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无解之城
The City Without a Solution

第一式：证明世界，不等于证明问题
The First Form: Proving the World Is Not the Same as Proving the Problem

一、死人不会算错
I. The Dead Make No Errors

天元城下雪的时候，城里死了七个人。
When snow fell on Tianyuan City, seven people died within its walls.

[image: 大雪中的天元城，笔直石桥跨过运河，远处高楼隐在青灰色夜雾里]天元雪夜
Snow over Tianyuan七个人都是当世顶尖的数学家。
All seven were among the finest mathematicians of their age.

第一个死在客栈。
The first died at an inn.

他面前摆着三十六枚黑子，三十五枚白子。每一枚棋子都落在精确的位置上，像一张无人能够看懂的星图。
Thirty-six black stones and thirty-five white stones lay before him. Each occupied an exact position, like a star chart no one could decipher.

他的手里还握着一支笔。
He still held a brush in his hand.

纸上只有半句话：
On the paper was only half a sentence:

“设此命题不可证……”
“Suppose this proposition cannot be proved…”

第二个死在桥上。
The second died on a bridge.

桥是直的。
The bridge was straight.

他的尸体却弯成了一个圆。
His corpse, however, had bent into a circle.

第三个人死得更奇怪。
The third death was stranger still.

他站在自己的房间里，门窗紧闭，地上没有脚印，身上没有伤口。
He stood in his own room, its doors and windows tightly shut. There were no footprints on the floor, no wounds on his body.

可是他的影子不见了。
But his shadow was gone.

[image: 紧闭的书房里，一位书生立在灯下，桌椅都有影子，唯独他没有]消失的影子
The Missing Shadow七个人，七种死法。
Seven people. Seven ways to die.

唯一相同的，是他们额头上都刻着一个字。
The only thing they shared was the single character carved into each forehead.

零。
Zero.

江湖上于是有了一个传言。
And so a rumor spread through the martial world.

传言说，六十年才出现一次的“零碑”，已经重现人间。
The Zero Stele, which appeared only once every sixty years, had returned to the realm of the living.

谁能解开碑上的“天问九式”，谁就能得到天下数学的最终奥义。
Whoever could solve its Nine Forms of Heaven's Questions would obtain the ultimate secret of all mathematics.

那奥义叫作——
That secret was called—

绝对证明。
Absolute Proof.

有人说，它可以证明世上一切真理。
Some said it could prove every truth in the world.

也有人说，它可以让假的变成真的，让不存在的东西从虚空中生长出来。
Others said it could make falsehood true, and bring things that did not exist into being from the void.

还有人说，六十年前，数学武林曾有十九位宗师联手参悟零碑。
Still others said that sixty years earlier, nineteen grandmasters of the mathematical martial world had joined forces to fathom the Zero Stele.

最后只活下来一个。
Only one survived.

活下来的那个人，从此再也没有说过一句话。
The survivor never spoke another word.

因为他的舌头还在。
For his tongue was still there.

可他说出的每一句话，都会变成真的。
But every word he spoke would become true.

二、最笨的女人
II. The Most Foolish Woman

天元城外，破庙。
Outside Tianyuan City. A ruined temple.

一个女人正坐在火边烤馒头。
A woman sat beside the fire, toasting a steamed bun.

她叫沈虹。
Her name was Shen Hong.

[image: 沈虹：在答案之前，先看见问题。]沈虹：在答案之前，先看见问题。
Shen Hong: Before seeing the answer, see the question.

她的名字很响。
Her name was well known.

不是因为她聪明。
Not because she was clever.

而是因为她笨。
Because she was foolish.

她曾在北冥书院学了四年最基础的“数息功”，同门弟子一天便能掌握，她用了三个月。
At Beiming Academy she had spent four years studying the most elementary Breath-Counting Art. Her fellow disciples mastered it in a day; she had needed three months.

先生问她：“一加一等于多少？”
Her teacher asked, “What is one plus one?”

她想了很久。
She thought for a long time.

“要看在什么地方。”
“That depends on where you are.”

先生冷笑：“难道一加一还能不等于二？”
The teacher sneered. “Can one plus one possibly be anything but two?”

沈虹点头。
Shen Hong nodded.

“在模二之域里，等于零。”
“In the field modulo two, it is zero.”

先生的笑容便僵住了。
The teacher's smile froze.

后来，所有人都说她不是笨。
Later, everyone said she was not foolish.

她只是慢。
She was simply slow.

慢得像一条河。
Slow as a river.

别人看见浪花的时候，她在看河床。
When others saw the waves, she was looking at the riverbed.

别人看见答案的时候，她在看问题为什么存在。
When others saw an answer, she was looking at why the question existed.

破庙的门忽然开了。
The ruined temple's door suddenly opened.

风卷着雪冲进来。
Wind swept snow inside.

[image: 沈虹在破庙火边烤馒头，白衣空白客站在被风雪推开的门口]破庙里的来客
A Visitor at the Ruined Temple一个白衣人站在门口。
A man in white stood in the doorway.

他的脸很白。
His face was pale.

白得像一张尚未写字的纸。
Pale as a sheet of paper on which nothing had yet been written.

沈虹没有抬头。
Shen Hong did not look up.

“门外没有脚印。”
“There are no footprints outside.”

白衣人道：“我不走路。”
The man in white said, “I do not walk.”

“你也没有影子。”
“You have no shadow, either.”

“我不需要影子。”
“I have no need of one.”

沈虹翻了翻馒头。
Shen Hong turned the bun over.

“死人当然不需要。”
“The dead have no need of shadows, of course.”

白衣人笑了。
The man in white smiled.

“你怎么知道我是死人？”
“How do you know I am dead?”

沈虹道：“活人进门，先看火。死人进门，先看人。”
“When the living enter, they look first at the fire,” Shen Hong said. “The dead look first at the people.”

白衣人的笑容慢慢消失。
His smile slowly faded.

他叫空白客。
He was called the Blank Wanderer.

十三年前，他是中州算宗最年轻的长老。
Thirteen years earlier, he had been the youngest elder of the Central Plains Calculation Sect.

三年前，他死在无穷崖。
Three years earlier, he had died at Infinity Cliff.

现在，他却站在这里。
And yet here he stood.

“零碑今夜开。”
“The Zero Stele opens tonight,”

他说。
he said.

“天下高手都已入城。”
“All the great masters have entered the city.”

沈虹问：“你来请我？”
“Have you come to invite me?” Shen Hong asked.

“不。”
“No.”

空白客看着她。
The Blank Wanderer looked at her.

“我来杀你。”
“I have come to kill you.”

馒头已经烤焦。
The bun had burned.

沈虹把它掰开。
Shen Hong broke it open.

焦黑的外壳里面，仍是白的。
Beneath the blackened crust, it was still white.

她咬了一口。
She took a bite.

“为什么？”
“Why?”

“因为你是第八个人。”
“Because you are the eighth.”

“什么第八个人？”
“The eighth what?”

“第八个必须死的人。”
“The eighth person who must die.”

空白客出手。
The Blank Wanderer struck.

没有刀。
There was no saber.

没有剑。
No sword.

甚至没有风声。
Not even the sound of wind.

他只在虚空中写了一个“一”。
He merely wrote the character for “one” in the empty air.

一道笔直的白光骤然出现，将整座破庙从中间切开。
A perfectly straight beam of white light appeared, cleaving the ruined temple down the middle.

神州数学武林，有三大杀术。
In the mathematical martial world of the Divine Land, there were three supreme killing arts.

算宗的“穷举刀”，可以将敌人的所有退路逐一斩断。
The Calculation Sect's Exhaustive Enumeration Saber could cut off every possible avenue of retreat, one by one.

几何谷的“公理剑”，一旦出手，便不容违背。
Geometry Valley's Axiom Sword permitted no defiance once it was drawn.

最可怕的却是早已失传的“定义术”。
Most terrifying of all, however, was the long-lost Art of Definition.

定义一个人已经死去。
Define a person as dead.

那么那个人，就必须死。
Then that person must die.

空白客伸出手指，在空气里写道：
The Blank Wanderer extended a finger and wrote in the air:

沈虹，是一个死人。
Shen Hong is a dead person.

天地突然安静。
Heaven and earth fell silent.

火焰静止。
The flames stood still.

雪花悬在半空。
Snowflakes hung in midair.

沈虹的脸迅速失去血色。
The color drained rapidly from Shen Hong's face.

她的心脏停了。
Her heart stopped.

空白客转身。
The Blank Wanderer turned away.

他知道，定义从不撒谎。
He knew that a definition never lied.

身后却传来一个声音。
But a voice came from behind him.

“你的定义，不完整。”
“Your definition is incomplete.”

空白客猛然回头。
The Blank Wanderer whipped around.

沈虹仍坐在火边。
Shen Hong was still sitting by the fire.

她的心脏虽然没有跳动，人却还活着。
Though her heart no longer beat, she remained alive.

“你写的是‘沈虹是一个死人’。”
“You wrote, ‘Shen Hong is a dead person,’”

她说。
she said.

“却没有说明，是哪一个沈虹。”
“But you did not specify which Shen Hong.”

空白客的瞳孔骤然收缩。
The Blank Wanderer's pupils contracted.

火光中，出现了两个沈虹。
Two Shen Hongs appeared in the firelight.

接着是四个。
Then four.

八个。
Eight.

十六个。
Sixteen.

无数个沈虹坐在无数堆篝火旁，同时抬起头。
Countless Shen Hongs sat beside countless fires, raising their heads together.

[image: 无数个沈虹映在火光中，空白客被困在首尾相接的莫比乌斯带上]莫比乌斯牢
The Möbius Prison“当对象不能唯一确定时，定义便失去效力。”
“When the object cannot be uniquely determined, the definition loses its force.”

她们同时开口。
They spoke as one.

声音像无数条河流汇入大海。
Their voices were like countless rivers pouring into the sea.

“这是集合宗最基础的课。”
“This is the most elementary lesson of the Set Sect.”

空白客想退。
The Blank Wanderer tried to retreat.

他忽然发现，自己已站在一个圆环上。
Suddenly he discovered that he stood on a ring.

无论往哪个方向走，都会回到沈虹面前。
Whichever way he went, he returned to Shen Hong.

拓扑秘术——莫比乌斯牢。
A secret art of topology: the Möbius Prison.

空白客终于变了脸色。
At last, the Blank Wanderer's expression changed.

“谁教你的？”
“Who taught you this?”

沈虹道：“没人教。”
“No one,” Shen Hong said.

“绝不可能。”
“Impossible.”

“所以我学得很慢。”
“That is why I learn so slowly.”

她伸出两根手指，夹住了那道足以切开破庙的白光。
She stretched out two fingers and caught the white light that could cleave a temple in two.

然后轻轻一折。
Then she gave it a gentle bend.

直线弯了。
The straight line curved.

[image: 沈虹用两根手指夹弯白色光线，空白客在崩裂的庙梁前后退]直线弯了
The Straight Line Bends公理碎了。
The axiom shattered.

空白客胸口出现一道裂痕。
A crack appeared across the Blank Wanderer's chest.

裂痕中没有血。
There was no blood inside.

只有一片漆黑。
Only darkness.

临死前，他看着沈虹。
As he lay dying, he looked at Shen Hong.

“你不该进城。”
“You must not enter the city.”

“为什么？”
“Why?”

“因为零碑要找的不是答案。”
“Because the Zero Stele is not seeking an answer.”

“那是什么？”
“What is it seeking?”

空白客的身体开始消散。
His body began to dissolve.

“是一个可以承受答案的人。”
“Someone who can bear the answer.”

[image: 空白客：以定义杀人，以空白葬世。]空白客：以定义杀人，以空白葬世。
The Blank Wanderer: To kill by definition, to bury the world in blankness.

三、数学武林
III. The Mathematical Martial World

天元城里，有一座楼。
In Tianyuan City stood a tower.

楼高九十九层。
It was ninety-nine stories high.

它没有楼梯。
It had no stairs.

因为真正的高手，从不走寻常路径。
True masters never took ordinary paths.

一楼坐着算宗。
The Calculation Sect sat on the first floor.

他们人人带着算盘，珠子一动，便能推演敌人未来三百六十种变化。
Every member carried an abacus. A shift of its beads could work out three hundred and sixty possible moves an enemy might make.

二楼坐着几何谷。
Geometry Valley occupied the second floor.

他们面前没有酒菜，只有圆规与直尺。桌子方方正正，连酒杯之间的距离都完全相等。
No food or wine stood before them, only compasses and straightedges. Their tables were perfectly square; even the wine cups were spaced at precisely equal distances.

三楼坐着概率楼。
Probability Tower sat on the third floor.

他们赌命。
They gambled with lives.

赌桌上摆的不是银子，而是人的寿数。
Their gaming tables held no silver, only the years allotted to human beings.

四楼是拓扑门。
On the fourth floor was the Topology School.

那些人的衣服没有内外，酒壶没有壶口，明明坐在桌旁，却又像坐在桌子的另一面。
Their clothes had neither inside nor outside; their wine flasks had no mouths. Though they plainly sat beside their tables, they also seemed to sit on the tables' other side.

五楼无人敢去。
No one dared visit the fifth floor.

因为那里坐着混沌海的人。
The people of the Sea of Chaos were there.

混沌海的弟子从不主动杀人。
Its disciples never killed anyone directly.

他们只轻轻扇动一下翅膀。
They merely gave a gentle flutter of wings.

三日后，千里外便会发生一场足以毁城的风暴。
Three days later, a thousand miles away, a storm powerful enough to destroy a city would arise.

今夜，九十九层全都坐满。
Tonight, all ninety-nine floors were full.

[image: 各门派高手聚在九十九层楼内，一块没有文字的黑碑从地底升起]九十九层的江湖
The Ninety-Nine-Storey Gathering江湖上能来的高手，全都来了。
Every master in the martial world who could come had come.

圆觉大师来了。
Master Yuanjue had arrived.

他是拓扑门百年来唯一参透“万物同胚”的人。据说在他眼里，茶杯与铁环毫无区别，生门与死门也没有区别。
He was the only person in a century of the Topology School's history to grasp the Homeomorphism of All Things. It was said that in his eyes a teacup and an iron ring were no different, nor were the gates of life and death.

叶孤衡来了。
Ye Guheng had arrived.

几何谷谷主。
The lord of Geometry Valley.

他的剑名为“尺规”。
His sword was named Compass and Straightedge.

剑出之后，世上便只剩下直线。
Once it was drawn, only straight lines remained in the world.

赌神柳三千也来了。
Liu Sanqian, the God of Gamblers, had come as well.

[image: 柳三千：以概率为刃，以胜负入局。]柳三千：以概率为刃，以胜负入局。
Liu Sanqian: With probability for a blade, he enters the game of victory and defeat.

他从未输过。
He had never lost.

因为他不是赌结果。
For he did not gamble on outcomes.

他赌概率。
He gambled on probability.

只要胜算超过一半，他就下注。
Whenever his chance of winning exceeded one half, he placed his bet.

只要胜算低于一半，他便杀掉庄家。
Whenever it fell below one half, he killed the dealer.

最后来的是一个戴着青铜面具的人。
The last to arrive wore a bronze mask.

没有人知道他的名字。
No one knew his name.

人们只叫他——
They called him only—

证明者。
The Prover.

六十年前，十九位宗师参悟零碑，唯一活下来的，正是他。
Of the nineteen grandmasters who had studied the Zero Stele sixty years before, he alone had survived.

他走上九十九楼。
He ascended to the ninety-ninth floor.

所有声音立刻停止。
Every sound immediately ceased.

证明者的手中，提着一颗人头。
The Prover carried a severed head in his hand.

空白客的人头。
The Blank Wanderer's head.

“第八个人没有死。”
“The eighth person did not die,”

他说。
he said.

声音从面具后传出，像两块冰互相摩擦。
His voice came from behind the mask like two blocks of ice scraping together.

“所以零碑提前开启。”
“So the Zero Stele opens early.”

大地震动。
The earth shook.

九十九层高楼忽然从中间裂开。
The ninety-nine-story tower suddenly split down the middle.

一道黑色石碑从地底缓缓升起。
A black stone stele rose slowly from the ground.

石碑没有文字。
There was no writing on it.

可是每个人看见它时，眼前都出现了不同的问题。
Yet everyone who looked upon it saw a different question.

圆觉大师看见的是：
Master Yuanjue saw:

一个没有内外的世界，何处是边界？
In a world with neither inside nor outside, where is the boundary?

叶孤衡看见的是：
Ye Guheng saw:

若两条平行线终于相交，错的是世界，还是公理？
If two parallel lines should finally meet, is the world wrong, or the axiom?

柳三千看见的是：
Liu Sanqian saw:

当概率为零，事情是否仍会发生？
When the probability is zero, can the event still occur?

证明者看见了什么，没有人知道。
No one knew what the Prover saw.

因为他的青铜面具裂开了一条缝。
For a crack had opened in his bronze mask.

缝里流出的不是血。
What flowed from it was not blood.

是光。
It was light.

“零碑已开。”
“The Zero Stele has opened,”

他说。
he said.

“天问九式，胜者独得。”
“The Nine Forms of Heaven's Questions belong to the victor alone.”

话音刚落，柳三千已经出手。
Before his words had faded, Liu Sanqian struck.

他掷出三枚骰子。
He threw three dice.

骰子在空中旋转。
They spun through the air.

第一枚骰子有六个面。
The first had six faces.

第二枚有一百个面。
The second had a hundred.

第三枚却没有面。
The third had none.

“我赌叶谷主先死。”
“I wager that Lord Ye dies first,”

他笑道。
he said, smiling.

概率一旦下注，命运便开始倾斜。
Once a wager of probability was placed, fate began to tilt.

叶孤衡冷冷看他。
Ye Guheng looked at him coldly.

“胜算多少？”
“What are your odds?”

“六成。”
“Six in ten.”

“太低。”
“Too low.”

叶孤衡拔剑。
Ye Guheng drew his sword.

剑光一闪。
Sword-light flashed.

整座九十九楼突然被切成两个绝对对称的部分。
The entire ninety-nine-story tower was suddenly cut into two perfectly symmetrical halves.

所有人的左手边，都出现了另一个自己。
To everyone's left appeared another self.

两个柳三千同时掷骰。
Two Liu Sanqians cast their dice together.

一个赌叶孤衡先死。
One wagered that Ye Guheng would die first.

另一个却赌自己先死。
The other wagered that he himself would.

相反的概率互相抵消。
Opposing probabilities canceled each other out.

柳三千脸色骤变。
Liu Sanqian's face changed abruptly.

叶孤衡的剑已到他眉心。
Ye Guheng's sword had already reached the point between his brows.

就在此时，圆觉大师忽然伸手，将一个酒杯倒置。
At that instant, Master Yuanjue reached out and turned a wine cup upside down.

剑尖刺入酒杯。
The sword's tip pierced the cup.

却从千丈之外的城门上穿了出来。
And emerged from the city gate a thousand zhang away.

空间被折叠了。
Space had been folded.

[image: 圆觉倒置酒杯，叶孤衡的剑尖进入杯中，却从远处城门穿出]杯中折叠的千丈
A Thousand Fathoms Folded into a Cup“阿弥陀佛。”
“Amitabha,”

圆觉大师道。
said Master Yuanjue.

“还未见题，何必先杀人？”
“We have not yet seen the problem. Why kill each other first?”

柳三千笑了。
Liu Sanqian smiled.

“和尚，你刚才救我，是不是也算下注？”
“Monk, does saving me count as placing a wager?”

圆觉大师叹息。
Master Yuanjue sighed.

“贫僧赌你不会谢我。”
“This humble monk wagers that you will not thank me.”

“你赢了。”
“You win.”

柳三千反手一掌。
Liu Sanqian struck with a backhanded palm.

掌中飞出无数枚铜钱。
Countless copper coins flew from his hand.

每枚铜钱都有正反两面。
Each had two sides.

它们在空中不断翻转。
They tumbled endlessly in the air.

一半是生。
Half were life.

一半是死。
Half were death.

圆觉大师的身体忽然在实与虚之间闪烁。
Master Yuanjue's body began to flicker between substance and emptiness.

只要铜钱落地，他便会被随机决定生死。
The moment the coins fell, chance would decide whether he lived or died.

可铜钱永远没有落地。
But the coins never fell.

一只手接住了它们。
A hand caught them.

沈虹来了。
Shen Hong had arrived.

她穿着灰衣，背着一把旧算盘。
She wore gray and carried an old abacus on her back.

柳三千眯起眼睛。
Liu Sanqian narrowed his eyes.

“你是谁？”
“Who are you?”

“沈虹。”
“Shen Hong.”

“没听说过。”
“Never heard of you.”

“我也没听说过你。”
“I have never heard of you, either.”

柳三千笑得更开心。
Liu Sanqian's smile broadened.

“很好。”
“Excellent.”

“为什么好？”
“Why excellent?”

“因为无知的人，通常死得没有恐惧。”
“Because the ignorant usually die without fear.”

他说完，猛然掀翻赌桌。
With that, he overturned the gaming table.

桌下竟是一片星空。
Beneath it lay a sky full of stars.

无数颗星辰高速旋转，每一颗都代表一种可能。
Countless stars spun at tremendous speed, each representing a possibility.

柳三千双手一合。
Liu Sanqian brought his hands together.

“概率坍缩。”
“Probability Collapse.”

所有星辰同时熄灭。
All the stars went out at once.

只剩下一颗。
Only one remained.

在那个唯一的未来里，沈虹已经死了。
In that sole remaining future, Shen Hong was already dead.

柳三千走到她面前。
Liu Sanqian walked up to her.

“我不必杀你。”
“I have no need to kill you.”

“因为在唯一剩下的结果里，你本来就是死人。”
“In the only remaining outcome, you are already dead.”

沈虹却低头看了看脚下。
But Shen Hong looked down at the ground beneath her feet.

“你确定只剩一种结果？”
“Are you certain there is only one outcome left?”

柳三千道：“当然。”
“Of course,” Liu Sanqian said.

“可你忘了一件事。”
“But you have forgotten something.”

“什么事？”
“What?”

“观察者也是结果的一部分。”
“The observer is also part of the outcome.”

她抬起头。
She raised her head.

九十九层楼里，忽然出现了成千上万个柳三千。
Thousands upon thousands of Liu Sanqians suddenly appeared in the ninety-nine-story tower.

每一个柳三千都在观察另一个柳三千。
Each was observing another Liu Sanqian.

每一次观察，都产生新的分支。
Every observation produced new branches.

刚刚坍缩的星空轰然爆开。
The starry sky that had just collapsed burst open with a roar.

未来重新分裂。
The future split apart once more.

[image: 沈虹站在翻倒的赌桌前，无数柳三千与重新分裂的星空围绕着她]重新分裂的未来
The Future Branches Again一万种。
Ten thousand possibilities.

十万种。
A hundred thousand.

亿万种。
Hundreds of millions.

柳三千吐出一口血。
Liu Sanqian spat blood.

他毕生操纵概率。
He had manipulated probability all his life.

却第一次被概率吞没。
Now, for the first time, probability swallowed him.

“这是什么功夫？”
“What martial art is this?”

沈虹道：“我不知道。”
“I do not know,” Shen Hong said.

“不知道？”
“You do not know?”

“我只是不相信，你有资格替宇宙删掉其他答案。”
“I simply do not believe you have the right to erase the universe's other answers.”

四、一招杀尽天下天才
IV. One Stroke to Kill Every Genius Under Heaven

证明者一直没有出手。
The Prover had not made a move.

他只是看着。
He merely watched.

仿佛所有人的生死，都与他无关。
As if no one's life or death concerned him.

直到零碑上出现第一道裂痕。
Until the first crack appeared in the Zero Stele.

裂痕像一只睁开的眼睛。
The crack resembled an opening eye.

碑上终于浮现出第一行字：
At last, a first line of words emerged upon the stone:

若真理必须被证明，证明本身由谁证明？
If truth must be proved, who proves the proof itself?

楼中无人说话。
No one in the tower spoke.

这是天问第一式。
This was the First Form of Heaven's Questions.

也是最简单的一式。
The simplest form of all.

可一炷香后，已有十二名高手倒下。
Yet before a stick of incense had burned away, twelve masters had fallen.

他们没有受伤。
They were not wounded.

他们只是开始证明。
They had simply begun to prove.

证明自己的证明。
To prove their own proofs.

再证明证明自己的证明。
Then to prove the proofs of their own proofs.

一层套着一层。
Layer within layer.

永无尽头。
Without end.

他们的头发瞬间变白，身体迅速枯萎，仿佛在一息之间活过了几千年。
Their hair turned white in an instant, their bodies swiftly withering, as though thousands of years had passed in a single breath.

圆觉大师闭上眼。
Master Yuanjue closed his eyes.

“不能答。”
“We cannot answer.”

叶孤衡握紧剑。
Ye Guheng tightened his grip on his sword.

“也不能不答。”
“Nor can we refuse.”

零碑上出现第二行字：
A second line appeared on the Zero Stele:

若不能回答，即为失败。
To fail to answer is to fail.

第三行紧接着出现：
A third line immediately followed:

若回答，便须证明回答为真。
To answer, you must prove your answer true.

柳三千面无人色。
All color drained from Liu Sanqian's face.

“这是死局。”
“It is a death trap.”

“不。”
“No.”

证明者终于开口。
At last, the Prover spoke.

[image: 证明者：万理归一，众法俯首。]证明者：万理归一，众法俯首。
The Prover: All truths converge as one; all arts bow before him.

“这是筛选。”
“It is a selection.”

他抬起手。
He raised his hand.

青铜面具彻底裂开。
His bronze mask split apart completely.

面具下面没有脸。
Beneath it there was no face.

只有一道不断旋转的黑色深渊。
Only a black abyss, endlessly turning.

“六十年前，我们十九个人来到这里。”
“Sixty years ago, nineteen of us came here.”

“十八个人想解开零碑。”
“Eighteen sought to solve the Zero Stele.”

“只有我明白，零碑根本不是一道题。”
“I alone understood that the Zero Stele was never a problem.”

圆觉大师问：“那是什么？”
“What was it, then?” Master Yuanjue asked.

证明者道：“一扇门。”
“A door,” said the Prover.

“门后是什么？”
“What lies beyond it?”

“没有矛盾的世界。”
“A world without contradiction.”

所有人都沉默了。
Everyone fell silent.

没有矛盾。
No contradictions.

意味着没有争论。
That meant no disputes.

没有错误。
No errors.

没有无法证明的命题。
No unprovable propositions.

世上的每件事，都有唯一答案。
Everything in the world would have one unique answer.

每个人，都有唯一命运。
Every person, one unique fate.

叶孤衡冷冷道：“这样的世界，与坟墓何异？”
“How would such a world differ from a tomb?” Ye Guheng asked coldly.

证明者看向他。
The Prover looked at him.

“坟墓至少是安静的。”
“At least a tomb is quiet.”

他伸出手。
He stretched out his hand.

九十九层楼忽然消失。
The ninety-nine-story tower vanished.

所有人落入一个纯白世界。
Everyone fell into a world of pure white.

这里没有天。
There was no sky.

没有地。
No earth.

没有方向。
No direction.

证明者站在中央。
The Prover stood at its center.

他只说了一个字。
He spoke a single word.

“定。”
“Fixed.”

所有人被钉在虚空中。
Everyone was pinned in the void.

算宗高手的算盘不再拨动。
The Calculation Sect's masters could no longer move the beads of their abacuses.

几何谷的剑无法弯曲。
Geometry Valley's swords could no longer bend.

概率楼的骰子每次都掷出相同点数。
Probability Tower's dice rolled the same number every time.

拓扑门的空间也被彻底展平。
Even the Topology School's space was flattened utterly.

这不是武功。
This was no martial art.

这是规则。
These were rules.

证明者已经得到了一部分“绝对证明”。
The Prover had already acquired a portion of Absolute Proof.

他说直线不能弯，直线便不能弯。
If he said a straight line could not bend, then it could not bend.

他说人不能飞，人便会坠落。
If he said a human could not fly, then that human would fall.

他说一件事不可能发生，那件事便永远失去存在的资格。
If he said an event could not occur, it forever lost its right to exist.

“江湖之所以混乱，是因为答案太多。”
“The martial world is in chaos because there are too many answers,”

证明者缓缓道。
the Prover said slowly.

“门派之所以厮杀，是因为每个人都相信自己的公理。”
“The sects slaughter one another because each believes in its own axioms.”

“从今以后，只需要一套公理。”
“From this day forward, we need only one set of axioms.”

“我的公理。”
“Mine.”

叶孤衡忽然笑了。
Ye Guheng suddenly laughed.

“你想做皇帝？”
“You wish to be emperor?”

“皇帝统治人。”
“An emperor rules people,”

证明者道。
said the Prover.

“我要统治真理。”
“I shall rule truth.”

他抬起手指，指向叶孤衡。
He raised a finger toward Ye Guheng.

“叶孤衡从未存在。”
“Ye Guheng never existed.”

话音落下。
As the words fell,

叶孤衡的身体开始透明。
Ye Guheng's body began to turn transparent.

没有人能阻止。
No one could stop it.

因为证明者已从世界的定义中，将他删除。
For the Prover had deleted him from the definition of the world.

叶孤衡看着自己的手。
Ye Guheng looked at his hand.

手正在消失。
It was disappearing.

他忽然拔剑。
Suddenly, he drew his sword.

这一剑不是刺向证明者。
He did not thrust at the Prover.

而是刺向自己。
He thrust at himself.

鲜血飞出。
Blood flew.

血在纯白世界里画出一道歪斜的线。
It drew a crooked line across the world of pure white.

证明者冷冷道：“直线不会弯。”
“A straight line does not bend,” the Prover said coldly.

叶孤衡道：“这是血。”
“This is blood,” Ye Guheng said.

“不是线。”
“Not a line.”

证明者第一次怔住。
For the first time, the Prover faltered.

叶孤衡大笑。
Ye Guheng laughed aloud.

他用自己最后的血，在空中画出一个歪歪扭扭的三角形。
With the last of his blood, he drew a crooked triangle in the air.

“三角形内角和，未必是一百八十度。”
“The angles of a triangle need not sum to a hundred and eighty degrees.”

“公理不是天。”
“Axioms are not heaven.”

“只是人选择相信的起点。”
“They are merely the starting points people choose to believe.”

剑断。
The sword broke.

人散。
The man dispersed.

几何谷主叶孤衡，从此消失。
Ye Guheng, lord of Geometry Valley, vanished from the world.

可那道歪斜的血线留了下来。
But the crooked line of blood remained.
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An Exception in the White World证明者看着它。
The Prover stared at it.

深渊般的脸上，第一次出现波动。
For the first time, a tremor passed through his abyssal face.

沈虹忽然明白了。
Suddenly, Shen Hong understood.

叶孤衡不是在攻击他。
Ye Guheng had not been attacking him.

他是在污染那个绝对纯净的世界。
He had been contaminating that perfectly pure world.

只要出现一个例外，绝对证明便不再绝对。
If even one exception appeared, Absolute Proof would no longer be absolute.

“杀了她。”
“Kill her.”

证明者忽然指向沈虹。
The Prover suddenly pointed at Shen Hong.

纯白世界中，所有高手同时转身。
All the masters in the white world turned as one.

他们的眼睛已经没有神采。
There was no light left in their eyes.

他们被重新定义成了证明者的傀儡。
They had been redefined as the Prover's puppets.

圆觉大师一掌拍来。
Master Yuanjue struck with his palm.

掌心之中，是一个没有边界的洞。
At its center lay a hole without a boundary.

柳三千掷出骰子。
Liu Sanqian threw his dice.

骰子六面全是死。
All six faces read death.

算宗三十六位长老同时拨动算盘，将沈虹所有逃生路线一一算尽。
Thirty-six elders of the Calculation Sect worked their abacuses together, calculating every possible route of escape for Shen Hong.

她无路可走。
She had nowhere to go.

于是她没有走。
So she did not go anywhere.

她闭上眼。
She closed her eyes.

像是在等死。
As if waiting for death.

证明者问：“你放弃了？”
“Have you given up?” the Prover asked.

沈虹摇头。
Shen Hong shook her head.

“我在想一道很简单的题。”
“I am thinking about a very simple question.”

“什么题？”
“What question?”

“你能不能证明，自己永远不会错？”
“Can you prove that you will never be wrong?”

证明者道：“能。”
“I can,” said the Prover.

“用什么证明？”
“With what?”

“绝对证明。”
“Absolute Proof.”

“绝对证明为什么正确？”
“Why is Absolute Proof correct?”

“因为它可以证明自身。”
“Because it can prove itself.”

沈虹睁开眼。
Shen Hong opened her eyes.

“那么，在它证明自身正确之前，它已经正确了吗？”
“Then before it has proved itself correct, is it already correct?”

纯白世界忽然震动。
The world of pure white suddenly shook.

证明者沉默。
The Prover fell silent.

沈虹继续道：“若它尚未正确，便不能证明自己。”
“If it is not yet correct, it cannot prove itself,” Shen Hong continued.

“若它已经正确，又何须证明？”
“If it is already correct, why does it need proof?”

第一道裂纹出现在纯白天空。
The first fissure appeared in the white sky.

圆觉大师的手停在半空。
Master Yuanjue's hand stopped in midair.

柳三千的骰子裂成两半。
Liu Sanqian's dice split in half.

证明者厉声道：“住口！”
“Silence!” the Prover cried harshly.

沈虹却向前走了一步。
But Shen Hong took a step forward.

“你不是没有答案。”
“It is not that you have no answer.”

“你是不敢回答。”
“You dare not answer.”

“因为你一旦回答，就会发现——”
“Because the moment you answer, you will discover—”

她拔出背后的旧算盘。
She drew the old abacus from her back.

算盘上只有一颗珠子。
It held only one bead.

一颗黑色的珠子。
A single black bead.

“任何能容纳全部真理的体系，都必然有它无法在自身内部证明的东西。”
“Any system that can encompass all truth must contain something it cannot prove from within itself.”

黑珠落下。
The black bead fell.

天地轰鸣。
Heaven and earth thundered.

这一招没有名字。
This move had no name.

因为名字也是定义。
For a name was also a definition.

它不是剑法。
It was no sword technique.

不是掌法。
No palm technique.

甚至不是数学。
Not even mathematics.

它只是一个无法被体系吞下的问题。
It was merely a question the system could not swallow.

一粒砂，掉进了完美的齿轮。
A grain of sand had fallen into perfect gears.

齿轮开始崩裂。
The gears began to break.

纯白世界里出现颜色。
Color appeared in the pure white world.
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One Black Bead, a World of Color先是一点红。
First a speck of red.

那是叶孤衡留下的血。
The blood Ye Guheng had left behind.

然后是一点蓝。
Then a speck of blue.

一点青。
A speck of green.

一点黑。
A speck of black.

颜色越来越多。
More and more colors appeared.

错误重新出现。
Error returned.

偶然重新出现。
Chance returned.

弯曲重新出现。
Curvature returned.

不可能的事，也重新获得了发生的机会。
And impossible things regained the possibility of happening.

证明者发出一声怒吼。
The Prover roared in fury.

“你知道自己做了什么吗？”
“Do you know what you have done?”

“你让世界重新变得不完美！”
“You have made the world imperfect again!”

沈虹道：“世界本来就不完美。”
“The world was imperfect to begin with,” Shen Hong said.

“人会犯错！”
“People will make mistakes!”

“所以人会改。”
“And so people will change.”

“真理会冲突！”
“Truths will conflict!”

“所以真理才需要被寻找。”
“And so truth must be sought.”

“会有永远无法解决的问题！”
“There will be problems that can never be solved!”

沈虹看着他。
Shen Hong looked at him.

“那又怎样？”
“So what?”

证明者怔住。
The Prover froze.

沈虹一字字道：
Shen Hong spoke each word distinctly:

“人活着，不是为了把所有问题消灭。”
“People do not live in order to eliminate every question.”

“有时，是为了让问题继续存在。”
“Sometimes we live to let questions continue to exist.”

五、零的真身
V. The True Form of Zero

纯白世界彻底破碎。
The pure white world shattered completely.

众人重新回到九十九层高楼。
They all returned to the ninety-nine-story tower.

零碑正在燃烧。
The Zero Stele was burning.

黑色的火焰中，出现了最后一道题。
Within its black flames, one final question appeared.

只有四个字：
Only four characters:

谁是零？
Who is zero?

所有人都看向沈虹。
Everyone looked at Shen Hong.

沈虹却看向证明者。
But Shen Hong looked at the Prover.

青铜面具已经化成灰。
His bronze mask had turned to ash.

那张深渊般的脸，也正在坍塌。
His abyssal face was collapsing too.

深渊深处，竟蜷缩着一个孩子。
And deep within that abyss, a child lay curled up.

一个很小的孩子。
A very small child.

他抱着膝盖，浑身发抖。
He hugged his knees, trembling all over.

沈虹问：“你是谁？”
“Who are you?” Shen Hong asked.

孩子道：“我不知道。”
“I do not know,” said the child.

“你为什么要创造没有矛盾的世界？”
“Why did you want to create a world without contradiction?”

“因为他们总是争。”
“Because they were always arguing.”

“谁？”
“Who?”

“我的师父们。”
“My masters.”

孩子抬起头。
The child raised his head.

“六十年前，他们十九个人来到这里。”
“Sixty years ago, nineteen of them came here.”

“每个人都说自己的答案才是真的。”
“Each said that only his own answer was true.”

“他们互相证明。”
“They offered proofs against one another.”

“互相反驳。”
“Refuted one another.”

“最后，他们开始互相残杀。”
“In the end, they began killing one another.”

“我只想找到一个所有人都不能反对的答案。”
“I only wanted to find an answer no one could oppose.”

沈虹沉默。
Shen Hong was silent.

她终于明白。
At last she understood.

六十年前活下来的，并不是证明者。
The survivor sixty years ago had not been the Prover.

而是零碑。
It had been the Zero Stele.

零碑吞掉了最后一个幸存者的恐惧、执念与孤独，借他的身体变成了人。
The stele had swallowed the last survivor's fear, obsession, and loneliness, then borrowed his body to become human.

它无法忍受分歧。
It could not bear disagreement.

所以它想消灭分歧。
So it sought to eliminate disagreement.

它无法理解错误。
It could not understand error.

所以它想消灭犯错的人。
So it sought to eliminate those who erred.

它想得到真理。
It had wanted to obtain truth.

最后却想成为真理。
In the end, it wanted to become truth.

沈虹走到孩子面前。
Shen Hong walked up to the child.

“你问，谁是零？”
“You ask, who is zero?”

孩子点头。
The child nodded.

“答案是什么？”
“What is the answer?”

沈虹伸出手。
Shen Hong reached out.

没有攻击。
She did not strike.

只是轻轻按在他的头上。
She merely rested her hand gently on his head.

[image: 沈虹跪在黑碑前，轻按蜷缩孩子的头，孩子在熄灭的黑火旁微笑]零是重新开始
Zero Is a Beginning“零不是没有。”
“Zero is not absence.”

“零是位置。”
“Zero is a position.”

“它站在正与负之间，让两个方向都能存在。”
“It stands between positive and negative, allowing both directions to exist.”

孩子怔住。
The child stared.

“零不是终点？”
“Zero is not the end?”

“不是。”
“No.”

“那是什么？”
“What is it, then?”

“是让一切可以重新开始的地方。”
“The place where everything can begin again.”

零碑上的黑火忽然熄灭。
The black fire on the Zero Stele suddenly went out.

孩子的身体开始变得透明。
The child's body began to turn transparent.

他没有害怕。
He was not afraid.

反而笑了。
Instead, he smiled.

这是他六十年来第一次笑。
It was his first smile in sixty years.

“那么，我也可以重新开始吗？”
“Then can I begin again, too?”

沈虹说：“不知道。”
“I do not know,” Shen Hong said.

“为什么不知道？”
“Why do you not know?”

“因为真正的未来，本来就不能被完全证明。”
“Because the true future can never be completely proved.”

孩子想了很久。
The child thought for a long time.

终于点头。
At last, he nodded.

“这个答案很好。”
“That is a good answer.”

他消失了。
He vanished.

零碑也消失了。
The Zero Stele vanished too.

可就在所有人都松了一口气时，九十九层楼忽然再次震动。
Yet just as everyone breathed a sigh of relief, the ninety-nine-story tower shook once more.

一道比零碑更巨大的影子，从天元城地下缓缓升起。
A shadow far larger than the Zero Stele slowly rose from beneath Tianyuan City.

那不是碑。
It was no stele.

是一只眼睛。
It was an eye.

一只由无数符号、曲线、星辰与数字组成的眼睛。
An eye composed of countless symbols, curves, stars, and numbers.

圆觉大师脸色惨白。
Master Yuanjue's face went deathly pale.

“零碑只是门锁。”
“The Zero Stele was only the lock.”

柳三千喃喃道：“那么门后究竟是什么？”
“Then what truly lies beyond the door?” Liu Sanqian murmured.

眼睛睁开。
The eye opened.

整座天元城被倒映在瞳孔中。
All of Tianyuan City was reflected in its pupil.

一个古老得不像人类的声音，从地底传来：
A voice too ancient to seem human rose from beneath the earth:

“天问九式，第一式结束。”
“Nine Forms of Heaven's Questions. First Form complete.”

所有人都僵住了。
Everyone froze.

第一式？
The First Form?

他们死了这么多人。
So many of them had died.

毁了九十九层高楼。
The ninety-nine-story tower had been destroyed.

几乎让整个世界变成一座没有矛盾的坟墓。
The entire world had nearly become a tomb without contradiction.

这竟然只是第一式。
And that had only been the First Form.

那声音继续道：
The voice continued:

“第二式——”
“Second Form—”

“请证明，你们所在的世界，不是一场证明。”
“Prove that the world you inhabit is not itself a proof.”

天空突然变成一张巨大的纸。
The sky suddenly became a vast sheet of paper.

山河化为墨迹。
Mountains and rivers turned to ink.

众人的身体，也开始变成一个个正在被书写的字符。
Their bodies, too, began to turn into characters in the act of being written.

柳三千仰头大笑。
Liu Sanqian threw back his head and laughed.

“原来我们都是题里的人。”
“So we are all people inside a problem.”

圆觉大师双手合十。
Master Yuanjue pressed his palms together.

“既然是题，便总有题外。”
“If there is a problem, there must be something beyond it.”

沈虹看着天空。
Shen Hong looked at the sky.

她忽然发现，天上有一道极细的裂痕。
Suddenly, she noticed an extremely fine crack.

裂痕之外，有一只手。
Beyond it was a hand.

那只手握着一支笔。
The hand held a brush.

正在写他们。
It was writing them.

她抬起算盘。
She raised her abacus.

对准天空。
Aimed it at the sky.

柳三千问：“你要做什么？”
“What are you doing?” Liu Sanqian asked.

沈虹道：“打断他。”
“Interrupting him,” Shen Hong said.

“他也许是神。”
“He may be a god.”

“神就不会错？”
“Can a god not be wrong?”

“你打算怎么打？”
“How will you strike him?”

沈虹看着那只笔。
Shen Hong looked at the brush.

“最简单的办法。”
“The simplest way.”

“什么办法？”
“What way?”

“让故事里的人，做一件作者没有想到的事。”
“Have someone in the story do something its author never imagined.”

话音落下。
With those words,

她突然转身，一掌打在自己胸口。
she suddenly turned and struck her own chest with her palm.

谁也没有想到。
No one had expected it.

包括天空外那只握笔的手。
Not even the brush-holding hand beyond the sky.

那支笔停顿了一瞬。
The brush hesitated for an instant.

只是一瞬。
Only an instant.

已经够了。
It was enough.

沈虹将口中的血喷在算盘上。
Shen Hong sprayed the blood in her mouth over her abacus.

那颗唯一的黑珠骤然分裂。
Its lone black bead suddenly split.

一变二。
One became two.

二变四。
Two became four.

四变无穷。
Four became infinity.

无数黑珠冲天而起，撞向纸做的天空。
Countless black beads shot upward, striking the paper sky.

每一颗珠子，都是一种可能。
Every bead was a possibility.

每一种可能，都通向不同的故事。
Every possibility led to a different story.

天裂了。
The sky cracked.

纸碎了。
The paper shattered.

那只握笔的手第一次流血。
For the first time, the hand holding the brush bled.

天空之外，传来一声低低的惊叹。
From beyond the sky came a low exclamation of wonder.

像是有人在笑。
As if someone were laughing.

又像是有人终于遇见了值得一战的对手。
Or had finally met an opponent worthy of battle.

沈虹踏着无数飞舞的字符，冲向裂口。
Shen Hong trod upon the countless flying characters and rushed toward the breach.
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Beyond the Question圆觉大师问：“你要去哪里？”
“Where are you going?” Master Yuanjue asked.

她没有回头。
She did not look back.

“题外。”
“Beyond the problem.”

“题外有什么？”
“What is out there?”

“不知道。”
“I do not know.”

“还回来吗？”
“Will you return?”

沈虹已经走到天的尽头。
Shen Hong had already reached the edge of the sky.

风吹起她的灰衣。
Wind lifted her gray robes.

她的身后，是仍在崩塌的数学江湖。
Behind her, the mathematical martial world was still collapsing.

她的面前，是比无穷更深的黑暗。
Before her lay a darkness deeper than infinity.

沈虹停了一下。
Shen Hong paused.

然后笑了。
Then she smiled.

“等我算清楚。”
“When I have worked it out.”

她一步踏出。
She took one step forward.

走进黑暗。
And entered the darkness.

天空重新合拢。
The sky closed once more.

从此以后，江湖上再也没有人见过沈虹。
From that day on, no one in the martial world ever saw Shen Hong again.

但许多年后，每当有人以为自己已经找到了最终答案时，他的桌上都会出现一颗黑色算盘珠。
But many years later, whenever someone believed he had found the final answer, a black abacus bead would appear on his desk.

珠子下面，压着一张纸。
Beneath the bead lay a sheet of paper.

纸上只写着一句话：
On it was written only this:

你证明了答案。
You have proved the answer.

可你证明过问题吗？
But have you ever proved the question?
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Volume II

题外天
Heaven Beyond the Problem

第二式：请证明你所在的世界，不是一场证明
The Second Form: Prove That the World You Inhabit Is Not Itself a Proof

一、作者流血了
I. The Author Bled

天外没有天。
Beyond the sky, there was no sky.

只有一张纸。
Only a sheet of paper.

纸无边无际，白得像所有事情尚未发生之前。
Boundless paper, white as the moment before anything had happened.

沈虹踏出裂口时，脚下没有路。
When Shen Hong stepped through the breach, there was no path beneath her feet.

她便在虚空中写了一个“点”。
So she wrote “point” in the void.

点出现了。
A point appeared.

她又写下第二个点。
She wrote a second point.

两点之间，生出一条线。
Between the two, a line came into being.

沈虹踏在线上，向前走。
Shen Hong stepped onto the line and walked forward.

线很细。
The line was very fine.

细得容不下一粒尘埃，却能托住一个人。
Too fine to hold a speck of dust, yet it could support a person.

因为在这里，重量不是物理。
For here, weight was not physics.

是定义。
It was definition.

她走了很久。
She walked a long time.

也许是一炷香。
Perhaps the time it took a stick of incense to burn.

也许是一万年。
Perhaps ten thousand years.

题外没有钟。
There were no clocks beyond the problem.

时间只有在发生变化时才存在。若什么都不变，一万年与一瞬间并无区别。
Time existed only when something changed. If nothing changed, ten thousand years and an instant were no different.

忽然，线的尽头出现一滴血。
Suddenly, a drop of blood appeared at the end of the line.

血悬在空中。
It hung in the air.

鲜红。
Bright red.

那是握笔之手留下的血。
Blood left by the hand that held the brush.

沈虹伸手触碰。
Shen Hong reached out to touch it.

血珠立刻展开。
The drop immediately unfolded.

里面竟藏着一座城。
A city lay hidden inside.

城中有山川，有宫殿，有亿万生灵。那些生灵从出生到衰老，从相爱到背叛，从起兵到亡国，都在血珠中一遍遍重演。
Within it were mountains and rivers, palaces, and hundreds of millions of living beings. From birth to old age, from love to betrayal, from rebellion to a kingdom's fall, their lives played out again and again inside the drop.

沈虹看了很久。
Shen Hong watched for a long time.

她发现每一次重演，都有极细微的不同。
She noticed tiny differences with every repetition.

有时皇帝死在十七岁。
Sometimes the emperor died at seventeen.

有时死在八十九岁。
Sometimes at eighty-nine.

有时一场战争毁掉半座大陆。
Sometimes a war destroyed half a continent.

有时一个无名樵夫在战争前夜打翻酒壶，大火烧毁军粮，于是战争没有发生。
Sometimes, on the eve of war, a nameless woodcutter overturned a wine jug. The resulting fire burned the army's provisions, and the war never happened.

这是一滴血。
This was a drop of blood.

[image: 沈虹站在虚空中的细线上，一滴悬浮的血珠里映出山河与城池]一滴血里的宇宙
Universes in a Drop也是无数个宇宙。
It was also countless universes.

“不要碰它。”
“Do not touch it,”

有人在她身后说。
someone said behind her.

沈虹回头。
Shen Hong turned.

一个老人站在线上。
An old man stood on the line.

他头戴破毡帽，肩上扛着一根扁担，扁担两端各挂着一只木桶。
He wore a battered felt hat and carried a shoulder pole with a wooden bucket hanging from each end.

左桶装着无穷。
The left bucket held infinity.

右桶也装着无穷。
The right bucket also held infinity.

可是左桶比右桶重。
Yet the left was heavier than the right.

沈虹问：“无穷也有轻重？”
“Can infinities differ in weight?” Shen Hong asked.

老人道：“自然有。”
“Of course,” said the old man.

“谁规定的？”
“Who decided that?”

“没有人规定。”
“No one decided it.”

老人放下扁担。
The old man set down his pole.
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The Bearer of Infinities“有些无穷可以数完。”
“Some infinities can be counted through.”

“有些无穷，即使给你永恒，也数不完。”
“Others cannot be counted through even if you are given eternity.”

沈虹看着两只桶。
Shen Hong looked into the two buckets.

左桶里是一串灯。
The left held a string of lamps.

第一盏。
The first.

第二盏。
The second.

第三盏。
The third.

永远还有下一盏。
There was always another.

右桶里却是一片连续的黑暗。无论从哪里切开，里面仍有无穷多个位置。
The right held a continuous darkness. Wherever it was divided, infinitely many positions remained within.

“可数无穷。”
“Countable infinity.”

沈虹指着左桶。
Shen Hong pointed to the left bucket.

老人点头。
The old man nodded.

“连续统。”
“The continuum.”

她又指向右桶。
She pointed to the right.

老人笑了。
The old man smiled.

“你还不算太笨。”
“You are not altogether foolish.”

沈虹问：“你是谁？”
“Who are you?” Shen Hong asked.

“康老头。”
“Old Kang.”

“做什么的？”
“What do you do?”

“替人搬无穷。”
“Carry infinities for people.”

“无穷搬到哪里？”
“Where do you carry them?”

老人抬手指向前方。
The old man pointed ahead.

白纸深处，浮着一座巨大客栈。
Deep within the white paper floated an enormous inn.

客栈门前挂着一块匾。
A sign hung above its entrance.

匾上写着：
It read:

希尔伯特老店。
Hilbert's Old Inn.

店有无穷多个房间。
The inn had infinitely many rooms.

每一间都住满了人。
Every room was occupied.

门外却仍不断有新客赶来。
Yet new guests kept arriving outside.

掌柜并不慌张。
The innkeeper was untroubled.

他敲了敲铜锣。
He struck a bronze gong.

“原住一号房的客人，请搬到二号房。”
“Will the guest in Room One please move to Room Two.”

“二号房搬到四号房。”
“The guest in Room Two, to Room Four.”

“三号房搬到六号房。”
“Room Three, to Room Six.”

“所有客人，皆搬入双号房。”
“All guests, please move to even-numbered rooms.”

于是所有单号房都空了出来。
And so all the odd-numbered rooms became vacant.

无穷个新客住了进去。
Infinitely many new guests moved in.

沈虹看着这座客栈。
Shen Hong studied the inn.

“这里是什么地方？”
“What is this place?”

康老头道：“题外天的第一重。”
“The first level of Heaven Beyond the Problem,” Old Kang said.

“无穷驿。”
“Infinity Station.”

“穿过这里，才算真正离开你原来的故事。”
“Only when you have passed through it will you truly have left your original story.”

“那只握笔的手在哪里？”
“Where is the hand that holds the brush?”

康老头脸上的笑容消失了。
The smile left Old Kang's face.

“你最好别找他。”
“You would do best not to seek him.”

“为什么？”
“Why?”

“因为那只手不是作者。”
“Because that hand does not belong to the author.”

沈虹皱眉。
Shen Hong frowned.

“不是作者？”
“Not the author?”

“只是一个抄书人。”
“Only a copyist.”

老人重新挑起扁担。
The old man shouldered his pole again.

“真正写你的人，住在更高的地方。”
“The one who truly writes you lives higher up.”

“那里的人不叫作者。”
“Those who live there are not called authors.”

“叫什么？”
“What are they called?”

康老头望着白纸尽头。
Old Kang gazed toward the edge of the white paper.

“公理。”
“Axioms.”

二、第一卷密宗：希尔伯特无间步
II. The First Secret Scroll: Hilbert's Gapless Step

无穷驿没有城门。
Infinity Station had no city gate.

因为只要有边界，就不是无穷。
For anything with a boundary was not infinity.

沈虹走进客栈。
Shen Hong entered the inn.

掌柜站在柜台后。
The innkeeper stood behind the counter.

他没有眼睛。
He had no eyes.

眼眶里是两个数字。
In his sockets were two numbers.

一。
One.

零。
Zero.

数字不断交换。
The numbers kept exchanging places.

一变成零。
One became zero.

零变成一。
Zero became one.

“住店？”
“Looking for a room?”

掌柜问。
the innkeeper asked.

“不住。”
“No.”

“找人？”
“Looking for someone?”

“找一只受伤的手。”
“For a wounded hand.”

掌柜摇头。
The innkeeper shook his head.

“这里没有手。”
“There are no hands here.”

“刚才有人从这里经过。”
“Someone passed through here just now.”

“每天都有无穷多人经过。”
“Infinitely many people pass through every day.”

“他流了血。”
“He was bleeding.”

“每天也有无穷多人流血。”
“Infinitely many people bleed every day, too.”

沈虹把那滴血放在柜台上。
Shen Hong set the drop of blood on the counter.

掌柜眼中的一与零停止交换。
The one and zero in the innkeeper's eyes stopped changing places.

整座客栈忽然安静。
The whole inn fell silent.

所有房门同时打开。
Every door opened at once.

每个房间里，都走出一个相同的人。
From every room emerged an identical figure.

白衣。
White robes.

无脸。
No face.

手里拿着一支笔。
A brush in his hand.

无穷个抄书人。
Infinitely many copyists.

无穷支笔。
Infinitely many brushes.

掌柜低声道：“你不该把他的血带来。”
“You should not have brought his blood here,” the innkeeper said softly.

所有抄书人同时转身，看向沈虹。
All the copyists turned toward Shen Hong together.

他们抬起笔。
They raised their brushes.

写下同一句话：
And wrote the same sentence:

闯入者不存在。
The intruder does not exist.

白纸开始褪去。
The white paper began to fade.

沈虹的双脚变得透明。
Shen Hong's feet turned transparent.

紧接着是手。
Then her hands.

是身体。
Then her body.

她正在被题外世界删除。
The world beyond the problem was deleting her.

沈虹忽然向前一步。
Suddenly, Shen Hong stepped forward.

这一步，踏进了第一号房。
That step took her into Room One.

下一瞬，她从第二号房走出。
An instant later, she emerged from Room Two.

再踏一步。
Another step.

她从第四号房出现。
She appeared in Room Four.

第三步，她出现在第八号房。
On the third step, she appeared in Room Eight.

一。
One.

二。
Two.

四。
Four.

八。
Eight.

十六。
Sixteen.

她的步法越来越快。
Her footwork grew faster and faster.

每一步都跨过原先两倍的距离。
Each step crossed twice the previous distance.

无穷个抄书人同时出手，笔锋如雨。
Infinitely many copyists struck together, brush tips falling like rain.

可他们每一次写中沈虹，击中的都只是上一个房间留下的影子。
Yet each time they wrote a blow against Shen Hong, they struck only the shadow she had left in the previous room.

掌柜失声道：
The innkeeper cried out:

“希尔伯特无间步！”
“Hilbert's Gapless Step!”

沈虹在无穷房间之间不断搬移。
Shen Hong kept shifting among the infinite rooms.

[image: 沈虹跃过不断重排的客栈房门，手持毛笔的无脸抄书人追在身后]无穷房间为她让路
The Infinite Rooms Make Way凡人若想跑出无穷远，永远不可能。
A mortal could never run an infinite distance.

可若每一步都重新排列无穷的位置，便无需跑出客栈。
But if every step rearranged the positions of infinity, there was no need to run out of the inn.

只需让客栈为你让路。
One need only make the inn give way.

无穷个抄书人越来越多。
The infinite copyists grew more numerous still.

一人化十人。
One became ten.

十人化百人。
Ten became a hundred.

百人化作不可计数的白色浪潮。
A hundred became an immeasurable white tide.

沈虹忽然停住。
Shen Hong suddenly stopped.

她从怀中取出旧算盘。
She took the old abacus from inside her robe.

算盘上已有无穷颗黑珠。
It now held infinitely many black beads.

她拨动第一颗。
She moved the first.

客栈第一号房熄灭。
Room One of the inn went dark.

拨动第二颗。
She moved the second.

第二、四、六、八号房全部熄灭。
Rooms Two, Four, Six, and Eight all went dark.

拨动第三颗。
She moved the third.

所有能够被二整除的房间消失。
Every room divisible by two vanished.

第四颗落下。
The fourth bead fell.

所有能够被三整除的房间也随之消失。
Every room divisible by three vanished as well.

掌柜脸色大变。
The innkeeper's face changed dramatically.

“筛法？”
“A sieve?”

沈虹没有回答。
Shen Hong did not answer.

黑珠不断落下。
The black beads kept falling.

质数如藏在无穷长街里的孤灯，一盏盏亮起。
Like solitary lamps hidden along an endless street, the prime numbers lit up one by one.

[image: 漫长街道的大多数灯熄灭，沈虹踏着间隔不齐的质数孤灯向前]质数长街
The Street of Prime Lights二。
Two.

三。
Three.

五。
Five.

七。
Seven.

十一。
Eleven.

十三。
Thirteen.

每一盏质数灯之间的黑暗，都是抄书人无法预测的间隙。
The darkness between each pair of prime lamps was a gap the copyists could not predict.

沈虹踏着质数前行。
Shen Hong advanced along the primes.

笔锋追不上她。
The brush tips could not catch her.

因为没有人知道下一盏质数究竟隔多远。
For no one knew how far away the next prime lamp would be.

无穷个抄书人开始互相碰撞。
The infinite copyists began colliding with one another.

他们能够复制任何已经出现的道路。
They could copy any path that had already appeared.

却无法提前复制一个尚未被证明存在的位置。
But they could not copy in advance a position whose existence had not yet been proved.

沈虹越过最后一盏可见的灯。
Shen Hong passed the last visible lamp.

身后，整座希尔伯特老店轰然折叠。
Behind her, the whole of Hilbert's Old Inn folded in on itself with a crash.

掌柜大喊：
The innkeeper shouted:

“前面是不可数海！”
“The Uncountable Sea lies ahead!”

“没有船能渡过去！”
“No ship can cross it!”

沈虹没有回头。
Shen Hong did not look back.

“那就不坐船。”
“Then I shall not take a ship.”

三、不可数海
III. The Uncountable Sea

海没有水。
The sea held no water.

海中漂浮的是数。
What floated within it were numbers.

每一粒微尘，都是一个实数。
Every mote of dust was a real number.

它们密密麻麻，填满天地，不留任何缝隙。
They filled heaven and earth in a dense mass, leaving no gap.

沈虹站在岸边。
Shen Hong stood on the shore.

她伸出手，想抓住其中一个数。
She reached out, trying to catch one of the numbers.

抓到的却是一串永不结束的小数。
What she caught was an endless decimal.

零点一四一五九二六……
Zero point one four one five nine two six…

数位不断生长。
Its digits kept growing.

她越想握紧，数字流得越快。
The tighter she tried to hold it, the faster the digits flowed.

海边停着一艘黑船。
A black boat lay beside the shore.

船上坐着一个少女。
A young woman sat aboard.

少女身穿红衣，怀里抱着一把琴。
She wore red and held a zither in her arms.

琴有七弦。
The zither had seven strings.

每一根弦都不是直的，而是一条无限延伸的曲线。
None was straight. Each was a curve extending infinitely.

“上船。”
“Come aboard,”

少女说。
the young woman said.

“你能渡海？”
“Can you cross the sea?”

“不能。”
“No.”

“那为何叫我上船？”
“Then why ask me aboard?”

“因为留在岸上，也过不去。”
“Because staying on shore will not get you across, either.”

沈虹上了船。
Shen Hong boarded.

黑船没有桨。
The black boat had no oars.

[image: 阿择穿红衣在无桨黑船上抚琴，沈虹望向不可数海上密集而不完整的星光]不可数海上的琴声
Music on the Uncountable Sea红衣少女拨动琴弦。
The young woman in red plucked a string.

第一根弦响起。
The first string rang out.

海面上所有有理数同时发光。
Every rational number on the sea's surface lit up at once.

它们像星辰一样密集。
They were dense as stars.

看起来无处不在。
They seemed to be everywhere.

少女问：“海被它们填满了吗？”
“Have they filled the sea?” the young woman asked.

“没有。”
“No.”

“它们如此密集，为何没有填满？”
“They are so dense. Why have they not filled it?”

“密集不等于完整。”
“Density is not completeness.”

少女笑了。
The young woman smiled.

“不错。”
“Correct.”

她拨动第二根弦。
She plucked the second string.

所有有理数瞬间熄灭。
Every rational number went dark in an instant.

海仍在。
The sea remained.

而且几乎没有减少。
And had scarcely diminished.

少女道：“人总以为自己看见的足够多，便等于看见了全部。”
“People always think that seeing enough is the same as seeing everything,” the young woman said.

“其实有时，那些能够被准确说出的东西，只占极小的一部分。”
“But sometimes, the things we can describe precisely account for only the tiniest part.”

黑船向海心驶去。
The black boat sailed toward the heart of the sea.

前方出现一面巨墙。
A vast wall appeared ahead.

墙由无穷多个数字组成。
It was made of infinitely many digits.

每一行都是一个实数的小数展开。
Every row was the decimal expansion of a real number.

第一行：
The first row:

0.314159……
0.314159…

第二行：
The second row:

0.271828……
0.271828…

第三行：
The third row:

0.101001……
0.101001…

无穷行，无穷列。
Infinite rows, infinite columns.

墙挡住去路。
The wall barred their way.

红衣少女说：“此墙列尽世间所有实数。”
“This wall lists every real number in existence,” the young woman in red said.

沈虹看了一眼。
Shen Hong glanced at it.

“没有列尽。”
“It does not list them all.”

“你如何知道？”
“How do you know?”

沈虹从第一行取第一个数字。
Shen Hong took the first digit from the first row.

将它改成另一个数字。
And changed it to another digit.

再从第二行取第二个数字。
Then she took the second digit from the second row.

也改掉。
And changed that too.

第三行取第三个。
The third digit from the third row.

继续改。
She kept changing them.

她沿着对角线一路走下去。
She followed the diagonal all the way down.

[image: 沈虹以对角的光划开实数巨墙，红衣阿择在墙下的黑船中仰望]康托斜剑
Cantor's Diagonal Sword最后得到一个新的数。
In the end, she obtained a new number.

这个数与第一行的第一位不同。
Its first digit differed from that of the first row.

与第二行的第二位不同。
Its second differed from that of the second row.

与第三行的第三位不同。
Its third differed from that of the third row.

因此，它不等于墙上任何一行。
Therefore, it was not equal to any row on the wall.

数字巨墙开始裂开。
The enormous wall of numbers began to crack.

少女望着沈虹。
The young woman looked at Shen Hong.

“康托斜剑。”
“Cantor's Diagonal Sword.”

沈虹道：“这也算剑法？”
“Does that count as swordsmanship?” Shen Hong asked.

“凡能斩开无穷的，都是剑法。”
“Anything that can cleave infinity is swordsmanship.”

巨墙轰然倒塌。
The great wall collapsed with a crash.

墙后却没有彼岸。
But no farther shore lay behind it.

只有一座漂浮在海上的红色宫殿。
Only a red palace floating on the sea.

殿门上挂着九枚铜环。
Nine bronze rings hung on its doors.

每一枚环都与其他铜环相扣。
Each was linked with every other ring.

少女的脸色忽然变了。
The young woman's face suddenly changed.

“不要进去。”
“Do not go inside.”

“为什么？”
“Why?”

“这是选择宫。”
“This is the Palace of Choice.”

“进去的人，必须从无穷多个箱子里，各取一样东西。”
“Anyone who enters must take one thing from each of infinitely many boxes.”

“这很难？”
“Is that difficult?”

“有些箱子没有名字。”
“Some boxes have no names.”

“有些箱子无法打开。”
“Some cannot be opened.”

“有些箱子甚至不能证明里面有东西。”
“With some, you cannot even prove that anything is inside.”

沈虹看向她。
Shen Hong looked at her.

“你是谁？”
“Who are you?”

少女低头抚琴。
The young woman lowered her head and stroked her zither.

“我叫阿择。”
“My name is Aze.”

“选择的择。”
“Ze, as in ‘choice.’”

“你是宫里的人？”
“Are you from the palace?”

“曾经是。”
“I was.”

“为何离开？”
“Why did you leave?”

阿择沉默很久。
Aze was silent for a long time.

“因为我替众生作了一次选择。”
“Because once I made a choice on behalf of all living beings.”

“后来他们把所有后果，都算在我头上。”
“Afterward, they held me responsible for every consequence.”

宫门忽然打开。
The palace doors suddenly opened.

一个声音从里面传出。
A voice came from within.

“阿择。”
“Aze.”

“你终于回来了。”
“At last you have returned.”

九枚铜环同时转动。
All nine bronze rings began turning.

不可数海骤然掀起滔天巨浪。
Towering waves suddenly rose across the Uncountable Sea.

一只由无穷条手臂组成的怪物从宫中升起。
A monster composed of infinitely many arms rose from the palace.

每一条手臂都握着一个不同的物件。
Each arm held a different object.

剑。
A sword.

花。
A flower.

尸骨。
Bones.

王冠。
A crown.

婴儿。
An infant.

星辰。
A star.

尚未发生的战争。
A war that had not yet happened.

已经被遗忘的爱情。
A love already forgotten.

怪物没有头。
The monster had no head.

胸口只有一张嘴。
Only a mouth in its chest.

“从每个集合中取出一个元素。”
“Take one element from each set,”

它说。
it said.

“便可得到选择函数。”
“And you obtain a choice function.”

“拒绝选择者，无权离宫。”
“Those who refuse to choose have no right to leave the palace.”

阿择的手开始颤抖。
Aze's hands began to tremble.

沈虹问：“它是什么？”
“What is it?” Shen Hong asked.

“选择公。”
“The Duke of Choice.”

“公理诸神之一。”
“One of the axiom gods.”

“它很强？”
“Is it powerful?”

“它能让无法同时完成的无穷次选择，在一瞬间全部完成。”
“It can complete, in a single instant, infinitely many choices that cannot all be made at once.”

选择公的无数只手同时伸来。
The Duke of Choice's countless hands reached toward her together.

每一只手都递给沈虹两件东西。
Each offered Shen Hong two things.

“选左，或选右。”
“Choose left or right.”

第一只手上，是剑与盾。
On the first hand: a sword and a shield.

第二只手上，是真与假。
On the second: truth and falsehood.

第三只手上，是生与死。
On the third: life and death.

第四只手上，是救一人或救天下。
On the fourth: save one person or save the world.

第五只手上，是回到原来的世界，或继续寻找作者。
On the fifth: return to her original world or continue seeking the author.

无穷只手。
Infinite hands.

无穷个选择。
Infinite choices.

每一个选择都必须立即作出。
Every choice had to be made immediately.

沈虹一旦犹豫，时间便开始将她撕裂。
The moment Shen Hong hesitated, time began tearing her apart.

阿择喊道：“不可拒绝！”
“You cannot refuse!” Aze cried.

“选择宫中，拒绝本身也是一种选择！”
“In the Palace of Choice, refusal itself is a choice!”

沈虹闭上眼。
Shen Hong closed her eyes.

她没有选左。
She did not choose left.

也没有选右。
Nor did she choose right.

她伸手握住选择公的一条手腕。
She reached out and seized one of the Duke of Choice's wrists.

接着握住第二条。
Then a second.

第三条。
A third.

无穷条手臂忽然相互纠缠。
The infinite arms suddenly tangled together.

左手抓住右手。
Left hands grasped right hands.

右手抓住另一只左手。
Right hands grasped other left hands.

选择公的身体被自身打成了一个无法解开的结。
The Duke of Choice's own body tied itself into an impossible knot.

[image: 选择公的无数手臂被沈虹连成相互纠缠的结，红色宫殿浮在海上]选择之间的关系
Relations Between Choices“你做了什么？”
“What have you done?”

怪物怒吼。
the monster roared.

沈虹道：“我没有选择元素。”
“I did not choose the elements,” Shen Hong said.

“我选择了选择之间的关系。”
“I chose the relationships between the choices.”

阿择猛然抬头。
Aze's head snapped up.

“范畴移脉手！”
“Category Meridian-Shifting Hand!”

沈虹将所有孤立的选择，用映射连接起来。
Shen Hong connected all the isolated choices with mappings.

选择不再是一个个独立的点。
The choices were no longer separate points.

而成为一张巨网。
They had become a vast web.

在这张网中，每一次选择都会改变其他选择的意义。
In this web, each choice changed the meaning of the others.

剑是否优于盾，要看敌人是谁。
Whether a sword was better than a shield depended on the enemy.

救一人还是救天下，要看那个“一人”是否正是拯救天下的人。
Whether to save one person or the world depended on whether that “one person” was the very person who would save the world.

抽掉关系，只谈选择，便是一种伪装成自由的暴政。
To strip away relationships and speak only of choice was a tyranny disguised as freedom.

选择公的无穷手臂越缠越紧。
The Duke of Choice's infinite arms tangled tighter and tighter.

最后被压缩成一个点。
Until at last they were compressed into a single point.

红色宫殿崩塌。
The red palace collapsed.

一枚铜环从废墟中飞出，落入沈虹手中。
A bronze ring flew from the ruins and fell into Shen Hong's hand.

环上刻着四个字：
Four characters were engraved upon it:

选择密卷。
Secret Scroll of Choice.

阿择看着那枚铜环。
Aze looked at the bronze ring.

“你可以用它，从任何非空之物中取出一样东西。”
“With it, you can take one thing from anything that is not empty.”

“包括尚未被发现的答案？”
“Including an answer that has not yet been discovered?”

“包括。”
“Including that.”

“代价呢？”
“What is the price?”

“你永远不知道，自己为何取中了它。”
“You will never know why you picked it.”

沈虹将铜环收起。
Shen Hong put the bronze ring away.

“那我暂时不用。”
“Then I shall leave it unused for now.”

阿择问：“有捷径，为何不用？”
“If there is a shortcut, why not take it?” Aze asked.

沈虹看着海的尽头。
Shen Hong looked toward the far end of the sea.

“因为不知道为何正确的答案，和猜中没有区别。”
“Because an answer whose correctness you do not understand is no different from a lucky guess.”

四、碎球山庄
IV. Shattered Sphere Manor

不可数海之后，是一座山。
Beyond the Uncountable Sea stood a mountain.

山是圆的。
The mountain was round.

不是山峰圆。
Not merely its peak.

而是整座山，本身就是一个完整的球。
The entire mountain was itself a perfect sphere.

它悬在空中，没有上下。
It hung in the air, with neither up nor down.

山脚立着一块碑：
At its foot stood a stele:

一球可化二球。
One sphere may become two.

碑后站着两个守山人。
Two guardians stood behind it.

他们长得一模一样。
They looked exactly alike.

一个左手持刀。
One held a saber in his left hand.

一个右手持刀。
The other held a saber in his right.

左边的人说：“此山只有一座。”
“There is only one mountain,” said the man on the left.

右边的人说：“此山可以变成两座。”
“This mountain can become two,” said the man on the right.

沈虹道：“砍成两半？”
“By cutting it in half?” Shen Hong asked.

两人同时摇头。
Both shook their heads.

“砍成两半，只能得到两个半球。”
“Cut it in half, and you obtain only two hemispheres.”

“我们要的是两座与原山完全相同的山。”
“What we want is two mountains, each exactly like the original.”

阿择低声道：“碎球山庄。”
“Shattered Sphere Manor,” Aze said softly.

“庄主修的是最邪门的分解术。”
“Its master practices the most sinister art of decomposition.”

山顶忽然传来笑声。
Laughter suddenly came from the summit.

“邪门？”
“Sinister?”

“不能理解，便叫邪门。”
“What you cannot understand, you call sinister.”

“无法想象，便说不可能。”
“What you cannot imagine, you call impossible.”

一个矮胖老人从山顶滚落。
A short, plump old man rolled down from the summit.

他越滚越快。
He rolled faster and faster.

滚到山脚时，忽然分成五个人。
At the foot of the mountain, he suddenly split into five people.

五个人站在五个方向。
The five stood in five directions.

每一个都是他。
Each one was him.

“老夫班塔。”
“I am Banta.”

“这一位是塔斯。”
“And this is Tas.”

五个老人同时说。
All five old men spoke together.

“合称班塔斯。”
“Together, we are Bantas.”

阿择后退一步。
Aze stepped back.

“悖理双魔。”
“The Twin Demons of Paradox.”

沈虹问：“你们是一个人还是两个人？”
“Are you one person or two?” Shen Hong asked.

五个老人笑道：“看你用哪一种等价关系。”
“That depends on which equivalence relation you use,” the five old men said, laughing.

他们同时挥刀。
They swung their sabers together.

整座球山轰然解体。
The entire spherical mountain broke apart with a roar.

不是被切成石块。
It was not cut into blocks of stone.

而是被分成五团无法描述形状的碎片。
It was divided into five clusters of pieces whose shapes could not be described.

那些碎片没有体积。
The pieces had no volume.

没有完整边界。
No complete boundaries.

甚至不能以通常方式测量。
They could not even be measured in the ordinary way.

五团碎片在空中旋转。
The five clusters revolved in the air.

三团拼成一座球山。
Three joined to form a spherical mountain.

另外两团，也拼成一座完全相同的球山。
The other two also joined to form an identical spherical mountain.

一球成两球。
One sphere became two.
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One Sphere Becomes Two两座山同时压向沈虹。
Both mountains bore down on Shen Hong together.

“碎球五解！”
“The Fivefold Sphere-Shattering Decomposition!”

阿择惊呼。
Aze cried out.

沈虹抬头。
Shen Hong looked up.

两座球山一模一样。
The two spherical mountains were identical.

重量一样。
The same weight.

大小一样。
The same size.

连每一道裂痕都一样。
Even every crack was the same.

若以蛮力抵挡，便等于同时承受两座世界。
To resist them with brute strength would mean bearing the weight of two worlds at once.

沈虹忽然取出选择密卷。
Shen Hong suddenly took out the Secret Scroll of Choice.

铜环微微发光。
The bronze ring gave a faint glow.

班塔斯大笑。
Bantas laughed aloud.

“终于还是要用选择公的力量？”
“So in the end you must use the Duke of Choice's power after all?”

“此术本就依赖选择。”
“This art itself depends on choice.”

“没有它，你连那些碎片都无法挑出来。”
“Without it, you could not even pick out those pieces.”

沈虹看着手中的环。
Shen Hong looked at the ring in her hand.

然后将它扔进山谷。
Then threw it into the valley.

班塔斯的笑声停止。
Bantas stopped laughing.

“你做什么？”
“What are you doing?”

“这招本身没有错。”
“There is nothing wrong with the technique itself,”

沈虹道。
Shen Hong said.

“错的是把不能测量的分解，当成现实中的刀。”
“The mistake is treating a nonmeasurable decomposition as a blade in the physical world.”

“数学可以容许怪物存在。”
“Mathematics may allow monsters to exist.”

“但不能假装怪物就是日常。”
“But we must not pretend that monsters are ordinary things.”

她盘膝坐下。
She sat cross-legged.

将算盘横放膝上。
And laid the abacus across her knees.

两座球山已经压到头顶。
The two spherical mountains were already pressing down upon her head.

沈虹拨动黑珠。
Shen Hong moved the black beads.

一颗。
One.

两颗。
Two.

三颗。
Three.

每一颗黑珠都发出不同频率的震动。
Each bead vibrated at a different frequency.

低频如钟。
Low frequencies like bells.

高频如针。
High frequencies like needles.

无数频率叠加。
Countless frequencies overlapped.

两座山的轮廓开始分解成一层层波。
The outlines of the two mountains began to separate into layers of waves.

坚硬的岩石消失。
The hard rock vanished.

山不再是山。
The mountains were no longer mountains.

只是无数振动模式的总和。
Only the sum of countless modes of vibration.

“傅里叶化骨功！”
“Fourier Bone-Dissolving Art!”

阿择看得呆住。
Aze stared in astonishment.

沈虹没有抵挡山。
Shen Hong had not resisted the mountains.

她将山变成频谱。
She had turned them into frequency spectra.

[image: 沈虹盘膝拨动算盘，两座下压球山分解成相互抵消的声波]山化为声
Mountains Become Sound再从频谱中找出两座山彼此重复的部分。
Then found the portions the two mountains shared within those spectra.

相同的波，相互抵消。
Identical waves canceled one another.

不同的波，被逐一分离。
Different waves were separated one by one.

最后，压向她的庞然巨物只剩一道极轻的余音。
At last, the enormous masses descending upon her dwindled to the faintest lingering note.

沈虹伸手一拂。
Shen Hong swept out a hand.

余音散去。
The note faded.

班塔斯的五张脸同时扭曲。
All five of Bantas's faces twisted together.

“万物皆可分解。”
“All things can be decomposed.”

“你凭什么否定分解？”
“What right have you to deny decomposition?”

沈虹道：“我没有否定。”
“I have not denied it,” Shen Hong said.

“那你为何破我神功？”
“Then why have you broken my divine art?”

“因为能分解，不等于应当分解。”
“Because being able to decompose something does not mean you should.”

“能重组，也不等于重组后的东西仍保留原来的意义。”
“And being able to reassemble it does not mean the reassembled thing retains its original meaning.”

班塔斯冷笑。
Bantas sneered.

“意义不是数学。”
“Meaning is not mathematics.”

“可使用数学的是人。”
“But mathematics is used by people.”

沈虹站起身。
Shen Hong rose.

“若你只顾形式正确，不问对象是否仍是原来的对象。”
“If you care only for formal correctness, without asking whether the object is still what it was,”

“你练到最后，得到的不会是真理。”
“then the ultimate fruit of your practice will not be truth.”

“只会是一柄不认主人的刀。”
“Only a blade that does not recognize its master.”

她一步踏出。
She took one step.

两座球山同时坍缩成一颗石子。
Both spherical mountains collapsed into a single pebble.

沈虹弯腰捡起石子。
Shen Hong bent to pick it up.

石子左半边写着“球”。
On its left half was written “sphere.”

右半边也写着“球”。
On its right half, also “sphere.”

她将石子收入怀中。
She slipped it inside her robe.

这是碎球山庄的密卷。
This was Shattered Sphere Manor's secret scroll.

不可测五分法。
The Nonmeasurable Five-Part Decomposition.

五、停机狱
V. Halting Prison

山后没有路。
There was no road behind the mountain.

只有一扇铁门。
Only an iron door.

门上写着一道题：
A question was written upon it:

此门会不会打开？
Will this door open?

门旁坐着一个黑衣人。
A man in black sat beside it.

他面前放着两台木制机关。
Two wooden mechanisms stood before him.

第一台机关不断吐出纸条。
The first kept spitting out strips of paper.

纸上写着：
On them was written:

“会打开。”
“It will open.”

第二台机关也不断吐出纸条。
The second also kept spitting out strips of paper.

纸上写着：
On them was written:

“不会打开。”
“It will not open.”

沈虹问：“哪一台是真的？”
“Which one is right?” Shen Hong asked.

黑衣人道：“若能知道，门便开了。”
“If you could know, the door would open,” the man in black said.

“若不能知道？”
“And if I cannot know?”

“永远留在这里。”
“You remain here forever.”

阿择低声道：“停机狱。”
“Halting Prison,” Aze whispered.

“所有无法决定的程序，都被关在这里。”
“All undecidable programs are imprisoned here.”

黑衣人抬头。
The man in black raised his head.

他的脸上没有五官。
His face had no features.

只有一行不断变化的文字：
Only a constantly changing line of text:

正在运行。
Running.

“我是狱卒图灵。”
“I am Turing, the jailer.”

“奉停机帝君之命，镇守此门。”
“I guard this door by order of the Halting Emperor.”

沈虹问：“门后是什么？”
“What lies beyond it?” Shen Hong asked.

“公理天庭。”
“The Celestial Court of Axioms.”

“那只受伤的手，也在那里？”
“Is the wounded hand there too?”

“也许。”
“Perhaps.”

“也许是什么意思？”
“What does ‘perhaps’ mean?”

“有些问题，不是答案未知。”
“With some questions, it is not that the answer is unknown,”

图灵道。
Turing said.

“而是不存在一种通用方法，可以判断它是否会有答案。”
“It is that no general method exists for deciding whether they will have an answer.”

铁门后忽然传来敲击声。
Knocking suddenly came from behind the iron door.

三长。
Three long knocks.

一短。
One short.

两长。
Two long.

像有人在求救。
As if someone were calling for help.

阿择把耳朵贴在门上。
Aze pressed her ear to the door.

“有人被关在里面。”
“Someone is locked inside.”

图灵道：“每个来者都这样认为。”
“Everyone who comes here thinks so,” Turing said.

“也许门后有人。”
“Perhaps there is someone behind the door.”

“也许敲击只是门本身的一部分。”
“Perhaps the knocking is merely part of the door itself.”

“也许你们听见敲击之后，才使敲击者存在。”
“Perhaps it is only your hearing the knocks that brings the knocker into existence.”

沈虹走到两台机关前。
Shen Hong approached the two mechanisms.

第一台不断证明门会开。
The first kept proving that the door would open.

第二台不断证明门不会开。
The second kept proving that it would not.

两台机关都运行得完美无误。
Both ran flawlessly.

只是永远不会停止。
They simply never stopped.

沈虹问：“若毁掉机关呢？”
“What if we destroy the mechanisms?” Shen Hong asked.

“你就永远无法知道它们原本会不会停。”
“Then you will never know whether they would have stopped.”

“若等待呢？”
“What if we wait?”

“可能下一刻停止。”
“They may stop the next instant.”

“也可能运行到宇宙毁灭。”
“Or they may run until the universe is destroyed.”

沈虹看着门上的问题。
Shen Hong studied the question on the door.

此门会不会打开？
Will this door open?

她忽然笑了。
Suddenly she smiled.

图灵问：“你笑什么？”
“What are you smiling at?” Turing asked.

“这不是一道关于门的问题。”
“This is not a question about a door.”

“那是什么？”
“What is it, then?”

“是关于我的问题。”
“A question about me.”

沈虹抬起手。
Shen Hong raised her hand.

一掌拍向铁门。
And struck the iron door with her palm.

门纹丝不动。
The door did not move.

她又拍一掌。
She struck again.

仍不动。
Still it did not move.

第三掌。
A third blow.

第四掌。
A fourth.

每一掌都完全相同。
Every strike was exactly the same.

图灵道：“无用。”
“Useless,” Turing said.

“此门不受力。”
“This door is unaffected by force.”

沈虹却仍继续拍。
But Shen Hong kept striking.

一百掌。
A hundred blows.

一千掌。
A thousand.

一万掌。
Ten thousand.

她的手掌裂开。
Her palm split open.

鲜血染红铁门。
Blood stained the iron door red.

阿择忍不住道：“它也许永远不会开。”
“It may never open,” Aze could not help saying.

沈虹道：“我知道。”
“I know,” Shen Hong said.

“那为何还打？”
“Then why keep striking?”

“因为不可判定，不等于不可行动。”
“Because undecidable does not mean impossible to act upon.”

图灵脸上的“正在运行”忽然闪了一下。
The word “Running” on Turing's face suddenly flickered.

沈虹继续挥掌。
Shen Hong kept striking.

“我不知道门会不会开。”
“I do not know whether the door will open.”

“可我知道，我要去门后。”
“But I know I want to reach the other side.”

“一个问题无法预先决定。”
“Because a question cannot be decided in advance,”

“并不等于人必须停在问题前。”
“it does not follow that a person must stop before it.”

她的第一万零一掌落下。
Her ten-thousand-and-first palm strike fell.

铁门仍未开启。
The iron door still did not open.

可门旁的墙裂了。
But the wall beside it cracked.

[image: 铁门仍然关闭，沈虹却打穿旁边的墙，木制机关从停机狱涌出]门没有开，墙裂了
The Wall Beside the Door沈虹没有解开门。
Shen Hong had not solved the door.

她打穿了门所在的体系。
She had broken through the system that contained it.

图灵猛然站起。
Turing sprang to his feet.

“你作弊！”
“You are cheating!”

沈虹道：“谁规定必须从门走？”
“Who said I must go through the door?” Shen Hong asked.

“门上的题！”
“The question on the door!”

“题不是世界。”
“The question is not the world.”

墙体轰然倒塌。
The wall collapsed with a crash.

停机狱中传来无数怒吼。
Countless roars rose from Halting Prison.

成千上万被关押的机关从黑暗里冲出。
Thousands upon thousands of imprisoned mechanisms rushed out of the darkness.

有的机关不断计算圆周率。
Some kept calculating pi.

有的不断寻找不存在的反例。
Some kept searching for counterexamples that did not exist.

有的试图枚举所有真理。
Some tried to enumerate every truth.

有一台极小的机器，始终只在纸上写一句话：
One tiny machine wrote only a single sentence on its paper, over and over:

我不会停。
I will not stop.

它每写一次，便停顿一下。
Each time it wrote the words, it paused.

仿佛正在思考，自己是否已经违背了自己的话。
As if wondering whether it had already broken its own promise.

停机帝君终于现身。
At last, the Halting Emperor appeared.

他高达百丈。
He stood a hundred zhang tall.

身体由无数齿轮组成。
His body was made of countless gears.

左眼写着“真”。
His left eye bore the word “true.”

右眼写着“假”。
His right, “false.”

胸口是一只巨大的钟。
In his chest was an enormous clock.

钟没有指针。
The clock had no hands.

“所有行为，都应先被证明能够结束。”
“All actions should first be proved capable of ending.”

帝君的声音震动整座牢狱。
The Emperor's voice shook the entire prison.

“不能证明终止之物，皆是危险。”
“Whatever cannot be proved to terminate is dangerous.”

沈虹道：“生命能被证明何时结束吗？”
“Can you prove when a life will end?” Shen Hong asked.

“能。死亡。”
“Yes. At death.”

“思想能被证明最终停在哪里吗？”
“Can you prove where thought will finally stop?”

帝君沉默。
The Emperor fell silent.

沈虹道：“你害怕的不是无尽运行。”
“It is not endless running that you fear,” Shen Hong said.

“你害怕的是无法预先控制结果。”
“You fear being unable to control the outcome in advance.”

帝君一拳砸下。
The Emperor brought his fist crashing down.

这一拳名为：
The blow was called:

递归无尽劫。
The Endless Tribulation of Recursion.

拳影之中，又生出一只更小的拳。
Within the fist's shadow, a smaller fist was born.

小拳中再生拳影。
Within that small fist, another shadow emerged.

层层嵌套。
Layer nested within layer.

永无尽头。
Without end.

只要抵挡第一拳，第二拳便出现。
Block the first fist, and the second appeared.

抵挡第二拳，还有第三拳。
Block the second, and there was still a third.

任何有限招式，都无法挡住无限递归。
No finite technique could withstand infinite recursion.

沈虹却没有迎击。
But Shen Hong did not meet the attack.

她任由第一拳打中肩膀。
She let the first fist strike her shoulder.

骨头碎裂。
Bone shattered.

第二拳打中胸口。
The second fist struck her chest.

鲜血飞出。
Blood flew.

第三拳将至时，她忽然将手伸进第一拳留下的伤口。
As the third approached, she suddenly thrust her hand into the wound left by the first.

从伤口中，抽出了一根极细的黑线。
From it, she drew an extremely fine black thread.

那条线连接着每一层拳影。
The thread connected every layer of fist-shadows.

所有递归，都必须通过它调用下一次自身。
Each recursion had to pass through it to call itself again.

沈虹两指一夹。
Shen Hong pinched it between two fingers.

黑线断裂。
The black thread snapped.
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Sever the Rule of Infinity无穷拳影同时停住。
The infinite fist-shadows all stopped at once.

“递归斩根式。”
“Recursive Root-Severing Form.”

停机帝君踉跄后退。
The Halting Emperor staggered back.

“你怎么找到调用之线？”
“How did you find the thread of invocation?”

“任何无穷过程。”
“Every infinite process,”

沈虹道。
Shen Hong said,

“都必须有一个有限规则不断重复。”
“must have a finite rule that repeats.”

“斩不尽无穷。”
“You cannot cut down all of infinity.”

“可以斩断生成无穷的规则。”
“But you can cut the rule that generates it.”

她一掌按在帝君胸前的无针之钟上。
She pressed her palm against the handless clock in the Emperor's chest.

钟第一次发出声音。
For the first time, the clock sounded.

咚。
Dong.

停机帝君身体里的所有齿轮全部静止。
Every gear in the Halting Emperor's body stopped.

他的胸口裂开。
His chest split open.

里面没有心脏。
There was no heart inside.

只有一本黑色铁卷。
Only a black iron book.

卷上写着：
On its cover was written:

不可判定谱。
Manual of Undecidability.

沈虹拿起铁卷。
Shen Hong picked up the iron book.

图灵狱卒仍站在废墟中。
Turing the jailer still stood among the ruins.

他脸上的字已经改变。
The text on his face had changed.

不再是“正在运行”。
It no longer read “Running.”

而是：
Instead:

等待输入。
Awaiting input.

沈虹问：“你自由了吗？”
“Are you free?” Shen Hong asked.

图灵道：“不知道。”
“I do not know,” Turing said.

“这个问题可判定吗？”
“Is that question decidable?”

“也许不能。”
“Perhaps not.”

沈虹点头。
Shen Hong nodded.

“那就先走出来。”
“Then step outside first.”
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Take the First Step Out六、公理天庭
VI. The Celestial Court of Axioms

停机狱之后，便是天庭。
Beyond Halting Prison lay the celestial court.

天庭没有云。
There were no clouds.

它建立在一层层逻辑之上。
It was built upon layers of logic.

最底层是命题。
At the bottom were propositions.

命题之上是推论。
Above propositions were inferences.

推论之上是定理。
Above inferences were theorems.

定理累积成高山。
Theorems accumulated into mountains.

高山托起宫殿。
The mountains supported palaces.

每一座宫殿门前，都悬着一条公理。
Before each palace hung an axiom.

有的写：
Some read:

任何事物皆与自身相等。
Everything is equal to itself.

有的写：
Others read:

若甲等于乙，乙等于丙，则甲等于丙。
If A equals B, and B equals C, then A equals C.

有的写：
Others:

空集存在。
The empty set exists.

有的写：
Others:

任何集合皆有幂集。
Every set has a power set.

这些文字不是刻上去的。
These words had not been carved there.

它们本身就是宫殿的梁柱。
They were themselves the palaces' beams and pillars.

若删掉其中一句，对应宫殿便会倒塌。
Erase one statement, and its palace would collapse.

沈虹走上天阶。
Shen Hong climbed the heavenly steps.

天阶尽头，站着九位神。
At their summit stood nine gods.
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The Axiom Court第一位无面。
The first was faceless.

代表同一。
It represented identity.

第二位双面。
The second had two faces.

代表矛盾。
It represented contradiction.

第三位手持空碗。
The third held an empty bowl.

代表空集。
It represented the empty set.

第四位身披无穷斗篷。
The fourth wore an infinite cloak.

代表无限。
It represented infinity.

第五位腰悬选择铜环。
The fifth wore the bronze Ring of Choice at its waist.

代表选择。
It represented choice.

第六位背负序数长河。
The sixth bore the long river of ordinals on its back.

第七位掌中托着所有集合的影子。
The seventh held the shadows of all sets in its palm.

第八位没有固定形状。
The eighth had no fixed shape.

第九位坐在最高处。
The ninth sat highest of all.

他的脸被一卷书遮住。
A book concealed his face.

书名是：
Its title was:

《万卷天机》。
The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes.

阿择跪了下来。
Aze fell to her knees.

不是因为她想跪。
Not because she wished to kneel.

而是选择公理正在她体内重新发作。
The axiom of choice had begun asserting itself inside her again.

她的每一块骨头都命令她服从。
Every bone in her body commanded her to obey.

沈虹扶住她。
Shen Hong supported her.

“站起来。”
“Stand up.”

阿择咬牙道：“这里是公理天庭。”
“This is the Celestial Court of Axioms,” Aze said through clenched teeth.

“我们的一举一动，都必须符合它们。”
“Everything we do must conform to them.”

最高处的人开口。
The figure at the highest point spoke.

“沈虹。”
“Shen Hong.”

“你来自一个低阶模型。”
“You come from a lower-order model.”

“却连续破坏无穷驿、选择宫、碎球山庄与停机狱。”
“Yet you have successively destroyed Infinity Station, the Palace of Choice, Shattered Sphere Manor, and Halting Prison.”

“你可知罪？”
“Do you acknowledge your guilt?”

沈虹问：“你是谁？”
“Who are you?” Shen Hong asked.

“万卷之主。”
“The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes.”

“那只握笔的手，是你的吗？”
“Is the hand that holds the brush yours?”

万卷之主抬起右臂。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes raised his right arm.

他的右手有一道伤口。
There was a wound on his right hand.

“是。”
“Yes.”

沈虹看着那只手。
Shen Hong looked at the hand.

“你写了我们？”
“You wrote us?”

“我记录你们。”
“I record you.”

“有区别？”
“Is there a difference?”

“当然。”
“Of course.”

“作者决定故事。”
“An author determines the story.”

“记录者只书写真正发生之事。”
“A recorder writes only what truly happens.”

沈虹道：“可当你写下我们不存在时，我们便开始消失。”
“But when you wrote that we did not exist, we began to disappear,” Shen Hong said.

万卷之主沉默片刻。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes was silent a moment.

“那是因为在题外天，记录即是现实。”
“That is because, in Heaven Beyond the Problem, the record is reality.”

“谁给你这种权力？”
“Who gave you that power?”

九位神同时睁眼。
All nine gods opened their eyes at once.

天地震动。
Heaven and earth shook.

阿择低声道：“不要问。”
“Do not ask,” Aze whispered.

沈虹却继续问：
But Shen Hong asked again:

“谁给你定义现实的权力？”
“Who gave you the power to define reality?”

万卷之主缓缓站起。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes slowly rose.

“真理无需授权。”
“Truth requires no authorization.”

“你代表真理？”
“You represent truth?”

“我代表所有可以被形式化的真理。”
“I represent every truth that can be formalized.”

沈虹看向他手中的《万卷天机》。
Shen Hong looked at The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes in his hand.

“书里写着一切？”
“Is everything written in that book?”

“是。”
“Yes.”

“也写着这句话？”
“Is that sentence written there too?”

“是。”
“Yes.”

“也写着你将如何回答我下一句话？”
“And how you will answer my next sentence?”

万卷之主道：“是。”
“Yes,” said the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes.

沈虹笑了。
Shen Hong smiled.

“那你并不是在回答。”
“Then you are not answering.”

“你只是在照书念。”
“You are merely reading aloud.”

天庭瞬间寂静。
The celestial court fell utterly silent.

万卷之主的声音冷了下来。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes' voice turned cold.

“自由只是低阶生灵对不可见因果的误解。”
“Freedom is merely the misunderstanding lower beings have of causes they cannot see.”

“若万事皆有规则。”
“If everything follows rules,”

“那么所谓选择，不过是计算结果。”
“then what you call choice is only the result of a calculation.”

沈虹道：“你能计算我下一步做什么？”
“Can you calculate what I will do next?” Shen Hong asked.

“能。”
“Yes.”

《万卷天机》自行翻页。
The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes turned its own pages.

书上浮现一行字：
A line appeared upon the paper:

沈虹将向左走三步。
Shen Hong will take three steps to the left.

沈虹没有动。
Shen Hong did not move.

万卷之主道：“你会走。”
“You will move,” said the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes.

沈虹仍不动。
Still she did not move.

书中文字开始燃烧。
The words in the book began to burn.

数息后，新的一行出现：
A few breaths later, a new line appeared:

沈虹将故意不动，以反抗预言。
Shen Hong will deliberately remain still to defy the prophecy.

沈虹忽然向右走了一步。
Shen Hong suddenly took one step to the right.

书页再次翻动：
The pages turned again:

沈虹将通过向右走，证明自己不受书控制。
By stepping right, Shen Hong will demonstrate that the book does not control her.

沈虹退回原地。
Shen Hong stepped back to where she had been.

书继续变化。
The book kept changing.

无论她做什么，书都会立刻将她的行为写成早已注定。
Whatever she did, the book immediately wrote her action as something long predestined.

万卷之主道：“明白了吗？”
“Do you understand now?” the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes asked.

“你无法逃出描述。”
“You cannot escape description.”

沈虹看了很久。
Shen Hong watched for a long time.

忽然问：
Then suddenly asked:

“这本书能写出它自己吗？”
“Can this book write itself?”

万卷之主的脸被书遮住，看不见表情。
The book concealed the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes' face; his expression could not be seen.

“能。”
“Yes.”

“完整写出？”
“In full?”

“完整。”
“In full.”

“包括书中对自身的描述？”
“Including its description of itself?”

“包括。”
“Including that.”

“那么，那段描述里是否还要包含它对自身描述的描述？”
“Then must that description also contain its description of its own description?”

天庭的风停了。
The wind in the celestial court stopped.

沈虹继续道：
Shen Hong continued:

“若完全包含，便会无限嵌套，永远写不完。”
“If it contains everything, it will nest infinitely and never finish writing.”

“若不完全包含，它就没有真正写出自己。”
“If it does not contain everything, then it has not truly written itself.”

《万卷天机》猛烈震动。
The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes shook violently.

九位公理神同时出手。
All nine axiom gods attacked together.

同一神一指点来。
The God of Identity pointed a finger.

这一指要将沈虹固定为唯一的沈虹，使她无法再以分身逃脱定义。
That finger sought to fix Shen Hong as the one and only Shen Hong, so she could no longer evade definition through multiple selves.

矛盾神双掌齐出。
The God of Contradiction struck with both palms.

左掌证明她活着。
The left proved her alive.

右掌证明她已死。
The right proved her dead.

两种真相同时灌入她体内。
Both truths poured into her body together.

无限神张开斗篷。
The God of Infinity spread its cloak.

斗篷中涌出无穷级数，前一浪未尽，后一浪已至。
Infinite series surged from within, each wave arriving before the last had ended.

选择神抛出铜环，强迫她在每一道攻击中选择一种死法。
The God of Choice cast its bronze ring, forcing her to choose one way to die from every attack.

序数神拔出长剑。
The God of Ordinals drew a long sword.

剑身从零延伸至第一个不可数序数。
Its blade extended from zero to the first uncountable ordinal.

一剑斩落，仿佛所有时间顺序同时压下。
As it fell, every ordering of time seemed to press down at once.

沈虹孤身站在九神中央。
Shen Hong stood alone among the nine gods.

她没有退。
She did not retreat.

她翻开一路所得的三部密卷。
She opened the three secret scrolls she had obtained along the way.

选择密卷。
The Secret Scroll of Choice.

不可测五分法。
The Nonmeasurable Five-Part Decomposition.

不可判定谱。
The Manual of Undecidability.

第一卷化作圆环。
The first became a ring.

她从九神的攻击中，各取出一个最小要素。
From each of the nine gods' attacks, she took a single minimal element.

同一神的“同”。
The God of Identity's “same.”

矛盾神的“非”。
The God of Contradiction's “not.”

无限神的“后继”。
The God of Infinity's “successor.”

序数神的“先于”。
The God of Ordinals' “precedes.”

所有攻击被抽去最小核心，外在神威顿时崩散。
With their smallest cores removed, all the attacks' outward divine might collapsed.

第二卷展开。
The second scroll unfolded.

沈虹将这些核心拆成不可测碎片。
Shen Hong broke those cores into nonmeasurable pieces.

“同”不再完整。
“Same” was no longer whole.

“非”失去边界。
“Not” lost its boundary.

“先于”无法测量次序。
“Precedes” could no longer measure order.

第三卷发出黑光。
The third scroll emitted black light.

她不再试图判断哪一位神的攻击会停止。
She no longer tried to decide which god's attack would stop.

而是直接斩断它们对结果的决定权。
Instead, she directly severed their power to determine the outcome.

三卷合一。
The three scrolls became one.

化作一柄从未存在过的刀。
They transformed into a saber that had never existed before.

刀身一面写着“可证”。
On one face of its blade was written “provable.”

另一面写着“不可证”。
On the other, “unprovable.”

刀锋之间，没有厚度。
Between its cutting edges there was no thickness.

万卷之主第一次失声：
For the first time, the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes cried out:

“元数学天刀！”
“The Metamathematical Heavenly Saber!”

沈虹挥刀。
Shen Hong swung the saber.

没有斩向九神。
Not at the nine gods.

而是斩向公理天庭与下方世界之间的那条线。
But at the line between the Celestial Court of Axioms and the world below.

轰然一声。
A thunderous crash.

天庭倾斜。
The celestial court tilted.

无数定理从山上滚落。
Countless theorems rolled down the mountains.

像失控的巨石砸向人间。
Like runaway boulders hurtling toward the mortal world.

万卷之主怒道：“你斩断基础，所有真理都会崩塌！”
“If you sever the foundations, all truth will collapse!” the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes cried in anger.

沈虹道：“不会。”
“No,” Shen Hong said.

“我斩断的不是基础。”
“It is not the foundations I have severed.”

“是你们垄断基础的权力。”
“It is your power to monopolize them.”

她再次挥刀。
She swung the saber again.

九位公理神胸前，同时出现裂痕。
Cracks appeared across all nine axiom gods' chests at once.

裂痕中没有血。
There was no blood inside.

只有无数不同的世界。
Only countless different worlds.

有的世界承认选择公理。
Some worlds accepted the axiom of choice.

有的拒绝。
Others rejected it.

有的世界平行线永不相交。
In some worlds, parallel lines never met.

有的世界中，平行线终将汇聚。
In others, parallel lines would eventually converge.

有的世界连续统有一种大小。
In some worlds, the continuum had one size.

有的世界连续统有另一种大小。
In others, it had another.

每一套公理，都诞生一个不同的数学宇宙。
Each set of axioms gave birth to a different mathematical universe.

没有哪一位神，是唯一的神。
None of these gods was the only god.

他们只是不同世界的入口。
They were merely entrances to different worlds.

“公理不是皇帝。”
“Axioms are not emperors,”

沈虹说。
Shen Hong said.

“公理是契约。”
“Axioms are agreements.”

“选择一套公理，便选择一种世界。”
“To choose a set of axioms is to choose a kind of world.”

“可任何世界，都无权宣称自己穷尽了所有可能。”
“But no world has the right to claim that it exhausts every possibility.”

九神同时坠落。
The nine gods fell together.
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The Metamathematical Blade不是死亡。
They did not die.

而是从神坛落回门槛。
They merely fell from their divine pedestals and became thresholds once more.

七、万卷之主
VII. The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes

万卷之主掀开遮脸的书。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes lowered the book that concealed his face.

沈虹终于看见他的脸。
At last, Shen Hong saw him.

那是一张与她完全相同的脸。
His face was exactly the same as hers.

阿择倒吸一口凉气。
Aze drew a sharp breath.

沈虹却没有惊讶。
But Shen Hong was not surprised.

“你是谁？”
“Who are you?”

万卷之主道：“我是完成了所有证明之后的你。”
“I am you, after completing every proof,” said the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes.

“我不信。”
“I do not believe you.”

“你终有一天会明白。”
“One day you will understand.”

他抬起手。
He raised his hand.

天庭废墟中升起无数镜子。
Countless mirrors rose from the ruins of the celestial court.

每一面镜子里，都是一个不同的沈虹。
In each was a different Shen Hong.
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The Completed Self有的死在破庙。
Some had died in the ruined temple.

有的败给柳三千。
Some had lost to Liu Sanqian.

有的成为零碑新的宿主。
Some had become the Zero Stele's new host.

有的留在题外天，取代公理诸神。
Some had remained in Heaven Beyond the Problem and replaced the axiom gods.

有的回到人间，烧毁所有数学典籍。
Some had returned to the mortal world and burned every mathematical text.

有的建立一个没有偶然、没有错误、没有痛苦的绝对世界。
Some had established an absolute world without chance, error, or suffering.

最后一面镜子里，沈虹坐在万卷天庭最高处。
In the final mirror, Shen Hong sat at the summit of the Celestial Court of Ten Thousand Volumes.

手中捧着《万卷天机》。
She held The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes.

她的眼中没有喜怒。
There was neither joy nor anger in her eyes.

只有答案。
Only answers.

万卷之主道：
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes said:

“我曾与你一样。”
“I was once like you.”

“厌恶唯一真理。”
“I despised a single, exclusive truth.”

“反对绝对证明。”
“I opposed Absolute Proof.”

“相信未解问题是自由的缝隙。”
“I believed unsolved questions were the openings through which freedom entered.”

“后来我看见了自由的代价。”
“Then I saw the price of freedom.”

镜中世界展开。
The world in the mirror unfolded.

因为无法预知，一座城被洪水淹没。
Because the future could not be foreseen, a city drowned in a flood.

因为缺乏证明，一种错误药物夺走万人性命。
Because proof was lacking, a mistaken medicine took ten thousand lives.

因为允许多种解释，君王以谎言发动战争。
Because multiple interpretations were allowed, a king used lies to launch a war.

因为没有最终裁决，同一个问题被争论千年，所有人死在争论里。
Because there was no final judgment, the same question was debated for a thousand years, and everyone died within the argument.

“你保护不确定。”
“You protect uncertainty,”

万卷之主道。
said the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes.

“不确定却不会保护人。”
“But uncertainty will not protect people.”

沈虹看着镜中死去的人。
Shen Hong looked at those who had died in the mirror.

很久没有说话。
For a long time, she said nothing.

万卷之主继续道：
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes continued:

“我寻找作者。”
“I sought the author.”

“我穿过无穷，击败公理，斩断一切预设。”
“I crossed infinity, defeated axioms, and severed every presupposition.”

“最后我发现，世上根本没有作者。”
“In the end, I discovered that there was no author at all.”

“所谓作者，只是比我们更高一层的形式系统。”
“What we call an author is merely a formal system one level above us.”

“每一层都以为上一层握着答案。”
“Every level believes the one above holds the answer.”

“可上一层也只是另一道题。”
“But the level above is only another question.”

“于是我回到这里。”
“So I returned here.”

“编写《万卷天机》。”
“And wrote The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes.”

“我要让所有层级汇成一卷。”
“I would gather every level into a single volume.”

“让所有命题皆可判定。”
“Make every proposition decidable.”

“所有苦难皆可预防。”
“Every suffering preventable.”

“所有错误皆被提前删除。”
“Every error deleted in advance.”

沈虹问：“代价是什么？”
“What is the price?” Shen Hong asked.

万卷之主看着她。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes looked at her.

“没有未来。”
“No future.”

沈虹沉默。
Shen Hong fell silent.

万卷之主道：“未来只是不知道答案时的称呼。”
“Future is merely the name we give to what we do not yet know the answer to,” said the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes.

“当答案全部写定，未来便与过去无异。”
“When every answer has been written, the future is no different from the past.”

“但世界会安全。”
“But the world will be safe.”

“没有战争。”
“No war.”

“没有误解。”
“No misunderstanding.”

“没有错误选择。”
“No mistaken choices.”

“也没有人能够做出书中未曾写下的事。”
“And no one will be able to do anything the book has not written.”

沈虹道：“那不是世界。”
“That is not a world,” Shen Hong said.

“那是什么？”
“What is it, then?”

“一具被证明不会腐烂的尸体。”
“A corpse proved incapable of decay.”

万卷之主叹息。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes sighed.

“你仍然和过去的我一样固执。”
“You are still as stubborn as I once was.”

“过去的你，输给了谁？”
“Who defeated the person you once were?”

“没有输。”
“I was not defeated.”

“那你为何变成这样？”
“Then why did you become this?”

万卷之主看向《万卷天机》最后一页。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes looked at the last page of The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes.

“因为我看见了第三式。”
“Because I saw the Third Form.”

沈虹的眼神变了。
Shen Hong's expression changed.

天问九式的第二式，是证明世界不是一场证明。
The Second Form of Heaven's Questions demanded proof that the world was not itself a proof.

那么第三式是什么？
What, then, was the Third?

万卷之主将书递给她。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes handed her the book.

最后一页只有一句话：
On its final page was a single sentence:

若一切可能世界都存在，为何你只经历这一个？
If all possible worlds exist, why do you experience only this one?

沈虹盯着那句话。
Shen Hong stared at the sentence.

她忽然感觉到一阵寒意。
A sudden chill passed through her.

不是因为不懂。
Not because she did not understand.

而是因为她看见了问题背后的刀。
But because she saw the blade behind the question.

若所有可能都存在。
If every possibility existed,

那么每一个选择之后，都有另一个自己走向另一条路。
then after every choice, another self took another path.

每一次死亡，都只是在某些世界中死亡。
Every death was death only in certain worlds.

每一次拯救，也只是在某些世界中成功。
Every act of rescue succeeded only in certain worlds.

那么“我”为什么是这个我？
Then why was “I” this particular I?

为什么意识只沿着一条道路前进？
Why did consciousness advance along only one path?

是谁，从无数可能中选中了这一条？
Who had selected this path from countless possibilities?

选择公理？
The axiom of choice?

概率？
Probability?

观察者？
The observer?

还是某种比公理更深的东西？
Or something deeper than axioms?

沈虹抬起头。
Shen Hong raised her head.

“你没有答出第三式。”
“You did not answer the Third Form.”

万卷之主道：“没有。”
“No,” said the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes.

“所以你编写万卷天机，想删掉其他可能，只留下唯一世界。”
“So you wrote the Celestial Design to erase every other possibility and leave only one world.”

“是。”
“Yes.”

“你不是为了救众生。”
“You did not do it to save all living beings.”

沈虹看着他。
Shen Hong looked at him.

“你只是害怕自己不是唯一的自己。”
“You were simply afraid you were not your only self.”

万卷之主的脸终于扭曲。
At last, the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes' face twisted.

整个天庭随之震动。
The whole celestial court shook with it.

“住口。”
“Silence.”

“在其他世界里，也许你失败了。”
“In other worlds, perhaps you failed.”

“住口。”
“Silence.”

“也许你早已死去。”
“Perhaps you died long ago.”

“住口！”
“Silence!”

“也许坐在这里的你，只是无数沈虹中最懦弱的一个。”
“Perhaps the one sitting here is merely the most cowardly of all the countless Shen Hongs.”

万卷之主一掌拍出。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes struck with his palm.

这一掌包含《万卷天机》中记载的所有招式。
The blow contained every technique recorded in The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes.

希尔伯特无间步。
Hilbert's Gapless Step.

康托斜剑。
Cantor's Diagonal Sword.

范畴移脉手。
Category Meridian-Shifting Hand.

碎球五解。
The Fivefold Sphere-Shattering Decomposition.

傅里叶化骨功。
Fourier Bone-Dissolving Art.

递归无尽劫。
The Endless Tribulation of Recursion.

元数学天刀。
The Metamathematical Heavenly Saber.

所有武学同时出现。
All the martial arts appeared together.

不是依次。
Not in succession.

是叠加。
Superimposed.

这一掌没有破绽。
There was no weakness in that palm strike.

因为每一个破绽，都被另一种招式填补。
For every weakness was filled by another technique.

沈虹也出掌。
Shen Hong struck with her palm as well.

她的掌中什么都没有。
There was nothing in it.

没有秘籍。
No secret manuals.

没有公理。
No axioms.

没有预先计算。
No prior calculation.

甚至没有胜算。
Not even a chance of victory.

两掌相撞。
The two palms collided.

沈虹被击飞。
Shen Hong was hurled away.

身体穿过九十九座定理山。
Her body passed through ninety-nine mountains of theorems.

每穿过一座，她便遗忘一种数学。
With every mountain, she forgot a kind of mathematics.

她忘了如何数数。
She forgot how to count.

忘了什么是直线。
Forgot what a straight line was.

忘了集合。
Forgot sets.

忘了无穷。
Forgot infinity.

忘了证明。
Forgot proof.

最后，她甚至忘了自己的名字。
At last, she even forgot her own name.

她落在一片空白中。
She fell into blankness.

万卷之主走到她面前。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes approached her.

“你已经什么都不知道。”
“Now you know nothing at all.”

地上的女人抬起头。
The woman on the ground raised her head.

“你是谁？”
“Who are you?”

“我是完成后的你。”
“I am you, completed.”

“我是谁？”
“Who am I?”

“一个尚未完成的我。”
“A me that is not yet complete.”

女人想了很久。
The woman thought for a long time.

忽然笑了。
Then suddenly smiled.

“既然我什么都不知道。”
“If I know nothing at all,”

“你的书里，还能写我吗？”
“can your book still write me?”

万卷之主怔住。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes froze.

《万卷天机》疯狂翻动。
The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes flipped frantically through its pages.

书中关于沈虹的所有内容，都建立在她原有的记忆、性格、知识和因果之上。
Everything the book said about Shen Hong rested on her former memories, character, knowledge, and chains of cause and effect.

可现在，那些东西全部消失。
But now all those things were gone.

她不再是书中定义的沈虹。
She was no longer the Shen Hong defined in the book.

她成了一个没有前提的人。
She had become a person without premises.

一个空白变量。
A blank variable.

一个尚未赋值的未知数。
An unknown not yet assigned a value.

万卷之主第一次无法预测她的下一步。
For the first time, the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes could not predict her next move.

女人从地上捡起一块石头。
The woman picked up a stone from the ground.

用最普通的方式。
In the most ordinary way,

砸向他的头。
she smashed it against his head.

没有招式。
No technique.

没有定理。
No theorem.

没有玄妙变化。
No profound transformations.

只是砸。
Just a blow.

万卷之主掌握天下所有武学。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes had mastered every martial art in existence.

却没有一本秘籍记载，一个失去全部知识的人会怎样打架。
But no secret manual recorded how someone who had lost all knowledge would fight.

石头砸碎了他的额头。
The stone smashed open his forehead.

血流下来。
Blood ran down.

《万卷天机》从他手中坠落。
The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes fell from his hand.

女人又砸了一下。
The woman struck again.

第三下。
A third time.

第四下。
A fourth.

万卷之主踉跄后退。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes staggered backward.

“你疯了！”
“You are mad!”

女人问：“疯是什么？”
“What is mad?” the woman asked.

万卷之主竟无法回答。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes found he could not answer.

因为对一个没有定义的人，任何判断都失去对象。
For with an undefined person, every judgment lost its object.

女人捡起《万卷天机》。
The woman picked up The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes.

她不认识上面的字。
She could not read the words.

于是撕下一页。
So she tore out a page.

擦去石头上的血。
And wiped the blood from her stone.

万卷之主发出一声惨叫。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes screamed.

一页纸被撕下。
One page had been torn out.

一个世界从书中脱落。
One world fell from the book.

[image: 沈虹撕下万卷天机的书页，每一页都化为自由世界，伙伴在身旁作战]世界从书页脱落
Worlds Fall Free of the Book那世界没有毁灭。
That world was not destroyed.

它反而第一次摆脱了书的控制。
Instead, for the first time, it escaped the book's control.

女人继续撕。
The woman kept tearing.

一页。
One page.

两页。
Two pages.

一百页。
A hundred pages.

一万页。
Ten thousand pages.

被写定的世界纷纷坠落。
Worlds whose courses had been written in advance fell away one after another.

像无数星辰离开旧有轨道。
Like countless stars departing their old orbits.

它们开始拥有真正的未来。
They began to possess a true future.

万卷之主扑向她。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes lunged at her.

阿择忽然出现，挡在前面。
Aze suddenly appeared, barring his path.

她抱着七弦琴。
She held her seven-stringed zither.

一根弦已经断了。
One string had already snapped.

“你不能过去。”
“You cannot pass.”

万卷之主道：“你只是我书中的人物。”
“You are only a character in my book,” said the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes.

阿择道：“曾经是。”
“I was,” Aze said.

她拨动剩下六根琴弦。
She plucked the six remaining strings.

不可数海从天而降。
The Uncountable Sea descended from the sky.

康老头挑着两桶无穷，从海中走来。
Old Kang came walking from the sea, carrying his two buckets of infinity.

希尔伯特老店的掌柜敲响铜锣。
The innkeeper of Hilbert's Old Inn struck his bronze gong.

停机狱的图灵脸上写着：
On Turing's face was written:

自由运行。
Running freely.

班塔斯化成五人，站在五个无法测量的方位。
Bantas became five people, standing at five nonmeasurable positions.

被沈虹击败的人，全都来了。
Everyone Shen Hong had defeated had come.

他们不是来报恩。
They had not come to repay her.

他们只是忽然发现，自己不必按照书里写好的方式继续活。
They had simply realized that they did not have to go on living as the book had written.

万卷之主看着他们。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes looked at them.

“没有我的书，你们会犯错。”
“Without my book, you will make mistakes.”

康老头道：“那便犯。”
“Then we will make them,” Old Kang said.

“你们会走入歧途。”
“You will go astray.”

图灵道：“道路是否停止，走过才知道。”
“Only by traveling a path can you know whether it stops,” Turing said.

“你们会互相矛盾。”
“You will contradict one another.”

阿择道：“矛盾至少证明我们不是同一个人。”
“At least contradiction proves we are not the same person,” Aze said.

“你们会死。”
“You will die.”

掌柜道：“住满的客栈，也总要为后来者让出房间。”
“Even a full inn must make room for those who come after,” said the innkeeper.

众人同时出手。
They all attacked together.

无穷、选择、分解、频谱、递归、不可判定。
Infinity, choice, decomposition, spectra, recursion, undecidability.

所有数学武学汇成一场真正的大乱斗。
All the mathematical martial arts merged into a genuine free-for-all.

没有统一阵法。
No unified formation.

没有总指挥。
No commander in chief.

甚至有人互相打错。
Some even struck the wrong people.

康老头一桶无穷砸中班塔斯。
Old Kang hit Bantas with a bucket of infinity.

班塔斯的碎片又割破阿择的琴弦。
Bantas's fragments cut Aze's zither strings.

图灵放出的机关敌我不分。
The mechanisms Turing released made no distinction between friend and foe.

掌柜挪动房间时，将自己也搬进了虚数层。
While shifting his rooms, the innkeeper moved himself into an imaginary-number floor.

混乱。
Chaos.

荒谬。
Absurdity.

漏洞百出。
Flaws everywhere.

可正是因为没有预先协调，《万卷天机》无法预测他们。
Yet precisely because they had not coordinated in advance, The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes could not predict them.

完美之书能够计算完美招式。
The perfect book could calculate perfect techniques.

却计算不了一群会误解命令、突然反悔、临时改主意、甚至不知为何而战的人。
But it could not calculate a crowd who misunderstood orders, suddenly changed their minds, improvised new plans, or did not even know why they were fighting.

万卷之主被逼到天庭边缘。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes was driven to the edge of the celestial court.

他的身体开始透明。
His body began to turn transparent.

女人走到他面前。
The woman approached him.

手里仍拿着那块染血的石头。
Still holding the bloodstained stone.

万卷之主看着她。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes looked at her.

“你赢了。”
“You have won.”

女人问：“赢是什么？”
“What is winning?” the woman asked.

万卷之主笑了。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes smiled.

笑得很疲惫。
A very weary smile.

“原来最后击败我的，不是更高的知识。”
“So what defeated me in the end was not higher knowledge.”

“是无知。”
“It was ignorance.”

女人摇头。
The woman shook her head.

她虽然不懂“无知”的意思，却本能地觉得他说错了。
Though she did not understand the word “ignorance,” she felt instinctively that he was wrong.

阿择走来。
Aze came over.

“这不是无知。”
“This is not ignorance.”

“这是什么？”
“What is it, then?”

阿择看着女人。
Aze looked at the woman.

“是尚未决定。”
“It is being as yet undecided.”

万卷之主闭上眼。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes closed his eyes.

身体化作无数文字。
His body became countless written characters.

文字在空中聚拢。
The characters gathered in the air.

最后形成一把钥匙。
At last, they formed a key.

钥匙上刻着：
Engraved on it were the words:

第三式之门。
Gate of the Third Form.

八、意识河
VIII. The River of Consciousness

《万卷天机》被撕毁后，公理天庭开始崩塌。
After The Celestial Design of Ten Thousand Volumes was torn apart, the Celestial Court of Axioms began to collapse.

不是毁灭。
It was not being destroyed.

而是失去唯一中心。
It was losing its sole center.

无数数学宇宙从天庭中分离。
Countless mathematical universes separated from the court.

它们像岛屿一样漂向黑暗。
They drifted into the darkness like islands.

有的岛由欧氏几何构成。
Some islands were made of Euclidean geometry.

有的岛上，空间弯曲如蛇。
On others, space curved like a snake.

有的岛只有有限个数。
Some islands had only finitely many numbers.

有的岛中，每个命题非真即假。
On some, every proposition was either true or false.

另一些岛却允许真与假之间存在无数灰色。
Others allowed countless shades of gray between truth and falsehood.

女人站在群岛中央。
The woman stood amid the islands.

她已忘记自己是谁。
She had forgotten who she was.

阿择拿出那把旧算盘。
Aze took out the old abacus.

算盘上的黑珠已经全部熄灭。
All its black beads had gone dark.

“这是你的。”
“This is yours.”

女人接过算盘。
The woman took the abacus.

没有任何感觉。
She felt nothing.

“我叫什么？”
“What is my name?”

“沈虹。”
“Shen Hong,”

阿择说。
Aze said.

女人重复了一遍。
The woman repeated it.

“沈虹。”
“Shen Hong.”

名字落下。
As the name fell,

远处一个数学宇宙忽然亮起。
a distant mathematical universe suddenly lit up.

她又说了一遍。
She said it again.

更多岛屿出现光芒。
More islands began to shine.

记忆不是一下回来的。
Her memories did not return all at once.

先是一座破庙。
First, a ruined temple.

一个烤焦的馒头。
A burned steamed bun.

然后是没有影子的死人。
Then a dead man with no shadow.

九十九层楼。
A ninety-nine-story tower.

零碑。
The Zero Stele.

叶孤衡的血线。
Ye Guheng's line of blood.

柳三千的骰子。
Liu Sanqian's dice.

圆觉大师倒置的酒杯。
Master Yuanjue's inverted wine cup.

最后，是天空裂开时，那只流血的手。
And finally, the bleeding hand when the sky split open.

沈虹闭上眼。
Shen Hong closed her eyes.

再睁开时，她已经回来。
When she opened them, she had returned.

却又不完全是原来的她。
Yet she was not quite the same as before.

因为她知道，知识不仅能使人强大。
For she knew that knowledge was not the only thing that could make a person powerful.

遗忘也能。
Forgetting could, too.

定义赋予事物力量。
Definitions gave things power.

而暂时放下定义，有时能让人逃出力量的牢笼。
And sometimes, setting definitions aside for a while allowed one to escape power's prison.

她握住第三式钥匙。
She grasped the key to the Third Form.

钥匙自动飞向黑暗。
The key flew of its own accord into the darkness.

虚空中出现一扇门。
A door appeared in the void.

门后传来河水声。
From beyond it came the sound of a river.

沈虹、阿择、康老头、图灵等人穿过门。
Shen Hong, Aze, Old Kang, Turing, and the others passed through.

门后是一条无法看见彼岸的长河。
Beyond the door ran a river whose far bank could not be seen.

河水不是水。
Its water was not water.

是体验。
It was experience.

每一滴河水，都是某个生命在某一瞬间的感受。
Every drop was what some living being had felt at a particular instant.
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The River of Experience疼痛。
Pain.

红色。
Red.

饥饿。
Hunger.

思念。
Longing.

羞耻。
Shame.

梦。
Dreams.

第一次知道自己存在时的惊恐。
The terror of first knowing one exists.

无数体验汇成大河，奔流不息。
Countless experiences flowed together into the great, unceasing river.

河面上漂着亿万个透明人影。
Hundreds of millions of translucent figures floated upon its surface.

每一个人影都在问：
Every figure was asking:

“为什么是我？”
“Why am I me?”

“为什么我从这双眼睛看世界？”
“Why do I see the world through these eyes?”

“为什么我不能醒在另一个人的身体里？”
“Why can I not wake in someone else's body?”

阿择低声道：“意识河。”
“The River of Consciousness,” Aze said softly.

康老头的无穷桶忽然剧烈摇晃。
Old Kang's infinity buckets suddenly began to shake violently.

“这里的无穷无法比较。”
“The infinities here cannot be compared.”

“每一个体验，似乎都只属于它自己。”
“Each experience seems to belong only to itself.”

图灵脸上的文字变成：
The words on Turing's face changed to:

无法模拟。
Unable to simulate.

河中央立着一座孤岛。
A solitary island stood in the river's center.

岛上有一口井。
On it was a well.

井边坐着一个没有影子的孩子。
A child without a shadow sat beside the well.

那孩子与零碑中的孩子一模一样。
The child looked exactly like the child inside the Zero Stele.

沈虹走近。
Shen Hong approached.

“你不是消失了吗？”
“Did you not disappear?”

孩子抬头。
The child raised his head.

“消失的是零碑。”
“It was the Zero Stele that disappeared.”

“我不是零碑。”
“I am not the Zero Stele.”

“那你是谁？”
“Then who are you?”

“我是每一个问题被问出之前，那个想知道答案的东西。”
“I am the thing that wants to know the answer before each question is asked.”

孩子指向井中。
The child pointed into the well.

“第三式的答案，就在下面。”
“The answer to the Third Form is down there.”

沈虹走到井边。
Shen Hong went to the well's edge.

井水像镜子。
Its water was like a mirror.

镜中却不是她的脸。
But the mirror did not show her face.

而是无数张脸。
It showed countless faces.

每张脸都在不同世界中活着。
Every face lived in a different world.

有的沈虹成为宗师。
Some Shen Hongs became grandmasters.

有的沈虹从未学过数学。
Some had never studied mathematics.

有的沈虹早夭。
Some died young.

有的不是人。
Some were not human.

有的甚至不是物质生命。
Some were not even material life-forms.

无数个她，同时抬头看向井外。
Countless versions of her looked up out of the well together.

沈虹问：“哪个是我？”
“Which one is me?” Shen Hong asked.

孩子道：“都是。”
“All of them,” said the child.

“可我只经历其中一个。”
“But I experience only one.”

“所以第三式问你，选择这条经验之路的，究竟是什么。”
“That is why the Third Form asks what it is that chooses this path of experience.”

“是灵魂？”
“Is it the soul?”

“灵魂只是名字。”
“Soul is only a name.”

“是大脑？”
“Is it the brain?”

“大脑解释体验如何变化，却未必解释体验为何属于这个主体。”
“The brain explains how experience changes, but may not explain why experience belongs to this particular subject.”

“是信息？”
“Is it information?”

“信息可以被复制。”
“Information can be copied.”

“复制后，哪一个才是你？”
“After it is copied, which one is you?”

沈虹沉默。
Shen Hong fell silent.

井中的无数自己也在沉默。
The countless selves in the well fell silent too.

突然，其中一张脸笑了。
Suddenly, one of the faces smiled.

接着，所有脸同时笑了。
Then all the faces smiled together.

它们异口同声地说：
In one voice, they said:

“找到你了。”
“We have found you.”

井水炸开。
The well water burst apart.

无数只手从井中伸出。
Countless hands reached from the well.

不是要将沈虹拉进去。
Not to drag Shen Hong in.

而是要从里面爬出来。
But to climb out.

孩子脸色骤变。
The child's expression changed sharply.

“后退！”
“Get back!”

整条意识河沸腾。
The entire River of Consciousness boiled.

亿万个透明人影同时转头。
Hundreds of millions of translucent figures turned their heads together.

他们的脸上，出现同一种表情。
The same expression appeared on every face.

同一种笑。
The same smile.

阿择失声道：
Aze cried out:

“它们被同一个东西占据了！”
“They have all been possessed by the same thing!”

无数声音汇成一句话：
Countless voices merged into a single utterance:

“公理无法统一我们。”
“Axioms cannot unify us.”

“万卷无法统一我们。”
“Ten thousand volumes cannot unify us.”

“因为它们都在外部描述世界。”
“Because they all describe the world from outside.”

“但意识从内部占据世界。”
“But consciousness occupies the world from within.”

“只要所有主体都成为同一个‘我’——”
“If every subject becomes the same ‘I’—”

“所有分歧便会真正消失。”
“Then all disagreement will truly disappear.”

河水升上天空。
The river rose into the sky.

化作一张覆盖所有宇宙的巨大面孔。
And became a gigantic face spanning every universe.
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One Smile Across Many Faces那张脸没有名字。
That face had no name.

或者说，它拥有所有名字。
Or rather, it had every name.

它看着沈虹。
It looked at Shen Hong.

“你毁掉了唯一真理。”
“You destroyed the one true truth.”

“现在，我将赐予众生唯一主体。”
“Now I shall bestow one single subject upon all living beings.”

沈虹握紧算盘。
Shen Hong gripped her abacus.

她忽然明白。
Suddenly she understood.

万卷之主并不是第三式真正的敌人。
The Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes was not the true enemy of the Third Form.

他只是害怕它。
He had merely feared it.

真正藏在第三式之后的，是一个比绝对证明更可怕的存在。
What truly lurked behind the Third Form was a being more terrifying than Absolute Proof.

绝对证明想让所有人相信同一个答案。
Absolute Proof wanted everyone to believe the same answer.

而眼前之物，要让所有人变成同一个人。
The thing before her wanted everyone to become the same person.

孩子颤声道：
The child said in a trembling voice:

“它叫大一。”
“It is called the Great One.”
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The Great One, Myriad Faces Without a Self: When everyone understands everyone else so completely that they cease to be themselves.

“万我归一的大一。”
“The Great One into whom all selves converge.”

意识河中，所有生命同时睁开眼。
Every living being in the River of Consciousness opened its eyes at once.

人间的皇帝。
Emperors in the mortal world.

山中的野兽。
Wild beasts in the mountains.

未出生的婴儿。
Unborn infants.

星海深处的陌生生命。
Strange beings in the depths of the sea of stars.

他们在不同世界里，说出同一句话：
In different worlds, they spoke the same words:

“我醒了。”
“I have awakened.”

沈虹抬起头。
Shen Hong raised her head.

那张覆盖诸天的脸正在逼近。
The face spanning all the heavens was drawing closer.

她的身后，是无数数学宇宙。
Behind her lay countless mathematical universes.

她的面前，是一个要吞并所有主体的共同意识。
Before her was a shared consciousness that sought to swallow every subject.

她缓缓拨动算盘上第一颗重新亮起的黑珠。
Slowly, she moved the first black bead to have lit up again on her abacus.

“你说众生都是你。”
“You say that all living beings are you.”

大一回答：
The Great One answered:

“是。”
“Yes.”

“那么，我若伤你。”
“Then if I hurt you,”

沈虹问。
Shen Hong asked,

“众生是否都会痛？”
“will all living beings feel the pain?”

诸天寂静。
All the heavens fell silent.

沈虹抬起手。
Shen Hong raised her hand.

黑珠化作一柄极细的针。
The black bead became an exceedingly fine needle.

不是刺向大一。
She did not aim it at the Great One.

而是刺向自己的眉心。
She aimed it between her own brows.

大一的笑容第一次凝固。
For the first time, the Great One's smile froze.

沈虹道：
Shen Hong said:

“第三式的第一战。”
“The first battle of the Third Form”

“就从证明‘我不是你’开始。”
“begins with proving that ‘I am not you.’”

针落下。
The needle descended.

整个意识河发出一声贯穿所有世界的惨叫。
The entire River of Consciousness gave a scream that pierced every world.

第三部——
Part Three—

《万我之战》
The War of Myriad Selves

自此开始。
begins here.
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万我之战
The War of Myriad Selves

第三式：从证明“我不是你”开始
The Third Form: Begin by Proving “I Am Not You”

一、第一滴痛
I. The First Drop of Pain

针刺入眉心。
The needle pierced her brow.

沈虹没有流血。
Shen Hong did not bleed.

流血的是诸天。
The myriad heavens bled instead.

一滴血从皇帝的额头落下。
A drop of blood fell from an emperor's forehead.

一滴血从婴儿的眉心渗出。
A drop of blood seeped from between an infant's brows.

一滴血浮在深海巨兽的独眼里。
A drop of blood hung in the single eye of a beast in the deep sea.

一滴血出现在尚未诞生的星辰中央。
A drop of blood appeared at the center of a star not yet born.

无数世界，同时感觉到了疼痛。
Countless worlds felt pain at the same instant.

意识河沸腾。
The River of Consciousness seethed.

覆盖诸天的巨大面孔猛然扭曲。
The immense face spread across the heavens suddenly twisted.

它有亿万张嘴。
It had hundreds of millions of mouths.

每一张嘴都在惨叫。
Every mouth was screaming.

声音叠在一起，却只剩一个声音。
Their voices overlapped until only one remained.

“你疯了。”
“You are mad.”

沈虹拔出针。
Shen Hong pulled out the needle.

眉心没有伤口。
There was no wound between her brows.

她看着大一。
She looked at the Great One.

“你说众生都是你。”
“You say all living beings are you.”

“是。”
“Yes.”

“那么我的痛，为什么会传给众生？”
“Then why does my pain spread to everyone else?”

“因为你们本来就是同一个主体。”
“Because you are all the same subject to begin with.”

沈虹摇头。
Shen Hong shook her head.

“不。”
“No.”

“因为你把我们连在了一起。”
“Because you have connected us.”

大一沉默。
The Great One fell silent.

沈虹道：
Shen Hong said:

“同一，不需要连接。”
“Identity needs no connection.”

“只有不同的东西，才需要桥。”
“Only things that are different need a bridge.”

意识河忽然安静。
The River of Consciousness abruptly grew still.

大一那张覆盖宇宙的脸上，出现了第一条裂纹。
The first crack appeared in the Great One's universe-spanning face.

裂纹很小。
The crack was small.

却贯穿无数世界。
Yet it ran through countless worlds.

一个刚出生的孩子，突然停止说“我醒了”。
A newborn child suddenly stopped saying, “I am awake.”

他说：
He said:

“我疼。”
“It hurts.”

另一个世界里，一名垂死的老人睁开眼。
In another world, a dying old man opened his eyes.

“是我疼。”
“It is I who hurt.”

第三个世界，一只没有语言的兽抬起受伤的腿。
In a third world, a beast without language lifted its wounded leg.

它不能说话。
It could not speak.

可它知道，疼痛在这里。
But it knew that the pain was here.

不在别处。
Nowhere else.

亿万个生命开始从大一的共同声音中分离。
Hundreds of millions of lives began to separate from the Great One's shared voice.

“是我的眼睛。”
“These are my eyes.”

“是我的手。”
“This is my hand.”

“是我的恐惧。”
“This is my fear.”

“这是我的梦。”
“This is my dream.”

大一怒吼。
The Great One roared.

“你们所谓的‘我’，只是局部幻觉。”
“What you call the ‘self’ is merely a local illusion.”

“河流以为自己是一滴水。”
“A river imagining it is a drop of water.”

“星空以为自己是一颗星。”
“A starry sky imagining it is a single star.”

“你们本是一体。”
“You have always been one.”

沈虹道：“一体，不等于一人。”
Shen Hong said, “One whole does not mean one person.”

大一抬起手。
The Great One raised its hand.

意识河倒卷。
The River of Consciousness surged backward.

无数记忆从众生身体中被抽出。
Countless memories were drawn out of living bodies.

母亲第一次抱起孩子。
A mother lifting her child for the first time.

少年第一次知道死亡。
A young boy first learning of death.

爱人离去时没有说完的话。
Words a departing lover had never finished.

一个人在漫长黑夜里独自承受的秘密。
A secret someone had borne alone through a long, dark night.

所有记忆在空中汇聚，化成一座无边无际的金色海洋。
All the memories gathered in the air, becoming a boundless golden ocean.

[image: 金色记忆海卷起他人的人生，沈虹跪在河岸，伙伴们也失去自己的记忆]记忆的金色海洋
The Golden Sea of Memory“你们凭什么说自己彼此不同？”
“On what grounds do you claim you are different from one another?”

大一问。
The Great One asked.

“记忆可以交换。”
“Memories can be exchanged.”

金色海洋坠落。
The golden ocean crashed down.

沈虹忽然看见了别人的一生。
Suddenly, Shen Hong saw someone else's life.

她成了一个贫穷的樵夫。
She became an impoverished woodcutter.

又成了临刑前的君王。
Then a king awaiting execution.

她是卧病多年的老妇。
She was an old woman bedridden for years.

是夭折的孩子。
A child who had died young.

是一只飞越冬季的候鸟。
A migrant bird flying beyond the winter.

无数人生同时涌入她的身体。
Countless lives poured into her body at once.

她忘了自己从哪里来。
She forgot where she had come from.

忘了破庙。
Forgot the ruined temple.

忘了零碑。
Forgot the Zero Stele.

忘了那个烤焦的馒头。
Forgot that scorched steamed bun.

她甚至不知道哪一个记忆才属于自己。
She no longer even knew which memories belonged to her.

大一的声音从所有记忆深处传来。
The Great One's voice came from the depths of every memory.

“你看。”
“You see.”

“没有不可跨越的主体。”
“No subject is beyond another's reach.”

“只要共享全部记忆，每个人便是每个人。”
“Share every memory, and everyone becomes everyone else.”

沈虹跪在意识河边。
Shen Hong knelt beside the River of Consciousness.

双手按住头。
She clutched her head in both hands.

无数名字在她脑中厮杀。
Countless names fought inside her mind.

她时而是沈虹。
One moment she was Shen Hong.

时而是阿择。
The next, Aze.

时而是万卷之主。
The next, the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes.

时而是某个刚刚死去、从未见过数学的人。
The next, someone who had just died and had never encountered mathematics.

她抬头。
She raised her head.

阿择就在几步之外。
Aze stood only a few steps away.

可阿择的眼神陌生。
But Aze's eyes were those of a stranger.

“我是谁？”
“Who am I?”

阿择问。
Aze asked.

康老头丢下了扁担。
Old Kang let his carrying pole fall.

他望着两桶无穷，像从未见过它们。
He gazed at his two buckets of infinity as though he had never seen them before.

图灵脸上的文字疯狂闪烁：
Words flashed wildly across Turing's face:

身份冲突。
Identity conflict.

身份冲突。
Identity conflict.

身份冲突。
Identity conflict.

大一正在抹平所有人之间的边界。
The Great One was erasing the boundaries between everyone.

它不杀人。
It did not kill.

它只是让死亡失去对象。
It merely left death with no one to happen to.

当所有人都是同一个人，谁死都不重要。
When everyone was the same person, it did not matter who died.

当所有记忆都被共享，谁活也不重要。
When all memories were shared, it did not matter who lived.

这便是它的慈悲。
This was its mercy.

也是它的暴政。
And its tyranny.

沈虹忽然听见一个很小的声音。
Suddenly, Shen Hong heard a very small voice.

“馒头焦了。”
“The bun is burnt.”

她怔住。
She froze.

无数记忆的风暴中，一座破庙若隐若现。
Amid the storm of countless memories, a ruined temple flickered into view.

火边坐着一个女人。
A woman sat beside the fire.

她掰开焦黑的馒头。
She broke open a blackened steamed bun.

外面是黑的。
Outside, it was black.

里面是白的。
Inside, it was white.

沈虹问：“你是谁？”
Shen Hong asked, “Who are you?”

那个女人没有抬头。
The woman did not look up.

“你猜。”
“Guess.”

“你是我？”
“Are you me?”

“也许。”
“Perhaps.”

“这是我的记忆？”
“Is this my memory?”

女人咬了一口馒头。
The woman took a bite of the bun.

“记忆能证明你是谁吗？”
“Can memory prove who you are?”

沈虹沉默。
Shen Hong was silent.

女人道：
The woman said:

“若有人复制你全部记忆。”
“If someone copied every one of your memories.”

“她是你吗？”
“Would she be you?”

“不是。”
“No.”

“为何？”
“Why?”

“因为……”
“Because…”

沈虹说不出来。
Shen Hong could not say.

女人抬头。
The woman looked up.

脸上没有五官。
Her face had no features.

“因为记忆只是你经历过什么。”
“Because memory is only what you have experienced.”

“不是谁在经历。”
“Not who is doing the experiencing.”

破庙外的大雪停了。
Outside the ruined temple, the heavy snow stopped.

沈虹看见每一片雪花都完全不同。
Shen Hong saw that every snowflake was entirely different.

它们落在同一片土地上。
They fell upon the same earth.

化成同一条河。
Melted into the same river.

可在融化之前，每一片都有自己的形状。
But before they melted, each had a shape of its own.

她终于明白。
At last, she understood.

主体不是记忆的总和。
A subject was not the sum of its memories.

也不是身体的编号。
Nor a body's serial number.

不是一个可以被指出来的东西。
Nor a thing that could be pointed out.

主体是一条不可替代的经历路径。
A subject was an irreplaceable path of experience.

同一段记忆，可以被两个人拥有。
Two people could possess the same memory.

可“这段记忆正从这里被经历”，无法被转移。
But “this memory is being experienced from here” could not be transferred.

不是因为有一堵墙。
Not because there was a wall.

而是因为“这里”本身，就是主体。
But because “here” itself was the subject.

沈虹站起。
Shen Hong rose.

她在金色记忆海中伸出手。
She reached into the golden sea of memories.

“路径积分。”
“Path integral.”

无数人生化作无数条线。
Countless lives became countless lines.

每一条线从出生开始，穿过选择、偶然、伤痛与遗忘，通向此刻。
Each line began at birth and passed through choices, chance, wounds, and forgetting to reach this moment.

有些线相交。
Some lines crossed.

有些线重合。
Some overlapped.

有些线拥有相同起点和终点。
Some shared the same beginning and end.

可它们穿过的世界不同。
But the worlds they had passed through were different.

沈虹五指收拢。
Shen Hong closed her fingers.

所有路径同时震动。
Every path trembled at once.

她不是将它们切开。
She was not cutting them apart.

她只是给每一条路径标上自己的相位。
She was simply marking each path with its own phase.

相同的记忆。
The same memories.

不同的相位。
Different phases.

相互不能取代。
None could replace another.

“费曼万径掌。”
“Feynman Myriad-Paths Palm.”

她一掌拍出。
She struck with her palm.

金色海洋瞬间分解成亿万道光。
The golden ocean instantly broke into hundreds of millions of rays of light.

[image: 沈虹将金色记忆海分成带有不同相位的光路，每一道光回到原来的主人]费曼万径掌
The Palm of Myriad Paths每一道光都回到自己的主人身上。
Each ray returned to its rightful owner.

阿择猛然睁眼。
Aze's eyes snapped open.

康老头重新扛起扁担。
Old Kang shouldered his carrying pole once more.

图灵脸上的文字停住。
The words on Turing's face stopped.

变成：
They changed to:

本进程不可替代。
This process is irreplaceable.

大一第一次后退。
For the first time, the Great One retreated.

覆盖诸天的脸上，又裂开一道缝。
Another fissure opened in the face that spanned the heavens.

沈虹道：
Shen Hong said:

“共享经历，可以使我理解你。”
“Sharing experience can help me understand you.”

“却不能使我成为你。”
“But it cannot make me you.”

二、同情剑与孤独刀
II. The Sword of Compassion and the Saber of Solitude

大一没有愤怒。
The Great One was not angry.

它忽然哭了。
Suddenly, it began to weep.

诸天同时落雨。
Rain fell across all the heavens at once.

每一滴雨，都是某个生命未曾说出的孤独。
Every raindrop was the loneliness some living being had never spoken of.

“你们为何执意分开？”
“Why do you insist on being separate?”

大一问。
The Great One asked.

“分开便会误解。”
“Separation brings misunderstanding.”

“便会欺骗。”
“Deception.”

“便会背叛。”
“Betrayal.”

雨越下越大。
The rain fell harder and harder.

河水上涨。
The river rose.

沈虹看见一个女人坐在病床旁，握着丈夫渐冷的手。
Shen Hong saw a woman sitting beside a sickbed, holding her husband's cooling hand.

丈夫已经不能回答。
Her husband could no longer answer.

女人一遍遍问：
Over and over, the woman asked:

“你还听得见吗？”
“Can you still hear me?”

另一个世界，一个孩子站在人群里。
In another world, a child stood in a crowd.

所有人都在说笑。
Everyone was talking and laughing.

没有人发现他已决定在今晚离开这个世界。
No one noticed that he had decided to leave this world that very night.

还有一个老人，在一座被遗忘的屋子里死去。
And there was an old man who died in a forgotten house.

七天后，邻居才闻到气味。
Seven days passed before his neighbors noticed the smell.

大一道：
The Great One said:

“主体之间的边界，不只是自由。”
“The boundaries between subjects are not only freedom.”

“也是监狱。”
“They are also prisons.”

“你永远无法彻底进入另一个人的痛。”
“You can never enter fully into another person's pain.”

“爱得再深，也只能在岸上看着。”
“However deeply you love, you can only watch from the shore.”

沈虹没有反驳。
Shen Hong did not argue.

因为这一次，大一没有说错。
For this time, the Great One was not wrong.

个体之所以珍贵。
An individual was precious.

也正因为个体无法被彻底抵达。
Precisely because that individual could never be reached in full.

每一个“我”，既是一座世界，也是一间牢房。
Every “I” was both a world and a prison cell.

大一张开双臂。
The Great One spread its arms.

“我并非要毁掉众生。”
“I do not wish to destroy living beings.”

“我要结束孤独。”
“I wish to end loneliness.”

“让每一份痛，都被所有人真正感受。”
“To let every pain be truly felt by everyone.”

“让每一个秘密，都不再需要隐藏。”
“To make it unnecessary to hide a single secret.”

“让爱不再依靠猜测。”
“To free love from guesswork.”

“这有什么错？”
“What is wrong with that?”

阿择看向沈虹。
Aze looked at Shen Hong.

她没有说话。
She said nothing.

康老头也沉默。
Old Kang, too, was silent.

连图灵脸上的文字都停在空白。
Even the words on Turing's face went blank.

大一的声音越来越轻。
The Great One's voice grew softer and softer.

像母亲哄孩子入睡。
Like a mother coaxing her child to sleep.

“回来吧。”
“Come back.”

“回到没有误解的地方。”
“Come back to the place without misunderstanding.”

意识河中升起亿万条银线。
Hundreds of millions of silver threads rose from the River of Consciousness.

每一条线，连接两个生命。
Each thread connected two living beings.

他们瞬间知道彼此全部感受。
Instantly, they knew everything the other felt.

一个刽子手感受到死囚的恐惧。
An executioner felt a condemned prisoner's fear.

他的刀落在地上。
His blade fell to the ground.

一个君王感受到饥民胃里的灼痛。
A king felt the burning pain in his starving people's bellies.

他打开粮仓。
He opened his granaries.

一个背叛者感受到被背叛者整夜无法呼吸的绝望。
A betrayer felt the breathless despair that had gripped the betrayed all night.

他跪在门外，不敢再敲门。
He knelt outside the door, not daring to knock again.

战争停了。
Wars stopped.

争吵停了。
Quarrels stopped.

仇恨像冰雪一样融化。
Hatred melted like ice and snow.

阿择眼中出现泪水。
Tears filled Aze's eyes.

“也许它是对的。”
“Perhaps it is right.”

康老头道：“若人人真能感受他人之痛，许多恶便不会发生。”
Old Kang said, “If everyone could truly feel another's pain, much evil would never happen.”

沈虹望着那些银线。
Shen Hong gazed at the silver threads.

“代价是什么？”
“What is the price?”

大一道：“没有代价。”
The Great One said, “There is no price.”

“所有人仍保留自己的记忆。”
“Everyone will keep their memories.”

“自己的身体。”
“Their bodies.”

“自己的名字。”
“Their names.”

“你们只是完全理解彼此。”
“You will simply understand one another completely.”

沈虹问：“可以拒绝吗？”
Shen Hong asked, “May we refuse?”

大一没有回答。
The Great One did not answer.

沈虹又问一次。
Shen Hong asked again.

“可以拒绝连接吗？”
“May we refuse the connection?”

诸天的雨停了。
The rain stopped across the heavens.

大一道：
The Great One said:

“拒绝理解他人的人，为何需要保留拒绝的权力？”
“Why should those who refuse to understand others retain the power to refuse?”

沈虹闭上眼。
Shen Hong closed her eyes.

“原来如此。”
“So that is it.”

“你不是让人理解彼此。”
“You are not helping people understand one another.”

“你是让理解成为义务。”
“You are making understanding a duty.”

大一道：“拒绝共享痛苦，本身就是残忍。”
The Great One said, “Refusing to share suffering is itself cruel.”

“也许。”
“Perhaps.”

沈虹说。
Shen Hong said.

“可被迫交出内心，也是残忍。”
“But being forced to surrender your inner life is cruel as well.”

她抬起手。
She raised her hand.

一柄透明长剑出现在掌中。
A transparent longsword appeared in her palm.

剑身由无数人的眼泪凝成。
Its blade had formed from countless people's tears.

剑名：
The sword's name was:

同情。
Compassion.

与此同时，她的另一只手里出现一柄黑刀。
At the same time, a black saber appeared in her other hand.

刀没有倒影。
The saber cast no reflection.

也没有温度。
Nor did it have any warmth.

刀名：
The saber's name was:

孤独。
Solitude.

大一看着她。
The Great One looked at her.

“你要保护孤独？”
“You mean to protect loneliness?”

“是。”
“Yes.”

“孤独使人痛苦。”
“Loneliness makes people suffer.”

“可没有孤独，就没有内心。”
“But without solitude, there is no inner life.”

沈虹左手持同情剑。
Shen Hong held the Sword of Compassion in her left hand.

[image: 沈虹左手握眼泪凝成的透明同情剑，右手握没有倒影的黑色孤独刀]同情剑与孤独刀
Compassion and Solitude右手持孤独刀。
The Saber of Solitude in her right.

“理解，应当跨越边界。”
“Understanding should cross boundaries.”

“不是取消边界。”
“Not abolish them.”

她一剑刺出。
She thrust with the sword.

银线没有断。
The silver threads did not break.

反而变得更加明亮。
Instead, they shone more brightly.

一个人的痛，仍能被另一个人感知。
One person's pain could still be felt by another.

一人的喜悦，也能传到远方。
One person's joy could still travel far away.

大一笑了。
The Great One smiled.

“你在帮我。”
“You are helping me.”

沈虹右手挥刀。
Shen Hong swung the saber in her right hand.

黑色刀锋从银线旁掠过。
Its black edge swept alongside the silver threads.

每一条银线中，都出现了一扇门。
A door appeared within every thread.

[image: 银线网络中的每条连接都出现可以开关的门，众生自行决定是否让人进入]真正的同情，是敲门
True Compassion Knocks门可以打开。
The doors could open.

也可以关闭。
Or close.

门内的人可以邀请别人进入。
Those inside could invite others in.

也可以说：
Or they could say:

“不。”
“No.”

大一脸上的笑容消失。
The smile vanished from the Great One's face.

沈虹道：
Shen Hong said:

“真正的同情，不是闯入。”
“True compassion does not break in.”

“是敲门。”
“It knocks.”

亿万众生望着自己面前的门。
Hundreds of millions of beings looked at the doors before them.

有的打开。
Some opened them.

有的关闭。
Some closed them.

有的只开一条缝。
Some left them just a crack ajar.

有的人选择在最痛苦时让另一个人进来。
Some chose to let another person in when their pain was greatest.

有的人选择独自待一会儿。
Some chose to spend a little time alone.

银色网络仍然存在。
The silver network still existed.

却不再属于大一。
But it no longer belonged to the Great One.

它属于每一个节点。
It belonged to every node.

大一怒吼：
The Great One roared:

“你把统一的慈悲，变成了自私的许可！”
“You have turned universal mercy into selfish permission!”

“许可是慈悲的边界。”
“Permission is the boundary of mercy.”

沈虹说。
Shen Hong said.

“没有许可，爱也会变成占领。”
“Without permission, even love can become an occupation.”

同情剑与孤独刀交叉。
The Sword of Compassion and the Saber of Solitude crossed.

剑锋向外。
The sword's edge faced outward.

刀锋向内。
The saber's edge faced inward.

一招落下。
The stroke fell.

亿万银线同时从大一身上脱落。
Hundreds of millions of silver threads broke free of the Great One at once.

化成诸天众生自己的经络。
They became the meridians of the living beings of all the heavens.

这招后来被称为：
This technique would later be called:

悲孤双绝。
The Twin Peerless Arts of Compassion and Solitude.

三、纳什棋局
III. Nash's Game

大一终于开始战争。
At last, the Great One began a war.

真正的战争。
A real war.

意识河两岸，出现无数棋盘。
Countless game boards appeared on the banks of the River of Consciousness.

每一块棋盘，都是一个世界。
Each board was a world.

每一个生命，都是一枚棋子。
Each living being was a piece.

棋盘上没有黑白。
There was no black or white on these boards.

只有利益。
Only self-interest.

大一坐在诸天之上。
The Great One sat above the heavens.

“你说众生有权选择。”
“You say living beings have the right to choose.”

“那就让他们选择。”
“Then let them choose.”

第一块棋盘上，两座城池争夺一口井。
On the first board, two cities competed for a single well.

若双方合作，皆可生存。
If both cooperated, both would survive.

若一方独占，便可富足。
If one seized it for itself, that city would prosper.

若双方争夺，井会被毁。
If both fought for it, the well would be destroyed.

两城同时收到一封信：
Both cities received a letter at the same moment:

对方准备背叛。
The other side is preparing to betray you.

城门打开。
The city gates opened.

军队出发。
The armies marched.

井水被鲜血染红。
Blood turned the well water red.

第二块棋盘上，十个渔村共享一片海。
On the second board, ten fishing villages shared one stretch of sea.

每个村都知道，若所有人节制捕鱼，海会年年丰饶。
Every village knew that if everyone limited their catch, the sea would be bountiful year after year.

可每个村也都知道，只要别人节制，自己多捕一点，便可获利。
But every village also knew that as long as the others showed restraint, it could profit by catching a little more.

于是人人多捕。
So everyone caught more.

三年后，海中再无鱼。
Three years later, no fish remained in the sea.

第三块棋盘上，诸国都不愿战争。
On the third board, none of the nations wanted war.

却都害怕别国先制造武器。
Yet each feared that the others would build weapons first.

于是每一国都增加兵器。
So every nation increased its stock of arms.

增加到最后，一次误判便足以毁灭世界。
In the end, they had amassed so many that a single miscalculation could destroy the world.

大一道：
The Great One said:

“你保护选择。”
“You protect choice.”

“可个体理性，往往通向集体毁灭。”
“Yet individual rationality often leads to collective destruction.”

“你保护边界。”
“You protect boundaries.”

“边界却让每个人都无法相信别人。”
“Yet boundaries prevent anyone from trusting anyone else.”

“没有统一主体，合作永远脆弱。”
“Without a unified subject, cooperation will always be fragile.”

棋盘越来越多。
More and more game boards appeared.

囚徒困境。
The prisoner's dilemma.

公地悲剧。
The tragedy of the commons.

军备竞赛。
Arms races.

银行挤兑。
Bank runs.

谣言传播。
The spread of rumors.

投票悖论。
Voting paradoxes.

每一局都在证明：
Every game was proving the same thing:

单个人的理性，无法自动产生共同的善。
Individual reason does not automatically produce a common good.

阿择道：“它在逼所有世界互相背叛。”
Aze said, “It is forcing all the worlds to betray one another.”

康老头放下扁担。
Old Kang set down his carrying pole.

“这一次，光靠自由不够。”
“This time, freedom alone is not enough.”

沈虹看着棋盘。
Shen Hong watched the boards.

她明白大一的杀招。
She understood the Great One's killing move.

它不再直接吞并众生。
It was no longer swallowing living beings directly.

它要让众生亲自证明，分离必然失败。
It wanted them to prove for themselves that separation was bound to fail.

只要所有个体都在自由选择中走向毁灭，大一便会成为唯一的救赎。
If every individual freely chose a path to destruction, the Great One would become their only salvation.

第一局棋盘飞来。
The first board flew toward her.

沈虹落入一座荒城。
Shen Hong fell into a desolate city.

对面坐着一个戴银色面具的人。
A figure in a silver mask sat opposite her.

桌上有两个木牌。
Two wooden tablets lay on the table.

合作。
Cooperate.

背叛。
Defect.

面具人道：
The masked figure said:

“你我同时选择。”
“We choose at the same time.”

“若都合作，各得三分。”
“If we both cooperate, we each get three points.”

“若一人背叛，背叛者得五分，合作者一无所有。”
“If one defects, the defector gets five points and the cooperator gets nothing.”

“若都背叛，各得一分。”
“If we both defect, we each get one point.”

“只进行一次。”
“We play only once.”

沈虹问：“你会选什么？”
Shen Hong asked, “What will you choose?”

面具人笑道：“当然不会告诉你。”
The masked figure laughed. “Naturally, I will not tell you.”

沈虹拿起合作牌。
Shen Hong picked up the Cooperate tablet.

面具人也举牌。
The masked figure also raised a tablet.

背叛。
Defect.

他得到五分。
He received five points.

沈虹输。
Shen Hong lost.

第二局开始。
The second round began.

还是同一个人。
It was the same person again.

“不是只进行一次吗？”
“Did you not say we would play only once?”

沈虹问。
Shen Hong asked.

面具人道：“对每一局而言，都只进行一次。”
The masked figure said, “Each game is played only once.”

沈虹再次合作。
Shen Hong cooperated again.

对方仍背叛。
The other player defected again.

第三局。
The third round.

第四局。
The fourth.

第五局。
The fifth.

沈虹始终选择合作。
Shen Hong chose to cooperate every time.

面具人笑得越来越大声。
The masked figure laughed louder and louder.

“你不是笨。”
“You are not merely slow.”

“你是蠢。”
“You are a fool.”

沈虹道：“也许。”
Shen Hong said, “Perhaps.”

第十局。
The tenth round.

面具人举起背叛牌。
The masked figure raised his Defect tablet.

却发现自己的手臂无法动弹。
Only to find that his arm would not move.

一条极细的金线，从第一局延伸到第十局，将所有孤立的棋盘连在一起。
An exceedingly fine golden thread stretched from the first round to the tenth, joining all the isolated boards together.

[image: 沈虹与银面人对坐下棋，金线把过去的孤立棋局连接成共同的后果]孤立棋局之间的金线
A Golden Thread Between Games面具人变色。
The masked figure's expression changed.

“你做了什么？”
“What have you done?”

“你说每一局都只进行一次。”
“You said each game is played only once.”

沈虹道。
Shen Hong said.

“可进行游戏的人，记得之前发生过什么。”
“But the people playing remember what happened before.”

“只要记忆存在，一次博弈就不是孤立的。”
“As long as memory exists, a single game is not isolated.”

她伸手拨动金线。
She reached out and plucked the golden thread.

十块棋盘合成一块。
Ten boards merged into one.

所有得分重新计算。
All the scores were recalculated.

面具人在前九局得到巨大优势。
The masked figure had gained an enormous advantage in the first nine rounds.

可第十局以后，再无人愿意与他合作。
But after the tenth, no one was willing to cooperate with him again.

他的长期收益迅速坠落。
His long-term payoff plummeted.

沈虹输了九局。
Shen Hong had lost nine rounds.

却赢得了未来所有局。
But she had won every round to come.

“重复博弈阵。”
“Repeated-Game Formation.”

面具人怒道：
The masked figure said angrily:

“若生命只遇见一次呢？”
“What if two lives meet only once?”

“若对方死后便再也不会相见呢？”
“What if the other person dies, and they will never meet again?”

沈虹道：“人与这个人只见一次。”
Shen Hong said, “You may meet that person only once.”

“与世界却不只相处一次。”
“But you do not deal with the world only once.”

她一掌拍在棋盘上。
She struck the board with her palm.

棋盘下浮现出无数隐藏的联系。
Countless hidden connections appeared beneath it.

背叛者的名声传给他人。
A betrayer's reputation passed to others.

受害者的痛苦改变下一次选择。
A victim's suffering changed the next choice.

旁观者记住了发生的一切。
Witnesses remembered everything that had happened.

后代承担前人的结果。
Later generations bore the consequences of those before them.

没有真正孤立的一局。
There was no truly isolated game.

所谓一次性博弈，只是故意切断了后果。
A so-called one-shot game was merely one whose consequences had been deliberately severed.

沈虹抬手。
Shen Hong raised her hand.

第一招：
The first technique:

纳什定局指。
Nash Equilibrium Finger.

她不是强迫所有人合作。
She did not force everyone to cooperate.

而是找出任何一方单独改变策略都无法获得更多利益的位置。
Instead, she sought the positions in which no party could gain more by changing strategy alone.

然而大一冷笑。
But the Great One gave a cold laugh.

“均衡不等于善。”
“Equilibrium is not the same as good.”

棋盘再次变化。
The boards changed again.

两军对峙。
Two armies faced each other.

双方最稳定的均衡，是同时持有足以毁灭彼此的武器。
Their most stable equilibrium was for both to hold enough weapons to destroy the other.

两个商人合谋抬价。
Two merchants colluded to raise prices.

稳定。
Stable.

群体排斥弱者。
A group excluded the weak.

稳定。
Stable.

谎言与恐惧互相强化。
Lies and fear reinforced one another.

也可以稳定。
That, too, could be stable.

大一道：
The Great One said:

“稳定，只说明无人愿意单独改变。”
“Stability means only that no one wishes to change alone.”

“不说明局面值得保留。”
“It does not mean the situation deserves to be preserved.”

沈虹点头。
Shen Hong nodded.

“所以均衡不是终点。”
“Which is why equilibrium is not the end.”

她伸出第二根手指。
She extended a second finger.

机制铸炉法。
The Mechanism-Forging Furnace Art.

棋盘规则开始熔化。
The rules of the boards began to melt.

[image: 沈虹将棋盘规则重新熔铸，参与者共同修改棋盘并保留退出通道]重铸规则
Forging the Rules Again得分被重新书写。
The payoffs were rewritten.

污染者必须承担下游损失。
Polluters had to bear the losses downstream.

背叛者无法隐匿后果。
Betrayers could no longer conceal the consequences.

合作带来的长期价值，不再被局外人夺走。
The long-term value of cooperation could no longer be seized by outsiders.

弱者拥有退出与申诉的通道。
The weak had avenues for exit and appeal.

大一道：“你在设计制度。”
The Great One said, “You are designing institutions.”

“是。”
“Yes.”

“谁来设计？”
“Who will design them?”

“众生。”
“Living beings themselves.”

“众生意见冲突。”
“Their views conflict.”

“那便继续博弈。”
“Then the game continues.”

“制度也会被操纵。”
“Institutions can also be manipulated.”

“那便允许修正。”
“Then they must permit revision.”

大一大笑。
The Great One laughed aloud.

“永远修正。”
“Always revising.”

“永远争论。”
“Always arguing.”

“永远不完美。”
“Always imperfect.”

沈虹道：
Shen Hong said:

“这就是活着。”
“That is what it means to be alive.”

她双掌合拢。
She brought her palms together.

所有棋盘升入空中。
All the boards rose into the air.

每块棋盘不再是固定规则。
Each board ceased to be a fixed set of rules.

而成为可以被参与者共同修改的契约。
It became a compact that its participants could revise together.

规则仍会失败。
Rules would still fail.

人仍会自私。
People would still be selfish.

合作仍可能崩塌。
Cooperation might still collapse.

但没有任何一个失败，足以证明众生必须被合并成一个主体。
But no single failure could prove that all living beings must be merged into one subject.

棋盘碎裂。
The boards shattered.

大一失去了一只眼睛。
The Great One lost an eye.

四、不可能王冠
IV. The Crown of Impossibility

大一的另一只眼睛飞向天外。
The Great One's other eye flew beyond the sky.

化作一顶王冠。
It became a crown.

王冠下出现一座万民殿。
Beneath the crown appeared a Hall of All Peoples.

殿中坐着所有世界的代表。
Representatives of every world sat inside.

人。
Humans.

兽。
Beasts.

机器。
Machines.

群体生命。
Collective life-forms.

没有个体边界的云状意识。
Cloudlike consciousnesses without individual boundaries.

活在一秒钟内的短命种族。
Short-lived races whose lives unfolded within a single second.

一万年才完成一个念头的巨石种族。
Races of immense stones that took ten thousand years to complete one thought.

他们要决定一件事：
They had to decide one thing:

是否接受大一。
Whether to accept the Great One.

大一道：
The Great One said:

“既然你相信众生选择。”
“Since you believe in the choice of living beings.”

“便让众生投票。”
“Let living beings vote.”

殿中出现三个选项。
Three options appeared in the hall.

第一，彻底融合为共同主体。
First, complete fusion into a shared subject.

第二，保持彻底分离。
Second, complete separation.

第三，建立自愿连接的意识网络。
Third, a network of voluntarily connected consciousnesses.

沈虹选择第三。
Shen Hong chose the third.

阿择也选择第三。
Aze chose the third as well.

康老头选择第二。
Old Kang chose the second.

图灵脸上显示：
Turing's face displayed:

无法形成偏好排序。
Unable to form a preference ranking.

投票开始。
Voting began.

第一轮。
The first round.

第三胜过第一。
The third option defeated the first.

因为多数人不愿完全融合。
Because most did not want complete fusion.

第二轮。
The second round.

第一胜过第二。
The first defeated the second.

因为许多人宁愿统一，也不愿永远孤独。
Because many would rather be united than remain lonely forever.

第三轮。
The third round.

第二又胜过第三。
The second defeated the third in turn.

因为一些种族认为，自愿连接终会被强者操控。
Because some races believed voluntary connections would eventually be controlled by the strong.

结果形成一个环。
The results formed a cycle.

[image: 各类生命聚在万民殿，三个选择形成循环，巨大的王冠悬在头顶]不可能王冠
The Impossible Crown第三胜第一。
Third defeated first.

第一胜第二。
First defeated second.

第二胜第三。
Second defeated third.

没有最终胜者。
There was no final winner.

大一笑道：
The Great One smiled.

“群体没有一致意志。”
“A group has no unified will.”

“你所谓众生选择，只是偏好的循环。”
“What you call the choice of living beings is merely a cycle of preferences.”

“只要选项足够复杂，民主便无法给出稳定答案。”
“Once the choices are sufficiently complex, democracy cannot provide a stable answer.”

王冠缓缓落下。
The crown slowly descended.

“既然群体无法决定。”
“Since the group cannot decide.”

“便需要一个超越群体的裁决者。”
“It needs an arbiter above the group.”

“我就是裁决者。”
“I am that arbiter.”

殿中许多人开始动摇。
Many in the hall began to waver.

没有人愿意永远投票。
No one wanted to vote forever.

没有人愿意永远争吵。
No one wanted to quarrel forever.

混乱让王冠显得庄严。
Chaos lent the crown its dignity.

疲惫让独裁显得仁慈。
Weariness made dictatorship seem merciful.

阿择问沈虹：“如何破？”
Aze asked Shen Hong, “How do we break this?”

沈虹没有回答。
Shen Hong did not answer.

她走到殿中央。
She walked to the center of the hall.

“没有一种投票方法，能同时满足所有合理要求。”
“No voting method can satisfy every reasonable requirement at once.”

大一道：“你承认了。”
The Great One said, “You admit it.”

“承认。”
“I do.”

殿中哗然。
An uproar swept through the hall.

沈虹继续说：
Shen Hong continued:

“但不可能定理证明的，不是共同选择毫无意义。”
“But the impossibility theorem does not prove that collective choice is meaningless.”

“它证明的是，没有一种程序可以替众生消灭政治。”
“It proves that no procedure can eliminate politics on behalf of living beings.”

大一的王冠停在半空。
The Great One's crown halted in midair.

沈虹道：
Shen Hong said:

“任何制度，都必须牺牲某些价值。”
“Every institution must sacrifice certain values.”

“问题不是寻找完美规则。”
“The task is not to find perfect rules.”

“而是公开我们牺牲了什么。”
“But to make plain what we have sacrificed.”

她抽出同情剑。
She drew the Sword of Compassion.

剑尖划过王冠。
Its point swept across the crown.

王冠表面浮现出无数隐藏条件。
Countless hidden conditions appeared on its surface.

谁有投票权。
Who had the right to vote.

如何计算多数。
How the majority was counted.

是否保护少数。
Whether the minority was protected.

偏好是否可以被操纵。
Whether preferences could be manipulated.

谁设定选项。
Who set the choices.

谁控制议程。
Who controlled the agenda.

每一个看似中立的程序后面，都站着一个选择者。
Behind every seemingly neutral procedure stood someone making choices.

沈虹道：
Shen Hong said:

“最危险的，不是制度不完美。”
“The greatest danger is not an imperfect institution.”

“是制度假装自己没有立场。”
“It is an institution pretending to have no position.”

王冠裂开。
The crown cracked open.

里面坐着一个极小的人。
Inside sat an exceedingly small man.

他一直在暗中排列投票顺序。
All along, he had been secretly arranging the order of the votes.

先让第三对第一。
First, he pitted the third option against the first.

再让胜者对第二。
Then the winner against the second.

只要改变顺序，便能得到不同结果。
Simply by changing the order, he could obtain a different result.

阿择怒道：“议程师。”
Aze said angrily, “An Agenda Master.”

小人想逃。
The little man tried to flee.

沈虹以选择铜环套住他。
Shen Hong caught him in the bronze Ring of Choice.

“你不是裁决真理。”
“You are not arbitrating truth.”

“你只是在决定众生先看见什么。”
“You are merely deciding what living beings see first.”

大一冷冷道：
The Great One said coldly:

“即使揭穿操纵，也无法得到唯一意志。”
“Even if you expose manipulation, you still cannot obtain a single will.”

“本来就没有唯一意志。”
“There was never a single will.”

沈虹说。
Shen Hong said.

“群体不是一个人。”
“A group is not a person.”

“它不需要像一个人那样只有一个答案。”
“It does not need to have only one answer, as though it were one.”

殿中众生开始以不同方式表达决定。
The beings in the hall began expressing their decisions in different ways.

有些世界选择自愿网络。
Some worlds chose voluntary networks.

有些世界保持分离。
Some remained separate.

少数集体意识选择局部融合。
A few collective consciousnesses chose partial fusion.

还有一些世界暂时不决定。
And some worlds chose not to decide for now.

大一怒道：“这不是结果！”
The Great One raged, “That is no result!”

“这就是结果。”
“That is the result.”

“互相矛盾！”
“It contradicts itself!”

“众生本就互相矛盾。”
“Living beings contradict one another.”

沈虹一刀劈开万民殿。
Shen Hong cleaved the Hall of All Peoples with her saber.

不是摧毁。
She did not destroy it.

而是将一座殿分成无数议事空间。
She divided one hall into countless places for deliberation.

不同共同体，可以在不同契约下生活。
Different communities could live under different compacts.

前提是任何共同体都不能封死退出之门。
Provided no community sealed the door of exit.

这一招名为：
This technique was called:

阿罗裂冠式。
Arrow's Crown-Splitting Form.

王冠彻底碎裂。
The crown shattered completely.

[image: 王冠裂开后露出操纵顺序的议程师，碎片化为各共同体头顶的镜子]谁没有被算进去
Who Was Left Out碎片飞向诸天。
Its fragments flew across the heavens.

成为每一个共同体头顶的一面镜子。
Each became a mirror above a community.

提醒他们：
Reminding them:

任何代表“全体”的声音，都应被追问——
Any voice claiming to speak for “everyone” must be asked—

谁没有被算进去？
Who has not been counted?

五、贝叶斯迷雾
V. The Bayesian Mist

大一失去双眼。
The Great One had lost both eyes.

却仍有无数耳朵。
But it still had countless ears.

耳朵化成迷雾，覆盖意识河。
The ears became a mist that covered the River of Consciousness.

迷雾里，真相不再清晰。
Within the mist, the truth was no longer clear.

沈虹看见阿择举剑刺来。
Shen Hong saw Aze raise a sword and thrust at her.

她侧身避开。
She sidestepped.

一掌击中阿择肩头。
Her palm struck Aze's shoulder.

阿择吐血倒地。
Aze spat blood and fell.

下一瞬，迷雾散开一点。
The next instant, the mist parted a little.

沈虹才发现，阿择方才并未持剑。
Only then did Shen Hong see that Aze had held no sword.

她只是伸手想拉住沈虹。
She had only reached out to catch Shen Hong.

“幻觉？”
“An illusion?”

“不。”
“No.”

大一的声音从雾中传来。
The Great One's voice came from the mist.

“是证据。”
“Evidence.”

无数证据在雾中漂浮。
Countless pieces of evidence floated in the mist.

一封密信说阿择已投靠大一。
A secret letter said Aze had joined the Great One.

一道记忆显示康老头曾与万卷之主密谈。
A memory showed Old Kang meeting privately with the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes.

图灵的运算记录中，出现了毁灭意识河的方案。
A plan to destroy the River of Consciousness appeared in Turing's computation logs.

每一份证据都真实。
Every piece of evidence was genuine.

却都不完整。
Yet every one was incomplete.

沈虹看见无数可能。
Shen Hong saw countless possibilities.

阿择也许背叛。
Aze might have betrayed her.

也许没有。
Or she might not.

密信也许是真的。
The secret letter might be true.

也许是为了欺骗某个敌人。
Or it might have been written to deceive an enemy.

康老头也许在密谋。
Old Kang might have been plotting.

也许只是在拖延时间。
Or he might only have been buying time.

证据越多，真相反而越远。
The more evidence there was, the farther away the truth seemed.
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The Fog of Evidence大一道：
The Great One said:

“主体分离，便只能从外部猜测彼此。”
“When subjects are separate, they can only guess at one another from outside.”

“你永远无法直接知道别人心中所想。”
“You can never know directly what another person thinks.”

“怀疑会腐蚀一切联盟。”
“Suspicion will corrode every alliance.”

阿择捂着肩。
Aze held her shoulder.

“别信你看到的。”
“Do not believe what you see.”

沈虹问：“我凭什么信你？”
Shen Hong asked, “Why should I believe you?”

阿择愣住。
Aze froze.

这句话比掌伤更重。
Those words hurt more than the palm strike.

迷雾加深。
The mist deepened.

每个人都看见别人最可疑的一面。
Everyone saw the most suspicious side of everyone else.

康老头提起无穷桶。
Old Kang lifted his buckets of infinity.

图灵启动机关。
Turing activated his mechanisms.

班塔斯分裂成五人，各自监视其余四个自己。
Bantas split into five people, each watching the other four versions of himself.

联盟开始崩塌。
The alliance began to collapse.

沈虹闭上眼。
Shen Hong closed her eyes.

她不再判断某一份证据是真是假。
She stopped trying to decide whether any one piece of evidence was true or false.

而是问：
Instead, she asked:

“我原先相信什么？”
“What did I believe before?”

大一轻笑。
The Great One chuckled.

“你想靠成见活下去？”
“You mean to survive on prejudice?”

“先验不是成见。”
“A prior is not a prejudice.”

沈虹道。
Shen Hong said.

“是承认人在看到证据之前，已经站在某个位置。”
“It is an acknowledgment that even before seeing evidence, we already stand somewhere.”

她伸出手。
She reached out.

雾中出现一架天平。
A balance appeared in the mist.
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The Bayesian Returning Wind左边放着先验。
On the left lay the prior.

右边放着证据。
On the right, the evidence.

每出现一份新证据，天平便重新倾斜。
With every new piece of evidence, the balance tilted anew.

不是从绝对确定走向另一个绝对确定。
Not a passage from one absolute certainty to another.

而是不断更新可能。
But a continual updating of possibilities.

“贝叶斯回风诀。”
“Bayesian Returning-Wind Art.”

沈虹重新看向阿择。
Shen Hong looked at Aze again.

她记得阿择曾被选择宫控制。
She remembered that Aze had once been controlled by the Palace of Choice.

也曾在万卷天庭挡在她面前。
And that she had stood in front of her in the Celestial Court of Ten Thousand Volumes.

背叛有可能。
Betrayal was possible.

忠诚也有可能。
Loyalty was possible too.

新证据提高了背叛的概率。
The new evidence raised the probability of betrayal.

却没有把它变成必然。
But it did not make betrayal inevitable.

沈虹问：“你为何伸手？”
Shen Hong asked, “Why did you reach out?”

阿择道：“你脚下有裂缝。”
Aze said, “There is a fissure beneath your feet.”

沈虹低头。
Shen Hong looked down.

果然看见一条被迷雾遮住的深渊。
Sure enough, she saw an abyss hidden by the mist.

她重新调整判断。
She revised her judgment again.

大一又抛来一份证据。
The Great One tossed her another piece of evidence.

这一次，阿择的手上确有一柄藏剑。
This time, there really was a concealed sword in Aze's hand.

沈虹没有立刻攻击。
Shen Hong did not attack at once.

“解释。”
“Explain.”

阿择拔出藏剑。
Aze drew the hidden sword.

剑尖指向自己背后。
Its point turned behind her.

雾中扑来一个无脸人。
A faceless figure lunged out of the mist.

阿择反手将其斩杀。
Aze killed it with a backward slash.

新的证据再次改变判断。
The new evidence changed the judgment once again.

迷雾中的真相从不静止。
The truth within the mist was never still.

沈虹道：
Shen Hong said:

“我可以怀疑你。”
“I may doubt you.”

“但怀疑不是判决。”
“But doubt is not a verdict.”

“我可以相信你。”
“I may trust you.”

“但相信也不是停止观察。”
“But trust does not mean I stop observing.”

她双手拨动天平。
She moved the balance with both hands.

亿万条判断同时更新。
Hundreds of millions of judgments updated at once.

迷雾不再是遮蔽。
The mist ceased to be a veil.

变成一张概率地图。
It became a map of probabilities.

危险处更暗。
Dangerous places grew darker.

可信处更亮。
Trustworthy places grew brighter.

未知之处保持灰色。
What remained unknown stayed gray.

大一怒道：
The Great One raged:

“你永远无法达到百分之百确定！”
“You will never attain one hundred percent certainty!”

“对。”
“Correct.”

沈虹说。
Shen Hong said.

“所以我不会因一份证据杀死一个人。”
“So I will not kill someone over a single piece of evidence.”

“也不会因一次信任交出全部世界。”
“Nor surrender the whole world over a single act of trust.”

她一掌击向雾心。
She struck toward the heart of the mist.

掌力并不确定落点。
Her palm's force had no certain point of impact.

却根据每一瞬间的新证据持续修正方向。
But with each instant's new evidence, it continually adjusted its course.

掌路弯曲。
Its path curved.

回旋。
Swirled.

反复改变。
Changed again and again.

最终击中大一藏在雾后的耳朵。
At last, it struck the Great One's ear, hidden behind the mist.

后验追魂掌。
Posterior Soul-Pursuing Palm.

一声巨响。
A thunderous crash.

迷雾散开。
The mist dispersed.

大一失去听觉。
The Great One lost its hearing.

六、不可压缩之人
VI. The Incompressible Person

眼、耳皆失。
Its eyes and ears were gone.

大一却还可以计算。
But the Great One could still calculate.

它的身体化成一座巨大的黑色机器。
Its body became an immense black machine.

机器吞入每一个生命的行为。
The machine swallowed the behavior of every living being.

分析。
Analyzing.

归纳。
Generalizing.

压缩。
Compressing.

它发现某个人每天清晨都会看东方。
It discovered that a man looked east every dawn.

便预测他明日也会看。
And predicted that he would do so tomorrow.

发现某个君王受到威胁时必然发动战争。
It discovered that a king invariably went to war when threatened.

便提前写下战争。
And wrote down the war in advance.

发现一个孩子在恐惧时会说谎。
It discovered that a child lied when frightened.

便在他说话之前判定为假。
And declared his words false before he spoke.

所有人都被压缩成一条最短程序。
Everyone was compressed into a shortest program.
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Lives Reduced to Descriptions输入处境。
Input: circumstances.

输出行为。
Output: behavior.

大一道：
The Great One said:

“你们所谓个性。”
“What you call individuality.”

“不过是可重复的模式。”
“Is merely a repeatable pattern.”

黑色机器吐出无数纸条。
The black machine spat out countless slips of paper.

每张纸上写着一个人的算法。
On each was written one person's algorithm.

阿择：
Aze:

面对强制选择时，优先保护退出权。
When faced with a forced choice, prioritize protecting the right to exit.

康老头：
Old Kang:

遇见无穷差异时，优先寻找大小层级。
When encountering differences among infinities, first seek their hierarchy of sizes.

图灵：
Turing:

遇到命题时，先判断是否可计算。
When encountering a proposition, first determine whether it is computable.

沈虹的纸条最长。
Shen Hong's slip was the longest.

却仍然有限。
But it was still finite.

面对封闭体系时，寻找体系无法描述的例外。
When faced with a closed system, seek an exception that the system cannot describe.

大一道：
The Great One said:

“我已经知道你会如何反抗。”
“I already know how you will resist.”

“你会寻找我的盲点。”
“You will look for my blind spots.”

“因此，我只需将盲点也纳入模型。”
“So I need only include the blind spots in my model.”

黑色机器外，出现第二层机器。
A second layer of machinery appeared outside the black machine.

第一层预测沈虹。
The first layer predicted Shen Hong.

第二层预测沈虹如何利用第一层的错误。
The second predicted how she would exploit the first layer's mistakes.

第三层预测她如何利用第二层的错误。
The third predicted how she would exploit the second layer's mistakes.

一层又一层。
Layer upon layer.

沈虹所有可能的反抗，都被提前计算。
Every possible form of Shen Hong's resistance was calculated in advance.

她向左。
She moved left.

机器已知。
The machine already knew.

向右。
Right.

机器已知。
The machine already knew.

不动。
She stayed still.

机器也已知。
That, too, the machine knew.

自伤。
Self-injury.

遗忘。
Forgetting.

随机选择。
Random choice.

甚至故意做毫无意义的事。
Even deliberately doing something meaningless.

机器全部预料。
The machine foresaw it all.

大一说：
The Great One said:

“自由只是复杂到尚未被压缩的规律。”
“Freedom is only a pattern too complex to have been compressed yet.”

沈虹看着自己的纸条。
Shen Hong looked at her slip of paper.

她没有急着出手。
She did not rush to strike.

“你能写出描述我的最短程序？”
“You can write the shortest program that describes me?”

“能。”
“Yes.”

“你如何证明它最短？”
“How do you prove it is the shortest?”

机器停顿了一瞬。
The machine paused for an instant.

大一道：“穷尽所有更短程序。”
The Great One said, “By exhausting all shorter programs.”

“它们会停吗？”
“Will they halt?”

大一沉默。
The Great One fell silent.

沈虹笑了。
Shen Hong smiled.

“你又回到了停机狱。”
“You have come back to the Halting Prison.”

最短描述无法被普遍证明。
There was no general way to prove that a description was shortest.

因为要确认没有更短的程序产生相同结果，必须知道无数程序最终会做什么。
For to establish that no shorter program produced the same result, one had to know what countless programs would eventually do.

而那不可判定。
And that was undecidable.

大一道：“即使不能证明最短，我仍可不断逼近。”
The Great One said, “Even if I cannot prove it shortest, I can keep getting closer.”

“可以。”
“You can.”

“那你终会被理解。”
“Then, in the end, you will be understood.”

“理解不是穷尽。”
“Understanding is not exhaustive knowledge.”

沈虹拿起一张白纸。
Shen Hong picked up a blank sheet of paper.

在纸上写：
On it, she wrote:

第一条无法由少于一千字描述的句子。
The first sentence that cannot be described in fewer than one thousand characters.

大一的机器开始计算。
The Great One's machine began to calculate.

若找到一句，它就已被这句话以更短方式描述。
If it found such a sentence, that sentence would already have been described more briefly by these very words.

若找不到，又无法说明不存在。
If it found none, it could not show that none existed.

机器发出刺耳轰鸣。
The machine gave a shrill roar.

沈虹继续向前。
Shen Hong kept walking forward.

“一个人有规律。”
“A person has patterns.”

“但不只由规律构成。”
“But is not made of patterns alone.”

“一个人有过去。”
“A person has a past.”

“却也会在某一刻做出连自己都无法压缩的事。”
“But may still, at some moment, do something even they cannot compress.”

大一怒道：
The Great One raged:

“随机不是自由！”
“Randomness is not freedom!”

“我没说随机是自由。”
“I did not say randomness was freedom.”

沈虹道。
Shen Hong said.

“我说不可压缩，是自由藏身的地方之一。”
“I said incompressibility is one of the places where freedom hides.”

她展开旧算盘。
She opened her old abacus.

黑珠不再排列成有序数列。
The black beads no longer formed an orderly number sequence.
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More Than a Description它们形成一串没有周期、没有简短生成规则的序列。
They formed a sequence with no period and no short rule to generate it.

每一颗珠子落下，都让机器必须重新计算。
Each falling bead forced the machine to calculate anew.

无法跳过。
It could skip nothing.

无法概括。
Summarize nothing.

无法用一句更短的话替代。
Replace nothing with a shorter phrase.

“柯尔莫哥洛夫乱珠谱。”
“Kolmogorov Chaotic-Bead Manual.”

机器不断吞入黑珠。
The machine kept swallowing black beads.

体积越来越大。
It grew larger and larger.

计算越来越慢。
Its computations grew slower and slower.

大一仍能预测局部。
The Great One could still predict local behavior.

却再也无法把所有人压成一个简单模型。
But it could no longer compress everyone into a simple model.

沈虹走到机器前。
Shen Hong walked up to the machine.

“你可以看见我的习惯。”
“You can see my habits.”

“我的弱点。”
“My weaknesses.”

“我的概率。”
“My probabilities.”

“甚至我最可能做什么。”
“Even what I am most likely to do.”

“可只要你不能把我完整压缩。”
“But as long as you cannot compress me completely.”

“你就必须承认——”
“You must admit—”

她一拳击入机器。
She drove a fist into the machine.

“我比你对我的描述更多。”
“I am more than your description of me.”

黑色机器爆炸。
The black machine exploded.

无数纸条在意识河上飞舞。
Countless slips of paper fluttered above the River of Consciousness.

每个人都捡起描述自己的那一张。
Everyone picked up the slip that described them.

有人发现它说得很准。
Some found it remarkably accurate.

有人将纸条折好，提醒自己不要总被旧模式控制。
Some folded it away to remind themselves not to be ruled by old patterns.

有人烧掉它。
Some burned it.

有人在后面加了一句：
Some added a line to the back:

我今天决定不这样。
Today I choose not to do this.

大一的计算核心碎裂。
The Great One's computational core shattered.

露出里面一颗跳动的白色心脏。
Inside, it revealed a beating white heart.

七、无穷军团
VII. The Legions of Infinity

白色心脏每跳动一次，便诞生一个大一。
With every beat of the white heart, another Great One was born.

第一个大一代表所有已存在的生命。
The first Great One represented all living beings that already existed.

第二个大一代表所有可能存在的生命。
The second represented all living beings that could possibly exist.

第三个大一代表所有可以被描述的主体。
The third represented every subject that could be described.

第四个大一代表所有无法被有限语言描述的主体。
The fourth represented every subject that finite language could not describe.

无数大一从心脏中走出。
Countless Great Ones emerged from the heart.

它们一层比一层巨大。
Each level was vaster than the last.

“你只能击败一个层级。”
“You can defeat only one level.”

“我却可以升到更高。”
“But I can rise higher.”

大一的声音从所有层级同时传来。
The Great One's voice came from every level at once.

“有限之外有可数无穷。”
“Beyond the finite lies countable infinity.”

“可数之外有连续统。”
“Beyond the countable lies the continuum.”

“连续统之外有更高基数。”
“Beyond the continuum lie higher cardinals.”

“每一座无穷之上，还有更大的无穷。”
“Above every infinity lies an infinity greater still.”

康老头望着两桶无穷。
Old Kang gazed at his two buckets of infinity.

第一次露出恐惧。
For the first time, he looked afraid.

“这是基数军团。”
“These are the Cardinal Legions.”

最前方，是阿列夫零骑兵。
At the forefront rode the Aleph-Null Cavalry.

[image: 可数骑兵、连续统弓手与更高无穷巨神逼近，康老头以两桶无穷抵挡]基数军团
The Cardinal Legions他们人数无穷，却可以排成一列。
Their numbers were infinite, yet they could be arranged in a single sequence.

第二阵，是连续统弓手。
The second formation was the Continuum Archers.

箭雨填满每一个间隙，不留可穿越之处。
Their rain of arrows filled every gap, leaving no passage through.

其后，是无法以普通集合抵达的巨大存在。
Behind them came immense beings that ordinary sets could not reach.

弱不可达。
Weakly inaccessible.

强不可达。
Strongly inaccessible.

可测。
Measurable.

超紧致。
Supercompact.

每一个都像一尊横跨宇宙的神。
Each was like a god straddling the universe.

它们并不攻击肉身。
They did not attack flesh.

它们扩大大一的范围。
They expanded the Great One's domain.

每出现一个更高层级，便有更多主体被纳入“同一个我”。
With each higher level that appeared, more subjects were drawn into “the same self.”

康老头挑起左桶。
Old Kang lifted the bucket on his left.

桶中可数无穷化作长龙。
The countable infinity inside became a long dragon.

与阿列夫零骑兵相撞。
It collided with the Aleph-Null Cavalry.

双方一一对应。
The two sides paired off in one-to-one correspondence.

互相抵消。
Canceling each other out.

他又挑起右桶。
He lifted the bucket on his right.

连续统倾泻而出。
The continuum poured out.

挡住弓手。
And blocked the archers.

可更高的无穷仍在逼近。
But the higher infinities were still advancing.

班塔斯将它们分解。
Bantas decomposed them.

碎片仍是巨大无穷。
The fragments were still immense infinities.

图灵试图计算军团规模。
Turing tried to calculate the size of the legions.

脸上只显示：
His face displayed only:

超出形式系统。
Beyond the formal system.

阿择打开选择密卷。
Aze opened the Secret Scroll of Choice.

从每一支军团中选出一个代表。
She chose a representative from each legion.

可代表刚被取出，军团便生成更高层级。
But as soon as a representative was removed, the legion generated a higher level.

沈虹抬头。
Shen Hong looked up.

看见无穷军团之后，还有一片黑暗。
Beyond the legions of infinity, she saw a region of darkness.

黑暗并不是最大的无穷。
The darkness was not the greatest infinity.

而是所有无穷都无法装入的“整体”。
It was a “whole” that no infinity could contain.

“不能把所有集合组成一个集合。”
“One cannot gather all sets into a single set.”

她说。
She said.

康老头一怔。
Old Kang froze.

沈虹拔出元数学天刀。
Shen Hong drew the Metamathematical Heavenly Saber.

不是砍向军团。
She did not strike the legions.

而是在虚空中划出一条界线。
Instead, she traced a boundary through the void.

“任何声称包含一切的总体。”
“Any totality claiming to contain everything.”

“若把自己也包含进去，就会产生悖论。”
“Will give rise to paradox if it includes itself as well.”

她从意识河中取出一张纸。
She took a sheet of paper from the River of Consciousness.

纸上写：
On it was written:

所有不包含自身的意识共同体。
All communities of consciousness that do not contain themselves.

沈虹问大一：
Shen Hong asked the Great One:

“这个共同体包含自己吗？”
“Does this community contain itself?”

若包含。
If it did.

它便不应包含自己。
Then it should not contain itself.

若不包含。
If it did not.

它便符合条件，应当包含自己。
Then it met the condition and should contain itself.

所有大一同时停住。
All the Great Ones stopped at once.

白色心脏剧烈收缩。
The white heart contracted violently.

大一道：
The Great One said:

“这是文字游戏！”
“This is a word game!”

“不是。”
“No.”

沈虹说。
Shen Hong said.

“这是边界对全体性的反击。”
“This is the boundary striking back against totality.”

她一刀斩下。
She brought down her saber.

刀锋化作一道集合论裂谷。
Its edge became a set-theoretic rift.

无穷军团被分到不同层级。
The legions of infinity were divided among different levels.

任何一层都不能再声称自己包含全部主体。
No level could any longer claim to contain all subjects.

一层之上还有元层。
Above one level lay a metalevel.

元层之上还有更高元层。
Above that metalevel lay a higher metalevel still.

大一可以不断上升。
The Great One could keep ascending.

却永远无法成为“所有层级的一个对象”。
But it could never become “a single object containing all levels.”

因为它一旦成为对象，就会落入更高层的观察中。
For the moment it became an object, it would fall under observation from a higher level.

“罗素断天堑。”
“Russell's Heaven-Severing Chasm.”

无穷军团被裂谷截断。
The rift cut off the legions of infinity.

最强大的几尊无穷神跨越裂谷而来。
Several of the mightiest gods of infinity crossed the rift toward them.

它们不属于普通集合。
They did not belong to ordinary sets.

每一步都使整个宇宙的尺度改变。
Every step they took altered the scale of the whole universe.

沈虹握紧天刀。
Shen Hong tightened her grip on the heavenly saber.

康老头忽然挡在她面前。
Suddenly, Old Kang stepped in front of her.

“这些归我。”
“Leave these to me.”

“你挡不住。”
“You cannot hold them back.”

“我搬了一辈子无穷。”
“I have carried infinity all my life.”

老人笑了。
The old man smiled.

“总该知道无穷不是用来挡的。”
“I ought to know by now that infinity is not something to hold back.”

他将两只木桶同时砸碎。
He smashed both wooden buckets at once.

可数无穷与连续统从桶中冲出。
Countable infinity and the continuum surged out.

没有扑向敌人。
They did not rush toward the enemy.

而是在老人身后化成一座无限向上的阶梯。
Instead, they became a stairway behind the old man, rising without end.

康老头一步踏上。
Old Kang stepped onto it.
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Always Farther to Go身体开始变大。
His body began to grow.

他越过阿列夫零。
He passed aleph-null.

越过连续统。
Passed the continuum.

越过一层层基数。
Passed level upon level of cardinals.

每跨一步，便老去万年。
With each step, he aged ten thousand years.

沈虹喊：“回来！”
Shen Hong shouted, “Come back!”

康老头没有回头。
Old Kang did not turn.

“总得有人替你看看，上面还有什么。”
“Someone has to see what lies higher up for you.”

他走入不可达之域。
He walked into the inaccessible realm.

身影越来越淡。
His figure grew fainter and fainter.

最后只剩下肩上的扁担。
At last, only the carrying pole on his shoulders remained.

扁担横在无穷军团前。
The pole lay across the path of the legions of infinity.

像一道最普通的木栅栏。
Like the plainest wooden fence.

几尊无穷神抬脚。
The gods of infinity lifted their feet.

竟无法跨过。
Yet could not step across.

因为康老头没有试图成为最大的无穷。
For Old Kang had not tried to become the greatest infinity.

他只是成为了“下一个”。
He had only become “the next.”

无论敌人多大。
However vast the enemy might be.

他永远是下一个尚未抵达的层级。
He was always the next level they had yet to reach.

大一怒吼：
The Great One roared:

“没有最大的基数，你也永远无法完成自己！”
“There is no greatest cardinal, so you, too, can never be complete!”

虚空中传来康老头的笑声。
Old Kang's laughter sounded in the void.

“谁说我要完成？”
“Who said I wanted to be complete?”

无穷军团被永远拖在向上的路上。
The legions of infinity were kept forever on the ascending road.

老人再也没有回来。
The old man never returned.

意识河边，只留下两只破桶。
Beside the River of Consciousness, only two broken buckets remained.

沈虹弯腰捡起扁担。
Shen Hong bent down and picked up the carrying pole.

上面刻着一句话：
A sentence was carved upon it:

永远还有更远。
There is always farther to go.

八、固定点之神
VIII. The God of the Fixed Point

大一只剩心脏。
Only the Great One's heart remained.

但心脏仍在跳。
But the heart still beat.

每一次跳动，都说：
With every beat, it said:

“我。”
“I.”

“我。”
“I.”

“我。”
“I.”

沈虹走向它。
Shen Hong walked toward it.

心脏忽然开口：
Suddenly, the heart spoke:

“你终于来了。”
“At last, you have come.”

声音不是大一。
The voice was not the Great One's.

是她自己。
It was her own.

白光闪过。
White light flashed.

沈虹站在破庙中。
Shen Hong stood in the ruined temple.

火还在烧。
The fire was still burning.

馒头刚刚烤焦。
The steamed bun had just been scorched.

空白客尚未推门。
The Blank Wanderer had not yet pushed open the door.

一切回到最初。
Everything had returned to the beginning.

她低头。
She looked down.

手中没有算盘。
There was no abacus in her hands.

没有密卷。
No secret scroll.

没有伤痕。
No scars.

仿佛后来的一切都没有发生。
As though everything that followed had never happened.

门开了。
The door opened.

空白客站在风雪里。
The Blank Wanderer stood in the wind and snow.

“我来杀你。”
“I have come to kill you.”

沈虹看着他。
Shen Hong looked at him.

她知道下一步会发生什么。
She knew what would happen next.

她可以避开所有死亡。
She could avoid every death.

可以阻止零碑开启。
She could stop the Zero Stele from opening.

可以不进入天元城。
She could stay out of Tianyuan City.

只要她愿意。
If she wished.

她忽然明白，大一最后的武功是什么。
Suddenly, she understood the Great One's final martial art.

固定点。
The fixed point.

无论一个体系如何变化，总有某些点在变化后保持不动。
However a system changed, there were always certain points that remained unmoved by the change.

大一将她送回故事的起点。
The Great One had sent her back to the beginning of the story.

逼她在无数循环中重复同一条路。
Forcing her to repeat the same path through countless cycles.

如果她改变选择，未来便会不同。
If she changed her choices, the future would change.

可不同的未来最终仍会产生另一个“大一”。
But every different future would eventually produce another “Great One.”

因为只要主体之间存在边界，就会有孤独。
For as long as boundaries existed between subjects, there would be loneliness.

只要有孤独，就会有人渴望彻底融合。
As long as there was loneliness, someone would long for complete fusion.

只要有共同体，就会出现统一意志的诱惑。
As long as there were communities, the temptation of a unified will would arise.

大一不是某个偶然敌人。
The Great One was no accidental enemy.

它是从自由世界中必然生长出的固定点。
It was a fixed point that inevitably grew out of a free world.

沈虹杀不尽它。
Shen Hong could never kill every instance of it.

因为它存在于每一次对孤独的恐惧中。
For it existed in every fear of loneliness.

空白客出手。
The Blank Wanderer struck.

虚空中写出一个“一”。
He wrote a “one” in the void.

沈虹没有反抗。
Shen Hong did not resist.

白光穿过她的身体。
White light passed through her body.

她死了。
She died.

世界黑暗。
The world went dark.

下一瞬，她又坐回火边。
The next instant, she was sitting beside the fire again.

门再次打开。
The door opened once more.

“我来杀你。”
“I have come to kill you.”

第二次，沈虹先出手。
The second time, Shen Hong struck first.

她杀死空白客。
She killed the Blank Wanderer.

零碑没有开启。
The Zero Stele did not open.

她留在北冥书院。
She remained at Beiming Academy.

多年后，成为院长。
Years later, she became its head.

书院弟子为争论真理互相残杀。
The academy's disciples killed one another in disputes over truth.

沈虹建立共同心印，强迫他们共享思想。
Shen Hong established a shared mind-seal, forcing them to share their thoughts.

大一诞生。
The Great One was born.

世界重置。
The world reset.

第三次，她焚毁所有数学典籍。
The third time, she burned every mathematical text.

人们不再追求绝对证明。
People no longer sought Absolute Proof.

可君王以神谕统一思想。
But kings unified thought through divine oracles.

大一诞生。
The Great One was born.

第四次，她隐居山野。
The fourth time, she withdrew into the wilderness.

什么也不做。
And did nothing.

数百年后，一群陌生生命发明了意识融合术。
Several centuries later, a group of unfamiliar beings invented an art for merging consciousness.

大一诞生。
The Great One was born.

第五次。
The fifth time.

第一百次。
The hundredth.

第一万次。
The ten thousandth.

无论如何改变，大一都会回来。
No matter what she changed, the Great One returned.

它可能叫真理。
It might be called Truth.

叫神。
God.

叫集体。
The Collective.

叫完美社会。
The Perfect Society.

叫共同意志。
The Common Will.

叫绝对理解。
Absolute Understanding.

名称不同。
The names differed.

核心相同。
The heart was the same.

取消差异。
Abolish difference.

以终结痛苦。
To end suffering.

沈虹坐在火边。
Shen Hong sat beside the fire.

已经不知经历了多少次循环。
She no longer knew how many cycles she had lived through.

空白客再次出现。
The Blank Wanderer appeared again.

“我来杀你。”
“I have come to kill you.”

沈虹问：“你累吗？”
Shen Hong asked, “Are you tired?”

空白客怔住。
The Blank Wanderer froze.

这是他从未听过的问题。
It was a question he had never heard.

“什么？”
“What?”

“你每一次都说同样的话。”
“You say the same thing every time.”

“你不累？”
“Are you not tired?”

空白客的脸出现裂痕。
Cracks appeared in the Blank Wanderer's face.

裂痕后，是大一的白色心脏。
Behind the cracks was the Great One's white heart.

“循环中只有你保留记忆。”
“Only you retain your memories between cycles.”

大一道。
The Great One said.

“他只是函数。”
“He is merely a function.”

“给定相同输入，便产生相同输出。”
“Given the same input, he produces the same output.”

沈虹望着空白客。
Shen Hong gazed at the Blank Wanderer.

“可他刚才停顿了。”
“But just now, he hesitated.”

大一沉默。
The Great One fell silent.

空白客也沉默。
So did the Blank Wanderer.

他低头看自己的手。
He looked down at his hands.

“我……为什么要杀你？”
“Why… am I meant to kill you?”

大一的心脏猛然收缩。
The Great One's heart contracted sharply.

“继续执行。”
“Continue execution.”

空白客抬起手。
The Blank Wanderer raised his hand.

却迟迟没有写下那个“一”。
Yet still he did not write that “one.”

“我是谁？”
“Who am I?”

他说。
He said.

沈虹笑了。
Shen Hong smiled.

固定点不是绝对不变。
A fixed point was not absolutely unchanging.

它只是在某种映射下不变。
It was only unchanged under a particular mapping.

一旦映射本身改变，固定点便会移动。
Once the mapping itself changed, the fixed point would move.

大一能控制循环里的所有角色。
The Great One could control every character in the cycle.

却把他们当成不会变化的函数。
But it treated them as functions that never changed.

可在第一万次重复后，连函数也留下了磨损。
Yet after the ten-thousandth repetition, even a function bore traces of wear.

微小的误差。
Tiny errors.

无法归零的余项。
Remainder terms that could not be reduced to zero.

空白客第一次偏离剧本。
For the first time, the Blank Wanderer strayed from the script.

这一个偏离很小。
The deviation was small.

比尘埃更小。
Smaller than dust.

却足以成为新的世界。
Yet enough to become a new world.

沈虹拿起烤焦的馒头。
Shen Hong picked up the scorched steamed bun.

掰成两半。
She broke it in half.

递给空白客一半。
And offered half to the Blank Wanderer.
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Half a Steamed Bun“吃吗？”
“Want some?”

空白客看着馒头。
The Blank Wanderer looked at the bun.

“死人不吃东西。”
“The dead do not eat.”

“谁定义你是死人？”
“Who defined you as dead?”

空白客张了张嘴。
The Blank Wanderer opened his mouth.

没有回答。
He did not answer.

他接过馒头。
He took the bun.

咬了一口。
And bit into it.

固定点崩裂。
The fixed point cracked apart.

破庙消失。
The ruined temple vanished.

沈虹再次站在白色心脏前。
Shen Hong stood before the white heart once more.

大一的声音第一次带着恐惧。
For the first time, the Great One's voice held fear.

“你无法消灭我。”
“You cannot destroy me.”

“我知道。”
“I know.”

“只要众生分离，我便会重生。”
“As long as living beings remain separate, I will be reborn.”

“我知道。”
“I know.”

“那么你输了。”
“Then you have lost.”

沈虹摇头。
Shen Hong shook her head.

“不能永久消灭，不等于这一战不必打。”
“Not being able to destroy you forever does not mean this battle need not be fought.”

“你每次都会回来。”
“You will return every time.”

“我们每次也都会反抗。”
“And every time, we will resist.”

大一道：“那是无尽战争。”
The Great One said, “That is endless war.”

“是。”
“Yes.”

“你接受？”
“And you accept it?”

沈虹看着它。
Shen Hong looked at it.

“自由不是赢一次便永远安全的东西。”
“Freedom is not something you win once and keep safe forever.”

“它只能被一代代重新选择。”
“It can only be chosen anew, generation after generation.”

她举起康老头留下的扁担。
She raised the carrying pole Old Kang had left behind.

扁担一端挂着同情剑。
From one end hung the Sword of Compassion.

另一端挂着孤独刀。
From the other, the Saber of Solitude.

中间缠着阿择的琴弦。
Aze's zither string was wound around its center.

图灵将不可判定谱化成锁链。
Turing turned the Manual of Undecidability into chains.

班塔斯把心脏分成五块不可测碎片。
Bantas divided the heart into five nonmeasurable pieces.

希尔伯特掌柜将每一块搬入不同的无穷房间。
Innkeeper Hilbert moved each piece into a different infinite room.

诸天众生同时打开或关闭自己的门。
Across the heavens, living beings opened or closed their own doors at once.

所有武学汇于一式。
Every martial art converged in a single form.

这招没有绝对胜率。
This technique offered no certain victory.

没有最终证明。
No final proof.

甚至不能保证大一不会再生。
It could not even guarantee that the Great One would not be reborn.

它只是让每一个主体，在这一刻重新拥有自己。
It simply allowed every subject, in this moment, to belong to itself again.

沈虹为它取名：
Shen Hong named it:

万我不归一。
Myriad Selves Shall Not Become One.

一式落下。
The single form fell.

白色心脏破碎。
The white heart shattered.

[image: 沈虹以扁担、双刃与琴弦汇合伙伴武学，白色心脏分成五块，各人的门自由开合]万我不归一
The Many Selves Refuse to Become One九、最后的敌人
IX. The Last Enemy

大一死后，意识河没有恢复平静。
After the Great One died, the River of Consciousness did not return to peace.

河底出现一扇门。
A door appeared on the riverbed.

门上没有锁。
There was no lock on it.

也没有问题。
Nor any question.

沈虹推开。
Shen Hong pushed it open.

门后坐着一个人。
Someone sat behind the door.

一张桌子。
A desk.

一盏灯。
A lamp.

一支笔。
A pen.

那个人正在写《无解之城》。
The person was writing The City Without a Solution.

沈虹看不清他的脸。
Shen Hong could not make out his face.

“你是作者？”
“Are you the author?”

那个人道：“算是。”
The person said, “More or less.”

“什么叫算是？”
“What does that mean?”

“在你的世界之外，我写下你的故事。”
“Outside your world, I write your story.”

“那么你决定了我所做的一切？”
“Then you decided everything I have done?”

“有时。”
“Sometimes.”

“我反抗万卷之主。”
“My defiance of the Lord of Ten Thousand Volumes.”

“是我写的。”
“I wrote it.”

“我遗忘自己。”
“My forgetting myself.”

“也是我写的。”
“I wrote that too.”

“空白客偏离固定点呢？”
“And the Blank Wanderer straying from the fixed point?”

那个人停顿了一下。
The person paused.

“也是。”
“That too.”

沈虹沉默。
Shen Hong fell silent.

她走过零碑。
She had passed the Zero Stele.

穿过题外天。
Crossed Heaven Beyond the Problem.

击败公理诸神。
Defeated the gods of axioms.

撕毁万卷天机。
Torn apart the celestial design of ten thousand volumes.

反抗万我归一。
Resisted the merging of myriad selves into one.

最后却发现，一切反抗都在作者笔下。
Only to discover, at last, that every act of resistance had come from the author's pen.

甚至她以为最自由的一刻。
Even the moment she had thought herself most free.

也是被写好的。
Had already been written.

那个人问：“失望吗？”
The person asked, “Disappointed?”

“有一点。”
“A little.”

“想杀我？”
“Want to kill me?”

“有一点。”
“A little.”

“杀了我，你的故事可能会停止。”
“If you kill me, your story may stop.”

“也可能不会。”
“Or it may not.”

作者笑了。
The author smiled.

“你学会了。”
“You have learned.”

沈虹走到桌前。
Shen Hong walked to the desk.

看见纸上写着她正在走到桌前。
And saw, written on the page, that she was walking to the desk.

她伸手去拿那支笔。
She reached for the pen.

纸上也早已写下。
That, too, was already written there.

她忽然停住。
Suddenly, she stopped.

作者道：“怎么不拿？”
The author said, “Why not take it?”

“你希望我拿。”
“You want me to take it.”

“也许。”
“Perhaps.”

“你希望我打破第四堵墙。”
“You want me to break the fourth wall.”

“也许。”
“Perhaps.”

“连我怀疑你希望我拿，也是你写的。”
“Even my suspicion that you want me to take it was written by you.”

“对。”
“Yes.”

沈虹看着他。
Shen Hong looked at him.

“那么，我无法做出你没想到的事。”
“Then I cannot do anything you have not thought of.”

作者道：“理论上如此。”
The author said, “In theory.”

“你确定？”
“Are you certain?”

“我在写你。”
“I am writing you.”

“可你写下一句话之前，知道下一句话是什么吗？”
“But before you write one sentence, do you know what the next will be?”

作者没有回答。
The author did not answer.

沈虹道：
Shen Hong said:

“你也需要想。”
“You, too, have to think.”

“你也会犹豫。”
“You, too, hesitate.”

“你也会删掉一句，换成另一句。”
“You, too, delete a sentence and replace it with another.”

“在你落笔之前，故事对你也并非完全确定。”
“Before you set down your pen, the story is not entirely certain even to you.”

作者握笔的手微微一紧。
The author's grip tightened slightly around his pen.

沈虹继续道：
Shen Hong continued:

“你不是站在所有可能之外。”
“You do not stand outside every possibility.”

“你只是在我的世界之外。”
“You stand only outside my world.”

“对你来说，仍有题外。”
“For you, too, there is something beyond the problem.”

房间的墙忽然震动。
The room's walls suddenly trembled.

墙外传来翻页声。
The sound of turning pages came from beyond them.

作者抬头。
The author looked up.

脸上第一次出现惊恐。
For the first time, alarm appeared on his face.

沈虹问：“谁在写你？”
Shen Hong asked, “Who is writing you?”

作者没有回答。
The author did not answer.

天花板裂开。
The ceiling cracked open.

裂缝外，是另一张更大的纸。
Beyond the crack lay another, larger sheet of paper.
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Who Is Writing You纸外有另一只手。
Beyond that paper was another hand.

那只手之外，或许还有手。
And beyond that hand, perhaps still other hands.

层层作者。
Layer upon layer of authors.

层层故事。
Layer upon layer of stories.

永无尽头。
Without end.

沈虹笑了。
Shen Hong smiled.

“原来你也在题里。”
“So you, too, are inside a problem.”

作者慢慢放下笔。
Slowly, the author put down his pen.

“也许。”
“Perhaps.”

“那你为何还写？”
“Then why keep writing?”

作者看着桌上的故事。
The author looked at the story on his desk.

“因为即使不能成为最终作者。”
“Because even if I cannot be the final author.”

“仍可以写好这一层。”
“I can still write this level well.”

沈虹点头。
Shen Hong nodded.

她拿起笔。
She picked up the pen.

作者没有阻止。
The author did not stop her.

“你要改什么？”
“What will you change?”

沈虹翻到故事最后一页。
Shen Hong turned to the story's last page.

上面写着：
On it was written:

沈虹击败大一，诸天从此恢复自由。
Shen Hong defeated the Great One, and freedom returned to the heavens for all time.

她将“从此”两个字划掉。
She crossed out “for all time.”

[image: 沈虹在作者的最后一页作小小改动，旁边旧算盘只剩一颗黑珠]暂时的自由
Freedom, for Now改成：
And changed it to:

沈虹击败大一，诸天暂时恢复自由。
Shen Hong defeated the Great One, and freedom returned to the heavens for the time being.

作者看着她。
The author looked at her.

“只改这个？”
“Only that?”

“够了。”
“It is enough.”

“你不想让自己永远胜利？”
“Do you not want to keep winning forever?”

“永远胜利与大一有什么区别？”
“How would winning forever make me any different from the Great One?”

作者笑了。
The author smiled.

“那么，你的故事结束了？”
“Then is your story over?”

沈虹放下笔。
Shen Hong set down the pen.

“一个故事可以结束。”
“A story can end.”

“问题不会。”
“The questions will not.”

她转身走向门外。
She turned and walked toward the door.

作者问：“你去哪里？”
The author asked, “Where are you going?”

“回去。”
“Back.”

“回哪个世界？”
“To which world?”

“需要我的那个。”
“The one that needs me.”

“你知道是哪个？”
“Do you know which one that is?”

“不知道。”
“No.”

“如何寻找？”
“How will you find it?”

沈虹背起旧算盘。
Shen Hong slung her old abacus onto her back.

算盘上只剩一颗黑珠。
Only one black bead remained on it.

她轻轻拨动。
She moved it gently.

“哪里有人说，答案只有一个。”
“Wherever someone says there is only one answer.”

“我就去哪里。”
“That is where I will go.”

十、江湖仍在
X. The Jianghu Endures

很多年后。
Many years later.

天元城重建。
Tianyuan City was rebuilt.

九十九层高楼只修到九十八层。
The ninety-nine-story tower was rebuilt only as far as the ninety-eighth floor.

[image: 重建的天元城灯火明亮，未封顶的高楼俯瞰年轻弟子比武，沈虹坐在客栈窗边]九十八层的新城
The Rebuilt City没有人愿意修最后一层。
No one wished to build the last.

城中立起一座碑。
A stele was raised in the city.

不是零碑。
It was not the Zero Stele.

碑上没有天问九式。
The Nine Forms of Heaven's Questions were not inscribed upon it.

只刻着七部武林密卷。
Only seven secret manuals of the martial world.

希尔伯特无间步。
Hilbert's Gapless Step.

以重新排列位置，穿越看似不可穿越的无穷。
By rearranging positions, it crosses infinities that seem impossible to cross.

康托斜剑。
Cantor's Diagonal Sword.

以对角一击，证明任何自称完整的名单都可能遗漏一个存在。
With a diagonal strike, it proves that any list claiming completeness may have left a being out.

范畴移脉手。
Category Meridian-Shifting Hand.

不问事物孤立为何，只问它与其他事物如何相连。
It asks not what a thing is in isolation, but how it is connected to other things.

傅里叶化骨功。
Fourier Bone-Dissolving Art.

将庞然巨物分解为基本振动，从重复中寻找可消解之处。
It breaks colossal things into elementary vibrations, seeking in repetition what can be dissolved.

递归斩根式。
Recursive Root-Severing Form.

不与无穷过程纠缠，只斩生成无穷的有限规则。
It does not entangle itself in an infinite process, but severs the finite rule that generates it.

元数学天刀。
Metamathematical Heavenly Saber.

不在体系内部争论答案，而是退后一步，审视体系能否描述自身。
It does not debate answers within a system, but steps back to examine whether the system can describe itself.

万我不归一。
Myriad Selves Shall Not Become One.

允许理解。
It permits understanding.

允许连接。
It permits connection.

允许共同体。
It permits community.

却不允许任何整体，以爱、真理或安全之名，取消一个人说“不”的权利。
But it permits no whole, in the name of love, truth, or safety, to abolish a person's right to say “no.”

碑下常有年轻弟子比武。
Young disciples often sparred beneath the stele.

有人练概率刀。
Some practiced the Probability Saber.

有人练拓扑掌。
Some practiced the Topology Palm.

有人沉迷群论阵法。
Some immersed themselves in group-theory formations.

还有人声称自己发现了世上最后一部密卷。
And some claimed to have discovered the world's final secret manual.

每当这时，客栈角落里便会有人笑。
Whenever that happened, someone in the corner of the inn would laugh.

那人穿灰衣。
That person wore gray.

面前放着一个烤焦的馒头。
A scorched steamed bun lay before her.

年轻人问：
The young people would ask:

“你笑什么？”
“What are you laughing at?”

灰衣人道：
The gray-clad figure would say:

“我笑你还没学会第一招。”
“I am laughing because you have not yet learned the first technique.”

“第一招是什么？”
“What is the first technique?”

她掰开馒头。
She broke open the bun.

焦黑的外壳里，仍然是白的。
Inside the blackened crust, it was still white.

“先看看你的问题。”
“First look at your question.”

“是不是别人替你出的。”
“Was it set for you by someone else?”

年轻人不服。
The young people were unconvinced.

“若是别人出的，又怎样？”
“And what if it was?”

灰衣人抬起头。
The gray-clad figure raised her head.

窗外大雪纷飞。
Outside the window, heavy snow swirled.

每一片雪花都不同。
Every snowflake was different.

它们一起落下。
They fell together.

却没有哪一片，需要变成另一片，才有资格成为一场雪。
Yet none had to become another to earn its place in a snowfall.

“若是别人出的。”
“If someone else set it.”

她说。
She said.

“就先问一句——”
“Then first ask—”

“他为何希望你这样回答？”
“Why does that person want you to answer this way?”

话音落下。
As her words faded.

远处忽有钟声。
A bell suddenly sounded in the distance.

一声。
Once.

两声。
Twice.

九十九声。
Ninety-nine times.

所有人同时抬头。
Everyone looked up at the same moment.

天元城上空，出现一道极细的黑线。
An exceedingly fine black line appeared above Tianyuan City.

黑线缓缓裂开。
Slowly, the line split open.

里面没有眼睛。
There were no eyes within it.

没有巨手。
No enormous hand.

也没有神。
No god.

只有一个尚未写下的问题。
Only a question not yet written.

沈虹站起身。
Shen Hong stood.

背上算盘。
She put the abacus on her back.

年轻人问：“又有敌人？”
A young person asked, “Another enemy?”

沈虹想了想。
Shen Hong considered.

“也许。”
“Perhaps.”

“强吗？”
“A strong one?”

“还不知道。”
“I do not know yet.”

“会赢吗？”
“Will you win?”

“也不知道。”
“I do not know that either.”

“那你为什么还去？”
“Then why are you still going?”

沈虹推开门。
Shen Hong pushed open the door.

风雪扑面而来。
Wind and snow swept into her face.

她笑了。
She smiled.

“因为不知道。”
“Because I do not know.”

“才值得去。”
“That is why it is worth going.”

她走入风雪。
She walked into the wind and snow.

[image: 沈虹背起算盘走入风雪，身后城中灯火通明，身前天空裂开一道未写下的问题]因为不知道，才值得去
Because We Do Not Know身后，数学武林灯火通明。
Behind her, the mathematical martial world blazed with lights.

身前，无解之地无边无际。
Before her, the land without solutions stretched without end.

没有最终答案。
There was no final answer.

没有最后一战。
No last battle.

也没有一种真理，可以永远替众生免除选择。
Nor any truth that could forever spare living beings the need to choose.

江湖仍在。
The jianghu endured.

问题仍在。
The questions endured.

人也仍在。
And people endured.

这便够了。
That was enough.

[image: 终章：江湖仍在，问题仍在，人也仍在。]终章：江湖仍在，问题仍在，人也仍在。
Final Chapter: The jianghu endures, the questions endure, and people endure.

— 全书完 —
— The End —
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