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**The Old Witch and the Old Fool**

I had enjoyed more than a decade of a leisurely bourgeois lifestyle, one should have already been accustomed to comfort, but actually, it wasn’t quite so. I always felt like I was waiting for something, expecting something, though I wasn’t exactly sure what, until one night in the autumn of 2003.

That night, several friends of roughly the same age gathered at a younger family member’s wedding banquet—it was quite a rare coincidence. After the banquet, everyone agreed to come to my house for a drink. Inevitably, a bottle of Chivas was opened following tradition. In our tipsy state, I voiced the feeling I mentioned earlier. One of the attendees, who used to be a famous writer, now almost impossible to find in stores like Eslite or Kingstone, listened intently.

When I expressed this sense of always waiting for something, he immediately said with confidence:

“I know what you’re waiting for.”

“What is it? Tell me,” I genuinely wanted to know.

He smiled on purpose, and sipped his whiskey lightly. Everyone put down their glasses, paying attention to his answer.

“Death,” he said, taking a big gulp. “At our age, what else can we look forward to besides death?”

Instantaneously, it was as if everyone present was stabbed at their sore spot. Each one set their glasses back on the table, their spirits dampened. It wasn’t long before people started making excuses to leave, and more than half of the bottle of whiskey remained.

After seeing each guest off, I returned with a heavy heart and poured myself another full glass. Could it be that what I was waiting for each day was really death? No, that can't be right. You don't need to wait for death; when it comes, it will be extremely merciless and inevitable. There’s no reason to wait for it. Just as I was settling into a tipsy state, I heard a voice:

“Old man, you’ve been waiting for me, haven’t you?”

Sure enough, it was her, Sunflower. Her hair was cut short and completely white, and she was even wearing a low-cut top, looking exactly like an old witch. I had long since grown tired of her—more precisely, afraid of her. During my leisurely bourgeois days, she had appeared multiple times. Around the night the Berlin Wall was brought down in October 1989, she asked me if I had watched the TV coverage. I said, of course. She asked, what did you think? I replied, it was splendid. With the Soviet Union disintegrated, East Germany losing its backing, the Berlin Wall would be dismantled sooner or later. I added that it was the tide of the times; no one could stop it. She simply replied:

“Idiot!”

After the 9/11 incident in 2001, she appeared again, asking if I’d seen the TV coverage. I said I did. She asked, what did you think? I replied, spectacular—such a significant event in history, live broadcast on TV, and the enemy was so clever, using hijacked planes as suicide bombs. I also told her, I had even been to the World Trade Center, the landmark of New York, and had taken in the view from up high... She didn't let me finish and left with just two words:

“Idiot!”

I hadn’t expected her to appear now.

“Old man, have you been waiting for me?” So it was her, and she asked me like that.

“Waiting for you is slightly better than waiting for death. Are you here to call me an idiot again?”

“That’s right. Those who realize they’re idiots are not far from enlightenment.”

“I wouldn’t dare say I’m enlightened or anything. Just don’t scold me and I'll be very grateful.”

“Well, have you never heard of that great master, who in one of his books, used the tone of a clown to say: ‘You should learn to be wise before getting old.’ You should have learned to be wise long ago.”

“Unfortunately, I’m innately foolish.”

“Let me ask you, all these years, have you really been ‘thinking’?”

“Nonsense! A person’s mind only stops thinking after death. They say even in sleep, the brain remains active.”

“Well then, what have you been thinking all these years?”

For a moment, I didn’t know how to answer her. To be honest, I hadn’t thought about any serious issues. I said casually:

“World peace.”

She showed a smile that was enough to send chills down someone’s spine. “Using a TV commercial slogan to brush off an old friend—isn't that too much?”

“But world peace is at least humanity’s common wish, right?”

“Old fool!”

“What did you say?”

“I said besides being an idiot, you’re also a fool—getting more confused as you get older.”

“You old woman, old witch! Getting scarier with age!”

There was a moment of silence, then her voice softly came over to me:

“You don't have to think, but do you even have memories left? Remember, on the train in Guazhen, for whom were you so sad that you turned pale? In Baoji, on a cold snowy night, for whom did you shed tears? When you wrote ‘Peacock,’ you still had a bit of harsh self-discipline. On your 70th birthday, your children toasted you, and while slightly drunk, you called yourself a failure. They couldn't understand what you meant, but I did. I understood that as an idealist, you still felt a bit of self-blame at 70. But now? You live your days in a numbed bourgeois stupor, don't you think about others at all?”

“Enough, I’ve never been someone who only thought about my own wellbeing.”

“So, what are you thinking?”

“Of course, world peace and everyone living healthy lives…”

“You old...” She only uttered one word, and did not finish the sentence.

“Are you about to scold me again?”

“I won't scold you, just ask you. Do you actually look at the world, think about the Earth?”

“I look at it every day.”

“What do you see?”

“Taiwan is about to have a presidential election. The U.S. invading Iraq has been surprisingly smooth…”

“You contemptible old fool!” Her voice was so powerful it was almost shrill, it stunned me! “With America being so domineering, can the world be peaceful?” For a moment, I didn't know how to respond. Gradually, I regained my composure and stammered:

“America’s dominance is inevitable. The Soviet Union is gone. Although China is rising, it’s still far from dominance…”

“What did you say?” The voice was interrogative. “Say it again!”

“Did I say something wrong?” I asked, shocked.

“Old fool, can't you see that today’s China is one China, but two worlds?”

“Yes, one Mainland, one Taiwan!”

    「可惡！你到底是真地老年性癡呆，還是不肯再用大腦了？中國的兩個世界一個是北京、上海等城市的富人們，他們拼命浪費炫耀，彷彿在和美國人比賽，看誰更能揮霍地球資源，另一個世界是貧困地區的窮人。富人們招搖，窮人們嘆息，這些，你難道都不知道？」

    「可是人家都說︱」

    「說什麼？說出來！」

    「人家都說，二十一世紀是中國人的世紀。」

    她的臉色驟變，嚴峻的面龐顯得分外崢嶸，冷冷地笑兩聲才接著說：

    「老傻瓜！你竟笨到連這個都相信嗎？這是中國人自我催眠的咒語，總有一天要替中國人催出一場大禍來。中國究竟想要怎樣？想取代美國？有必要嗎？取代了又能怎樣？老傻瓜，沒事多用用腦筋，你大概認為剛剛過去的二十世紀是美國人的世紀，美國人民生活快樂嗎？十九世紀是大英帝國的世紀，看看當時英國紡織廠的工人生活，還有礦坑下的童工。更早一點則是西班牙人的世紀，整船整船的黃金運回西班牙去，這又怎樣？老傻瓜，你忘了自己說的『我們都是地球人』了嗎？一旦進入地球村時代，那一國人的世界都不重要了，重要的是讓每一個地球村民，都能受到正義和公平的待遇，並且無人有資格揮霍地球資源，無論是美國人還是中國人，都不能浪費揮霍，懂嗎？老傻瓜！」

    「我知道，我懂，葵花，你也不必這麼生氣呀…」

    「見你這樣，能不生氣？再問你，你到底想些什麼？」

    「還是那句話，我希望世界和平，人人過安康的日子。」

    「可惡！也不想想窮人這麼多，世界能和平嗎？」

    「是的！窮人真地越來越多，很難︱」

    「什麼叫很難？是世界和平難？還是解決窮人越來越多的方法很難？」

    「都難，都很難。」

    她終於出現笑，不是笑容，是笑聲。她緊盯著問：

    「來，我問你，你有信仰嗎？回答我呀。」

    「不知你所指的是宗教還是政治，大約都沒有吧。」

    「少騙我，我知道你相信過共產主義。」

 「我連馬克斯或列寧的一本著作都沒看過，只讀過毛澤東的『沁園春』、『詠梅』之類的詩詞，這那裡算得上共產主義，你不要譏笑我好不好。」

    「用不著看亞當斯密的『國富論』，只需懂得不擇手段地賺錢，你也可以成為資本主義的。」

    「可是人家都說，二十歲以前不相信共產主義是沒有良心，三十歲以後仍舊相信共產主義就是沒有智慧。」

    「看！不打自招了吧。老傻瓜，可見得你當了小資以後，便以為自己變聰明了，告訴你，若是智慧都用在賺錢上，智慧再多，也比不上一絲絲的良心，懂嗎？老友，我知你甚深，你年輕時曾經想，若能讓天下人，甚至你曾為之痛心過的那些人，過豐衣足食的日子，你寧願做忠王李秀成，付出你項上的人頭，有這事嗎？」

    「那只是少年輕狂。」

    「可是現在你不這麼想了。」

    「無濟於事，那些幻想都不切實際，辦不到的。」

    「恐怕不是因為辦不到，而是因為你已經變成了小資，你自私自利，你怕死了，對嗎？」

    「老巫婆！」

    「你年輕時尚敢偷偷地相信共產主義，如今看到共產黨都失敗了，便以為共產思想也沒智慧了，難道你不知道共產政權不等同共產黨，共產黨不等同共產思想嗎？一個崇高善良的思想，豈容幾個獨裁者的亂搞便全盤否定？老傻瓜，你仔細想想看，是共產思想沒有智慧，還是那些令人厭惡的政客們的可恥？無論人類的文明多麼進步，禮運大同篇中，人人有飯吃，人人有衣穿，人人有家回的思想，仍舊會是人類社會的普世大法，弱肉強食的掠奪式經濟制度你會信仰嗎？還有他們便宜行事的社會政策和社福法案，想想看，要等多久才會降恩到幾乎佔地球人一半的窮人，老傻瓜，說，說呀！」

    「葵花，老友！我知道妳是唯一懂得我的人，可是，可是我這麼老︱」

    她，竟然發出噗哧一笑的聲音，說：「人家，忙得都沒時間老，而你卻聲聲不離老字。」

    「老不老都一樣，我看是回天乏術了。有時看到各地的天災人禍，看到擁有權利者爭相搶奪權柄，孤弱無助的億萬人眾向誰求助？向何處投訴。越想，心中越不是滋味，越想，便越難以入眠，葵花，原諒我吧，我真地再也做不動什麼了。」

    「於是你就把日子消磨在麻將桌上，跟著電視機裡的傻瓜一塊傻笑。可是你知道我的感覺嗎？老友，我的心像一把鈍刀慢慢凌遲，一刀一刀地，一滴一滴地，滴著血呀！我終生也離不開的好友。

    「我的老友，當我們都年輕時，有過美好的記憶，也築過夢，儘管回憶幾乎都是酸澀的，夢也未曾成真，但我深信，你沒有錯，我們沒有錯，也不是幼稚，對嗎？

    「老友，你還記否我答應過你的盟誓？我會與你偕老，時間真是無情，怎麼這樣匆匆，這樣匆匆！我們竟已白髮滿頭，

雙手顫慄，我，不也老了嗎？我還答應你，與你偕亡！這一天總會來的，我也會跟你一同隨風逸逝。」

    「葵花，謝謝你，我辜負了妳的期待，妳看得出來，我已經做不動什麼了。」

    「誰說的？你能。聽著，從遠處傳來的鋼琴聲為背景，讓我們再築一次夢吧！築偉大的夢，築荒唐的夢，築兒童般地美夢，足以微笑入睡的美夢，讓王子和公主從此過著幸福美好的日子…」

　　　　　＊　　　　　　＊　　　　　　　＊　　　　　　　＊

    就這樣在腦海中閃過許多年，許多年的瑪拉寇斯影子，在葵花的威迫和鼓勵之下成形了。有人說，世界的現狀是由精神病人管理著精神病院，也有人說，想改革這世界很難，不如用革命。

    好了，瑪拉寇斯就是一半用「革命」，一半用「瘋子」，築成的大夢。

