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Three Days to See
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                     The Classic Stories                 From Dickens         
                       Trotty Veck and                 His Daughter Meg

快腿维克和他的女儿美格
Trotty Veck and His Daughter Meg
托毕·维克是一个以跑腿送信为生的老头，人称 “快腿”。虽然收入不多，但有心爱的女儿美格的陪伴，乐观的托毕感到生活很幸福。
新年快来了。托毕像往常一样站在冷风中等活干。他正为午饭时间来得太快而发愁呢！这时美格送来了午饭和一个好消息：理查德向她求婚了。
托毕接了一宗六便士的买卖，并得知约瑟夫·保雷爵士要把他的佃户——可怜的威尔·冯恩以流浪汉之名送进监狱，这使托毕变得很沮丧。所幸托毕在回家的路上遇见了威尔·冯恩和他的侄女莉莲，并收留了他们。
他们像一家人一样共进晚餐，托毕感到了欣慰与快乐。晚餐后理查德还有邻居们都来了，他们共同庆祝新年，庆祝理查德与美格的婚礼。威尔还找到了他本想来投奔的亲人，正是托毕的邻居齐克恩斯托克太太，大家都高兴地跳起舞来。
      ROTTY” seems a strange name for an old man, but it
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美格送来了午饭和一个好消息



was given to Toby Veck because of his always going at a trot to do his errands; for he was a ticket porter, and his office was to take letters and messages for people who were in too great a hurry to send them by the post, which in those days was neither so cheap nor so quick as it is now. He did not earn very much, and had to be out in all weathers and all day long. But Toby was of a cheerful disposition, and looked on the bright side of everything, and was grateful for any small mercies that came in his way; and so was happier than many people who never knew what it was to be hungry or in want of comforts. His greatest joy was his dear, bright, pretty daughter Meg, who loved him dearly. 

One cold day, near the end of the year, Toby had been waiting a long time for a job, trotting up and down in his usual place before the church, and trying hard to keep himself warm, when the bells chimed twelve o’clock, which made Toby think of dinner.

“There’s nothing,” he remarked, carefully feeling his nose to make sure it was still there, “more regular in coming round than dinner-time, and nothing less regular in coming round than dinner. That’s the great difference between ‘era” He went on talking to himself, trotting up and down, and never noticing who was coming near to him.

“Why, father, father,” said a pleasant voice, and Toby turned to find his daughter’s sweet, bright eyes close to his.

“Why, pet,” said he, kissing her and squeezing her blooming face between his hands, “what’s to-do? I didn’t expect you to-day, Meg.”
“Neither did I expect to come, father,” said Meg, nodding and smiling. “But here I am! And not alone, not alone!”
“Why, you don’t mean to say,” observed Trotty, looking curiously at the covered basket she carried, “that you —”
“Smell it, father dear,” said Meg; “only smell it, and guess what it is.”
Toby took the shortest possible sniff at the edge of the basket. “Why, it’s hot,” he said.

But to Meg’s great delight he could not guess what it was that smelt so good.

“Polonies? Trotters? Liver? Pettitoes? Sausages?” he tried one after the other. At last he exclaimed in triumph, “Why, what am I athinking of? It’s tripe?”
And it was.

“And so,” said Meg, “I’ll lay the cloth at once, father; for I have brought the tripe in a basin, and tied the basin up in a pocket-handkerchief; and if I like to be proud for once, and spread that for a cloth, and call it a cloth, there’s nobody to prevent me, is there, father?”
“Not that I know of, my dear,” said Toby.

And just as Toby was about to sit down to his dinner on the doorsteps of a big house close by, the chimes rang out again, and Toby took off his hat and said, “Amen !”
“Amen to the bells, father?”
“They broke in like a grace, my dear,” said Trotty, “they’d say a good one if they could, I’m sure. Many’s the kind thing they say to me. How often have I heard them bells say, ‘Toby Veck, Toby Veck, keep a good heart, Toby!’ A million times? More!”
“Well, I never!” cried Meg.

“When things is very bad, then it’s ‘Toby Veck, Toby Veck, job coming soon, Toby!’”
“And it comes — at last, father,” said Meg, with a touch of sadness in her pleasant voice.

“Always,” answered Toby, “Never fails.”
While Toby ate his unexpected dinner with immense relish, Meg told him how her lover Richard, a young blacksmith, had brought his dinner to share with her, and had begged her to marry him on New Year’s Day, “the best and happiest day of the whole year.” He had work promised him, for certain, for some time, and though they would be poor, they could be very happy, and cheer and encourage each other. “So,” went on Meg, “I wanted to make this a sort of holiday to you, as well as a dear and happy day to me, father, and I made a little treat and brought it to surprise you.”
Just then, Richard himself came up to persuade Toby to agree to their plan; and almost at the same moment, a footman came out of the house and ordered them all off the steps, and some gentleman came out who called up Trotty, and asked a great many questions, and found a good deal of fault, telling Richard he was very foolish to want to get married, which made Toby feel very unhappy, and Richard very angry. So the lovers went off together sadly; Richard looking gloomy and downcast, and Meg in tears. Toby, who had a letter given him to carry, and a sixpence, trotted off in rather low spirits to a very grand house, where he was told to take the letter in to the gentleman. While he was waiting, he heard the letter read. It was from Alderman Cute, to tell Sir Joseph Bowley that one of his tenants named Will Fern who had come to London to try and get work, had been brought before him charged with sleeping in a shed, and asking if Sir Joseph wished him to be dealt leniently with or otherwise. To Toby’s great disappointment, for Sir Joseph had talked a great deal about being a friend to the poor, the answer was given that Will Fern might be sent to prison as a vagabond, and made an example of, though his only fault was poverty. On his way home, Toby, thinking sadly, with his hat pulled down low on his head, ran against a man dressed like a countryman, carrying a fairhaired little girl. Toby enquired anxiously if he had hurt either of them. The man answered no, and seeing Toby had a kind face, he asked him the way to Alderman Cure’s house.

“It’s impossible,” cried Toby, “that your name is Will Fern?”
“That’s my name,” said the man.

Thereupon Toby told him what he had just heard, and said,
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威尔带着一个小姑娘

“Don’t go there.”
Poor Will told him how he could not make a living in the country, and had come to London with his orphan niece to try and find a friend of her mother’s and to endeavour to get some work, and wishing Toby a happy New Year, was about to trudge wearily off again, when Trotty caught his hand saying —

“Stay! The New Year never can be happy to me if I see the child and you go wandering away without a shelter for your heads. Come home with me. I’m a poor man, living in a poor place, but I can give you lodging for one night and never miss it,” and lifting up the pretty little one, he trotted towards home, talking all the way, for he couldn’t bear to be thanked, and rushing in, he set the child down before his daughter. The little girl gave one look at Meg’s sweet face and ran into her arms at once, while Trotty ran round the room, saying, “Here we are and here we go. Here, Uncle Will, come to the fire. Meg, my precious darling, where’s the kettle? Here it is and here it goes, and it’ll bile in no time!” 

“Why, father!” said Meg, as she knelt before the child and pulled off her wet shoes, “you’re crazy to-night, I think. I don’t know what the Bells would say to that. Poor little feet, how cold they are!” 

“Oh, they’re warmer now!” exclaimed the child. “They’re quite warm now!”
“No, no, no,” said Meg. “We haven’t rubbed ‘em half enough. 
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美格给小姑娘搓脚

We’re so busy. And when they’re done, we’ll brush out the damp hair; and when that’s done, we’ll bring some colour to the poor pale face with fresh water; and when that’s done, we’ll be so gay and brisk and happy!”
The child sobbing, clasped her round the neck, saying, “O Meg, O dear Meg!”
“Good gracious me!” said Meg presently, “father’s crazy! He’s put the dear child’s bonnet on the kettle, and hung the lid behind the door!”
Trotty hastily repaired this mistake, and went off to find some tea and a rasher of bacon he fancied “he had seen lying somewhere on the stairs.”
He soon came back and made the tea, and before long they were all enjoying the meal. Trotty and Meg only took a morsel for form’s sake, but their delight was in seeing their visitors eat, and very happy they were — though Trotty had noticed that Meg was sitting by the fire in tears when they had come in, and he feared her marriage had been broken off.

After tea Meg took Lilian to bed, and Toby showed Will Fern where he was to sleep. As he came back past Meg’s door he heard the child saying her prayers, remembering Meg’s name and asking for his. Then he went to sit by the fire and read his paper, and fell asleep to have a wonderful dream, so terrible and sad, that it was a great relief when he woke to find Meg sitting near him, putting
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托毕在火炉前读报纸

some ribbons on her simple gown for her wedding, and looking so happy and young and blooming, that he jumped up to clasp her in his arms. 

But somebody came rushing in between them, crying — “No! Not even you. The first kiss of Meg in the New Year is mine. Meg, my precious prize, a happy year! A life of happy years, my darling wife!” 

Then in came Lilian and Will Fern, and a band of music with a flock of neighbours burst into the room, shouting, “A Happy New Year, Meg.” “A happy wedding!” “Many of’era,” and the Drum stepped forwardand said —

“Trotty Veck, it’s got about that your daughter is to be married tomorrow. And there ain’t a soul that knows you both that don’t wish you both all the happiness the New Year can bring. And here we are, to play it in and dance it in accordingly.” Then Mrs. Chickenstalker came in (a good-humoured, comely woman, who, to the delight of all turned out to be the friend of Lilian’s mother for whom Will Fern had come to look), with a stone pitcher full of “flip,” to wish Meg joy, and then the music struck up and Trotty, making Meg and Richard second couple, led off Mrs. Chickenstalker down the dance, and danced it in a step unknown before or since, founded on his own peculiar trot.

“私奔”的情侣
The Runaway Couple
哈里·沃姆斯少爷是一个令他的爸爸骄傲的漂亮 男孩儿，他们一家住在埃尔默斯。我还在他们家里做园丁时，哈里少爷就曾跟我表示他中意罗拉小姐，并会和她结婚。

可巧这个下午，哈里少爷与罗拉小姐“私奔”来到我当擦靴工的冬青树旅馆借宿，并决定在第二天结婚。出于关心，店长在傍晚时分前往哈里少爷家去通风报信了。离开家，罗拉小姐显然有些不安和悲伤，并且开始有些退缩了，但哈里少爷还坚持着。

直到第二天晚上，店长与哈里少爷的父亲和一位年长的女士才来。仁爱的父亲轻轻叫醒了儿子并带他回了家，哈里在临走前还亲了亲他正在熟睡的小夫人。而罗拉小姐则在很久以后，嫁给了一名军官，去了印度。
     UPPOSING a young gentleman not eight years old was to run away with a fine young woman of seven, would you consider that a queer start? That there is a start as I — the boots at the
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哈里少爷与罗拉小姐“私奔”

Holly-Tree Inn — have seen with my own eyes; and I cleaned the shoes they ran away in, and they was so little that I couldn’t get my hand into’era.

“Master Harry Walmers’s father, he lived at the Elms, away by Shooter’s Hill, six or seven miles from London.

He was uncommon proud of Master Harry, as was his only child; but he didn’t spoil him neither. He was a gentleman that had a will of his own, and an eye of his own, and that would be minded. Consequently, though he made quite a companion of the fine bright boy, still he kept the command over him, and the child was a child. I was under gardener there at that time; and one morning Master Harry, he comes to me and says —

“‘Cobbs, how should you spell Norah if you were asked?’ and he took out his little knife and began cutting that name in print all over the fence. The next day as it might be, he stops, along with Miss Norah, where I was hoeing weeds in the gravel, and says, speaking up —

“‘Cobbs, I like you! Why do I like you do you think, Cobbs? Because Norah likes you.’
“‘Indeed, sir,’ says I. ‘That’s very gratifying.’
“‘Gratifying, Cobbs?’ says Master Harry. ‘It’s better than a million of the brightest diamonds, to be liked by Norah. You’re going away, ain’t you, Cobbs? Then you shall be our head gardener when we’re married.’ And he tucks her, in her little sky-blue mantle,
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擦靴工

under his arm, and walks away.

“I was the boots at this identical Holly-Tree Inn when one summer afternoon the coach drives up, and out of the coach gets these two children. The young gentleman gets out; hands his lady out; gives the guard something for himself; says to my governor, the landlord: ‘We’re to stop here to-night, please. Sitting-room and two bed-rooms will be required. Mutton chops and cherry pudding for two!’ and tucks her under his arm, and walks into the house, much bolder than brass.

“I had seen’em without their seeing me, and I gave the governor my views of the expedition they was upon. ‘ Cobbs,’ says the governor, ‘if this is so, I must set off myself and quiet their friends’ minds. In which case you must keep your eye upon’em, and humour’em, until I come back. But before I take these measures, Cobbs, I should wish you to find out from themselves whether your opinion is correct.’
“So I goes upstairs, and there I finds Master Harry on an enormous sofa a-drying the eyes of Miss Norah with his pocket-handkercher. Their little legs was entirely off the ground, of course, and it really is not possible to express how small them children looked.  ‘It’s Cobbs! it’s Cobbs!’ cries Master Harry, and he comes a-running to me, and catching hold of my hand. Miss Norah, she comes running to me on t’other side, and catching hold of my t’other hand, and they both jump for joy. And what I had took
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一对小情侣
to be the case was the case.

“‘We’re going to be married, Cobbs, at Gretna Green,’ says the boy. ‘We’ve run away on purpose. Norah has been in rather low spirits, Cobbs; but she’ll be happy now we have found you to be our friend.’
“I give you my word and honour upon it that, by way of luggage the lady had got a parasol, a smelling-bottle, a round and a half of cold buttered toast, eight peppermint drops, and a doll’s hair-brush. The gentleman had got about a dozen yards of string, a knife, three or four sheets of writing-paper folded up surprisingly small, a orange, and a chaney mug with his name on it.

“‘ What may be the exact nature of your plans, sir?’ says I.

“ ‘To go on,’ replies the boy, ‘in the morning, and be married tomorrow.’
“ ‘Just so, sir. Well, sir, if you will excuse my having the freedom to give an opinion, what I should recommend would be this. I’m acquainted with a pony, sir, which would take you and Mrs. Harry Walmers junior to the end of your journey in a very short space of time. I am not altogether sure, sir, that the pony will be at liberty to-morrow, but even if you had to wait for him it might be worth your while.’
“They clapped their hands and jumped for joy, and called me ‘Good Cobbs!’ and ‘Dear Cobbs!’ and says I, ‘Is there anything you want at present, sir?’
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在冬青树旅馆
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