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Mildred Orme, seated in the snuggest corner of the big front porch of the Kraummer farmhouse, was as content as a girl need hope to be.

米德莉˙歐玫愜意的倚坐在卡摩爾農舍前廊最舒適的一角，徹底的心滿意足。
This was no such farm as one reads about in humorous fiction. Here were swelling acres where the undulating wheat gleamed in the sun like a golden sea. For silver there was the Meramec—or, better, it was pure crystal, for here and there one might look clean through it down to where the pebbles lay like green and yellow gems. Along the river’s edge trees were growing to the very water, and in it, sweeping it when they were willows.

不同於幽默小說裡描述的農場，在這裡，成片隆起的小麥田在陽光下如金色的波浪般搖曳著，而相襯的麥瑞克河則映照出水晶般的銀灰光澤。不管從哪個角度看，河底的小卵石都清晰的宛如靛青色的寶石。河兩岸的樹都長到水邊，若是柳樹，甚至低垂到河面。
The house itself was big and broad, as country houses should be. The master was big and broad, too. The mistress was small and thin, and it was always she who went out at noon to pull the great clanging bell that called the farmhands in to dinner.

這棟房子就像所有鄉間的屋子一樣，既大也寬，男主人也是「身」寬體胖，女主人則既瘦而小，她總是在中午出去敲鐘集合農場工人們吃午飯。
From her agreeable corner where she lounged with her Browning or her Ibsen, Mildred watched the woman do this every day. Yet when the clumsy farmhands all came tramping up the steps and crossed the porch in going to their meal that was served within, she never looked at them. Why should she? Farmhands are not so very nice to look at, and she was nothing of an anthropologist. But once when the half dozen men came along, a paper which she had laid carelessly upon the railing was blown across their path. One of them picked it up, and when he had mounted the steps restored it to her. He was young, and brown, of course, as the sun had made him. He had nice blue eyes. His fair hair was dishevelled. His shoulders were broad and square and his limbs strong and clean. A not unpicturesque figure in the rough attire that bared his throat to view and gave perfect freedom to his every motion.

米德莉喜歡賴在她的小角落讀勃朗寧或易卜森的作品，順便看著這些日復一日的例行瑣事。但是當工人們經過門廊去屋裡用餐時，她連正眼也不會瞧他們一下。為什麼需要看呢？她又不是人類學家，農場工人又沒什麼好看的。不過，有一次這六個工人經過時，她隨手擺在欄杆上的紙被吹到他們腳前，其中一個年青人把紙撿起來，上了樓梯後遞還給她。他有一雙湛藍的雙眼、蓬鬆亂亂的頭髮和一身被太陽晒成古銅色的肌膚，與他結實寬闊的肩膀、光滑而健壯的四肢一起勾勒出一幅近乎完美的圖畫。他的工作服露出了脖子，也更為他的舉手投足增添一股奔放感。
Mildred did not make these several observations in the half second that she looked at him in courteous acknowledgment. It took her as many days to note them all. For she signaled him out each time that he passed her, meaning to give him a condescending little smile, as she knew how. But he never looked at her. To be sure, clever young women of twenty, who are handsome, besides, who have refused their half dozen offers and are settling down to the conviction that life is a tedious affair, are not going to care a straw whether farmhands look at them or not. And Mildred did not care, and the thing would not have occupied her a moment if Satan had not intervened, in offering the employment which natural conditions had failed to supply. It was summer time; she was idle; she was piqued, and that was the beginning of the shameful affair.

米德莉並不是在這次半秒鐘的禮貌互動中觀察到這些，其實是好多天的相逢才讓她注意到這些。她每次都會在他經過時以一個她很擅長的蔑視微笑把他挑出來，但是他卻從不看她一眼。照常理來說，像她這樣聰明好看、已經拒絕了好幾次邀約、而且決定了人生只是個無聊的事情的二十歲女子根本不會介意農場工人看不看她。米德莉確實不在乎，要不是撒旦介入，提供了這個在一般情況不會有的雇傭機會，她根本不會花任何一秒鐘想這件事情。但是那是夏天，她的日子很無聊，她有點惱怒──這就是醜聞的開端。
“Who are these men, Mrs. Kraummer, that work for you? Where do you pick them up?”

「卡拉摩太太，這些替你工作的人是誰呀？妳從哪裡挑來的？」
“Oh, ve picks ’em up everyvere. Some is neighbors, some is tramps, and so.”

「嗯，隨便挑的，有些是附近來的，有些是流浪漢…」
“And that broad-shouldered young fellow—is he a neighbor? The one who handed me my paper the other day—you remember?”

「那..那一個肩膀很寬的年輕人，妳知道..就那一天把我掉的紙撿起來的那一個，他也是附近的人嗎？」
“Gott, no! You might yust as well say he vas a tramp. Aber he vorks like a steam ingine.”

「蛤？毋是啦！他只能說是一個流浪漢吧，不過他工作起來可真有勁兒。」
“Well, he’s an extremely disagreeable-looking man. I should think you’d be afraid to have him about, not knowing him.”

「但…他看起來真令人厭惡，我覺得你如果不認識他，應該覺得他蠻可怕的吧。」
“Vat you vant to be ’fraid for?” laughed the little woman. “He don’t talk no more un ven he vas deef und dumb. I didn’t t’ought you vas sooch a baby.”

「妳會驚伊喔？」小婦人笑了起來，「伊嚨麥說話，好像他聾了還是啞口，沒想到你還像個小孩嘞，還怕他？」
“But, Mrs. Kraummer, I don’t want you to think I’m a baby, as you say —a coward, as you mean. Ask the man if he will drive me to church tomorrow. You see, I’m not so very much afraid of him,” she added with a smile.

「可是卡拉摩太太，我可不像你說的是個小孬種，要不妳告訴那傢伙，叫他明天載我到教堂。我哪有怕他？」米德莉硬擠出了個笑容。
The answer which this unmannerly farmhand returned to Mildred’s request was simply a refusal. He could not drive her to church because he was going fishing.

不過，想不到這個「傢伙」還真的放了米德莉鴿子，他因為要去釣魚而直接的回絕了。
“Aber,” offered good Mrs. Kraummer, “Hans Platzfeldt will drive you to church, oder verever you vants. He vas a goot boy vat you can trust, dat Hans.”

「德莉呀！」卡拉摩太太提議，「漢司普拉德說可以載你去教堂，或者任何你想去的地方。他是個好孩子，你大可信任他。」
“Oh, thank him very much. But I find I have so many letters to write tomorrow, and it promises to be hot, too. I shan’t care to go to church after all.”

“喔…真是謝謝他的好意，但我突然想到我明天還有一些信件要寫，況且天氣似乎會很熱，我還是不要去教堂好了。”

She could have cried for vexation. Snubbed by a farmhand! a tramp, perhaps. She, Mildred Orme, who ought really to have been with the rest of the family at Narragansett—who had come to seek in this retired spot the repose that would enable her to follow exalted lines of thought. She marveled at the problematic nature of farmhands.

米德莉差點因為生氣而哭起來。她竟然被一個粗工爽約？早知如此，她就應該和家人待在華盛頓州的那甘西特鎮，但是她本來還想在這個鳥不生蛋的地方享受恬靜以便想些嚴肅的事情。真搞不懂那些「傢伙」在想些什麼。
After sending her the uncivil message already recorded, and as he passed beneath the porch where she sat, he did look at her finally, in a way to make her positively gasp at the sudden effrontery of the man.

沒想到，那傢伙後來竟還有臉從她身邊經過，而且還饒富興味的看了她一眼，看的方式讓她驚訝於這小子的唐突。
But the inexplicable look stayed with her. She could not banish it.

但這一眼卻從此掛在她的心理，甩都甩不掉。
II

It was not so very hot after all, the next day, when Mildred walked down the long narrow footpath that led through the bending wheat to the river. High above her waist reached the yellow grain. Mildred’s brown eyes filled with a reflected golden light as they caught the glint of it, as she heard the trill that it answered to the gentle breeze. Anyone who has walked through the wheat in midsummer-time knows that sound.

隔天，天氣倒不怎麼熱，米德莉沿著狹長的步道走過澄黃的大麥田，飽實的麥穗圍繞在她的腰際，她棕色的眼眸映照著這一大片光彩奪人的金光，耳畔邊迴響著聲聲鳥轉和陣陣微風，這是任何在仲夏步行在麥田裡的人都知道的跫音。
In the woods it was sweet and solemn and cool. And there beside the river was the wretch who had annoyed her, first, with his indifference, then with the sudden boldness of his glance.

到了河岸邊的樹林，空氣中瀰漫著甜淡的香氣和冰涼的寧靜。然而，那惹惱過她的「討厭鬼」竟然就在河邊。起先他假裝若無其事，一會兒竟又大膽的瞪著她。
“Are you fishing?” she asked politely and with kindly dignity, which she supposed would define her position toward him. The inquiry lacked not pertinence, seeing that he sat motionless, with a pole in his hand and his eyes fixed on a cork that bobbed aimlessly on the water.

「你在釣魚嗎？」米德莉禮貌的詢問卻難掩語氣中反映她地位的傲慢。但是她的問題也不怎麼唐突，因為他確實坐著不動，眼睛盯著水面上載浮載沉的魚餌。
“Yes, madam,” was his brief reply.

「是的，小姐」，他簡短的回應。
“It won’t disturb you if I stand here a moment, to see what success you will have?”

「你不介意我在一旁看一下，看你會不會釣到什麼東西吧？」
“No, madam.”

「我不介意，小姐。」
She stood very still, holding tight to the book she had brought with her. Her straw hat had slipped disreputably to one side, over the wavy bronzebrown bang that half covered her forehead. Her cheeks were ripe with color that the sun had coaxed there; so were her lips.

她安靜的站在一旁，緊抓著手上的書，頭上的草帽滑落蓋到她如波浪般的瀏海上，她的雙頰因著太陽的照射染上紅暈，雙唇也紅潤了起來。
All the other farmhands had gone forth in Sunday attire. Perhaps this one had none better than these working clothes that he wore. A feminine commiseration swept her at the thought. He spoke never a word. She wondered how many hours he could sit there, so patiently waiting for fish to come to his hook. For her part, the situation began to pall, and she wanted to change it at last.
其他的工人早換好星期日的正式服裝上教會去了，但這「傢伙」身上穿的比他平常的工作服還差。米德莉身為女性的憐憫之情油然而生，可是他什麼也沒說。她想不通就這樣坐在那裡等魚上鉤能持續幾小時，對她來說，這樣的對峙也煩了，她想要改變這種狀況。
“Let me try a moment, please? I have an idea.”

「讓我試試看，好嗎？我有個好方法。」
“Yes, madam.”

「“好的，小姐。」
“The man is surely an idiot, with his monosyllables,” she commented inwardly. But she remembered that monosyllables belong to a boor’s equipment.

「這傢伙一定是個笨蛋，總是說單音節的字。」米德莉暗自揣想，她記得這是鄉下人共同的特質。
She laid her book carefully down and took the pole gingerly that he came to place in her hands. Then it was his turn to stand back and look respectfully and silently on at the absorbing performance.

她輕輕地放下書，謹慎的從他那接過釣竿，然後小伙子退到後方，換他靜靜的禮貌的站在一旁看眼前這有趣的畫面。
“Oh!” cried the girl, suddenly, seized with excitement upon seeing the line dragged deep in the water.

「呀！」突然米德莉大叫一聲，眼看著魚線被拖入水中。
“Wait, wait! Not yet.”

「等等！還別拉線！」
He sprang to her side. With his eyes eagerly fastened on the tense line, he grasped the pole to prevent her drawing it, as her intention seemed to be. That is, he meant to grasp the pole, but instead, his brown hand came down upon Mildred’s white one.

他跳到她身邊，眼盯著抽緊的釣線，想一手抓過魚竿以防她把釣線收回來。他想要抓住釣竿，卻沒想到連米德莉白嫩的手也一起抓住了。
He started violently at finding himself so close to a bronze-brown tangle that almost swept his chin—to a hot cheek only a few inches away from his shoulder, to a pair of young, dark eyes that gleamed for an instant unconscious things into his own.

他嚇了一跳，居然和眼前的這位金髮女孩這麼接近，近到米德莉泛紅的雙頰就在他的肩膀旁幾寸而已，而她烏黑的雙眼也出神的望著他。
Then, why ever it happened, or how ever it happened, his arms were holding Mildred and he kissed her lips. She did not know if it was ten times or only once.

緊接著，不知為何，他抱住米德莉，吻了她。米德莉不確定吻了十次或只是一次。
She looked around—her face milk-white—to see him disappear with rapid strides through the path that had brought her there. Then she was alone.

她臉色發白，環顧四周，發現那小子已經依著她原先來的路徑快速的消失了蹤影，只留下她一個人。
Only the birds had seen, and she could count on their discretion. She was not wildly indignant, as many would have been. Shame stunned her. But through it she gropingly wondered if she should tell the Kraummers that her chaste lips had been rifled of their innocence. Publish her own confusion? No! Once in her room she would give calm thought to the situation, and determine then how to act. The secret must remain her own: a hateful burden to bear alone until she could forget it.

只有鳥兒們看到剛發生的事兒，它們是不會出去亂講的。她雖沒怒火中燒卻倍感羞愧，同時也思索著是否要告訴卡摩爾夫婦，不過那不就等同於公開這一切了嗎？不行，她要先回到房間才能好好釐清整個來龍去脈和該如何回應這一切，這個秘密一定不能外露，她必須要獨自承擔這一切直到完全淡忘。
III

And because she feared not to forget it, Mildred wept that night. All day long a hideous truth had been thrusting itself upon her that made her ask herself if she could be mad. She feared it. Else why was that kiss the most delicious thing she had known in her twenty years of life? The sting of it had never left her lips since it was pressed into them. The sweet trouble of it banished sleep from her pillow.

因為擔心這難以忘卻的陰影，米德莉當晚傷心得哭了。然而更令她傷心欲絕的是她甚至還會回味那一吻，雙唇上那股難以言喻的甜蜜深深的扎進她的心坎裡，彷彿這是二十年以來經歷最美的事。這樣的想法鎮日纏繞著她的思緒，也使她就此輾轉反側。
But Mildred would not bend the outward conditions of her life to serve any shameful whim that chanced to visit her soul, like an ugly dream. She would avoid nothing. She would go and come as always.

就算如此，米德莉也不能改變她的日常生活，她不願讓這個羞辱的念頭像惡夢一般嵌入思想，她不打算躲避，日子還是得過下去。
In the morning she found in her chair upon the porch the book she had left by the river. A fresh indignity! But she came and went as she intended to, and sat as usual upon the porch amid her familiar surroundings. When the Offender passed her by she knew it, though her eyes were never lifted. Are there only sight and sound to tell such things? She discerned it by a wave that swept her with confusion and she knew not what besides.

隔天一早，她在走廊的椅子上發現了昨天忘在河邊的書，彷彿在提醒她不堪的過往，可是她還是一如往常的倚坐在門廊，身邊環繞著她熟悉的一切。當那人經過，她裝做若無其事，絕不抬起雙眼。可是難道只有視覺和聽覺能辨識他的靠近嗎？她一感到困惑如浪襲來，就知道是「那個人」來了。
She watched him furtively, one day, when he talked with Farmer Kraummer out in the open. When he walked away she remained like one who has drunk much wine. Then unhesitatingly she turned and began her preparations to leave the Kraummer farmhouse.

有一天，當「那個人」在空地和農場主人卡摩爾談話時，米德莉偷偷地望著他，當他一走，她便喝多了似的悵然所失。然後她毫不猶豫的開始準備，打算離開卡摩爾農場。
When the afternoon was far spent they brought letters to her. One of them read like this:

接近黃昏時，有人拿了一些信給她，其中一封這麼寫到：
“My Mildred, deary! I am only now at Narragansett, and so broke up not to find you. So you are down at that Kraummer farm, on the Iron Mountain. Well! What do you think of that delicious crank, Fred Evelyn? For a man must be a crank who does such things. Only fancy! Last year he chose to drive an engine back and forth across the plains. This year he tills the soil with laborers. Next year it will be something else as insane—because he likes to live more lives than one kind, and other Quixotic reasons. We are great chums. He writes me he’s grown as strong as an ox. But he hasn’t mentioned that you are there. I know you don’t get on with him, for he isn’t a bit intellectual—detests Ibsen and abuses Tolstoi. He doesn’t read ‘in books’—says they are spectacles for the shortsighted to look at life through. Don’t snub him, dear, or be too hard on him; he has a heart of gold, if he is the first crank in America.”

我親愛的米德莉！我才剛到那甘西特鎮但到處都找不到妳，後來才知道原來你在鐵山上的卡摩爾農場。你覺得伊凡林．弗萊德怎樣？會做那種事情的人一定是怪咖！想想，去年他開著發動機在平原上亂跑，今年則和工人們一起耕田，明年不知道還會做出什麼荒唐事。他基於唐吉柯德式的瘋狂而喜歡嘗試不一樣的生活，我們是好朋友，他有寫信給我，說他壯的像一頭牛，但他沒提到妳也在那裡。我知道妳跟他處不來，畢竟他不是知識份子，也討厭易卜森和托爾斯泰。他還說他不讀「書」，書是給近視的人讀的。不過，親愛的，不要和他計較太多，他有顆善良的心，但也是美國史上第一怪咖。
Mildred tried to think—to feel that the intelligence which this letter brought to her would take somewhat of the sting from the shame that tortured her. But it did not. She knew that it could not.

米德莉試著從這封信中讀出一點智慧來減輕那一直折麼著她的羞愧感，然而卻徒勞無功。她知道是不可能的。
In the gathering twilight she walked again through the wheat that was heavy and fragrant with dew. The path was very long and very narrow. When she was midway she saw the Offender coming toward her. What could she do? Turn and run, as a little child might? Spring into the wheat, as some frightened four-footed creature would? There was nothing but to pass him with the dignity which the occasion clearly demanded.

在漸漸西沉的黃昏，她又一次穿過那片沾有露水小麥田，這條小徑又長又窄。半路上，她看見「那個人」朝她走了過來，她能怎麼辦？像孩子一樣轉身逃跑？或是躲在麥田裡像隻被嚇壞的小動物？她似乎只能抬頭挺胸尊嚴的和他擦身而過。
But he did not let her pass. He stood squarely in the pathway before her, hat in hand, a perturbed look upon his face.

但是他沒讓她通過，他直接擋在她面前，手裡拿著帽子，一臉愁容。
“Miss Orme,” he said, “I have wanted to say to you, every hour of the past week, that I am the most consummate hound that walks the earth.”

「歐玫小姐，」他說著，「我這個星期的每一秒都想和你說，我是全世界最卑鄙的的畜生。」
She made no protest. Her whole bearing seemed to indicate that her opinion coincided with his own.

她沒有表達異議。看起來似乎她的想法也和他不謀而合。
“If you have a father, or brother, or any one, in short, to whom you may say such things—”

「如果你有父兄或其他人可以談這件事…”

“I think you aggravate the offense, sir, by speaking of it. I shall ask you never to mention it again. I want to forget that it ever happened. Will you kindly let me by.”

「先生，我認為你提起這件事情只會把它搞得更糟。我希望你永遠不要再提起這件事，我想就此忘了它。現在可以讓我走了嗎？”

“Oh,” he ventured eagerly, “you want to forget it! Then, maybe, since you are willing to forget, you will be generous enough to forgive the offender some day?”

「但是…」，他仍不放棄的說著，「既然你真想忘記，那你有一天可會寬容的原諒那個曾經冒犯你的人嗎？」
“Some day,” she repeated, almost inaudibly, looking seemingly through him, but not at him—“some day—perhaps; when I shall have forgiven myself.”

「有一天，」她重複一遍，聲音低得幾乎聽不見，眼光則投射穿過他。「有一天…或許吧，當我可以原諒自己的時候。」
He stood motionless, watching her slim, straight figure lessening by degrees as she walked slowly away from him. He was wondering what she meant. Then a sudden, quick wave came beating into his brown throat and staining it crimson, when he guessed what it might be.

他一動也不動的站著，望著她瘦削直立的倩影逐漸消失。他揣量著她話中的涵意。當他猜到她的意思時，他咻的一下漲紅了臉。 

心得：
在翻的過程中，我遇到鄉音的問題，例如農婦會將work說成vork、want變成want等情形，老師倚有建議我用臺語來解決，但我後來選擇台灣國語的形式會更有趣，也更符合鄉下農婦的台味！除此之外，也有發生我想也想不到的語助詞，像aber或dat等（我有用紅線標示），除此之外，有時會遇到詮釋性的句子，這完全不能直翻，讀者也完全看不懂，但它在原文中卻很符合角色性格(我也有用紅體字標明ex: I am the most consummate hound that walks the earth)，最後，就是順句的問題，其實前後文都通，但是人物的語氣難以一氣呵成，一開始對角色的認定會和到最後他在故事中慢慢成長之後樣子大不相同呢。
我覺得鄉音那部份你處理得很好，神來之筆。但是其他有些地方你可能就太take liberty啦。
