A Story Without a Title　沒有標題的故事

Anton Chekhov原著，黃靖雯翻譯
In the fifth century, just as now, the sun rose every morning and every evening retired to rest. In the morning, when the first rays kissed the dew, the earth revived, the air was filled with the sounds of rapture and hope; while in the evening the same earth subsided into silence and plunged into gloomy darkness. One day was like another, one night like another. From time to time a storm-cloud raced up and there was the angry rumble of thunder, or a negligent star fell out of the sky, or a pale monk ran to tell the brotherhood that not far from the monastery he had seen a tiger—and that was all, and then each day was like the next.

在十五世紀的時候，太陽如同現在一樣，每天日升日落。當早晨的第一道曙光親吻露珠時，大地恢復了生機，空氣中瀰漫喜樂與希望之聲；到了傍晚，同一個大地呈現一片黑暗，回歸寂靜之中。日子就這麼一日又一日，一夜復一夜。偶爾暴風雲奔馳而來，憤怒的雷聲隆隆作響，或有粗心的星星從天上掉了下來，又或者一個修士慘白著臉奔至鄰近的修道院告訴同伴自己看到了一隻老虎──這便是當時的生活，日子沒有太大的變化。
The monks worked and prayed, and their Father Superior played on the organ, made Latin verses, and wrote music. The wonderful old man possessed an extraordinary gift. He played on the organ with such art that even the oldest monks, whose hearing had grown somewhat dull towards the end of their lives, could not restrain their tears when the sounds of the organ floated from his cell. When he spoke of anything, even of the most ordinary things—for instance of the trees, of the wild beasts, or of the sea—they could not listen to him without a smile or tears, and it seemed that the same chords vibrated in his soul as in the organ.

修士們每天工作、禱告，他們的修道院院長彈風琴、寫拉丁詩歌、作曲。這位神奇的老人有不凡的天賦。當風琴聲從他的房間流瀉出來，他演奏風琴的技巧讓年紀最長、聽覺愈來愈差的修士聽了都無法克制自己的眼淚。當院長說話時，即使提到的是平淡無奇的東西──例如樹木、野獸、海洋──修士們聽了無不掛著微笑或淚水。同樣的旋律不但震盪了風琴，也在院長的內心迴盪縈繞。
 If he were moved to anger or abandoned himself to intense joy, or began speaking of something terrible or grand, then a passionate inspiration took possession of him, tears came into his flashing eyes, his face flushed, and his voice thundered, and as the monks listened to him they felt that their souls were spell-bound by his inspiration; at such marvellous, splendid moments his power over them was boundless, and if he had bidden his elders fling themselves into the sea, they would all, every one of them, have hastened to carry out his wishes.

如果他發怒，或沉浸於狂喜之中，抑或說起可怕或美妙的事，接著就會有一股強烈的靈感佔有他，眼淚在他的眼框中打轉，他的臉色漲紅，聲如洪鐘。修士們聽他說話時都感覺到自己的靈魂被他鼓舞得入迷，在這美妙不可思議的當下，他感染修士們的力量是無邊的，如果他要長者們投海，他們全部、每一個人都會趕忙執行他的願望。
His music, his voice, his poetry in which he glorified God, the heavens and the earth, were a continual source of joy to the monks. It sometimes happened that through the monotony of their lives they grew weary of the trees, the flowers, the spring, the autumn, their ears were tired of the sound of the sea, and the song of the birds seemed tedious to them, but the talents of their Father Superior were as necessary to them as their daily bread.

對這群修士而言，院長的音樂、聲音和讚美上帝的詩歌，與上天、大地一樣，都是他們源源不絕的喜樂來源。有時候，他們因為單調的生活而厭倦了樹木花朵與春秋，他們的耳朵聽膩了鳥叫、浪濤聲，但修道院長的天賦對他們而言有如生活之必需。
Dozens of years passed by, and every day was like every other day, every night was like every other night. Except the birds and the wild beasts, not one soul appeared near the monastery. The nearest human habitation was far away, and to reach it from the monastery, or to reach the monastery from it, meant a journey of over seventy miles across the desert. Only men who despised life, who had renounced it, and who came to the monastery as to the grave, ventured to cross the desert.

幾十年過去了，日復一日，年復一年。除了鳥兒和野獸外，修道院附近沒有人跡出沒。最近的村落離這裡非常遠，從修道院到鎮上，或從鎮上到修道院，都是一趟橫越七十多公里沙漠的旅程。只有那些輕視、放棄生命的人，才會如赴死般的冒險橫越沙漠，到修道院這兒來。
What was the amazement of the monks, therefore, when one night there knocked at their gate a man who turned out to be from the town, and the most ordinary sinner who loved life. Before saying his prayers and asking for the Father Superior’s blessing, this man asked for wine and food. To the question how he had come from the town into the desert, he answered by a long story of hunting; he had gone out hunting, had drunk too much, and lost his way. To the suggestion that he should enter the monastery and save his soul, he replied with a smile: “I am not a fit companion for you!”When he had eaten and drunk he looked at the monks who were serving him, shook his head reproachfully, and said:

因此，修士們非常驚訝的發現，有天晚上竟然有一個從鎮上來的男人敲了他們的門，而他只是個最尋常熱愛生命的罪人。這個男人還沒禱告和求得院長的祝福之前就要了些食物和酒，面對眾人問他為何離開村落來到沙漠，他說了一個很長的打獵故事：他原本要去打獵，卻因酒喝太多而迷失方向。對於修士們建議他應該進入修道院，以便拯救自己的靈魂，他微笑地回答：我不適合當你們的同伴。吃飽喝足後，他看著招待他的修士們，很不以為然的搖頭說：
“You don’t do anything, you monks. You are good for nothing but eating and drinking. Is that the way to save one’s soul? Only think, while you sit here in peace, eat and drink and dream of beatitude, your neighbours are perishing and going to hell. You should see what is going on in the town! Some are dying of hunger, others, not knowing what to do with their gold, sink into profligacy and perish like flies stuck in honey. There is no faith, no truth in men. Whose task is it to save them? Whose work is it to preach to them? It is not for me, drunk from morning till night as I am. Can a meek spirit, a loving heart, and faith in God have been given you for you to sit here within four walls doing nothing?”

「你們這些修士根本無所事事。你們什麼都不會，只會吃喝。這就是拯救他人靈魂的方式嗎？你們只會空想，安樂的坐在這裡，吃飯喝酒，冥想耶穌說的八種祝褔，而你們鄰近的居民正一個一個死去、落入地獄。你們應該看看鎮上發生了什麼事！有些人餓死，其他人則空有金子不知有何用處，不斷揮霍直到死去，就好像是被困在蜂蜜裡的蒼蠅。在那裏沒有信仰，人們不相信真理。拯救他們是誰的任務？給他們講道是誰的責任？絕不是我這種整天喝酒的人。上帝賜給你們謙卑心靈、慈愛心腸和堅定信仰，怎麼還能坐在四面牆裡什麼都不做呢？」
The townsman’s drunken words were insolent and unseemly, but they had a strange effect upon the Father Superior. The old man exchanged glances with his monks, turned pale, and said: “My brothers, he speaks the truth, you know. Indeed, poor people in their weakness and lack of understanding are perishing in vice and infidelity, while we do not move, as though it did not concern us. Why should I not go and remind them of the Christ whom they have forgotten?”
這鎮上人的酒後發言很無禮，很不當，但這些話對院長起了奇特的作用。這個老人跟他的修士們交換眼神，臉色蒼白的說：「弟兄們，他所言屬實。可憐的人們因為軟弱和缺乏判斷力又不相信神，因此死去時身上還帶著罪惡，但我們卻不為所動，好像這事與我們無關似的。我應該去鎮上讓他們想起被遺忘的基督。」
The townsman’s words had carried the old man away. The next day he took his staff, said farewell to the brotherhood, and set off for the town. And the monks were left without music, and without his speeches and verses. They spent a month drearily, then a second, but the old man did not come back. At last after three months had passed the familiar tap of his staff was heard. The monks flew to meet him and showered questions upon him, but instead of being delighted to see them he wept bitterly and did not utter a word. The monks noticed that he looked greatly aged and had grown thinner; his face looked exhausted and wore an expression of profound sadness, and when he wept he had the air of a man who has been outraged.
鎮上人的話使老人內心激昂，隔天他便帶著拐杖向他的弟兄們告別，動身前往鎮上。他離開後，沒了他的音樂、演說和詩句，修士們沉寂地過了一個月，又一個月，但老人還是沒有回來。終於在三個月後聽到他拐杖發出的熟悉聲響，修士們奔去迎接他，爭相問他問題。原以為他會開心地見到他們，取而代之的卻是他不發一語，悲傷的流淚。修士們注意到他變老了也變瘦了，表情筋疲力竭，帶著深切的哀傷。當他哭泣時，他的神情顯得十分憤慨。
The monks fell to weeping too, and began with sympathy asking him why he was weeping, why his face was so gloomy, but he locked himself in his cell without uttering a word. For seven days he sat in his cell, eating and drinking nothing, weeping and not playing on his organ. To knocking at his door and to the entreaties of the monks to come out and share his grief with them he replied with unbroken silence.
修士們也跟著哭了，同情地問他為什麼哭泣、為什麼一臉悲傷，但他把自己關進房間裡不發一語。他坐在房裡七天不吃不喝，不停地流淚，也不彈他的風琴。修士們敲他的房門，請求他出來，讓他們一起分擔他的悲傷，院長卻用持續的沉默作為回覆。
At last he came out. Gathering all the monks around him, with a tear-stained face and with an expression of grief and indignation, he began telling them of what had befallen him during those three months. His voice was calm and his eyes were smiling while he described his journey from the monastery to the town. On the road, he told them, the birds sang to him, the brooks gurgled, and sweet youthful hopes agitated his soul; he marched on and felt like a soldier going to battle and confident of victory; he walked on dreaming, and composed poems and hymns, and reached the end of his journey without noticing it.
最後他出來了，帶著淚痕的臉上有著悲傷和憤怒，他聚集了所有修士到身邊，開始訴說這三個月來所遭遇之事。當他描述從修道院到鎮上的旅途時，他的聲音是平靜的，他的眼睛在微笑，他告訴修士們鳥兒對他歌唱，溪水汩汩作響，他的內心充滿年輕甜美的希望。他持續前進，感覺像是要上戰場的士兵，有著凱旋歸來的自信。他快樂地幻想，一邊作著詩和聖歌，不知不覺到達了目的地。
But his voice quivered, his eyes flashed, and he was full of wrath when he came to speak of the town and of the men in it. Never in his life had he seen or even dared to imagine what he met with when he went into the town. Only then for the first time in his life, in his old age, he saw and understood how powerful was the devil, how fair was evil and how weak and faint-hearted and worthless were men. By an unhappy chance the first dwelling he entered was the abode of vice. Some fifty men in possession of much money were eating and drinking wine beyond measure.
但當他說到小鎮和鎮上的人時，他整個人充滿憤怒，他的聲音顫抖，眼中冒出怒火。他在鎮上所遇見的事情是他一生中前所未聞，甚至也不敢想像的。人生中第一次在他老年的時候親眼目睹、見識到魔鬼如此強大的力量，邪惡有多麼美麗，而人類有多麼微小、懦弱、毫無用處。很不幸的，他進去的第一個住處就是罪惡的棲所，五十幾個有錢的男人正在大吃大喝，毫無節制。
Intoxicated by the wine, they sang songs and boldly uttered terrible, revolting words such as a God-fearing man could not bring himself to pronounce; boundlessly free, self-confident, and happy, they feared neither God nor the devil, nor death, but said and did what they liked, and went whither their lust led them. And the wine, clear as amber, flecked with sparks of gold, must have been irresistibly sweet and fragrant, for each man who drank it smiled blissfully and wanted to drink more. To the smile of man it responded with a smile and sparkled joyfully when they drank it, as though it knew the devilish charm it kept hidden in its sweetness.
由於喝醉了酒，他們唱歌，大膽說出可怕、令人作嘔的話，那些話是敬畏上帝之人無法說出口的。享受著無邊的自由、自信和快樂，他們不怕神或魔鬼，也不害怕死亡，他們愛說什麼就說什麼、愛做什麼就做什麼，任由肉慾引領他們。他們喝的酒顏色透明得像琥珀一樣，閃著金光，令人難以抗拒的甜美和芳香，每個喝過的男人都幸福地微笑，想再多喝一些。面對著男人的微笑，那酒也笑了，在男人喝下的時刻閃著更快樂的金光，好像很清楚知道自己的甜美藏著怎樣的邪惡引誘。
The old man, growing more and more incensed and weeping with wrath, went on to describe what he had seen. On a table in the midst of the revellers, he said, stood a sinful, half-naked woman. It was hard to imagine or to find in nature anything more lovely and fascinating. This reptile, young, long-haired, dark-skinned, with black eyes and full lips, shameless and insolent, showed her snow-white teeth and smiled as though to say: “Look how shameless, how beautiful I am.” Silk and brocade fell in lovely folds from her shoulders, but her beauty would not hide itself under her clothes, but eagerly thrust itself through the folds, like the young grass through the ground in spring. The shameless woman drank wine, sang songs, and abandoned herself to anyone who wanted her
老人越說越生氣，甚至憤慨地流淚，繼續敘述他所見之事。在一群飲酒作樂的人當中有張桌子，他說，上面站個一個充滿罪惡、半裸的女人，很難想像或找到比這更美麗動人的東西。這年輕、長髮、黝黑的魅惑女人有著黑眼豐唇，無恥而大膽，她亮出雪白的牙齒，微笑好像在說：「看我多美，多肆無忌憚。」綢衣和錦緞從她肩膀下垂成微可愛的褶縫，但她的美麗不被衣服所掩蓋，反而饑渴地從衣服摺疊中伸展出來，像春天的小草從土壤向上伸展一樣。這無恥的女人喝酒、唱歌，還隨意將自己給任何要她的人。
Then the old man, wrathfully brandishing his arms, described the horse-races, the bull-fights, the theatres, the artists’ studios where they painted naked women or moulded them of clay. He spoke with inspiration, with sonorous beauty, as though he were playing on unseen chords, while the monks, petrified, greedily drank in his words and gasped with rapture.
老人憤怒地揮舞他的雙手，描述賽馬、鬥牛、戲院的情景，以及藝術家在工作室畫裸女或黏土雕塑她們的情況。他說得鼓舞人心、擲地有聲，有如彈奏看不見的和弦。修士們嚇呆了，著迷的聽著他的話語，狂喜的深呼吸著。
After describing all the charms of the devil, the beauty of evil, and the fascinating grace of the dreadful female form, the old man cursed the devil, turned and shut himself up in his cell.…
老人描述完魔鬼的魅力、邪惡的美麗和迷人優雅的可怕女體之後，他詛咒了魔鬼，便回到房裡將自己關在裡面….

When he came out of his cell in the morning there was not a monk left in the monastery; they had all fled to the town.

當他早上走出房間時，修士院已空無一人，修士們都跑到鎮上去了。
小說翻譯心得
其實一開始在選擇小說時，我只看了小說第一段就決定是這篇了，接著就直接開始翻譯，因此翻譯這篇小說的時候，並沒有將小說看完，而是邊看邊翻，主要是想將自己第一次的理解和感覺翻出來，不加入其它的修飾或補充。在第一次翻譯時我會字字斟酌，考慮翻出來的每一個中文字詞是否符合原文帶給我的感覺。所以在翻譯的過程中，會顧及故事帶給我的感覺而選擇遣詞用字。但這篇故事不太像小說，反而較像是記敘文，著重在敘述風景、修道士的生活和院長的所見所聞，且通篇語調平靜，對話很少，高潮起伏不大，也因為故事內容有關於修道士的關係，一些形容、語調也比較靈性，帶點宗教的味道，且用詞也很淺白、直接。所以這篇文章的風格讓我翻譯得很上手，對於情境也比較好掌握，另一方面也因為閱讀過類似描述風格的文章，這經驗對於翻譯也很有幫助。
在翻譯完第一次後，知道了故事結局重新在校對一次，但跟看完再翻有沒有差我也不太清楚，但相信前者應該翻譯得比較細緻吧！校對兩三次後便開始只看譯文，以讀者的身分來看是否那裏語句不通順，或用詞奇怪的地方，結果檢查了好幾次還是覺得有些用法怪怪的，但也無從改起。小說翻譯遇到最困難的地方就是文意理解，有些句子看了幾次也不清楚意思，或是好像知道意思也不知道怎麼翻，也只能借助字典，字典好處是能提供現成的中文詞彙但也同時限制住了字詞的選擇，像是老師把我翻得“不要臉”改成“肆無忌憚”，自己看了都覺得糗，意思差多了，我翻得時候還疑惑誰會罵自己不要臉，結果是我自己理解錯誤加上過度倚賴英漢字典了。
翻譯小說敘事部份是我最喜歡的地方，閱讀原文時腦中便有一個影像或概念，在翻譯時則用中文將其勾勒出來，過程很像是自己在創作，但當然也要檢查有沒有勾勒的跟原文一樣。而翻譯小說有趣的地方在於角色說話口吻方面的掌握，可惜我這次翻譯的對話很少，故事中裡有一位打獵的人責罵修道院院長，當我第一次翻譯時總覺得不夠到位，責備變得好像是無關痛癢。但在讀原文時會有角色責備人的聲音在腦中出現，語氣跟聲音都活靈活現，而翻成中文時讀起來的感覺又跟剛剛腦中的聲音不一樣，因此開始試想若我是該角色，我會用什麼口吻將怒氣表達出來，雖然之後翻出來的結果還是沒跟腦中的聲音一模一樣，但還是差強人意的採用了，因為總覺得再改又離原文更遠了。
最後看到老師改回的翻譯，不禁暗自佩服，苦想很久翻不出來的句子好像三兩下就被化解了，也發現自己的翻譯還是沒有跳脫英文的框架，在長句中常常省略主詞，且在適當之處要加連接詞，另外也能加進修飾語讓句子更為完整，或加上動詞使句子更生動、有意義，這些是翻譯時未曾注意過的，開始覺得自己的中文好像退步了，對於不合理、不對勁的中文都給忽視之了。最後謝謝老師的批改，讓我知道自己有哪些地方需要注意改進。
