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翻譯類譯文組題目
I. 節選自 Henry James. Portraits of Places. Boston: James R. Osgood and
Company, 1884. 39-41.
I waited in Paris until after the elections for the new Chamber (they took
place on the 14th of October); for only after one had learned that the celebrated
attempt of Marshal MacMahon and his ministers to drive the French nation to
the polls like a flock of huddling sheep, each with the white ticket of an official
candidate round his neck, had not achieved the success which the energy of the
process might have promised--only then was it possible to draw a long breath
and deprive the republican party of such support as might have been conveyed
in one's sympathetic presence. Seriously speaking, too, the weather had been
enchanting, and there were Italian sensations to be encountered without
leaving the banks of the Seine. Day after day the air was filled with golden light,
and even those chalkish vistas of the Parisian beaux guartiers assumed the
iridescent tints of autumn. Autumn-weather in Europe is often such a very sorry
affair that a fair-minded American will have it on his conscience to call attention
to a rainless and radiant October.
The echoes of the electoral strife kept me company for a while after starting
upon that abbreviated journey to Turin, which, as you leave Paris at night, in a
train unprovided with encouragements to slumber, is a singular mixture of the
odious and the charming. The charming, however, I think, prevails; for the dark
half of the journey is, in fact, the least interesting. The morning light ushers you
into the romantic gorges of the Jura, and after a big bowl of café au lait at Culoz
you may compose yourself comfortably for the climax of your spectacle. The day
before leaving Paris I met a French friend who had just returned from a visit to
a Tuscan country-seat, where he had been watching the vintage. "Italy," he said,
"is more lovely than words can tell, and France, steeped in this electoral turmoil,
seems no better than a bear-garden." That part of the bear-garden through
which you travel as you approach the Mont-Cenis seemed to me that day very
beautiful. The autumn colouring, thanks to the absence of rain, had been vivid
and crisp, and the vines that swung their low garlands between the mulberries,
in the neighbourhood of Chambéry, looked like long festoons of coral and
amber. The frontier station of Modane, on the farther side of the Mont-Cenis

tunnel, is a very ill-regulated place; but even the most irritable of tourists,
meeting it on his way southward, will be disposed to consider it good-naturedly.
There is far too much bustling and scrambling, and the facilities afforded you
for the obligatory process of ripping open your luggage before the officers of the
Italian custom-house are much scantier than should be; but, for myself, there
is something that deprecates irritation in the shabby green and gray uniforms
of all the Italian officials who stand loafing about and watching the northern
invaders scramble back into marching order. Wearing an administrative
uniform does not necessarily spoil a man's temper, as in France one is
sometimes led to believe; for these excellent under-paid Italians carry theirs as
lightly as possible, and their answers to your inquiries do not in the least bristle
with rapiers, buttons, and cockades. After leaving Modane you slide straight
downhill into the Italy of your desire; and there is something very impressive in
the way the road edges along those great precipices which stand shoulder to
shoulder, in a long perpendicular file, until they finally admit you to a distant
glimpse of the ancient capital of Piedmont.

II. 節選自 Sir Richard Steele. "On Certain Symptoms of Greatness." The Best of
the World's Classics: Restricted to Prose. Ed. Henry Colbert Lodge and
Francis W. Halsey. Vol.4. London: Funk and Wagnalls Company, 1909. 2122.
There is no affection of the mind so much blended in human nature, and
wrought into our very constitution, as pride. It appears under a multitude of
disguises, and breaks out in ten thousand different symptoms. Every one feels
it in himself, and yet wonders to see it in his neighbor. I must confess, I met
with an instance of it the other day where I should very little have expected it.
Who would believe the proud person I am going to speak of is a cobbler upon
Ludgate hill? This artist being naturally a lover of respect, and considering that
his circumstances are such that no man living will give it him, has contrived the
figure of a beau, in wood; who stands before him in a bending posture, with his
hat under his left arm, and his right hand extended in such a manner as to hold
a thread, a piece of wax, or an awl, according to the particular service in which
his master thinks fit to employ him. When I saw him, he held a candle in this
obsequious posture. I was very well pleased with the cobbler's invention, that

had so ingeniously contrived an inferior, and stood a little while contemplating
this inverted idolatry, wherein the image did homage to the man. When we meet
with such a fantastic vanity in one of this order, it is no wonder if we may trace
it through all degrees above it, and particularly through all the steps of
greatness.
We easily see the absurdity of pride when it enters into the heart of a
cobbler; tho in reality it is altogether as ridiculous and unreasonable, wherever
it takes possession of a human creature. There is no temptation to it from the
reflection upon our being in general, or upon any comparative perfection,
whereby one man may excel another. The greater a man's knowledge is, the
greater motive he may seem to have for pride; but in the same proportion as the
one rises the other sinks, it being the chief office of wisdom to discover to us our
weaknesses and imperfections.
As folly is the foundation of pride, the natural superstructure of it is
madness. If there was an occasion for the experiment, I would not question to
make a proud man a lunatic in three weeks' time, provided I had it in my power
to ripen his frenzy with proper applications.

