洞A hole
蔣含韻翻譯
大部份的時間，洞都不知道自己是什麼。 

For most of the time, the hole doesn’t know what it is. 

洞是水泥牆外頭不知為何崩落形成的。本來該有水泥的地方沒有了，所以有個洞；但正因為那裡什麼都沒有，所以洞也不知道自己該算什麼。
Nobody knows why the cement wall crumbled and created the hole.  Where there used to be cement, now there is only a hole. Since there is nothing else there, the hole cannot tell what or who he is either.

不過幸好這種事情偶爾想起，就當消磨一下時間；不想，也沒關係。 

Fortunately, such though is brought to mind only occasionally. Just consider it a way to kill time. If it doesn’t come up, it will be alright.

某天，她走到牆邊，發現了洞。 

One day a girl came to the wall and found the hole.

嘿；她的唇湊近洞旁，悄悄地說：這是個祕密，我只告訴你哦。 

“Hey!” putting her lips to that hole, she murmured, “Here is a secret just for you.”

嗯。洞暗自答應，安靜地聆聽。 

“Ok”. The hole promised to himself and listened quietly.

她講了很久，有時哭了，有時笑著。講完之後，她的眼睛清澈了，肩膀似乎鬆開了某種束縛。 

She spoke for a long time. Sometimes she sobbed, sometimes she giggled. But when she finished talking, her eyes cleared and she seemed to be released from some vague burden.

那次之後，她幾乎每天都會對洞說話。有時是些生活上的感觸，有時是些心裡面的想法。 

After that, she came and talked to the hole almost every day. Sometimes her words were about life’s feelings and sometimes they came from the bottom of her heart.

聽著聽著，洞覺得自己充實了起來。不是空無一物之處多了什麼東西，而是一種感覺。 

As time flew by, the hole felt himself enriched and filled, not with something concrete, but with feelings.

我應該是存在的吧？洞心想：雖然我自己以為什麼都沒有，但她看起來，我一定是個可以傾訴心事的對象吧？不一定和人一樣有手有腳，但至少是個特別的洞吧？不然她為什麼不去向別的洞說呢？ 

“I must have a presence here,” the hole thought.  ”Though I seem to have nothing, but to her, I must be someone that she could confide in.  Though I may not have hands or feet as a normal person, I am at least a special hole for her, otherwise why doesn’t she go for other holes?

有了這種想法後，洞有時會開始回應她的話，利用流進流出的空氣，有時製造一種安慰的溫暖，有時迸出一種開懷的笑聲。 

Ever since he got such thoughts, he began to respond to the girl now and then. Using the air flow, he created a spirit of reassuring warmth or bursted into jolly laughter from time to time.

好奇妙呀；有天她對洞說：我覺得全世界，你最懂我。 

“How fascinating!” She told the hole one day, “I feel you know my heart best in this world.”

是呀；洞開心地回應。 

“Sure,” the hole replied gaily.

但在隔天，她沒出現。 

But she didn’t show up the next day.

一天，兩天，三天……她到哪兒去了呢？洞很著急，也很迷惑。 

One day turned into days. “Where has she been?” the hole was quite worried and confused.

某天，她走過牆邊，沒有停下腳步。 

Some day she did walk past the wall but didn’t stop.

她與身旁的一名男子走著笑著，似乎完全忘了等在那兒的洞。 

She was with a man. They walked and laughed, totally forgetting the hole that was waiting for her all this time.

洞先是欣喜，再是失望。然後，風把她對男子說的一句話，輕輕地捲進洞裡：好奇妙呀，我覺得全世界，你最懂我。 

The hole was excited at first but ended with disappointment. Then the breeze brought into the hole her words spoken to the man: “How fascinating! I feel you know my heart best in this world.”

是呀是呀；洞由衷地笑了出來，渾然不覺自己居然長出手臂，離開牆面，向她和男子的方向伸去。 

“Yes, indeed,” the hole smiled sincerely. Unaware of what he was doing, all of a sudden he grew arms and left the wall, stretching towards the girl and the man.

男子感覺到了什麼，回頭一瞧。 

The man felt something and turned to look.

怎麼了？她問，男子搖搖頭：我剛覺得後面有人。 

“What’s wrong?” she asked. The man shook his head, “I felt somebody behind just now”

傻瓜；她笑了起來，望向男子身後：什麼都沒有呀……咦？ 

“You fool!” She grinned, looking behind him, “Nothing there. Erm?”

她快步走向洞，招手對男子說：你看，我從前偶爾會對這個洞說話哦。 

She strode toward the hole and waved to the man to come closer, “Look! I used to talk to the hole.”

為什麼？男子湊過臉來：這個洞有什麼特別的嗎？ 

“Why?” the man put his face closer, “Anything special about this hole?”

沒什麼特別的；她搖頭：想想，其實，洞什麼都不是嘛。
“Not really”, she shook her head.  “Come to think of it, holes are just holes.”
