關門 

年齡尚輕的時候，有個守門人傳授他關門的技巧。 

這門哪，最好是常關著；守門人對他說：否則總會有些你不想發生的事發生。 

開了門，會發生什麼事呢？他還年輕，還很好奇。 

開了門；守門人往自己身後一指：門後頭這些柔軟的東西就可能受傷。 

那又怎樣？他不解。 

它們受傷了，你就會淌血；守門人道：它們委屈了，你就會哭。
您怎麼知道的呢？ 

守門人敞開衣襟，露出一道橫過左胸，巨大猙獰、隱隱搏動的疤。 

哇；他吐吐舌頭，又問：難道所有人家的門全都得要緊緊閉著？ 

當然不是；守門人望向遠方：有些門開得巧妙，裡頭可就溫暖美妙得很。 

他環顧四面禿牆裸垣，問：那，或許，我…… 

守門人瞅著他，搖搖頭：憑你的資質，不成。 

他關上門，弓著背抵著門板，在門裡坐下。 

有時外頭傳來猛力的撞擊，他頂著門，不讓外頭的什麼闖進來。 

有時外頭拂過溫柔的撫觸，他頂著門，不讓心裡的什麼衝出去。 

年月走迥，他鬢髮漸白。 

這天，他忽然想起，這麼多年來自己都關著門，倒不知那些柔軟的東西是什麼？ 

側耳聽了會兒，門外似乎沒什麼動靜。 

他顛巍巍地起身，走向那些柔軟的東西；伸手一觸，卻是一驚。 

那東西不軟。是硬的。 

下一個瞬間，那團硬物崩裂成灰。 

他傻了；眼見風起。 

沒了。
The Door

陳思安翻譯
When he was young, a doorkeeper had told him something about the door.

“You’d better keep this door closed, or….” The doorkeeper said to him, “there will be something bad happening in your life.”

What would happen if I open the door? He was very young, full of curiosity.

“Once the door opened,” the doorkeeper pointed at the door behind him and said, “Things inside the door could possibly get hurt. Something soft… something tender... ”

So what? The young man didn’t understand.

The doorkeeper explained, “When they are hurt, you bleed; when they are wronged, you cry.” 

How did you know?

The doorkeeper lifted his shirt and showed a large, ugly scar pulsing on his left chest.  

“Wow!” The young man stuck his tongue out and asked, “Then everyone’s door must remain closed?” 

“Certainly not.” The doorkeeper looked toward the distance. “Some doors were opened pretty well, things inside will be very warm and wonderful.” 

He looked around the shabby walls and asked wondered, “So…maybe I can….”

The doorkeeper stared at him for a while and shook his head, “No! I don’t think you’ve got it in you.” 

Therefore, the young man went inside and closed his door. He bent his back to lean against the door and sat down inside. 

Sometimes there were strong crashing sounds outside the door. He wedged the door closed, not letting anything in.

Sometimes there were tender touches outside the door. He still kept it shut, not letting things inside to get out.

Years went by, his hair and beard had grown white as he aged.

One day he suddenly thought of the door which had been closed for so many years. He wondered what those soft and tender things were, the things that he had so carefully guarded for so many years.

He leaned on the door, trying to listen to the sounds outside.

There seemed to be nothing there.  It should be safe now.
He moved his pace slowly toward those soft things and reached to touch them. He was astonished by the feel.

It was neither tender nor soft. It was hard. Very hard.

At the next moment, the hard thing crumbled into ashes.

He stood there shocked, watching the wind blow the ashes into nothing. 

