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 The Legend Of The Bird's Nest 鳥巢的傳說

Selma Lagerlof原著，白易玄翻譯
Hatto the hermit stood in the wilderness and prayed to God. A storm was raging, and his long beard and matted hair waved about him like weather-beaten tufts of grass on the summit of an old ruin. But he did not push his hair out of his eyes, nor did he tuck his beard into his belt, for his arms were uplifted in prayer. Ever since sunrise he had raised his gnarled, hairy arms towards heaven, as untiringly as a tree stretches up its branches, and he meant to remain standing so till night. He had a great boon to pray for. 

隱士哈托站在荒野中向上帝禱告。暴風雨咆哮著，哈托長長的鬍子和糾結的頭髮像是在老舊廢墟上的幾叢雜草般瘋狂的飛舞飄晃，但是哈托並沒有把眼前的頭髮撥開，也沒有把鬍子塞在皮帶下，因為他的雙臂正高高的舉起向上帝禱告。從日出時分起，他便朝著天堂的方向舉起他粗糙又毛茸茸的手臂，像是大樹伸展枝枒般的不屈不撓。他執意要維持這個姿勢直到天晚，因為他有一個很宏大的祈求要對上帝禱告。
He was a man who had suffered much of the world's anger. He had himself persecuted and tortured, and persecutions and torture from others had fallen to his share, more than his heart could bear. So he went out on the great heath, dug himself a hole in the river bank and became a holy man, whose prayers were heard at God's throne. 

他經歷過人世間的許多醜惡，曾經害自己受迫害、受折磨，也被別人迫害過、折磨過，遠超過心靈能負荷的痛苦程度。所以他到了荒原上，幫自己在河岸邊挖了一個洞穴，隱遁其中成為一名隱士，做一名禱告能被寶座上的上帝聽見的隱士。
Hatto the hermit stood there on the river bank by his hole and prayed the great prayer of his life. He prayed God that He should appoint the day of doom for this wicked world. He called on the trumpet-blowing angels, who were to proclaim the end of the reign of sin. He cried out to the waves of the sea of blood, which were to drown the unrighteous. He called on the pestilence, which should fill the churchyards with heaps of dead. 

隱士哈托站在河岸邊的洞穴前，做出他人生中一個重大的禱告。他祈求上帝對這個邪惡的世界降下末日；他請求吹著號角的天使來宣告這個被罪惡統治的世界終結；他向血海的浪濤大聲疾呼，要他們去淹沒那些不義之人；他也祈求瘟疫讓成堆的屍體堆滿教堂的墓地。

Round about stretched a desert plain. But a little higher up on the river bank stood an old willow with a short trunk, which swelled out at the top in a great knob like a head, from which new, light-green shoots grew out. Every autumn it was robbed of these strong, young branches by the inhabitants of that fuel-less heath. Every spring the tree put forth new, soft shoots, and in stormy weather these waved and fluttered about it, just as hair and beard fluttered about Hatto the hermit. 

四周是一片無盡的荒蕪平原，河岸的高處有一棵老柳樹，短短的樹幹隆起成一顆像個頭似的柳結，亮綠色的新葉就從個柳結上冒出來。每年秋天，這棵柳樹強壯的新枝都會被缺乏燃料的荒原居民砍走；次年春天，老柳樹又會吐出柔嫩的嶄新枝枒，在颳大風的日子裡，軟軟的枝枒就會在柳樹周圍飄動，就像隱士哈托的頭髮跟鬍鬚在他的身邊飛舞一樣。
A pair of wagtails, which used to make their nest in the top of the willow's trunk among the sprouting branches, had intended to begin their building that very day. But among the whipping shoots the birds found no quiet. They came flying with straws and root fibres and dried sedges, but they had to turn back with their errand unaccomplished. Just then they noticed old Hatto, who called upon God to make the storm seven times more violent, so that the nests of the little birds might be swept away and the eagle's eyrie destroyed. 

有一對鶺鴒鳥過去都把巢築在這個柳樹幹頂端的新枝枒中。這天它們打算再度在這裡蓋新家，但是這些四處揮舞的幼芽讓它們停不下來，它們只好啣著燈心草、鬚根和乾燥的莎草徒勞無功的打道回府。正當此時，他們注意到正在向上帝禱告著讓暴風雨劇烈七倍好讓小鳥的巢穴被狂風掃走、鷹穴也被摧毀的隱士哈托。
Of course no one now living can conceive how mossy and dried-up and gnarled and black and unlike a human being such an old plain-dweller could be. The skin was so drawn over brow and cheeks, that he looked almost like a death's-head, and one saw only by a faint gleam in the hollows of the eye sockets that he was alive. And the dried-up muscles of the body gave it no roundness, and the upstretched, naked arms consisted only of shapeless bones, covered with shrivelled, hardened, bark-like skin. He wore an old, close-fitting, black robe. He was tanned by the sun and black with dirt. His hair and beard alone were light, bleached by the rain and sun, until they had become the same green-gray color as the under side of the willow leaves. 

當然沒有人可以想像到哈托此時的皮膚有多像苔蘚般暗沉，乾燥、粗糙、黝黑，一點都沒有長期居住在平原的正常人該有的樣子。他粗糙的皮膚延伸到眉毛和臉頰，看起來像個活死人一般，只能從空洞眼窩裡那道讓人魂飛魄散的眼神才能確定他還活著。哈托乾癟的肌肉讓他看起來並不圓潤，光裸的雙臂只看得到沒什麼形體的骨骼，上面包覆著乾皺、硬化、和樹皮一樣的皮膚。他穿著一件老舊又密不通風的黑色長袍，皮膚因為長期日曬而呈現棕黑色，髒汙則使得皮膚更加暗淡，頭髮和鬍鬚因為日曬雨淋而顏色變淡，直至變成和柳葉背面一樣的灰綠色。
The birds, flying about, looking for a place to build, took Hatto the hermit for another old willow-tree, checked被擋住 in its struggle towards the sky長大 by axe and saw居民砍樹 like the first one原來那棵老柳樹. They circled about him many times, flew away and came again, took their landmarks, considered his position in regard to birds of prey and winds, found him rather unsatisfactory, but nevertheless decided in his favor, because he stood so near to the river and to the tufts of sedge, their larder and storehouse. One of them shot swift as an arrow down into his upstretched hand and laid his root fibre there. 

兩隻小鳥飛來飛去找尋蓋新家的所在，它們以為隱士哈托只是另外一棵在成長過程中被斧頭和鋸子挫折的老柳樹。他們繞著哈托飛了好幾圈，飛走又飛回來，觀察地標，也考慮了風向和可能的掠食者的位置。最後，雖然還是有些令它們不滿的地方，但是依舊決定就在這裡蓋新家，因為哈托站的位置離河流和莎草很近，剛好是它們貯存食物和暫歇的所在。其中一隻鶺鴒鳥於是像箭一樣快速的俯衝進哈托朝天的手掌上，放下一根做為地基的鬚根。
There was a lull in the storm, so that the root-fibre was not torn instantly away from the hand; but in the hermit's prayers there was no pause: "May the Lord come soon to destroy this world of corruption, so that man may not have time to heap more sin upon himself! May he save the unborn from life! For the living there is no salvation." 

風暴暫時停了一下，所以那條被當做地基的鬚根並沒有立刻被吹走，但是哈托的禱告並沒有隨著風暴的平息而有片刻停歇：「求主趕快親臨摧毀這個腐敗的世界，不要再讓人罪上加罪了！求主保守那些尚未出生的嬰兒永遠都不要來到這個世上！因為在這世上的人都不會被救贖。」

Then the storm began again, and the little root-fibre fluttered away out of the hermit's big gnarled hand. But the birds came again and tried to wedge the foundation of the new home in between the fingers. Suddenly a shapeless and dirty thumb laid itself on the straws and held them fast, and four fingers arched themselves so that there was a quiet niche to build in. The hermit continued his prayers. 

風暴又再次展開，那條小小的鬚根眼看就要被吹出哈托的手中，但是那兩隻小鶺鴒鳥又飛回來，極力的把那條作為基礎的鬚根卡進哈托的指縫當中。突然，一根骯髒、怪異的拇指壓住了那條鬚根，另外又有四隻手指拱起讓這條地基上方形成一個可以築巢的空間。隱士哈托繼續禱告：
"Oh Lord, where are the clouds of fire which laid Sodom waste? When wilt Thou let loose the floods which lifted the ark to Ararat's top? Are not the cups of Thy patience emptied and the vials of Thy grace exhausted? Oh Lord, when wilt Thou rend the heavens and come?" 

「喔主啊！祢那把燃燒所多瑪城的天火在哪呢？祢什麼時候才會降下那場讓方舟舉到亞拉拉特山巔的洪水？難道祢那斟滿耐心的酒杯還沒空、盛滿美德的寶瓶還沒被消耗殆盡？ 主啊！祢何時才會破天而降？」

And feverish visions of the Day of Doom appeared to Hatto the hermit. The ground trembled, the heavens glowed. Across the flaming sky he saw black clouds of flying birds, a horde of panic-stricken beasts rushed, roaring and bellowing, past him. But while his soul was occupied with these fiery visions, his eyes began to follow the flight of the little birds, as they flashed to and fro and with a cheery peep of satisfaction wove a new straw into the nest. 

狂熱的末日景象在哈托的眼前展開。整個大地都震動了，天堂大亮，飛鳥們群聚成片片烏雲橫飛過火光通紅的天空，驚恐的野獸們大聲的咆哮吼叫，四處竄逃經過哈托。就在他的思緒被這些駭人的末日景象占據時，他的目光不由自主的追隨起那兩隻飛來飛去的小鳥，看他們快樂的四處飛舞啁啾，為了新巢添上一根麥稈而感到心滿意足。
The old man had no thought of moving. He had made a vow to pray without moving with uplifted hands all day in order to force the Lord to grant his request. The more exhausted his body became, the more vivid visions filled his brain. He heard the walls of cities fall and the houses crack. Shrieking, terrified crowds rushed by him, pursued by the angels of vengeance and destruction, mighty forms with stern, beautiful faces, wearing silver coats of mail, riding black horses and swinging scourges, woven of white lightning. 

老哈托沒有一絲想要移動的念頭。他已經發誓要維持雙手朝天的姿勢持續禱告好讓上帝不得不恩准他的要求。他的身體越是疲憊，腦海裡末日的景象就越發的清晰逼真。他聽見了城牆崩塌、屋舍傾倒的聲響。身穿銀白鎧甲、騎著黑馬的復仇與毀滅天使以他們巨大的形體和嚴肅美麗的面容，用銀白閃電編織成的鞭條驅策著害怕的人群尖叫狂奔經過哈托。
The little wagtails built and shaped busily all day, and the work progressed rapidly. On the tufted heath with its stiff sedges and by the river with its reeds and rushes, there was no lack of building material. They had no time for noon siesta nor for evening rest. Glowing with eagerness and delight, they flew to and fro, and before night came they had almost reached the roof. 

小鶺鴒鳥整天辛勤忙碌的建造著新家，它們的進度也相當迅速。這荒地小丘長滿莎草，河邊也還有蘆葦和燈心草，建材完全不缺。小鳥沒時間午休或夜憩，心中的期待和喜悅使它們容光煥發，忙碌的飛來飛去，還沒天黑就已經蓋到屋頂了。
But before night came, the hermit had begun to watch them more and more. He followed them on their journeys; he scolded them when they built foolishly; he was furious when the wind disturbed their work; and least of all could he endure that they should take any rest. 

隱士哈托越來越常追隨著鳥兒們。他看著它們四出飛行，蓋巢笨拙時也責備他們；當狂風阻礙了小鳥們的建造工程時，哈托還會為此生氣；他尤其受不了小鳥們停下來休息。

Then the sun set, and the birds went to their old sleeping place in among the rushes. 

太陽西下了，兩隻小鳥飛回他們在燈心草中的老家休息。

Let him who crosses the heath at night bend clown until his face comes on a level with the tufts of grass, and he will see a strange spectacle outline itself against the western sky. Owls with great, round wings skim over the ground, invisible to any one standing upright. Snakes glide about there, lithe, quick, with narrow heads uplifted on swanlike necks. Great turtles crawl slowly forward, hares and water-rats flee before preying beasts, and a fox bounds after a bat, which is chasing mosquitos by the river. It seems as if every tuft has come to life. But through it all the little birds sleep on the waving rushes, secure from all harm in that resting-place which no enemy can approach, without the water splashing or the reeds shaking and waking them. 

無論是誰在夜晚時分穿越這片荒原，只要彎下腰把臉孔貼近草叢的高度就會在西方天空的落日餘暉中看到一個奇異景觀的輪廓：貓頭鷹拍著又大又圓的翅膀滑越平原，眾蛇舉著如天鵝般優雅的項頸和小小的頭輕盈敏捷的滑行；大龜緩慢的向前爬行；野兔和水鼠在掠食者來臨前逃竄；有隻狐狸跳起來要抓住一隻在河畔捕食蚊子的蝙蝠。好像每一寸土地都活過來了。然而只有這兩隻辛勤工作一整天的小鳥香甜的睡在搖晃的燈心草堆中，免於受到所有天敵的打擾，也免於水花濺起、蘆葦搖晃的聲響。
When the morning came, the wagtails believed at first that the events of the day before had been a beautiful dream. 

到了早上，鶺鴒鳥起先以為前日發生的事都只是場美麗的夢罷了。

They had taken their landmarks and flew straight to their nest, but it was gone. They flew searching over the heath and rose up into the air to spy about. There was not a trace of nest or tree. At last they lighted on a couple of stones by the river bank and considered. They wagged their long tails and cocked their heads on one side. Where had the tree and nest gone? 

當他們沿著地標直飛向新巢的所在，卻發現新家不見蹤影。它們在荒原上到處尋找，甚至高飛到空中俯瞰搜索，依舊找不到鳥巢或是柳樹的蛛絲馬跡。最後，它們停在河畔的石頭上，翹著長長的尾巴，歪著頭，認真的想著柳樹和鳥巢到底都跑到哪裡去了？
But hardly had the sun risen a handsbreadth over the belt of trees on the other bank, before their tree came walking and placed itself on the same spot where it had been the day before. It was just as black and gnarled as ever and bore their nest on the top of something, which must be a dry, upright branch. 

當太陽一升起到距離對岸樹腰一個掌寬高的位置時，它們的柳樹就走回來了，停在和昨天一樣的位置上，和昨天一樣黑、一樣粗糙，也依舊在看起來像個乾燥直立的樹枝上托著它們的新家。
Then the wagtails began to build again, without troubling themselves any more about nature's many wonders. 

鶺鴒鳥們立刻又開始蓋起新家來，完全沒有任何一絲對大自然奇異行徑的困惑。

Hatto the hermit, who drove the little children away from his hole telling them that it had been best for them if they had never been born, he who rushed out into the mud to hurl curses after the joyous young people who rowed up the stream in pleasure-boats, he from whose angry eyes the shepherds on the heath guarded their flocks, did not return to his place by the river for the sake of the little birds. He knew that not only has every letter in the holy books its hidden, mysterious meaning, but so also has everything which God allows to take place in nature. He had thought out the meaning of the wagtails building in his hand. God wished him to remain standing with uplifted arms until the birds had raised their brood; and if he should have the power to do that, he would be heard. 

那個在過去老是攆走闖入他洞穴的小孩子，說他們最好沒有被生下來的隱士哈托，那個時常衝到外面泥濘地大聲詛咒那些划著尋樂小船的快活年輕人的隱士哈托，那個眼神凌厲得讓牧羊人嚇得都緊緊看好自己羊群的的隱士哈托，這晚並沒有回到自己的洞穴，只為了讓那兩隻小鶺鴒鳥明天找得到他。他不僅了解聖經上每個字背後都有隱含的神祕寓意，也懂得大自然中發生的每件事情都有上帝的旨意，因此他想通了為什麼鶺鴒鳥要在他的手裡造窩：上帝就是要他這樣站著高舉雙臂直到鶺鴒鳥養出小鶺鴒鳥。只要他有能力做到這件事，他的禱告就必被垂聽。

But during that day he did not see so many visions of the Day of Doom. Instead, he watched the birds more and more eagerly. He saw the nest soon finished. The little builders fluttered about it and inspected it. They went after a few bits of lichen from the real willow-tree and fastened them on the outside, to fill the place of plaster and paint. They brought the finest cotton-grass, and the female wagtail took feathers from her own breast and lined the nest. 

但是那一天他並沒有像過去一樣看見許多末日異相，他反而花了更多時間殷切的看著那兩隻小鳥。他看見它們的鳥巢很快的就完成了，兩個小建築師繞著新家仔細的檢視，它們從真正的柳樹那裏採了一些苔蘚固定在巢的外壁，做為灰泥和裝飾，他們帶了最好的棉菅來，母鶺鴒還從她胸前取下了一些羽絨毛做為巢的襯裡。
The peasants, who feared the baleful power that the hermit's prayers might have at the throne of God, used to bring him bread and milk to mitigate his wrath. They came now too and found him standing motionless, with the bird's nest in his hand. "See how the holy man loves the little creatures," they said, and were no longer afraid of him, but lifted the bowl of milk to his mouth and put the bread between his lips. When he had eaten and drunk, he drove away the people with angry words, but they only smiled at his curses. 

那些過去曾經害怕哈托的禱告有來自天國可怕力量的農夫們以前都會帶著麵包和牛奶來想要緩和哈托的憤怒。他們現在也來了，發現哈托站在那裏一動也不動，手裡托著一個鳥巢。「看啊! 那位聖人是多麼的愛護小生命!」他們這樣說完便也覺得哈托不再可怕，他們甚至敢把牛奶碗舉到哈托的嘴邊，把麵包塞進他的嘴裡。當哈托吃飽喝足之後，還是用憤怒的字眼驅趕這些農人，但是他們都只是微笑以對。

His body had long since become the slave of his will. By hunger and blows, by praying all day, by waking a week at a time, he had taught it obedience. Now the steel-like muscles held his arms uplifted for days and weeks, and when the female wagtail began to sit on her eggs and never left the nest, he did not return to his hole even at night. He learned to sleep sitting, with upstretched arms. Among the dwellers in the wilderness there are many who have done greater things. 

哈托的身體長期以來都被他的意志所驅使。藉由飢餓和鞭笞，禱告一整天或者是一整個星期不睡，他已然教會自己的身體順服。現在，他鋼鐵般的肌肉高舉著雙臂好幾個星期都沒有放下，而當母鳥開始坐在蛋上孵蛋不再離開鳥巢後，哈托也不再回到他隱遁的洞穴，連晚上也不回去。他學會了如何高舉雙手，坐著睡覺。很多在荒野的隱士也做過一樣奇異偉大的事情，甚至有過之而無不及。

He grew accustomed to the two little, motionless bird-eyes which stared down at him over the edge of the nest. He watched for hail and rain, and sheltered the nest as well as he could. 

哈托漸漸的習慣了那對動也不動的母鳥鳥眼從鳥巢的邊緣瞪著他瞧。無論下冰雹或是下雨，哈托都盡全力保護著手裡的鳥巢。

At last one day the female is freed from her duties. Both the birds sit on the edge of the nest, wag their tails and consult and look delighted, although the whole nest seems to be full of an anxious peeping. After a while they set out on the wildest hunt for midges. 

終於有一天，母鳥不用再盡孵蛋的職責。整個巢裡充滿著小鳥們不安的啾啾聲，這兩隻當了爸媽的鳥坐在巢的邊緣，興高采烈的討論著，似乎相當愉快。過了一會兒，他們便出外捕捉蚊蟲。
Midge after midge is caught and brought to whatever it is that is peeping up there in his hand. And when the food comes, the peeping is at its very loudest. The holy man is disturbed in his prayers by that peeping. 

And gently, gently he bends his arm, which has almost lost the power of moving, and his little fiery eyes stare down into the nest. 

Never had he seen anything so helplessly ugly and miserable: small, naked bodies, with a little thin down, no eyes, no power of flight, nothing really but six big, gaping mouths. 

蚊子一隻又一隻的被捕回，餵飽了在哈托手中啾啾叫的可憐小東西。當食物送上門，小鳥們就叫得格外大聲，吵到神聖的隱士哈托也無法禱告。

他緩慢的、溫柔的彎曲那已經快要不能動的手臂，他熱切的小眼睛望進鳥巢的內部。

他從來沒有看過這麼無助、醜陋和可憐的東西：赤裸的小身體，只有一些細細的絨毛，沒有眼睛，不能飛，除了六個張大的嘴巴之外幾乎一無所有。

It seemed very strange to him, but he liked them just as they were. Their father and mother he had never spared in the general destruction, but when hereafter he called to God to ask of Him the salvation of the world through its annihilation, he made a silent exception of those six helpless ones. 

但他竟然就喜歡它們這個樣子，哈托自己也覺得很奇怪。他祈求上帝毀滅這個世界時從未排除這些小東西的爸媽，但從這天開始，他呼求上帝用毀滅來救贖世界時，竟默默的把這六隻天真無助的小鳥屏除在外。
When the peasant women now brought him food, he no longer thanked them by wishing their destruction. Since he was necessary to the little creatures up there, he was glad that they did not let him starve to death. 

現在，當農婦們帶食物來給他時，他也不再用期許她們毀滅做為回報，反而很高興那些農婦沒有放任他就地餓死，因為現在他手上的六隻小鳥都需要他。
Soon six round heads were to be seen the whole day long stretching over the edge of the nest. Old Hatto's arm sank more and more often to the level of his eyes. He saw the feathers push out through the red skin, the eyes open, the bodies round out. Happy inheritors of the beauty nature has given to flying creatures, they developed quickly in their loveliness. 

很快的，已經可以看見六顆圓圓的頭探出巢外，老哈托的手臂也越來越常垂到他的眼前。 他看見羽毛從小鳥紅紅的皮膚中長出，眼睛張開了，身軀也日益豐滿。大自然的美好像都被這些會飛的小東西繼承了，而且它們越發的美麗可人。
And during all this time prayers for the great destruction rose more and more hesitatingly to old Hatto's lips. He thought that he had God's promise, that it should come when the little birds were fledged. Now he seemed to be searching for a loop-hole for God the Father. For these six little creatures, whom he had sheltered and cherished, he could not sacrifice. 

這些日子以來，末日禱告從隱士哈托嘴裡說出時顯得越來越遲疑了。他以為已經得到上帝應允，在手中這些小鳥會飛的那刻末日才會降臨，但是現在他好像在替天父找下台階，因為哈托實在沒辦法讓這六隻他曾經保護過、珍愛過的小東西被犧牲。

It was another matter before, when he had not had anything that was his own. The love for the small and weak, which it has been every little child's mission to teach big, dangerous people, came over him and made him doubtful. 

過去當然不一樣，他從來沒有任何一樣屬於他的東西。但是現在，那種對弱小的關愛，那種只有幼小孩子才有能力讓巨大危險的大人感受到的愛，讓哈托遲疑了。

He sometimes wanted to hurl the whole nest into the river, for he thought that they who die without sorrow or sin are the happy ones. Should he not save them from beasts of prey and cold, from hunger, and from life's manifold visitations? But just as he thought this, a sparrow-hawk came swooping down on the nest. Then Hatto seized the marauder with his left hand, swung him about his head and hurled him with the strength of wrath out into the stream. 

他有時也想過把整個鳥巢丟進河裡，因為他覺得或許在還沒有憂愁或罪惡之時就已經死去才是幸運的。難道他不該保護小鳥們免於成為天敵的盤中飧、受寒飢餓，承受生命中各式各樣的苦難？但正當他這麼想時，一隻食雀鷹猛地向他右手中的鳥巢俯衝直下，哈托不假思索的用左手一把捉住這名冒失的掠食者，憤怒的把他用力丟進河裡。
The day came at last when the little birds were ready to fly. One of the wagtails was working inside the nest to push the young ones out to the edge, while the other flew about, showing them how easy it was, if they only dared to try. And when the young ones were obstinate and afraid, both the parents flew about, showing them all their most beautiful feats of flight. Beating with their wings, they flew in swooping curves, or rose right up like larks or hung motionless in the air with vibrating wings. 

小鳥們準備飛行的日子終於到了。其中一隻大鳥在巢中努力把小鳥推到巢的邊緣，而另外一隻大鳥則在巢邊飛來飛去，示範給巢中的小鳥看，只要他們敢嘗試，在天空中飛翔是多麼的輕鬆。巢中的小鳥因為恐懼而頑固的待在巢裡不肯出去，它們的爸媽在巢邊飛來飛去，表演最美的飛行技巧，它們拍動著翅膀俯衝下來，然後又像雲雀一般迅速攀升，或者用力振翅停在空中。
But as the young ones still persist in their obstinacy, Hatto the hermit cannot keep from mixing himself up in the matter. He gives them a cautious shove with his finger and then it is done. Out they go, fluttering and uncertain, beating the air like bats, sink, but rise again, grasp what the art is and make use of it to reach the nest again as quickly as possible. Proud and rejoicing, the parents come to them again and old Hatto smiles. 

但小鳥們依舊執拗的待在巢裡，哈托再也不能置身事外，他小心翼翼的用手指把小鳥推出巢外，一旦出了巢，小鳥們立刻不確定的拍動著翅膀像蝙蝠拍著空氣一樣，一開始會下墜，但立刻又飛了上來。逐漸抓到飛行藝術的技巧之後，它們用盡所能，盡快的飛回鳥巢，驕傲又開心的父母隨即飛回它們的身邊，老哈托也微笑看著。

It was he who gave the final touch after all. 

是他關鍵的一推讓這件事成功的。

He now considered seriously if there could not be any way out of it for our Lord. 

此時他開始認真的思索有沒有辦法讓上帝有理由不降下大毀滅。

Perhaps, when all was said, God the Father held this earth in His right hand like a big bird's nest, and perhaps He had come to cherish love for all those who build and dwell there, for all earth's defenceless children. Perhaps He felt pity for those whom He had promised to destroy, just as the hermit felt pity for the little birds. 

也許，就像大家說的一樣，天父也把世界握在右手，就好像握住一個大鳥巢一樣；祂可能也珍愛著那些住在祂手中築巢、居住的生命，那些在地球上沒有防備能力的孩子們。也許天父也憐憫那些祂曾經發誓要毀滅的人，就好像哈托憐憫那些小鳥一樣。
Of course the hermit's birds were much better than our Lord's people, but he could quite understand that God the Father nevertheless had love for them. 

當然這些小鳥一定比天父造的人善良得多了，但哈托還是可以理解，即便如此，上帝還是很愛這些人的。

The next day the bird's nest stood empty, and the bitterness of loneliness filled the heart of the hermit. Slowly his arm sank down to his side, and it seemed to him as if all nature held its breath to listen for the thunder of the trumpet of Doom. But just then all the wagtails came again and lighted on his head and shoulders, for they were not at all afraid of him. Then a ray of light shot through old Hatto's confused brain. He had lowered his arm, lowered it every day to look at the birds. 

隔天，鳥巢空了。一股前所未有的苦澀和寂寞占據了隱士哈托的心，慢慢地，他的手臂垂了下來，他感覺整個大自然都屏神等待著末日號角吹起的聲響。然而就在此時，所有的鶺鴒鳥都飛回他的身邊，有的停在他頭上，有的停在他肩上，它們一點都不怕哈托。在那剎那間，一個念頭如閃電般的穿過他的腦海：他的手臂並沒有一直高舉著，他每天都有彎下手臂來看那些小鳥。

And standing there with all the six young ones fluttering and playing about him, he nodded contentedly to some one whom he did not see. "I let you off," he said, "I let you off. I have not kept my word, so you need not keep yours." 

哈托站在原地，任六隻小鳥在他身邊飛舞嬉戲。他心滿意足的對著一位看不見的人點了點頭：「我不怪祢」。哈托說，「我不怪祢。我並沒有遵守我的諾言，所以祢也不用遵守祢的諾言。」

And it seemed to him as if the mountains ceased to tremble and as if the river laid itself down in easy calm in its bed.
此時此刻，他好像感受到群山都停止了震動，而河流平靜的在河床上躺下。
