[原文]
我和我的唐山 (節錄)  錢鋼

無疑，唐山是屬於我的。
　　如果說，十年前，那個腳蹬翻毛皮鞋，肩揹手壓式噴霧器，身穿防疫隊的白色大褂，整日奔波在那片震驚世界的廢墟上的二十三歲年輕人，還沒有意識到，生活已經把一片可歌可泣的土地交給了他，那麼，今天，當我再次奔赴唐山，並又一次揮別它的時候，我才意識到，我和我的唐山已經無法分開了。
　　不久前，我和朋友們在新華書店看見了一本《世界歷史上的今天》。出於什麼呢？我立刻把它取下書架，幾乎是下意識地，隨手翻到了那一頁。
　　是的，那是一個注定要用黑色筆填寫的日子——


　　七月二十八日
    ......
　　一七九四年  法國革命家羅伯斯庇爾和聖‧朱斯特被處死
　　一九一四年　奧匈帝國向塞爾維亞宣戰，第一次世界大戰從此開始
　　一九三七年　日本佔領中國北平
　　一九七三年　法國在穆魯羅瓦珊瑚礁進行第二次原子彈爆炸
    一九七六年  中國唐山市發生大地震

    我又看到了我的唐山。我的災難深重的唐山。我的傷痕纍纍的唐山。我的在大毀滅中九死一生的唐山。唐山大地震，它理所當然要和世界歷史、人類發展史上一切重大事件一同被人類所銘記。
    唐山人永遠也不會忘記這個忌日。這些年，每當七月二十八日凌晨到來的時候，唐山街頭就有一些人影在晃動着。悄寂無聲中，亮起的是一小簇一小簇暗紅的火苗。火光裏映出的是一雙雙愴然的眼睛——老年人的，中年人的；也映出了他們手中一張張點燃着的紙錢——

我兒ⅩⅩⅩ收
愛女ⅩⅩⅩ收
父母大人收

　　晨曦中，淡黃色的紙錢化作的煙，由絮絮縷縷漸漸融合成一片，如白色的霧，浮動在新建的高層建築之間。紙灰在霧中飄浮着，它們是孩子眼中一隻隻神奇的黑色蝴蝶，飛得很高，又緩緩飄落。落在路旁草叢中，落在佇立街頭的老太太的銀色鬢角上。她們沒有拍去它，她們的眼睛在癡癡地望着大地，不，是在望着地底下的那個世界；老人的嘴唇顫動着，在喃喃訴說什麼。
　　我曾不止一次走過那些飄飛過紙灰的街心。我理解，在唐山，「7．28」地震的死難者們是沒有墳場的；那些高樓下的十字路口，那些窄小的老巷，那些在地震後重新堆起的小山，甚至剛剛圈定的廠房新址，都是他們無碑的墓地。十年前，他們就是在這些地方，被房樑砸倒，被樓板壓碎，被瓦礫和落土活活窒息的。十年後，廢墟已不復存在。然而我認得出一切。我走着，從路邊栽着拳頭粗的小樹的新修的幹道，走向老樹夾徑的狹窄的老街。是一個無月的夜晚，我獨自漫步在一條十年前曾去過的小路上，忽然發現，路燈下那一棵棵高大的老白楊，通體銀白，閃着奇異的光。這些在大地震中，曾像浪中船桅一樣劇烈搖盪過的老樹，這些曾目睹過當年一幕幕慘狀的老樹，它們至今還在默默地、忠實地守護着什麼呢？那一根根形狀彎曲的枝條，使人想到它細密的根鬚。十年來，老樹的根鬚一點一點地伸向死難者長眠着的大地深處，是在為地上和地下、生者與死者傳遞着什麼音訊嗎？
唐山大地震，是迄今為止四百多年世界地震史上最悲慘的一頁。中國地震出版社出版的《地球的震撼》一書，向全人類公佈了這一慘絕人寰的事實：

　　    死亡  二十四萬二千七百六十九人
　　    重傷    十六萬四千八百五十一人

　　每當我看到這些數字的時候，我的心便會一陣陣發緊。
　　一九二三年九月一日日本東京八點二級大地震的情景是極為可怖的，強震引起的次生災害——大火幾乎焚毀了半個東京，死亡計十萬人。
　　一九六○年五月二十二日智利八點五級大地震，引起了橫掃太平洋的海嘯，巨浪直驅日本，將大漁船掀上陸地的房頂；這次地震的死亡者，總數近七千人。
　　還有美國一九六四年三月二十八日阿拉斯加八點四級大地震，冰崩，山崩，海嘯，泥噴，總共使一百七十八人喪生。
　　這些數字意味着什麼？它們意味着：唐山大地震的死亡人數，是舉世震驚的東京大地震的二點四倍，智利大地震的三十五倍，阿拉斯加大地震的一千三百多倍！
　　更為重要的，是這些數字背後人的悲慘命運。人們盡可以用數十億美元、數百億美元來計算物質財產損失，可是又能用什麼來計算人的損失呢？活生生的人是無價的。
　　太難了，要想忘掉那一切是太難了。
(1,559字，包括標點符號)

[譯文]

My Days in Tangshan
Qian Gang

    Undoubtedly, Tangshan belongs to me.

    A decade ago, a 23-year-old man, who was wearing a white jacket and a pair of brogues and carrying a manual nebulizer as an epidemic prevention worker, toiled all day moving around the ruin which had shocked the world. At that time, he might not realize that his life had already given him a land which deserves praise and tears. However, when now I return to Tangshan and prepare to say goodbye again, I begin realizing that I cannot separate with my Tangshan anymore.

    Some time ago, my friends and I saw a book in Xinhua Bookstore titled “Today in World History”. With or without a motive, I immediately took the book from the shelf and unconsciously turn to a particular page.

    That’s right. It is a date destined for being written in black.

July 28
……
1794  The French revolutionists, Robespierre and Saint-Just, were guillotined.
1914  The Austro-Hungarian Empire declared war on Serbia which caused the start of World War I.
1937  Japan occupied Beijing, China.
1973  France conducted her second atomic bomb test at Moruroa.
1976  A severe earthquake hit Tangshan, China.
I saw my Tangshan again. It was my city under disaster. It was my city seriously wounded. It was my city almost destroyed by a catastrophe. As a matter of course, the Tangshan Earthquake should be memorized by mankind together with other major events in world history and human history.

The citizens of Tangshan will never forget this death anniversary. In the past years, whenever the wee hours of July 28 came, shadows of people would appear in the streets. In silence, tongues of flame in dark red were lit. The firelight reflected the sorrowful eyes of the elderly and middle-aged people, and also reflected the ‘hell bank notes’ they were holding and burning:

To XXX, my dear son

To XXX, my dear daughter

To my dear parents
The notes in light yellow became smoke. At daybreak, strings of smoke gradually combined together as white smog floating between the newly built skyscrapers. Ash from the notes floating in the smog became miraculous black butterflies in children’s eyes. They flied high but soon dropped slowly. They dropped on the grass at roadside and on the silver hair of the elderly ladies standing on streets. The elderly ladies did not sweep the ash away but fixed their gaze on the ground, or more precisely, on that world beneath the ground, and they murmured something with shaking lips.

I have walked across the streets with floating ash for several times. I understand that, in Tangshan, the victims of ‘July 28 Eathquake’ do not have their cemeteries. Those crossroads under skyscrapers, those narrow old lanes, those new hills piled after the earthquake, and even those new plant sites just chosen, are their cemeteries without steles. A decade ago, they were in these places hit by house beams, squelched by floor slabs and suffocated by rubble and clay. After a decade, the ruin no longer exists, but I could recognize everything. I kept walking, from newly built roads with small trees planted at roadside whose trunks are only fist-sized, to narrow old streets surrounded by old trees. At that moonless night, when I walked alone on a path where I had walked a decade ago, I suddenly found that the bodies of those old big poplars under streetlamps had become slivery white and were twinkling with strange light. These old trees had shaked violently in the great earthquake as a ship’s mast does in big waves. These old trees had witnessed all the tragedies on that day. Till now, what are they still guarding silently and faithfully? Those bended branches made me imagine their fine roots. For a decade, the old trees have extended their roots bit by bit to the abyss where the victims fell into eternal sleep. Are they transmitting some messages for the survivors on the ground and the dead beneath the ground?

The Tangshan Earthquake is the most tragic one in the 400-year history of earthquakes in the world. A book titled “The Shocked Earth”, published by Chinese Earthquake Publisher, proclaimed the following ghastly fact to all mankind:
Dead   242,769

Seriously Injured   164,851

My heart feels so tight whenever I see these figures.
On September 1, 1923, the magnitude 8.2 earthquake in Tokyo, Japan showed us a horrible picture. The severe earthquake resulted in a second disaster, fire, which almost half destroyed the city. The death toll was estimated at 100,000.
On May 22, 1960, the magnitude 8.5 earthquake in Chile resulted in a tsunami racing across the Pacific Ocean. The great waves arrived at Japan and pushed the fishing boats up to the roofs of houses. The death toll of this earthquake was estimated at nearly 7,000 in total.
Also, on March 28, 1964, the magnitude 8.4 earthquake in Alaska, U.S.A. resulted in avalanche, landslide, tsunami and mud eruption, which caused 178 deaths.
What do the above figures mean? They mean that the death toll of the Tangshan Earthquake is 1.4 times larger than that of the globally shocking Tokyo Earthquake, 34 times larger than that of the Chilean Earthquake and over 1,300 times larger than that of the Alaskan Earthquake!
The tragic destinies of people behind these figures are much more important. We can count the property losses by millions or billions of U.S. dollars, but how can we count the loss of human lives? Living human beings are invaluable.
It is so difficult. It is so difficult to forget everything that happened.
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