucius also said: “a gentleman never delights others by mere words and promises. Therefore, when the Way prevails in the world, people are meticulous in deeds; when the Way is deserted by the world, people are resplendent in words.” By this saying, Confucius admonishes us to “listen to a man’s words and go on further to observe his deeds”, instead of being so credulous as to believe that his promise is the equivalent of his performance. 

If people practice what they preach and put top priority on moral integrity, the social environment is sure to be directed, by osmosis, to a good way, and therefore, the Way is prevalent in the world. On the flip side, if people decorate themselves with invariable fair terms but do endless evils on the sly, the Way must sink into oblivion. History remains detached from human will: blandishments, insinuations, trickeries and cover-ups may deceive those with lesser intelligence and hold a sway for a time, but will hardly sustain.

二等奖作品
Enlightenment From Chinese Cabbage

■英语学院2010级 翻译4班 彭婷
The great Chinese artist Qi Baishi
 (1864-1957) once painted in ink a large Chinese cabbage along with two red peppers and inscribed it with words: “Most people agree that peony and leechee is respectively the king of flowers and fruits. Yet why few people recognize that Chinese cabbage is also the king of vegetables?” His high praise to Chinese cabbage is rooted in a deep understanding of its nature which the artist gained from his rural experience in early years and the diligent life style he kept ever since.

Chinese cabbage deserves such praise. In ancient China, it was named “Song”, a Chinese character similar to that for pine tree in both pronunciation and patterns. Compendium of Materia Medica
 explains that the reason for such similarity is that Chinese cabbage shares some good qualities with pine tree. Like pine tree, Chinese cabbage is available all around a year and grows even better in winter and lives longer. In addition to these virtues, Chinese cabbage is easier to be productive and preserved than most vegetables. And thus, as Su Shi concluded in his Ode for Vegetable Dishes
, “They are standing dishes for meals because they are easy to get.” However, Qi Baishi’s words implicate more than above.

It’s a common experience that people will be fed up with even the most delicious food if they have it too often. When overeaten, “even sweet and crisp food, meat and wines are poisons to the gut.” said Mei Cheng in his Seven Advices on the Prince’s Disease.
 But why people never feel sick of Chinese cabbage even though they eat plenty of it and eat it every day?

Probably it is because Chinese cabbage doesn’t have particular flavor and tastes as flat as water. This is described as “the flavor of nature” in Ode for Vegetable Dishes. Vegetables commonly taste mild and natural and among them Chinese cabbage tastes the mildest and the closest to water’s taste. Though mild taste is usually interpreted as flavorlessness, it is the most valuable character of Chinese cabbage. Ancient Chinese believes that various flavors come from flavorlessness. As the comments on Guangzi
 commit, “Flavorlessness is the nature of water. Since water is the original element in the universe, flavorlessness is the origin of all flavors.” Flavorlessness can be complementary to any other flavors without disrupting their own nature. But it never looks down upon others because of this capability, nor does it deliberately fawn on others because of its ordinary. And that’s exactly what water is according to Laozi
---“Water is apt to benefit the other creatures but ask for nothing.”

Another question, which one of the five flavors - sweet, sour, bitter, pungent and salty - is the best and most widely accepted? No answer can perfectly satisfy people in different parts of China. People in Zhejiang and Jiangsu prefer putting sugar in food while people in Hunan and Sichuan are fairly fond of hot food. (Particularly in Sichuan, people like spicy flavor, especially Sichuan pepper.) Rural people usually prefer salty flavor yet urban people like the opposite. As for bitter gourd, it’s only familiar to people in several southern provinces. (I have planted bitter gourd in Dabieshan Mountain in the border among Anhui, Henan and Hubei. At that time Anhui people didn’t know what it was. But Beijing people get familiar to this vegetable after many southern people have moved to the city.) Sour seems to be a proper answer as pickles have a wide market and people in all regions and of all ages like them more or less. But too much sour hurts the teeth. So it comes to the conclusion that the five flavors’ harms lie in their strong and extreme flavors, which are also their attractions. Laozi asserts “Overeating the five flavors benumbs our taste sense.” And therefore, flavorlessness surpasses the five as people can have it often without being hurt or disgusted. 

The flavorless virtue of Chinese cabbage shows some dialectic truth. Its mild flavor is strong and its flavorlessness tastes delicious. And people never get tired of it just because it’s mild, natural and homely. Ancient Chinese had deeper understanding in such a truth. Laozi believes that “the highest principles of the universe are flavorless in language.” Another widely accepted saying in China is that “the friendship between gentlemen appears as weak as pure water.” We find its original version in The Book of Rites
: “The friendship between gentlemen is as simple as clear water while that between villains appears as luscious as sweet wines. Simplicity will strengthen the gentlemen’s friendship but sweet words will finally break the villains’.” As it says, water is simple and flavorless enough to be harmoniously mixed with different flavors. But sweet wines are easy to sour because they are too sweet. This quotation follows another statement: “Gentlemen never please others by sweet words. Thus when the country is in order, people focus on working pragmatically and meticulously. But when the country loses its order, people turn to speaking sweet words.” This tells us to observe what one does as well as to listen to what he says. We should be alert that people don’t always practice what they preach. When society is in order, people put honest and self-discipline the first and gradually they will improve the overall morality. However, when society is out of order, people often please the public with sweetest words but do the most evil things behind. Though this may fool the public temporarily, the falsehood will finally perish. It’s the law of history.
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� 肯尼亚作家


� 西班牙当代著名作家和思想家


� 叙利亚诗人阿里.艾哈迈德.萨义德的笔名


� 20世纪美国著名评论家


� 美国幽默作家


� 西班牙影星


� 西班牙影星


� 法国作家，著作《追忆逝水年华》


� 英国著名诗人


� 二十世纪杰出小说家和文体家。


� 瑞典诗人，1931年获诺贝尔文学奖


� 丹麦作家，1917年获诺贝尔文学奖


� 美籍犹太裔文学家、诗人


� 波兰诗人


� 圣卢西亚诗人，剧作家及画家


� 恩古吉•瓦•西安戈（Ngugi wa Thiong’o），肯尼亚小说家和剧作家。1938年1月5日出生于肯尼亚，曾就读于乌干达马凯雷雷大学，在那里写了剧本《黑隐士》（The Black Hermit），1962年在乌干达坎帕拉的国家剧院首演。1964年，他写了首部长篇小说《孩子，你别哭》（Weep Not, Child），次年出版第二部小说《大河两岸》（The River Between）。


� 胡安·戈伊蒂索洛(Juan Goytisolo)，1931年出生于巴塞罗那，西班牙当代著名作家和思想家。第一部小说《手的游戏》（1954，又译《拍掌游戏》），获西班牙巴塞罗那纳达尔小说奖。与他的三部曲� HYPERLINK "http://www.hudong.com/wiki/%E3%80%8A%E9%A9%AC%E6%88%8F%E5%9B%A2%E3%80%8B" \o "《马戏团》" �《马戏团》�、《节日》、《回头浪》揭露了当时的政治现实。1966年发表的小说《同一信号》使他成为西班牙战后四分之一世纪最有影响的作家之一。


� 阿多尼斯（Adonis），叙利亚诗人代表作《风中的树叶》、《大马士革的米赫亚尔之歌》、《这是我的名字》、《我的孤独是一座花园》等22部诗集。


� 索尔·贝娄（Saul Bellow, 1915年6月10日－2005年4月5日），� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E7%BE%8E%E5%9B%BD" \o "美国" �美国�作家，� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/1976%E5%B9%B4" \o "1976年" �1976年�� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E8%AF%BA%E8%B4%9D%E5%B0%94%E6%96%87%E5%AD%A6%E5%A5%96" \o "诺贝尔文学奖" �诺贝尔文学奖�得主，� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E6%99%AE%E5%88%A9%E7%AD%96%E5%A5%96" \o "普利策奖" �普利策奖�获得者。小说《晃来晃去的人》、《奥吉‧马奇历险记》、《雨王亨德森》、《赫索格》、《赛姆勒先生的星球》、《洪堡的礼物》，一次又一次把贝娄推向二十世纪美国小说创作的高峰。


� 埃德蒙·德威尔逊 （Edmund Wilson）（1895年5月8日-1972年6月12日）是美国作家和文学评论家。其代表作还有《克瑟尔的城堡》、《芬兰车站》、《三重思想家》等


� 詹姆斯·瑟伯（James Thurber，1894～1961）美国幽默作家，寓言作家，画家。瑟伯的作品普遍受到人们的喜爱，但最成功的要数他那些冷面滑稽的讽刺小说。代表作有《当代寓言集》、《当代寓言续集》、《华尔脱·密蒂的隐秘生活》


� 马里奥·巴尔加斯·略萨（Jorge Mario Pedro Vargas Llosa，1936年3月28日－），拥有� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E7%A7%98%E9%AD%AF" \o "秘鲁" �秘鲁�与� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E8%A5%BF%E7%8F%AD%E7%89%99" \o "西班牙" �西班牙�双重国籍的� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E4%BD%9C%E5%AE%B6" \o "作家" �作家�及� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E8%A9%A9%E4%BA%BA" \o "诗人" �诗人�。诡谲瑰奇的小说技法与丰富多样而深刻的内容为他带来“结构写实主义大师”的称号。因“他对权力结构描绘，以及他那反抗、起义、失败的犀利印象”获颁� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/2010%E5%B9%B4" \o "2010年" �2010年�� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E8%AF%BA%E8%B4%9D%E5%B0%94%E6%96%87%E5%AD%A6%E5%A5%96" \o "诺贝尔文学奖" �诺贝尔文学奖�。


� 1955年，19岁的略萨不顾家人反对，娶了年长自己13岁的“姨妈”（舅舅的弟媳妇）胡莉亚·乌尔基迪。但1964年这段婚姻告终，次年29岁的他再次不顾家人反对，娶了未满20的表妹帕特里西亚.乌尔基迪。1977年，刚刚当选秘鲁文学院院士、志得意满的他写出《胡莉亚姨妈和作家》一书，将前妻胡莉亚的许多隐私加以披露和调侃。


� 哈维尔·巴登（Javier Bardem）和安东尼奥·班德拉斯（Antonio Banderas）均为西班牙男演员，享有很高声誉。


� 诺贝尔一八七一年定居巴黎的时候，在巴黎的文化沙龙认识雨果、乔治·桑、福楼拜、莫泊桑等著名作家。诺贝尔结识雨果后，更引为知己。他特别喜欢雨果的小说，尤其是《悲惨世界》中作者对被社会遗弃的人们的人文关怀，激起他的共鸣。在雨果八十三岁生辰，诺贝尔特别拍发了一封电报祝贺雨果，电文有：“伟大的大师，愿你长寿，以使这个世界陶醉并传播你的博爱理想”之句。


� 朱丽叶·亚当·蓝波（Juliette Adam-Lambert）法国女作家，女权主义者。法国作家罗歇·高龙巴尼《不可驯服的美人》的一书中提到“1859年，埃及作家萨阿德·莫尔科斯认为：‘朱丽叶·亚当可能是惟一一位有能力将大部分有影响的演说家、作家、商界人士和政治家们一起邀请到她家的人。’”


� 此“詹姆斯”应指亨利·詹姆斯（Henry James），被称为美国“小说泰斗”，1875-1876年在法国巴黎结识福楼拜，并受其影响。


� 雨果一生追随时代步伐前进，是19世纪前期积极浪漫主义文学运动的领袖，贯穿他一生活动和创作的主导思想是人道主义、反对暴力、以爱制“恶”。雨果积极介入世事，终其一生，不仅同过文学书写，也在生活中投入奋战，不仅深切关怀在法国、在欧洲、在世界上所存在的不公不义和纷争战乱，而且引领主流思想，时时阐扬、处处捍卫有关人与人之间、国与国之间、宗教与宗教之间、种族与种族之间平等、和平、博爱共存的理念。


� 维斯瓦娃·辛波斯卡（Wisława Szymborska，1923年7月2日－），波兰诗人，1996年诺贝尔文学奖得主。有《一见钟情》,《呼唤雪人》等著作。她的诗作虽具高度的严谨性及严肃性，在波兰却拥有十分广大的读者。


� 维迪亚德哈尔·苏拉易普拉萨德·奈波尔爵士（Sir Vidiadhar Surajprasad Naipaul，简称V. S. Naipaul，1932年8月17日－），又译为奈保尔，印度裔英国作家，诺贝尔文学奖得主。《纽约时报》书评曾称赞他为“世界作家、语言大师、眼光独到的小说奇才。”小说《毕斯华斯先生的房子》（A House for Mr Biswas）、《大河湾》（A Bend in the River）列入20世纪百大英文小说之一。1990年被英国女王封为下级勋位爵士。2001年获得诺贝尔文学奖。


� 赛珍珠� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E8%B5%9B%E7%8F%8D%E7%8F%A0" \l "cite_note-0" ��（Pearl Sydenstricker Buck或Pearl Buck）（1892年6月26日－1973年3月6日），美国作家。1932年借其小说《大地》（The Good Earth），成为第一位获得普利策小说奖的女性；1938年获诺贝尔文学奖。她也是唯一同时获得普利策奖和诺贝尔奖的女作家，作品流传语种最多的美国作家。


� 辛克莱·路易斯(Sinclair Lewis，1885-1951)，获得诺贝尔文学奖的第一位美国作家，出生于美国中西部明尼苏达州的一个小镇，毕业于耶鲁大学文学院。第一部长篇小说《我们的雷恩先生》出版后，引起文学界的瞩目。1920年，以美国中西部小镇生活为背景的长篇小说《大街》问世，这是路易斯最著名的作品之一。l950年，路易斯获得了该年度的诺贝尔文学奖。随后又创作了长篇小说《巴比特》，这是路易斯除《大街》外最为著名的作品。


� 埃利克·阿克塞尔·卡尔费尔德（1864～1931）瑞典诗人。1931年凭借作品《荒原和爱情》获诺贝尔文学奖，获奖理由： “由于他在诗作的艺术价值上，从没有人怀疑过”。诺贝尔文学奖只授给活着的作家，唯一的例外是瑞典诗人卡尔费尔德。他身为该奖评委和终身秘书，几次提名颁奖给他，他都因为避嫌而推辞，直至他退休后去世半年才获得该奖。


亨利克·蓬托皮丹（Henrik Pontoppidan，1857年7月24日－1943年8月21日），� HYPERLINK "http://baike.baidu.com/view/6431.htm" \t "_blank" �丹麦�现实主义作家。他和同胞卡尔·阿道夫·盖勒鲁普一起获得了1917年� HYPERLINK "http://baike.baidu.com/view/30507.htm" \t "_blank" �诺贝尔文学奖�。小说作品有“希望之乡”三部曲、“幸运的彼得”三部曲，以及《死人之国〉。


� 马塞尔·普鲁斯特（1871年-1922年），，法国20世纪伟大的小说家，意识流小说大师，代表作品有《追忆似水年华》。


奥登（Wystan Hugh Auden，1907——1973）英国诗人。30年代他以第一部《诗集》成为英国新诗的代表；被称为“奥登派”或“奥登一代”的诗人，又是英国左翼青年作家的领袖。代表作有《海与镜》，《石灰石赞》，《阿喀琉斯的盾牌》等。


弗拉基米尔·纳博科夫（1899-1977，Vladimir Nabokov），俄罗斯出生的美国小说家、诗人、文学批评家、翻译家、文体家。曾被公认的二十世纪杰出小说家和文体家。纳博科夫学识渊博，才华横溢，一生的创作极其丰富多样，但他主要是以小说闻名于世，如《洛丽塔》、《普宁》、《微暗的火》、《阿达》、《透明物体》等都是脍炙人口的名篇。70年代，他的声望达到顶峰，被誉为“当代小说之王”。


以上三位均未获得过诺贝尔文学奖。


� 《凡夫俗子》（Ordinary People）本片是罗伯特·雷德福的导演处女作，获1980第53届奥斯卡最佳影片和最佳导演等4项大奖，并掀起美国家庭的广泛共鸣，纷纷讨论父母子女之间的沟通之道。


《烈火战车》（� HYPERLINK "http://baike.baidu.com/history/id=408639" \t "_blank" �Chariots Of Fire�）本片根据真人真事改编，曾获1981年第54届奥斯卡最佳影片


� 约瑟夫·布罗茨基（Joseph Brodsky，1940年5月24日－1996年1月28日）美籍� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E8%8B%8F%E8%81%94" \o "苏联" �苏联�诗人，在他47岁时，以其“出神入化”“韵律优美”，“如交响乐一般丰富”的诗篇和“为艺术英勇献身的精神”荣获� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/1987%E5%B9%B4" \o "1987年" �1987年�度� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E8%AF%BA%E8%B4%9D%E5%B0%94%E6%96%87%E5%AD%A6%E5%A5%96" \o "诺贝尔文学奖" �诺贝尔文学奖�，成为这项世界性文学大奖继加缪之后又一位年轻的获奖者。


� � HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E5%88%87%E6%96%AF%E7%93%A6%E5%A4%AB%C2%B7%E7%B1%B3%E6%B2%83%E4%BB%80" \o "切斯瓦夫·米沃什" �切斯瓦夫·米沃什�（Czeslaw Milosz），� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E6%B3%A2%E5%85%B0" \o "波兰" �波兰�� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E8%AF%97%E4%BA%BA" \o "诗人" �诗人�。作品《拆散的笔记簿》因“不妥协的敏锐洞察力，描述了人在激烈冲突的世界中的暴露状态”获得1980年诺贝尔文学奖。


� 德里克·沃尔科特（Derek Walcott，1930年1月23日－），� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E5%9C%A3%E5%8D%A2%E8%A5%BF%E4%BA%9A" \o "圣卢西亚" �圣卢西亚�诗人，1992年� HYPERLINK "http://zh.wikipedia.org/wiki/%E8%AF%BA%E8%B4%9D%E5%B0%94%E6%96%87%E5%AD%A6%E5%A5%96" \o "诺贝尔文学奖" �诺贝尔文学奖�获得者。


� � HYPERLINK "http://baike.baidu.com/view/64778.htm" \t "_blank" �古希腊�的游吟诗人经常使用七弦琴这种乐器来烘托气氛。


� 品达（Pindar，约公元前 522或者518 ~ 442或者438年）有 “抒情诗人之魁”之称，是希腊作家中第一位有史可查的人物。当时，希腊盛行体育� HYPERLINK "http://baike.baidu.com/view/743897.htm" \t "_blank" �竞技�，竞技活动又和敬神的节日结合在一起，品达在诗中歌颂奥林匹克运动会及其他泛希腊运动会上的竞技胜利者和他们的城邦。品达的合唱歌对后世欧洲文学有很大影响，在十七世纪古典主义时期被认为是“崇高的颂歌”的典范。


� 贺拉斯（Quintus Horatius Flaccus，前65—前8）古罗马� HYPERLINK "http://baike.baidu.com/view/15168.htm" \t "_blank" �诗人�、批评家。其美学思想见于写给皮索� HYPERLINK "http://baike.baidu.com/view/527045.htm" \t "_blank" �父子�的诗体长信《诗艺》。


�《利西达斯》（Lycidas），是约翰·弥尔顿的一首田园挽歌（1638年）。纪念一年前在爱尔兰海的一次海难不幸去世的朋友，爱德华国王，他是弥尔顿在剑桥时的同学。同时弥尔顿这首诗还抨击了腐败的僧侣阶层。诗的题目源自维吉尔的《田园诗》中一个牧羊人的名字。此处“利西达斯”应指爱德华国王。


� Dr.Johnson即指Samuel Johnson, 塞缪尔·约翰逊（1709—1784）,英国作家,批评家。英国� HYPERLINK "app:bk:%E6%96%87%E5%AD%A6" �文学�史上重要的� HYPERLINK "app:bk:%E8%AF%97%E4%BA%BA" �诗人�、� HYPERLINK "app:bk:%E6%95%A3%E6%96%87%E5%AE%B6" �散文家�、小说家、文学批评家和英语词典编纂家


� 原文“No man but a blockhead ever wrote except for money.”出自《约翰逊传》第三卷（� HYPERLINK "http://www.gutenberg.org/browse/authors/b" \l "a659" �The Life of Samuel Johnson� Vol III）(1791)作者是詹姆斯·鲍斯威尔（� HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/James_Boswell" \o "w:James Boswell" �James Boswell�）


� “伯顿”即指理查德·弗朗西斯·伯顿（Richard Francis Burton，1821－1890），英国军官、探险家、语言学家、翻译家和阿拉伯学者，是十九世纪最著名的探险家之一。据称伯顿能说29种语言，他也因翻译英文版《一千零一夜》而举世闻名。


� 《河畔乔叟》（Riverside Chaucer）为收录乔叟所有作品的巨册，英文原版共计一千三百多页，其中另附乔叟生平介绍、作品创作年代表、文章注释、词汇表以及专有名词查询表等。


� 弗里欧书社（Folio Society），是英国一家历史悠久、名声显赫的小型出版社。自1947年成立以来，该出版社一直致力于出版经典著作和小众著作的精装版本。


� 约瑟夫·康拉德（Joseph Conrad，1857 -1924），波兰裔英国� HYPERLINK "http://baike.baidu.com/view/176779.htm" \t "_blank" �作家�。当过水手、船长，作品大多描写其航海生活经历，代表作有《水仙号上的黑家伙》、《黑暗之心》等。


� 《冰岛萨迦全集》（Complete Sagas of Icelanders）是第一部冰岛萨迦文集英译作品，包含49个相关的故事，由来自世界7个国家的30位北欧中世纪文学与文化研究学者共同译成。 萨迦，古代挪威或冰岛讲述冒险经历和英雄业绩的长篇故事。


� 安东尼·特罗洛普（Anthony Trollope，1815-1882），英国作家，代表作品《巴彻斯特养老院》和《巴彻斯特大教堂》等。


� 此处作者所读的“七卷长篇巨著”应指马塞尔·普鲁斯特的《追忆逝水年华》（七卷）。


�《螺丝在拧紧》中女人公受雇于一位富有的监护人，作其所监护的两个孩子的家庭教师。为了拯救孩子的灵魂，女教师与前任女教师的鬼魂及仆人的鬼魂展开了斗争。而孩子们虽在外表上天真无邪，却受鬼魂影响，异常狡黠。


� 原文出自《双城记》第三部第十三章“五十二个”，译文参照了北京燕山出版社出版的《双城记》，宋兆霖译，见第290页。


� 狄更斯在1867年《大卫·科波菲尔》再版序言中写道：“在我所有的书里，我最喜欢的就是这本…在我心底深处有一个孩子最为我宠爱，他的名字就叫大卫·科波菲尔。”





� Compendium of Materia Medica is a masterpiece about medicine by Li Shizhen in Ming Dynasty.


� An article expresses broadmindedness in spite of abject poverty by Su Tungpo, a famous poet in Song Dynasty. 


� The Guanzi is an encyclopedic compilation of Chinese philosophical materials named after Guan Zhong, Prime Minister to Duke Huan of Qi.


� A classic, also named Tao Te Ching, describes the Dao (or Tao) as the source and ideal of all existence.


� The Book of Rites is one of the Five Classics constituting the core of the traditional Confucian canon.


� a Chinese medical classic written by Li Shizheng in Ming Dynasty.


� Qi Baishi (1864-1957) is a great Chinese artist, who is famous for his Chinese monochromes, or ink and wash paintings, calligraphies and seal cuttings.


� Compendium of Materia Medica is the most important medical book in ancient China. It’s a collection of the character and uses of almost all plants used in ancient China. The author is Li Shizhen (1518-1593). He is the greatest medical scientist in Ming dynasty (1368-1662).


� Su Shi (1037-1101) is a great Chinese poet in Song dynasty (960-1279). After he was exiled, he was so poor that he could only eat some wild vegetables. But he was still optimistic and grateful for these vegetables, so that he wrote The Ode for Vegetable Dishes to express his gratitude.


� Mei Cheng (?-140 BC) is a Chinese poet in Han dynasty (202 BC-220). In his work Seven Advices on the Prince’s Disease, he imagined that the prince was ill and a man came to visit him. The man thought the prince’s illness was caused by his indulgence in sensual pleasure and gave the prince 7 advices to wake him up from such indulgence. 


� Guangzi is a collection of the stories and words of Guangzhong (723 BC- 645 BC). Guangzhong, also known as Guangzi, is a great statesman and thinker in Qi State in the Spring and Autumn Period (770 BC-476 BC). The book Guangzi has 76 chapter and contains ideas of various schools of Thought in that period. The quotation here comes from the comments on Guangzi.


� Laozi, also know as Tao Te Ching, is a collection of the thoughts of Laozi. Laozi (571 BC-471 BC) is one of the greatest thinkers in China and the founder of Taoist. 


� The Book of Rites is a classic of Confucian. It talks about the rules of an ideal country.
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