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Summary:  

In order to help Poker-Face regain his memory, Wu Xie and Fatty travel 

with him to the hinterland of Shiwandashan in Banai, Guangxi to re-enter 

the dangerous situation, and collect the remaining clues about the Xisha 

incident. Members of the archaeological team back from the dead, iron 

blocks full of strange smells, strangers who died suddenly…. With Father 

Pan Ma’s story, everything is even more complicated and confusing. And 

the nightmare is just beginning. They enter the magic lake, discover the 

ancient Yao village located hundreds of meters underwater, find the 

hidden Han-style compound hidden within, and discover something more 

frightening than an ancient tomb! The scary events are much more than 

that: the burial of an iron man, the statue that resembles the Thunder 

God, the shadow in the stone, human sacrifice… 

On the brink of death, the intention of “it” is so elusive… 

What kind of great conspiracy is hidden in this flooded thousand-year-old 

Yao village? With the echo of the Qilin tattoo and the ancient village, 

Poker-Face’s life experience has become clearer than ever before… 
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Chapter 1: Discussion 

Two weeks later, Poker-Face was discharged from the hospital. I went to 
Beijing to meet him and Fatty and discuss what happened next. 

The most difficult thing for me after I came back was how to deal with the 
mess left by my uncle.  The events of the past year, although intense, were 
all done in secret. My family had no idea of the drastic changes that took 
place on my side, and my uncle was really missing and might never appear. 
It was one thing to try to explain the events from this side, but on the other 
side was Poker-face. 

He had now become a dead weight, and as his memory recovered, I had to 
face the problem of getting to know him again. 

He had no relatives, left no trace in this world, and didn’t know where he 
lived. He asked a lot of people, but hadn’t heard anything back. As he had 
said before, he had almost no connections with this world. All his equipment 
was left in the basin, he had no money or documents, and at this time, he 
was left alone. I was afraid he had no other choice but to go to the side of 
the road to be a tramp. 

Fatty had done quite well and opened a shop in Liulichang. We decided to 
meet there since we hadn’t seen each other for several months. Poker-Face 
had regained his former complexion, and apart from the furrow between his 
eyebrows, the other things gave me a familiar feeling that made me feel 
relieved. 

When I saw him, he was leaning against the window and didn’t look at me. 
His eyes were like a mirror, paler than before, as if his mind had already 
ceased to exist in this world. 

I said some conventional remarks at first, but he didn’t respond, so I asked 
Fatty how he was and what the doctor had said. 



7 
 

Fatty shook his head: “Don’t worry about it. They said he recalled some 
fragments. The doctor said he had been under a lot of stress, so he needs to 
be mentally stimulated to get better, otherwise it would be useless to stew 
pig’s brain every day.” 

I sighed, not knowing what had happened in the meteorite at the last 
minute to make him like this. 

“Do you have any plans?”  Fatty asked me after discussing the boring stuff. 
“I only have little more than forty square meters here, so it’s really cramped. 
If you want him to live here, I won’t even be able to find a lover.  When 
people see me hiding such a pretty face, they’ll think I’m gay.” 

“You really have no conscience. He’s saved our lives on more than one 
occasion. What are you worried about?” I retorted angrily. 

“He’s not living at your place, so of course it doesn’t hurt for you to stand 
there and talk. You want me to pay to find a house for Little Brother(1)? Say 
the word.  He wants to live in a courtyard? I’ll take him down. But he can’t 
live with me; it has nothing to do with whether he saved my life or 
not.”  Fatty said. “How about this, I’ll pay the rent and you pay for a 
babysitter. Let’s settle him in the neighborhood and give him some good 
food and drink. We’ll visit him on the weekends.” 

“You son of a bitch. You’re acting like a sugar daddy.” I said, “He’s not a fool. 
You have to ask him what he thinks.” 

 
(1)Characters are 小哥 (pinyin: Xiaoge), which can be literally translated into 
“little older brother.” Reader ziye00 said it’s actually used to address a 
young man informally when you don’t know his name. There’s probably not 
an equivalent word in English, but my lazy ass isn’t searching through almost 
500 posts to fix it, so “Little Brother” it is lol. It’s also why you’ll see a lot of 
fans refer to Poker-Face as “Xiaoge”. 
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So Fatty looked at the Poker-Face and said, “Little Brother, what do you say? 
What are your plans for the future?” 

Poker-Face closed its eyes and seemed to be thinking. It took a long time 
before he finally said, “I want to go somewhere.” 

I asked, “Go for a walk?  Where to? Do you have a destination?” 

“I don’t know,” he said calmly,” I’ll go to the places you’re talking about– 
Changsha, Hangzhou, Shandong– and see if I can remember anything.” 

My heart thumped, as this was the last thing I wanted to hear–he originally 
wanted to remember something, but now his mind was blank, and his past 
was a huge mystery. But the bigger the mystery, the more it eats at you, and 
if his memory started to recover during his travels, then the emotional 
fragments that would emerge in his mind would be extremely tempting. A 
little hint would reveal all kinds of threads, which would make him miserable 
in the end. 

I understood that for those who lost their memories, their whole purpose in 
life was to find their past. There was no way to avoid it, but I really didn’t 
want him to take that old road again. 

Seeing my face change, Fatty knew there was a knot in my heart, so he 
patted me and said: “We agreed to let nature take its course. It’s unrealistic 
for you to keep him here.” 

I sighed. If that was the case, then the only thing I could do was think about 
these things with him and look after him. After all, we had been through so 
much, so there were many things we could do to prevent him from going to 
any extremes. 

I also thought over his idea. I had planned to take him to some people in 
Changsha, but now that the situation over there was chaotic, I didn’t know 
who to look for.  At that moment, I suddenly thought of something and 
asked Fatty, “Didn’t you say last time that you had a way to learn about 
Little Brother’s background? Why didn’t you check with them?” 
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“Don’t mention it, it makes me sick.”  Fatty said, “I had planned at that time 
to find those information brokers to ask. They have a lot of information, so I 
figured that since Little Brother could be contacted by your uncle, he must 
have left some information with them and we could find out this way.” 

I listened, thinking that this was a viable way, so how was it 
disgusting?  Fatty continued, “I didn’t think that all these people would 
shake their heads and go quiet. They’re in the procuring business, but at this 
time, they pretend to be saints and gentlemen.” 

I snorted, thinking that it was obvious. There were rules in this business, so 
you couldn’t blame them. They probably counted on that information to eat, 
but once it was revealed, they may not only be unable to put food on the 
table, but may even be killed. 

“These people are extremely tough, so this was also a dead end.”  Fatty said. 
“How about you?” 

I sighed and told him that if my uncle were here, I might be able to find 
something out. But the people I was in contact with weren’t qualified 
enough. Those old vultures were eccentric by nature and were now 
watching the situation on my side. If I wanted to get especially close to 
them, and not give them any food… it wasn’t something people like me 
could do. 

“Let’s not think about it, and just do as Little Brother said. We’ll sign him up 
for a tour group, prepare some money, and let him go out for a walk,” Fatty 
said. “Why don’t we just ask for a marriage for him, and give him to a rich 
woman? With his good looks, I think we could still make some money. Later, 
he could look into the past on his own. What do you think?” 

This is bullshit, I said to myself, as I shook my head and didn’t say a word. 
Thinking about what Fatty had said before, I figured it was a good idea. 
When he couldn’t think of an idea, he thought of turning to a person: “No, 
you just find a way to contact the broker. Maybe it’s not a dead end.” 

“How?” 
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“The brokers refused to say anything, maybe because they were afraid of 
offending someone, or didn’t know, or were afraid of revealing it. But 
there’s one person who doesn’t have this problem. Maybe we can start with 
them.” 

“Who?” Fatty asked.  Poker-Face also turned his head. 

“When I went to Changbai Mountain, it was a man named Brother Chu who 
took over the arrangements for my uncle. Do you remember?” 

“You mean the bald one?” 

I nodded; Bald Brother Chu was the boss of the underground bank who 
cooperated with Uncle Three. After being bought out by Chen Pei Ah Si, he 
was arrested, but I didn’t know which prison he was sent to. 

He had contacted Poker-Face and Fatty before, and certainly knew their 
information. Moreover, he was in prison now and had nothing to worry 
about. I just didn’t know how to find him or make him speak. Not having any 
worries, after all, meant that he also didn’t have a reason to help us. 

Fatty looked thoughtful: “Oh, that’s true.”  Understanding my train of 
thought, he then added, “I didn’t expect that, but if we go to him, would he 
report us?” 

“This kind of person is very shrewd. He has a lot of information in his hands, 
so if he wants to spill it, Changsha will fall. He can’t bear to say it because he 
knows that it’s in his interests not to.” I said. “He’s in trouble now and 
doesn’t have many places to turn to for help. I don’t think it’ll be hard to 
find a way.”  With that said, I already knew what to do. I couldn’t trouble 
Pan Zi with some things, but this wasn’t a sensitive matter, so we could 
entrust him to make some inquiries. 

So, it was decided that we would help Poker-Face check it out. Our 
intervention was better than letting him run around, but I couldn’t do it 
alone. I was extremely busy, and the situation was chaotic, meaning I 
couldn’t let Poker-Face follow me around everywhere. There was no way I 



11 
 

could control him, and in case he suddenly remembered something and ran 
away again, I wouldn’t know where to look. In the end, I had to drag Fatty 
into the water with me. 

After discussing it with him, Fatty had to agree. “If nothing else, it’s better to 
find a place for Little Brother to live. That way we can save a lot of energy.” 

So, it was agreed: I would go ask Pan Zi to handle our business, Poker-Face 
and Fatty would live together first, and then we would discuss the rest of 
the situation together later.  Anyway, this matter couldn’t be tossed aside 
with three people involved, so it was better to handle it ourselves. It could 
even be regarded as a favor to Poker-Face. 

As the saying goes, it’s hard to persuade fierce ghosts with good words. Such 
a decision would be followed by good and bad things. 

When I returned to Hangzhou, I called Pan Zi and explained the whole story. 
He was also a loyal person and promised to be very efficient. Three days 
later, I received his call. 

I thought he had some answers and asked him how he was doing. 

He sighed and said to me, “I ran into some trouble. I asked him. He does 
know what you want to know, but he refused to say it without something in 
exchange.  He has some conditions.” 

“What conditions?”  I asked.  This was to be expected. I knew that I would 
also make conditions if I was in his situation. 

“He wants 100,000 yuan and for you to meet him. He wants to talk to you in 
person.” 

“Meet me?” I paused, a little surprised, and said in my heart: money is easy, 
but what do you want to see me for? It sounds a little inappropriate. 

“Is it because he wants to draw me out to redeem himself?”  My heart was 
cold, and I imagined I could hear the sound of iron chains in my ears. 
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“I also think it’s possible.” Pan Zi gave a tsk. “However, he asked me to bring 
you something. He said that if you look at it, you’ll definitely see him.” 

“What is it?”  I asked. 

“It’s an old photo.”  Pan Zi paused. “A very old photo; a black and white 
photo of people from my generation when they were young.” 

I suddenly got goose bumps.  My first reaction was to think of the group 
photo of my uncle at Xisha before he went out to sea. That shitty photo was 
a mistake for me.  Then I thought, does Brother Chu also know the secret 
behind this matter?  But it was rather late for him to use this to talk about 
conditions. 

Thinking about it, I asked, “What’s the picture of?” 

After a long pause, Pan Zi said, “I’m not sure. I feel like it’s a ghost.” 
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Chapter 2: The Second Old Photo 

The photo was sent by e-mail, but Pan Zi knew nothing about it, so I spent a 
long time teaching him. When I finally received it, an hour had passed 
before I called him. 

It was really a very old photo, yellowed with age and covered in faded 
marks. Despite this, I could still see what was in the photo, and understand 
why Pan Zi was unsure and thought it was a “ghost.” 

The old photo must have been taken in an old house with a screen in the 
background. The photo was so white that I couldn’t see the details clearly, 
but I could see a figure standing right behind the screen. 

With the light coming in from behind the screen, the figure was quite clear. 
What made it so creepy, however, was the person’s posture.  Ordinarily, 
people always shift their center of gravity when standing, but this figure was 
standing almost upright with their shoulders flat, which looked weird at first 
glance.  My first impression was that this man was hanging in mid-air. 

A dead man was hanging behind the screen. 

I felt a little uncomfortable, but I couldn’t understand why this photo would 
interest me.  Would I look for him after seeing this picture? There seemed to 
be no such feeling. 

I looked down at the photo again and noticed that the floor was made of 
wood. On the left edge of the photo was a view that seemed to stretch on, 
which turned out to be a corridor behind the screen. Half of it was covered 
by the screen, but the other half could be seen. It wasn’t clear at first glance, 
but if I looked carefully, I could see several doors on one side of the corridor. 

At first glance, I felt that this scene was a little familiar. This kind of old 
feeling, coupled with the arrangement of rooms… I must have seen it 
somewhere, and it left quite an impression. 
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I dragged the mouse and saw that there was print on the back of the e-
mailed photo in Brother Chu’s handwriting, which was obviously meant for 
me.  

It said: 1984, Golmud People’s Liberation Army Sanatorium. 

I gasped, suddenly realizing that this was a picture taken in the abandoned 
nursing home in Golmud. My previous experience there flashed through my 
mind, but I didn’t know which floor the corridor was on. 

The sanatorium was where Wen-Jin and the others chose to hide from Uncle 
Three. Wen-Jin and her group had secretive backgrounds, and according to 
Uncle Three, they didn’t know what research was being conducted.  In this 
abandoned nursing home, someone filmed a large number of videos and 
watched their every move. There was even a person who looked very much 
like me, which made everything even more chaotic. 

Why did Brother Chu have a photo of that place, was he also involved? 

No, I thought, he had a very good relationship with Uncle Three. Could it be 
that Uncle Three entrusted him with something? Or asked him to do 
something… so he knows some inside information? 

This was indeed very likely. If he really knew what had happened in the 
nursing home, it would be a pleasant surprise to me.  But then again, what 
was this picture taken of? 

For ordinary people, taking photos must have a subjective purpose, either to 
take a picture to commemorate or to preserve information. It’s impossible 
to take a photo without meaning.  At that time, there was obviously an 
opportunity for someone to take this photo in the sanatorium. 

In my opinion, it wasn’t possible that this picture was taken to 
commemorate something. The screen was very common, and the shabby 
corridor was at the edge of the picture. It certainly wasn’t taken for these 
reasons, which meant that this person wanted to photograph the shadow 
behind the screen. 
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This was a rather strange thing to do. On one hand, this shadow was creepy, 
but on the other hand, taking the picture this way really made people feel 
like it may be a “ghost” since it looked a bit like those ghost photos on the 
Internet. But I was very certain that this couldn’t be a ghost, and there must 
be something behind the screen. For some reason, the person who took the 
picture captured it from in front of the screen, but since we weren’t and 
only saw this one view, it made us feel strange. 

There were so many things hidden in that sanatorium that they took 
pictures of their every move, and now there were pictures like this. What 
did they do there? 

After thinking about it, there was no need to worry so much. It seemed like 
it was really necessary for me to meet this person, so I called Pan Zi and 
explained my thoughts. He agreed after thinking it over and said that he 
would arrange it and inform me when it was done. 

Soon, I met Brother Chu in Pingtang prison. The process was smoother than I 
thought, and Pan Zi brought me in. Since this was my first time in prison, I 
broke out in a cold sweat. After passing through several iron gates, I saw him 
in the lounge. 

He had obviously lost weight, his bald head was no longer so bright, he 
looked several years older, and he was trembling with a frown on his face. I 
handed him a cigarette, and he took a few puffs to relax a little.  I couldn’t 
help but sigh with sorrow thinking about his glossy face when we first met. 
The rich and poor in this line of work really had to accept their fate. 

After staring awkwardly for a moment, I didn’t know what to say to him. 
Instead, he asked me in a hoarse voice, “What’s the situation with your 
uncle?”  

I gave a cursory account of Changsha’s situation, saying that there was no 
news from Uncle Three, there was no one on the scene, and I didn’t know 
where he had gone. 
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“Karma… this is retribution for this line of work.” He took a hard drag on his 
cigarette and seemed a little distracted. Then he looked up at me and asked, 
“Are you asking about Mute Zhang?” 

“Mute Zhang?”  I paused, thought for a moment, and then realized, “you 
mean Little Brother?  You call him Mute Zhang?” 

“That’s what people call him.”  He had finished his cigarette so quickly by 
this time, that I hurriedly handed him my cigarette and lighter when I saw 
his hands shaking again. He immediately took one out and grabbed another 
one: “Because he doesn’t like to talk.  Why are asking about him?” 

My heart said, this is none of your business, but I suddenly didn’t know how 
to answer, and Pan Zi said from nearby, “Why the fuck are you asking so 
many questions?” 

Brother Chu took a few puffs and glanced at Pan Zi, before fearlessly saying: 
“That’s just how I am, what can I do?” 

Pan Zi hated him so much that he wanted to say cruel words, but I stopped 
him. Brother Chu was now at his lowest, and it was useless to say malicious 
words as he had nothing left to lose. What did scolding him a few times 
accomplish?  I said, “Brother Chu, you’ve been in the underworld much 
longer than I have. I really can’t tell you some things.” 

“Oh-ho, Little Master Three is also playing with me. Ok.”  He said sourly as 
he nodded at me. 

I didn’t answer him, and merely leveled him with a glare. He trembled and 
smiled for a while, before finding me unresponsive and a little boring. He 
suddenly said to Pan Zi, “Master Pan, did you pay my father?” 

Pan Zi pulled out a piece of paper that turned out to be a receipt. Maybe he 
paid the hundred thousand yuan for me. He threw it to Brother Chu, who 
took it and looked it over. “You’re really the Third Master’s man. It’s 
generous enough,” he said. 
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“We’ve paid the money, and you’ve seen the person. Can you talk 
now?”  Pan Zi asked angrily. 

Brother Chu nodded and said to him, “Please excuse me, Master Pan. This is 
between me and your Little Master Three.” 

Pan Zi frowned and was still a little angry as I gave him a look, meaning for 
him to follow along. What else can you do? Pan Zi was so furious that he got 
up and went out with a dark look on his face. 

Brother Chu watched him leave until the door closed, then turned to look at 
me.  I found his face had changed, as he released a mouthful of smoke and 
said to me, “Little Master Three, you can’t continue the investigation.” 

I looked at Brother Chu in surprise, not expecting him to say this. 

“Why?”  I blurted out. 

He sighed: “Look at me. My fate, your uncle’s fate, Mute Zhang’s fate, 
everyone’s fate… you’ve seen it all.”  He stood up and said, “The things that 
follow are too amazing for people like us to touch.” 

I sat up straight as I remembered the photo, and asked him, “What do you 
know?” 
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Chapter 3: Companions 

Brother Chu’s statement made me feel like he knew a lot of things. It made 
me nervous, so I urged him to continue, lest he be like Uncle Three and stop 
in the middle of his story. 

Brother Chu looked at me and smiled. “Don’t worry, I’ll tell you everything I 
know, but you have to promise me a few things first.” 

“Like what?”  I asked, thinking to myself: You’re not going to temporarily 
increase the price, are you? 

He looked at the door and shivered. “You can’t tell others that I told you 
these things. After all, if I can tell you Mute Zhang’s information, I can also 
tell you other people’s information for money. Maybe someone hears the 
news and doesn’t like it, so they get someone to do me in.  I’m not going out 
for life, and it’s not as safe as I thought.  If I hadn’t been cornered, I wouldn’t 
have sold the information.” 

I nodded. I could understand that. It was why he asked me to come to see 
him, and also why he asked Pan Zi to leave. The less people who know about 
this kind of thing, the better. 

“Uncle Three and I have been friends for many years, so I carried out a lot of 
things in my early years for him. Take, for example, investigating Chen Wen-
Jin. This means I know much more than you think.” He trembled, “And I also 
know how deep the water behind this is.  You may not know that your uncle 
often mentions you, so I know about you. You aren’t in the circle, so that’s 
why I’m daring to sell the information to you.” 

Oh, my heart was churning, this explains why he has the photo. I quickly 
asked him, “What’s going on?” 

He continued, “I don’t know if your uncle has ever told you about those 
people?” 
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“Which group do you mean?”  I asked. Uncle Three’s words rang out in my 
mind: they aren’t normal.  “Some have been mentioned, but not many.” 

“Your Uncle Three has been investigating the whereabouts of those people 
all his life. When I was mixed up with him before, I often heard him nag, but 
the more he checked, the more he found out that these people were 
abnormal.”  Brother Chu had finished smoking his cigarette, took out 
another one, and continued smoking, “These people seem to be 
independent, separate from this world with no connection to society.  No 
one knows where they come from, who they are, or what they’re 
investigating.” 

“I know that.” 

“At that time, I advised him to give up. He told me that he absolutely didn’t 
believe that there would be such people in this world.  Over the past few 
years, we’ve exhausted almost all our methods, and there’s been no 
progress. Finally, your uncle listened to me and gave up, and I thought this 
was the end of the matter. I didn’t expect that when you, your uncle, and 
Mute Zhang returned from your trip to Shandong a year ago, your uncle 
would suddenly tell me that Mute Zhang was also part of the group and 
hadn’t aged.  Surprised, we immediately began to check. Naturally, the 
target was Mute Zhang.” 

I sat up straight and saw Brother Chu light another cigarette. I didn’t know 
how many he had smoked at this point.  He took a deep breath.  “Mute 
Zhang was a member of Grandpa Si’s family at that time. Your Uncle Three 
borrowed him from Grandpa Si. I went to find someone to inquire about his 
background and heard some incredible things.”  He paused. “It’s said that 
the first time Grandpa Si saw Mute Zhang, it was quite strange. That 
happened four years ago, during a corpse capture in Guangxi. Have you 
heard of corpse capturing?” 

I nodded. Corpse capturing was a thing of the old society. Generally, when 
there was some kind of natural disaster like a drought, places with zombie 
legends were more prevalent. At such times, people often unearthed graves 
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and dug up corpses. At other times, when the corpses really changed, 
villagers would send out those who were courageous, use a noose to 
capture the zombie, drag it out of the tomb, and expose it to the sun to kill 
it. 

Chen Pei Ah Si’s and Brother Chu’s description of corpse capturing were 
different from this, he said. It started with Chen Pei Ah Si’s business in 
Guangxi. 

Guangxi had always been a place where cultures of all ethnic groups 
gathered. There were many cultural relics and historic sites, but because of 
the cultural differences, the Central Plains system was totally useless in 
Guangxi. Generally speaking, the people who were active in Guangxi were 
panners or antiques dealers who collected antiques from the 
villagers.  Because Guangxi bordered Vietnam, over time, some Vietnamese 
discovered this way of making money. These people crossed the border into 
China to steal and excavate some of the ancient tombs. Guangxi had Lingnan 
and numerous ancient tombs, many of which were buried in the Ming 
dynasty. The Vietnamese didn’t know how to rob tombs, and ended up 
digging randomly, but they still managed to get some things. 

As a matter of fact, it was already very difficult for the Central Plains group 
to do business in places such as Changsha and Shaanxi. You’d think there 
were no tombs left, right? Wrong. There were still some left, and they were 
quite valuable. They had clearly been plundered a dozen times but there 
were still some grave goods left, which meant they would never go empty-
handed. However, there were too few genuine items and so few dragons’ 
backs. To make matters worse, several competitors all tried to grab the 
goods any time a new tomb was found. Such a situation definitely required 
changes, therefore, many grave robbers thought to play their hands in other 
provinces.  There was a time when many people dug Jinguo tombs in 
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Heilongjiang, and Guangxi was also one of the provinces they were trying to 
get their hands on.(1)  

Chen Pei Ah Si had a large plate, which meant he also had ties with the 
Vietnamese in Guangxi. The reason why he sent people to Guangxi at that 
time was because the people there said that a group of Vietnamese found 
an item and didn’t know its origin. It looked quite large, and they wanted to 
send people there to “guide” them since they didn’t know what was 
valuable and what was worthless. 

At that time, there were three people who followed the Vietnamese into the 
rainforest and saw for the first time how they did things.  They were armed 
to the teeth, and it was estimated that this wasn’t the first time they had 
done such business. They were also carrying a basket, and when asked what 
was inside, they’d say it was “Ah Kun”. But Chen Pei Ah Si’s people didn’t 
understand Vietnamese, so they didn’t know what it meant. 

It took them three days to walk through the woods on the Sino-Vietnamese 
border before they reached that place.  The tomb was partially opened, and 
they had covered the entrance they found with banana leaves as if it were a 
cellar. Just as they were about to enter, the Vietnamese stopped them and 
made a gesture which meant “be careful”. 

At that time, they discovered that what was in the basket was actually a 
naked man. 

The man’s hands and feet were tied, his head was covered in mud, and the 
Vietnamese carried him through the entrance. 

Below the entrance was the tomb passage, stretching all the way down the 
stone steps. The Vietnamese pulled out their knives, and Chen Pei Ah Si’s 
people also prepared black donkey hooves. As they walked, they found that 
the ancient tomb was so large that it took more than ten minutes to get 

 
(1) You can thank the lovely Tiffany for helping with this paragraph. “Dragon’s 
back” means incredibly valuable items. 
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through the passage, and when they went down to the bottom, they 
smelled the stench of rot. Following the stink, they found a large square well 
with a basin in the middle of the tomb. The smell was coming from below. 

It was a two-story tomb and considered a mass grave in Lingnan country. 
Shining their flashlights down, they saw that the underground tomb was 
rather short, only about one and a half meters high. They could see sun-
shaped wooden coffins immersed in stagnant water, which was emitting a 
strong stench from below. 

The Vietnamese directly pushed the bound man down, lowered a noose, 
and directed their flashlights at the area, as if waiting for some prey. 

Chen Pi’s people knew at a glance that there must be a problem in this 
ancient tomb. Maybe some had already died when they entered the first 
time, so this time they brought someone in.  This person was probably 
equivalent to fishing bait– they wanted to use the living to draw out 
something inside, and then put a noose down to hang it.  This was indeed a 
method for catching dead bodies. 

Listen, this was too cruel. The theft of cultural relics was nothing more than 
seeking money, and killing people was really bad, but there were historical 
reasons for it, so it was kind of hard to judge them for it. Chen Pei Ah Si’s 
people knew that the Vietnamese were all outlaws, so they couldn’t 
interfere in such matters; otherwise they didn’t know what would happen. 

They waited for half a day without any movement, and the Vietnamese 
thought it was very strange. After discussing it in their native tongue for a 
while, the leader forced one of their own to go down and check it out. 

After the man went down, he looked around and waved, meaning that it 
was all right. Several other Vietnamese also went down and began to set 
things up, but Chen Pei Ah Si’s men were cautious and didn’t follow.  As a 
result, two pieces weren’t hoisted, and there was suddenly an accident 
below. As someone screamed, blood spattered out of the well. 
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These Vietnamese were very tough, and immediately some people fled 
upwards, but only two were able to escape. Then, a corpse hand with 
extremely long fingernails came out of the well and almost caught the 
leader.  Scared to death, they had no choice but to seal the wellhead with 
stones, piling up more than a dozen large stones, before they fled hastily. 

This matter was later discovered by Chen Pei Ah Si. For this experienced 
grave robber, it was impossible to give up the tomb just because there were 
a few zombies in it. So, Chen Pei Ah Si personally brought people back to 
Guangxi. It was already a week later when they arrived at the ancient tomb. 
After they removed the stones, they found that it was a mess, full of human 
stumps and stench. 

Chen Pei Ah Si thought that all the people had died, but after going down, 
he saw a dozen zombies lying on one side of the tomb, their necks 
completely broken. A naked man sat on the coffin in the middle of the tomb, 
staring blankly at him. 

Brother Chu said: “This man was the ‘Ah Kun’, who was previously used as 
bait by the Vietnamese, and is now known as Mute Zhang.  It was the first 
time they met.” 

I gasped, “This is too dramatic.” 

“Some of it is probably exaggerated. It’s easy to be dramatic in this 
business.”  Brother Chu seemed to be enjoying it, probably feeling like he 
was back to the days before he was imprisoned. “It’s said that the 
Vietnamese found Mute Zhang in a village in Guangxi. At that time, he was 
out of his mind and they thought he was a fool and tied him up as bait. 
That’s probably how it happened, and the exaggeration is the number of 
zombies and so on. After that, he became Grandfather Si’s man, and the 
story spread widely among Grandfather Si’s men, but they didn’t say 
anything to the outside world.” 

“What happened before that?” 
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“No one knows.  Mute Zhang is quite strong, and Grandfather Si attaches 
great importance to him. However, I think Grandfather Si probably doesn’t 
know his origins. There are rules in the underworld, and no one will ask such 
things.” 

My heart said that it was useless to ask Chen Pei Ah Si.  I didn’t know where 
he was now, so how could I ask him? 

“Although this matter was only a legend, it at least gave your Uncle Three a 
direction to look in.”  Brother Chu said. “However, the situation changed 
rapidly. Your Uncle Three rushed to Xisha, and I took Mute Zhang ’s photo to 
Guangxi on his behalf to ask for any news in that area.  It’s not my kind of 
job at all. It took me two months to find information on a small Shangsi 
village called Banai, and I finally got some clues—” 

The village was in a mountainous area, close to the Sino-Vietnamese border, 
and someone recognized Mute Zhang. His local name was Ah Kun, and that 
person took Brother Chu to Ah Kun’s place of residence. 

I gave an unexpected cry: “You mean he lives in the Guangxi countryside?” 

“Quite right, but that place is Chen Pei Ah Si’s territory in Guangxi. There are 
many Vietnamese, and he was probably living there, but I’m not a hundred 
percent sure.  When I went to Changbai Mountain to visit Monk Jia, I 
contacted him through Grandfather Si. He must have spent most of his time 
in the tombs, because I could see that the house wasn’t very crowded, and 
he probably hadn’t returned since he left Guangxi.” 

“What’s his room like?” I asked, a little curious about what Poker-Face’s 
home would look like. 

“It’s very ordinary. It’s a low-rise house, just like the earthen houses where 
the local ethnic minorities live. Inside there’s a bedboard and a table, and 
there was a glass on the table, with many photos underneath. I snuck in, but 
because it was Grandfather Si’s territory, I didn’t dare take anything out. I 
only rummaged inside and took out one of the photos– the one I gave you. I 
was going to wait and discuss with your uncle before deciding what to do, 
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but I didn’t expect that Chen Pei Ah Si had his eye on me a long time ago. I 
was caught before I left Banai, and you know what happened after that.” He 
paused, and then added, “I have a feeling that when I was in Changsha 
asking about Mute Zhang, Grandfather Si had already noticed me. He 
probably knew something more or less, so I was pegged as soon as I arrived 
in Banai.  I had no choice but to make a deal with him regarding your Uncle 
Three.” 

I asked, “What’s the big secret behind what you just said?” 

Brother Chu looked at me and trembled again: “I can’t say it…” 

I tutted, hating the fact that I was being handed more riddles. I said, “What 
can’t you say? Do you think you don’t have enough money?” 

Brother Chu shivered: “Little Master Three, to tell you the truth, regarding 
your Uncle Three, the greatest taboo is to seek the root of the problem. His 
life and death are uncertain right now, and there’s no guarantee that one 
day he’ll suddenly appear.  If he knew that I told you these things, I’m afraid 
I’d die. Your uncle isn’t a good man. I sold him out once, but that was 
excusable. It’s morally impossible to sell him out again.  You also said that 
there are moral matters on this road. If you want to know, you can go to 
that house and look at those other photos under the glass on the table. 
Then, you’ll naturally understand why I told you to stop.  That’s all I can tell 
you, and the details will never come out of my mouth.” 

He went to light another cigarette, but they were all gone. When he 
coughed and his eyes went vacant, he looked a little similar to Poker-Face. 
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Chapter 4: Set Out Again 

In the mountain village of Guangxi, mysteries were becoming more and 
more prevalent. But what Brother Chu said made my heart stir. He didn’t tell 
me what he saw in Poker-Face’s room, and no matter how much I asked, his 
mouth was sealed shut. I looked at him and found that it was all a little 
strange and annoying. Finally, the guards came in and asked what was going 
on. At this point, I was afraid something would happen if I pushed him any 
further, so I had to give up. 

Pan Zi was rather depressed and said, “Why don’t you find someone to 
teach him a lesson and make him spit it out?” 

I told him there was no need to do so. I thought he looked a little empty, so 
maybe he didn’t know after all. 

“Why?” Pan Zi asked. 

“He’s bluffing. He may only know that there’s a table in the room with 
photos on it, but he doesn’t know what exactly is in the photos. The kind of 
bluff that comes from selling information and lending money is basically the 
same.”  I said. “Of course, he must have been there before to be so sure.” 

This was only my guess, and actually, it was meaningless to think about 
these things. I still had to go there myself anyways, so I would naturally 
know if what he said was an exaggeration. 

The plan to go to Guangxi was basically confirmed when we got the address 
of Banai from Brother Chu. 

Banai was a Yao village, located in the hinterland of the Shiwan Dashan 
Mountains of Guangxi. It was called the “Siberia of Guangxi” and was quite a 
poor place in the early years of the People’s Republic.  Looking at that 
address, I was afraid it wasn’t in Banai Village, but actually in the mountains 
around the village. 
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Chen Pei Ah Si was an old-fashioned person, and probably chose this kind of 
place because it took two days to get to the police. It didn’t matter to him if 
there was something bad going on in the mountains, but it was hard for us. 

I met Fatty and Poker-Face in Hangzhou first, where Fatty said that we could 
take this opportunity to stock up on supplies at Tangkou in Nanman. It was 
difficult to do business these days, and he had been out of food for a long 
time, so we rested there for a few days. Then, we set out from Hangzhou, 
flew to Nanning, and then transferred to the train to Shangsi. 

We didn’t bring anything with us since this wasn’t a tomb robbing job, so we 
got to relax and joke the entire way. There were six people to a carriage: the 
three of us, two who were working outside the city and returning to Shangsi, 
and a tour guide who taught us how to play big-character cards. It was like 
mahjong and was really fun. 

The mountains were all close to Shangsi, and the train passed through caves 
one after another. The mountains were foggy in the distance, and the guide 
told us that it was the hinterland of Shiwan Dashan(1), which is what 
Guangxi’s mountains were called. 

The mountains were spread over several hundred kilometers, and the forest 
area alone was more than five million acres. In the center were hundreds of 
thousands of acres of primitive uninhabited jungle areas. It was said to be a 
land of bliss and a gathering place for immortals, but this kind of terrain was 
also extremely inconvenient for transportation. We chose the train for this 
very reason, because people from the city who travel by bus or car into the 
hinterlands of Guangxi will probably end up vomiting. 

I felt strange as I looked at the mountain.  In the past, seeing this kind of 
thing often meant that I would go deep into the mountains to find some 
secrets buried within. But this time, our destination was only a simple village 
in the mountains. 

 

(1) 100,000 Great Mountains 
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This feeling was quite odd, and I didn’t know whether it was disappointment 
or excitement. Looking at the cyan granite peaks and lush forests in the 
distance, I felt goosebumps rising on my arms. 

When we arrived at Shangsi, we went to Nanping and then entered Banai. 
We took a bus and then had to walk the rest of the way. It was midsummer, 
and the scenery was so beautiful that people almost melted from the sight. 
Fatty and I could see flowers everywhere, and even Poker-Face’s eyes were 
bright. 

Because of this, we were delayed for a long time on the road, and it was 
almost evening before we arrived in Banai. I had asked several travelers for 
information beforehand and knew that the villagers could accommodate us. 
We asked all around until we came across a man named Agui before we 
could find a place. 

Agui was over forty years old and had two daughters and a son who were 
fairly young. He had two tall Yao wooden buildings and used one for himself 
and the other for a hotel. He was an able person in the local area and 
brought in many tourists from outside. I thought he would recognize Poker-
Face when he saw him, but I didn’t see him react at all.  Fatty told him 
where we came from and gave him a lot of money, so we stayed there 
without much hassle. Agui was quite used to people like us and had the air 
of a farmhouse owner. He said that he could help us with anything if we 
stayed there, but I couldn’t think of anything that needed to be done at that 
moment.  

I was just so hungry that I told him we’d finish dinner first before talking. 

Agui asked his two daughters to cook as he took us to get settled.  I put my 
luggage down on the wooden floor, wiped my body with spring water, and 
then sat on the building’s porch. It was very cool and comfortable, and my 
whole body was soft. As I watched the two slim village girls cooking, I 
suddenly felt that this was the life I wanted to live. 
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Before the meal was ready, Poker-Face asked Agui where the address 
Brother Chu gave us was. He seemed a little anxious. 

When Agui said it wasn’t exactly in the village, but a little ways above it, 
Fatty told him not to worry: “Although it’s your own house, it’s too late to 
ask someone take you there. Plus, you don’t have a key. We’ve got plenty of 
time here, so there’s no harm if we go tomorrow.” 

I also agreed and Poker-Face nodded. I knew he had this kind of patience. 

Dinner was stewed meat and sweet wine. The Yaozhai people were hunters 
and were said to eat squirrel meat, which was very strange, but the wine 
was quite good. The first sip was sweet, and the aftertaste was good and 
smooth. Fatty drank too much and had a loose tongue. He urged Agui to call 
him big boss, said he didn’t want to leave, and then asked Agui to betroth 
his two daughters to him, arguing that he was good at farming. 

I was afraid he would offend someone by talking such nonsense, so I 
hurriedly finished picking up my things, helped his two daughters clean up, 
and left Fatty alone to sober up in the cool wind. 

While washing, I chatted with the two young girls and asked about 
Yaozhai.  They told me that it used to be very poor here and they didn’t even 
have enough to eat. Later, when some people came through on their 
travels, things got better. For example, their father brought people to stay at 
their home and earned enough money to eat and drink, so he didn’t have to 
go hunting in the mountains. He could buy things from other people, so that 
the family could support themselves. 

I specifically asked the situation of Chen Pei Ah Si and whether they have 
Vietnamese here. 

They said that the Vietnamese weren’t in Banai, but could be found in the 
mountains instead. There were many people here now, and they couldn’t 
tell whether any Changsha people were among them. 
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As I dried my hands, I told myself that it appeared that Chen Pei Ah Si was 
really careful and didn’t even dare to stay in the village. 

Presumably, they came to Banai disguised as tourists while the Vietnamese 
went straight to the woods. They could meet in the mountains to trade, 
which meant that there were probably more things to trade here than I 
thought. At least Chen Pei Ah Si valued them, especially if these people were 
related to the contacts he had planted when fleeing Guangxi. 

While thinking it over, I went to the dining hall to ask Agui for some fruit to 
eat. At that time, I saw Fatty, smelling strongly of alcohol, staring at 
something on one side of the wall. 

I thought he had drunk too much and his mind was muddled, but he 
unexpectedly grabbed me as soon as he saw me and said, “Little Master 
Three, come here.” 

I went over and asked him what he was doing. I followed the direction his 
eyes pointed to and saw a picture frame hanging on the wooden wall of the 
dining room. There were a lot of photos there, and he jutted his chin at one 
in particular and said to me, “Who do you think this is?” 
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Chapter 5: Inheritance 

It was a black and white photo that was a little faded and was similar to the 
one Brother Chu had shown me. It wasn’t easy to distinguish from among 
the many photos, but there were two people pictured. I was surprised to 
find that one of them was Chen Wen-Jin. 

This photo was much bigger than the one Brother Chu showed me, so I was 
able to see it clearly. In addition to these two people, there was a child in 
the background. The man was wearing a Yao style outfit and had a tense 
expression, while Wen-Jin smiled brightly. 

What was going on? Why was Wen-Jin’s picture here? I got goosebumps all 
over my body and immediately asked Agui, “When was this photo taken?” 

Agui came over and looked: “A few decades ago.” He pointed to the man 
dressed in Yao clothes. “This is my father, and this woman was a member of 
the expedition team.” 

“Expedition team? There’s been an expedition here before?” I almost 
jumped up, “What happened?” 

“I don’t know, it seems like something was found in the mountains over 
there.” Agui pointed to one direction, “After several years of expeditions, 
there was suddenly no further discussion.” 

I muttered to myself, it didn’t take much time to find some information. This 
trip is really worth it. I immediately asked Agui to sit down and tell me 
something about the expedition team. 

Agui felt puzzled and wondered what had happened, and why I was so 
excited when I heard this. Fatty said, “Some of us are just like this, don’t 
mind it. Just tell me and we’ll give you some money. A story fee for every 
thousand words.” 
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As soon as Agui heard that he was going to be rich, he immediately got 
excited. He waved his daughter to come over and count the words and told 
us everything from beginning to end. 

When it happened, Agui was only in his teens. At that time, Banai was very 
poor and practically isolated from the world. As a result, he was very 
impressed by the appearance of the expedition team. He remembered that 
there were more than a dozen people going on the expedition, and it was 
led by a woman. She had come to the village with the people returning from 
the market outside. Since his father was the liaison in the village at that 
time, he went to receive them. 

The woman told his father that they were an archaeological team from the 
city conducting an expedition nearby, and that she hoped his father would 
cooperate. 

They had the government’s red seal documents, which was a big deal for the 
village. Agui’s father didn’t dare neglect them and arranged accommodation 
and guides for them. 

The expedition stayed here for six or seven months, but during this period, 
they spent most of their time running in the mountains outside. The people 
in the village basically didn’t have any contact with them, and the guide 
arranged by Agui’s father was the closest one to them. 

After the expedition team left, the people in the village asked the guide 
what they had been doing in the mountains, but he couldn’t say for sure. 
They had practically traveled all over the nearby mountains in the past few 
months, and only recently did they seem to find the place they were looking 
for. If you didn’t travel in the mountains, then you didn’t need a guide, so he 
hadn’t followed the team at that time. The woman only asked him to report 
for duty every three days and reminded him not to be late or early. 

Then, something strange happened. 

The guide went once every three days at the beginning, no big deal. But one 
time, he wanted to help his relatives mow their grass and thought it was 
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okay to go one day earlier. As a result, he found that there was no one in the 
archaeological team’s camp, and he didn’t know where they had gone. He 
was frightened and thought they had suffered some evil. He didn’t dare say 
anything, but went to find them himself. As a result, he searched all the 
nearby mountains and found nothing. 

Terrified, he went back to the village and stayed up all night. He went back 
the next day, only to find that those people had appeared again. The camp 
was bustling as if nothing had happened. At that time, he thought it was 
abnormal and that the mountain god was playing a trick, so he didn’t dare to 
speak of it. It was only when the archeological team left that he told the 
villagers. 

When the team left, they took away more than a dozen boxes of things. 
They were said to have been found in that area, but no one knew what was 
inside. The photo was taken of the female team leader and his father before 
they left and was printed in the city and sent back. Because of this, his father 
later became a village official and hung it up on the wall, saying it was his 
glorious history. 

When Agui finished, Fatty couldn’t contain his excitement and gave me a 
look. I knew what he meant: the archaeological team probably disappeared 
because of a tomb. I made a gesture for him to calm down and asked Agui, 
“What year was it? Do you remember?” 

Agui pointed at the child in the background of the photo with his pipe: 
“That’s me. I was too young to know the year since there were no books to 
read. But some people will certainly remember if you want to know more 
about it. I’ll help you ask around tomorrow.” 

I thanked him with a churning heart. It seemed that things here really 
weren’t so simple, and the archeological team had been here before. It was 
no accident that Poker-face lived here, so there must be a connection 
between him and this expedition team. Although Agui didn’t have much 
information, we could confirm that they had indeed carried out a series of 
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archaeological activities in the mountains, which obviously had something to 
do with their plan. 

I looked at the mountain and asked Agui, “You’re a native, do you have any 
insights about the mountain? Do you know anything?” 

“The area is called Yangjiao Mountain. I really don’t know what happened in 
that place, but I was actually quite curious. I later asked some elders, and 
according to them, there’s an old village in the ravine. I don’t know when it 
existed, but some people said it was in the Ming Dynasty. Later, when the 
emperor was fighting a war, a mountain fire broke out. Most of the houses 
were burned, and many people were burned to death, so it was abandoned. 
Maybe they were studying that thing.” Agui said, “Why? Are you also 
interested?” 

“Quite interested!” Fatty said sincerely. 

“The mountain’s a bit far away, the road isn’t easy to walk, and it’s very 
strange. There are a few wild animals, so we generally don’t go there. 
However, there’s a river valley where we normally catch fish. It’s rained a lot 
this season and there will be danger. I suggest you don’t go there.” 

“Have you ever been?” Poker-Face suddenly asked. 

“I haven’t. My grandfather’s been there and said that the mountain fire was 
very fierce. Everything that could be seen on the ground was gone. There 
may be some traces of foundation left in the soil, but it’s been many years.” 
Agui said, “If you want to know about the archaeological team, why don’t I 
take you to the guide tomorrow? He must know more than me. It’s better 
not to go to the mountains.” 

Poker-face ignored him and simply asked, “If you have to go, how should 
you get there?” 

“Follow the stream, but the road’s difficult to walk. If you want to go there, I 
can help you find a guide. Is two hundred yuan, ok? But I can’t go tomorrow. 
It’ll take at least two days because he hasn’t come back yet.” 
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Poker-Face looked at me and I nodded. No matter what, I also wanted to 
have a look and two days was just enough time. We could inquire about 
Poker-face in the village first and then go to the mountains. There was no 
conflict in time. 

Agui muttered, “The problem is that there’s nothing there, just forest. You 
can’t see anything when you go.” 

Fatty immediately said to him, “It’s better to scope it out for ourselves.” 

Agui shook his head and sighed with a wry smile: “It’s a really difficult road. 
You city dwellers don’t know what’s going on. You like to spend money to 
buy things that hurt you.” He suddenly thought of something and asked us, 
“By the way, why are you asking about this? You’re not selling cultural relics, 
are you?” 

After drinking too much, Fatty scolded: “Who’s selling cultural relics? Let me 
tell you, in fact, we’re dumping—” 

I gave him a quick prod and then said: “We’re tour guides. There’s a group 
coming in, but there’s nothing on the itinerary yet to accommodate them. 
We’re here to inquire first, looking for scenic spots.” 

Agui was very interested when he heard this: “Well, I’ll arrange it for you 
when they come back. There are many interesting places here locally, but 
there’s nothing fun in the mountains. You can go and see for yourself that 
it’s pointless. The guests certainly won’t like it.” 

I nodded and smiled, secretly cursing Fatty in my heart. Fatty also knew that 
he had a slip of the tongue, so he stopped talking and went to pee on his 
own. 

I also wanted to ask Agui for more details, but he really didn’t remember. It 
could be said that he probably worked for a long time and didn’t know much 
about the village’s past. I had no choice but to give up and wait until 
tomorrow to find out from the other villagers. After that, we sat outside 
enjoying the cool air and continued to discuss some details. 
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Fatty saw Agui go back to his room and immediately lowered his voice: “This 
team of archaeologists sounds like grave robbers. No one was seen during 
the day, and they left with so many things. It’s obvious that this Yangjiao 
Mountain has a tomb. This is really a ‘blind cat and a dead mouse’ situation. 
We came here on a lark, but got this news. How about it, you two? Should 
we comply with God’s will and resign ourselves to our fate?” 

I said to Fatty, “I knew you would say there’s an ancient tomb in the 
mountain. It’s only your conjecture right now, so you want to go there and 
see it for yourself. Moreover, the tombs into which those people entered 
are probably all extremely strange. I really don’t want to enter.” 

“This time it should be fine. Didn’t you hear that they all came out safe?” 
Fatty said, “Besides, they also brought several boxes of artifacts. Damn it, 
how much do you think they’re worth?” 

“It’s strange now that you mention it. According to Agui, this group of 
people apparently didn’t adopt the work method normally used by 
archeological teams. It seems like they used robbers’ holes, which is very 
rare.” I said. If it weren’t for the government papers, I would definitely think 
they were professional grave robbers disguised as archaeologists. 

“That’s your ignorance showing. When conditions aren’t ripe, archaeological 
teams also use robbers’ holes to rescue some cultural relics. In my opinion, 
it’s possible that the tomb is quite large in scale and couldn’t be excavated 
under normal conditions at that time.” Fatty said, drooling. “Didn’t the little 
sister say that the Vietnamese are still in the mountains? I think they heard 
about it and are looking for the tomb.” 

“Even if we don’t do it for the money, we can’t give it to those Vietnamese 
who can’t even use a Luoyang shovel.” 

I sighed and thought to myself, I really don’t want to go down again. I won’t 
listen to you no matter what you say. But if there was really a tomb, then it 
must be related to what the archaeological team was looking for. I didn’t 
want to seem unwilling, but this made things a little difficult. 
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As Fatty continued to nag in my ear, I tried to calm him down and tell him 
not to get too excited. I told him that even if there was a tomb when we 
went out exploring in two days, the place was so big that he may not even 
be able to find it. If he did find it, however, we would go down and help. This 
way, maybe he would give up. But he could no longer contain himself, and 
as soon as Agui came back, he immediately took him aside and asked him 
about it. 

I was afraid that he would reveal himself, but my heart was already very 
chaotic, and I wasn’t in the mood to interfere. I leaned against the porch 
railing, studying Poker-face and looking at the moon, wondering what to do. 

It was a bit hot and humid in the evening. We fanned ourselves and enjoyed 
the cool breeze that brought the fragrance of trees down from the 
mountains. The wine soon went to my head and I was a little dizzy. Fatty 
was talking to Agui, but I couldn’t hear what they were saying clearly, and 
my mind couldn’t focus. I simply felt that looking at the stars in the sky here 
was like being in the countryside when I was a child. It was very natural and 
made me happy. 

In a trance, I suddenly noticed that there seemed to be a person looking at 
us through the window of Agui’s wooden building across the way. There was 
no light on the other side, and only a vague, strange shadow could be seen. 

I rubbed my eyes and found that the shadow’s shoulders were completely 
flat, just like the shadow behind the screen in Brother Chu’s picture. 
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Chapter 6: Shadow Legend 

The summer mountain wind blew the lamp hanging in front of the house, 
and that, coupled with the light bulb shaking with a large number of insects, 
made the light mottled. I thought I saw wrong at first, but after the wind 
stopped, the shadow was still there. 

I didn’t feel anything when I first looked at it, but the more I stared at it, the 
colder my back became. Did someone hang himself in Agui’s house? 

I fought back my trance-like state, sat up, rubbed my eyes, and then looked 
carefully. 

When I looked at it again, the shadow had disappeared, and there was 
nothing but darkness behind the window. 

Was it an illusion? I frowned hard and asked Agui, “Who lives in that room?” 

Agui looked and said, “My son.” 

“Oh.”  Something flashed through my mind, but was gone before I could 
grasp it, leaving me feeling dizzy again. I told myself that it was his son 
looking at us, and the things I saw weren’t normal because I had drank too 
much. 

It was getting late. Agui looked at his house and said that he would go back 
to rest. 

Fatty paid the fee for the story, and then we said our goodbyes to Agui and 
entered the room.  When Fatty entered, he said gloomily, “Damn it, with 
just one or two words, this son of a bitch can earn three hundred yuan. The 
wisdom of the working people is really infinite.” 

I said to myself, who told you to be a rich man? Showing off your wealth in 
the hinterland is too ridiculous, and yet you still regret it. 
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Fatty muttered a few words and said that I was a monk and a hypocrite, but 
I didn’t pay any attention to him. It wasn’t so easy for ordinary people to fall 
asleep at night in Guangxi. We hadn’t slept soundly since a few nights ago, 
but we fell asleep very quickly after drinking the wine tonight. 

This sleep was peaceful, and we didn’t get up until after eleven o’clock the 
next day. 

After eating the lunch Agui had prepared for us, we followed his daughter to 
the address Brother Chu gave us and arrived within ten minutes. 

It was a very tall, old one-storied wooden building with black tiles and 
yellow mud walls. Compared with the other wooden buildings, it looked a 
little smaller—it seemed that all the houses here were like this—and it 
seemed to be uninhabited. It was mixed among the other houses in the 
village and was very small. 

Agui’s daughter wondered what we were doing here, so we pretended to 
take pictures. Fatty gave her some money to hold her off at first, and seeing 
that no one was around, we tried to go in. 

The wooden building was built on the hillside, with the mountain behind it. 
The windows were all broken, and the door was firmly locked, with a faded 
picture of the door god pasted on it. The door wouldn’t even budge after 
the two of us pushed. 

“Do you remember this wooden building?” I asked Poker-face. 

When he touched the wooden pillars and door and shook his head, I sighed. 
By this time, Fatty had pried away one of the windows and waved to us: 
“Quick, you can enter here.” 

“So fucking skilled, have you done this before?”  I cursed. 
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“What kind of person do you take me for? Only one word separates tomb 
robbing from theft.” Fatty said, while urging us in. 

One of us kept watch, while the other two crept in through the window and 
closed it.  My heart beat wildly after entering, and I felt extremely anxious. 
My nerves were on tenterhooks and I felt particularly exposed. I told myself 
that stealing from the living was much more stressful than stealing from the 
dead. 

The wooden building was a little dark inside, but the structure was very 
simple. With one glance, I saw a big dining room like Agui’s that was 
connected to the hearth. Many tools were hung on the wall and were 
rusted. 

“Little Brother, I really can’t imagine you as a farmer.” Fatty picked up a hoe 
that was leaning to one side and said, “Using the hoe to dig for grain in the 
hot noon sun. I’m the hoe, and you’re the hot noon sun.”(1) 

We ignored him and saw that the room was separated on one side by a 
wooden wall, which must be the room Brother Chu said he had found. 
Indeed, this kind of wooden building only had one other room. 

There was no door, only a rather old curtain that was covered in dust. Poker-
Face frowned, turned around in a circle, and seemed to be a little hesitant, 
but after a few seconds, he lifted the curtain and went in. 

I was a little nervous, too. The man who seemed to be floating in the void 
finally found a foothold, but he didn’t remember it at all. I didn’t know if 

 

(1) You can thank Tiffany for this one again. Characters are 锄禾日当午，我

是锄禾，你是当午. She broke it down in the comments on my website, but 

I’ll put a (lazy) summary here for you: The character 日 (sun), has an 
innuendo in recent years, meaning ‘fuck’, so our perv Fatty is basically saying 
“I fuck you.” 
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God was playing with him, but I didn’t have the time to think about it as 
Fatty pushed me in. 

I noticed that there was a musty smell as soon as I entered the room, and it 
was so dark that I couldn’t see anything clearly. I reluctantly looked at Fatty 
and wanted to open the window, only to find that there wasn’t one in the 
room. 

We didn’t expect this kind of situation. No one had a flashlight, so we cut up 
the curtain to let the outside light in. In the dim light, we could see that the 
room was very cramped and there was a circle of shelves placed against the 
wall. The first thing we noticed were some books and boxes, but the shelves 
were empty for the most part and the ground was littered with mud. In 
addition to these things, there was only a plank bed and a wooden table on 
one side, along with an old student desk. There was a thin layer of dust on 
everything. 

There wasn’t much dust since the air in this mountain was very clean, but if 
we were in a big city, I was afraid that there’d be enough dust to farm the 
land. This also showed that no one had been in here for a long time. 

“Is this your room?” I was a little surprised as I looked around, thinking that 
it was a little too ordinary. Was this where Poker-face lived?  Shouldn’t the 
room be a bit weirder for someone like him? 

But when I thought about it, I couldn’t think of a specific reason for why that 
would be the case. He was also a person who slept in beds, not coffins. Clues 
wouldn’t be written on the wall either, but maybe they would be in these 
furnishings. 

When we walked in, Fatty approached the cabinets and found that there 
was basically nothing. He said to us, “I can see that you’re a very poor 
farmer.” 
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Although there weren’t many things in the room, it looked quite messy. The 
boxes and books weren’t placed neatly, and I wondered if Brother Chu had 
turned the place over when he came before. I picked up a book and found 
that it was a very popular title. It was an old version of a thread-bound book, 
and when I turned it over, I found that it was a little moldy inside. I 
wondered why such a book was here. 

The only thing that looked a little bit like it was lived in was the bed and the 
table. As I thought this, I immediately went to the table to look for the 
photos Brother Chu had mentioned. 

As I got closer, I noticed the dusty glass, and could vaguely see a lot of 
pictures underneath it. It seemed like Brother Chu hadn’t lied to me. 
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Chapter 7: The Mystery of the Photo 

At this time Fatty pinched me and pointed at Poker-face. 

I turned my head and saw that Poker-face was still silent. I carefully touched 
the books, but could tell from his expression that he had some doubts. 

“Do you remember anything?” I asked him, feeling my heart squeeze. 

He ignored me, opened his mouth, hesitated, and then frowned even 
harder. 

I said to myself: Is there a glimmer of hope? I dared not make any noise to 
disturb him, so I just stood there quietly and watched.  He tilted his head, 
looking around the room, and suddenly said, “It seems like something’s 
wrong.” 

“What’s wrong?”  Fatty wondered. 

He pinched his brow and seemed to be using all his energy to recall: “No, 
this room gives me the wrong feeling.” 

“Isn’t this your room?” 

He shook his head, but suddenly, his eyes focused on the bed.  He 
immediately squatted down and looked underneath. 

I also squatted down, but I only saw darkness under there. Poker-Face 
looked back, and Fatty was smart enough to immediately pass him a 
lighter.  He quickly moved and stretched under the bed. 

There was nothing there aside from a lot of spider webs, but he didn’t give 
up. He crawled further in and began to feel through the cracks in the wood 
floor. Suddenly, his fingers hooked around a piece of the floor and broke it 
off.  Poker-Face’s strength was so amazing that I heard a terrible crack, and a 



44 
 

whole section of the wooden floor was broken off. He threw it aside and 
continued his crazy destruction. 

Fatty and I were both blindsided and didn’t know what to do for a while. 
Fatty finally cried, “Little Brother, even if it’s wrong, you don’t have to tear 
down the house.” 

But it didn’t work. By the time we finally reacted, Poker-face had opened a 
giant hole in the floor under the bed. At that moment, I suddenly realized 
what he was doing. He reached into the hole and pulled out a black box 
from inside and dragged it out. 

Shit, so that’s what it was! I got excited and climbed over the floor to where 
the hole was, finding that it was obviously a well-designed secret space. 

We seem to have found the key, I said to myself, before immediately helping 
Poker-Face grab the box and laborously dragging it out.  The box was so 
heavy that I was already covered in sweat by the time we finally managed to 
drag it out.  Fatty helped us lift it up and put it on the bed. 

“Shit, what is this?”  Fatty said, “So heavy, is it Little Brother’s private 
stash?” 

“How is that possible?”  I said, blowing off the dust and looking at it 
carefully. 

It was a black iron box that was quite large, and I guessed it was around one 
meter long and half a meter wide. It looked like it could fit a person and was 
covered with rusted patterns that seemed quite old.  “It looks like it might 
be the former landlord’s, but it may still be an antique.”  I saw the old twist 
lock on it and thought it might be from the Republic era. The box was 
probably used by a wealthy household to hold clothes, or by a theater for its 
costumes. 
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When Poker-face came out gasping for air, we looked at him and asked, 
“What’s going on?” 

He didn’t answer, but his eyes were unfocused, and he seemed a little 
confused. 

It appeared that even if he only remembered some fragments, he still 
remembered this. That meant that he was the one who hid the box, and 
there was probably something quite important in it. It might even be clues 
to his background. We were all very excited, and I said to Fatty, “Open it 
quickly!” 

Fatty immediately went to twist the lock off, but before he could do it, 
Poker-face pressed down on the surface of the box with one hand and cried, 
“Don’t open it!” 
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Chapter 8: Archives 

His outburst gave us a fright. He looked pale and seemed very nervous. 

“What’s the matter?”  I asked. 

He frowned and looked at the box for a long time before saying, “Don’t open 
it. I… have a very bad feeling.” 

“Did you remember something? Are you not supposed to open this box?” 

Poker-Face nodded: “I don’t know, I just have a very bad feeling. If you open 
this box, something will happen.” 

Looking at his face dripping with cold sweat, I couldn’t help but feel a cold 
sweat break out on my own back. The fact that he was so nervous made me 
wonder, what’s in the box? Is it a bomb?  I immediately asked Fatty to pull 
his hand back from where it had been fiddling with the lock. 

Fatty said: “I believe you, Little Brother, don’t frighten me.  What exactly do 
you remember?” 

The way Poker-Face pinched his brow looked a little painful: “I can’t describe 
this feeling.” 

Fatty tutted: “Maybe this box can’t be opened in a normal fashion. Is there a 
trap inside?  If we open it this way, maybe we’ll be injected with poisonous 
needles or something?” 

When I thought about it, it was very likely that Poker-face had a deep 
understanding of the mechanism. The iron box was his, and it looked like he 
put something quite important in it, so it was very likely that a mechanism 
had been set up. If you didn’t know the trick, it would be very dangerous to 
open it. 
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It was so troublesome that it made my heart itch. But in this case, it was 
impossible for me to grit my teeth and take a look. It was at this time, 
however, that I realized something: if Fatty’s hands had been quicker just 
now, we wouldn’t be in this conundrum; on the other hand, there might not 
have been any problems for the rest of our lives. 

I asked Fatty to carefully put the iron box on the table so that I could take a 
closer look at its lock.  This kind of old twist lock wasn’t actually a lock, but a 
kind of ordinary clasp that could be opened with a slight push. But at our 
level, we couldn’t see whether there were any traps behind it or not. 

“What now?” Fatty was depressed. 

“It seems like we have to take this thing back, find some experts, and then 
look elsewhere. Is there anything else worth noting?” I asked. Looking 
around, this appeared to be the only way. 

Fatty knocked on the iron case: “Shit, when can I open this thing? It may 
take six months at this rate. Or, let’s quickly get Agui to lend us a knife and 
pry it open.” 

Before I had a chance to shake my head, Poker-face shook his. “No, I 
shouldn’t have a problem with the mechanism,” he said.  As he spoke, he 
held down the twist lock with his unusually long finger and touched it a 
little. “I don’t feel anything like a mechanism. The lock is fine.” 

“If it’s not a mechanism, then why can’t it be opened?” 

When Poker-Face shook his head, I speculated, “Is there something wrong 
with the contents of this box?” 

“What could it be? Is there a poisonous snake in it? After being locked up for 
so many years, it’s long dead.” Fatty was a little impatient and said, “Why 
don’t all of you stand down? This Fat Master will do it. I’m a tough guy and 
don’t believe I can be killed by a box.” 
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“Don’t. Not to mention living creatures, there may be something poisonous 
in it. If you open it, you’ll not only implicate us, but also the whole village.” I 
said. 

Fatty scowled and sat down on the bed: “Can’t do this, can’t do that. Let’s 
send it to the steel mill to be melted down and pretend it doesn’t exist.” 

I felt that the atmosphere was a bit funny and weird. We came all this way, 
found Poker-face’s house, and also found important clues. But because of 
Poker-face’s unfounded feeling, we didn’t even dare open the box 
containing the clues. It was really depressing, but it wasn’t really worth 
taking the risk. 

I patted Fatty in a placating manner. I figured I might as well knock on the 
floor again to see if there were any more hollow spaces 
underneath.  Looking at where Poker-face had broken the floor, the space 
was covered with a nailed-in board, indicating that he hadn’t planned on 
taking the box out for a long time. This method of hiding it was a huge 
project, so there might be more than one. 

We started to knock on the wood floor, but the house was built on stilts and 
we all felt that there was something underneath. 

The floor of the wooden building wasn’t done professionally, but simply 
built with long wooden boards. The gap between each board was very large, 
so Fatty lay on the ground and looked down. The area below was usually 
used for raising chickens, but all we could see was mud. 

Fatty wasn’t afraid of getting dirty and was soon covered in dust just after 
looking for a short while. But there was nothing to gain, as it seemed like 
there was only a dark hole. 

Without a doubt, we searched three times and checked every place inside 
and out, but found nothing. Fatty patted his clothes and said, “Alright, I can’t 
find what I’m looking for, and I can’t open what I want to open. Let’s pack up 
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and get out of here before Agui and the others get suspicious. It’s impossible 
to say we were taking pictures of a dilapidated house for so long.” 

As soon as I thought about it, I moved to grab the box. Fatty stopped me and 
said, “This thing can’t be seen, so we’ll have to leave it. Agui saw us leave his 
house empty-handed, so I’m afraid it won’t be easy to explain if we bring 
such a big thing back. If this gets out, it may reach Chen Pei Ah Si’s ears. I 
think we’d better put the box back in its place and grab it the night before 
we leave.” 

Fatty was very sharp in this regard, so I nodded. He climbed under the bed, 
pushed the box into the hole again, and then hastily moved the boards to 
cover it. 

I packed up the photos and put them in my bag, ready to go back and have a 
good look. While I was packing up, however, I suddenly heard the sound of 
knocking on the floor. 

I said to Fatty, “Stop knocking, didn’t you say we were leaving?” 

Fatty, who was off smoking to one side, raised his hands and said he didn’t 
knock.  I looked at Poker-face. He was organizing the boxes as neatly as the 
books. Obviously, he had also heard the sound of knocking on the floor and 
looked at us. 

Huh? I paused, who was knocking on the floor? 

We listened attentively and found that the sound came from under the bed: 
“Tuk Tuk Tuk”. It was very slight, but very urgent. 

Fatty and I looked at each other. He stubbed out his cigarette butt and 
carefully bent down to look under the bed. I also squatted down. 

Needless to say, there shouldn’t be anyone under the bed. We were close to 
the floor, but we couldn’t feel it shaking at all, which meant that the sound 
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wasn’t actually something knocking on the floor. It sounded a little distant, 
and we couldn’t tell where it was coming from under the bed. 

Fatty made a gesture that meant: under the floor! 

I nodded and asked myself, are there rats or chickens under this wooden 
building? But suddenly, I saw the wood pieces covering the iron box 
unexpectedly move. 

Well, that’s fucking weird. I was dumbfounded. Is that the iron box moving? 
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Chapter 9: Rats 

My first reaction was that there were rats. It was quite common in mountain 
villages, and the abandoned wooden house here was simply a paradise for 
them. But we didn’t find any traces when we were flipping through 
everything just now, which was a little surprising. I told myself that they 
might have been scared enough to climb out when we were knocking on the 
floor just now. We had knocked everywhere, but we didn’t knock under the 
bed, so they might have hid there. 

I didn’t expect such a situation, but I wasn’t worried about the iron box 
being bitten. If the rats gnawed on it and released the twist lock, however, 
there might be some danger. A little worried, I immediately climbed over to 
the dark space and slapped the floor twice to make the rats run away. 

Sure enough, I must have shocked them when I slapped the floor. The noise 
started to increase, but no rats ran out from under the boards. 

I knew that rats that lived among humans were extremely skilled and could 
judge a situation. It seemed as if they thought it was safer to hide inside 
than to jump out and run. 

I didn’t like rats, especially since the rats here were mountain rats. They 
were a fiercer breed, and might take the initiative to attack people, so I 
didn’t dare move the boards rashly. Instead, I waited for Fatty to come and 
deal with them. 

Fatty didn’t care at all. He had been sulking just now, and this was the 
perfect time to vent his anger. He muttered, “It’s too late to ask who your 
grandfather belongs to.” As I crawled over, he told me to adjust my position 
to block the direction that the rat might escape to. I carefully pushed aside a 
board, raised myself up, and made an eagle’s claw with one hand. 

I glanced at him to show I was ready.  Fatty took a deep breath, suddenly 
threw off the wooden board, and reached in. He grabbed for it twice, and 



52 
 

leaned back in excitement, hitting his head on the bed board. The pain made 
him curl up immediately, but he was so dedicated that he told me to grab it 
before it ran. 

I was afraid that after the rat received such a shock, it would really destroy 
the twist lock, and I wouldn’t be able to care at that point. I stretched my 
hand out and groped for a while to try to force it out. I didn’t expect to catch 
it, but suddenly, I held an object as thick as a bowl. It immediately started 
struggling, and my mind froze for a moment as I thought: shit, it isn’t a rat, 
but a snake?! 

Fatty was also shocked. This was Guangxi, after all, the one place in China 
that had the most poisonous snakes. Just when I wanted to let go, Fatty 
rushed over to help me, grabbed my hand, and said, “Hold on, don’t let go!” 

My face was green at this point, so he took my hand in both of his and 
pulled up abruptly, saying, “Damn it all, I’ll stew it for Agui later—shit! What 
is this?!” 

Fatty let go, and I saw that what I had lifted from the dark hole was actually 
a gray hand. 

I yelled and immediately threw it off, asking myself, what’s going on?! I saw 
the hand suddenly retract into the darkness, grab the iron box, and begin to 
pull. The action was so quick that it had all happened in a few seconds. 
Then, the hand went to break the boards surrounding it. 

Both Fatty and I were stunned, and it took a long time for him to react 
before he eventually shouted, “Shit, I know what this is! It’s a robbery!” I 
also thought someone was under the floor trying to steal the iron box. 

Fatty immediately became angry and started cursing as he grabbed hold of 
the iron box and dragged it out of the dark hole. We saw that the wooden 
board on one side of the hole had been broken off, and the hand had 
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entered through there, but the opening was too small to pull the box 
through. 

As soon as the hand found that the box had been taken away, it immediately 
retreated back into the hole. Fatty immediately went up and grabbed the 
wrist, asking me to help. Before I could reach down, however, the hand had 
already broken free and disappeared into the hole. Then, I heard a crash 
under the floor, signaling that the person had apparently crawled away. 

Fatty climbed out from under the bed and shouted at Poker-face, “Little 
Brother, go outside and intercept him!” 

By the time I looked up, Poker-face had already burst through the 
window.  Fatty came to his senses and said to me, “Little Wu, watch the 
box!”  As he said this, he stood up and rushed out, and I heard him shout, 
“Little Brother, flank left! I’ll go right! Flank left!” 

I grabbed the box and came out from under the bed, feeling as if my heart 
was going to jump out of my chest. What the hell’s going on here? What 
bastard did that hand belong to, and why was it so terrifying?  Shit, it scared 
the hell out of me. 

I sat there gasping for a long time, unsure whether it was the hot, humid 
climate here making it hard to catch my breath, or something else. I pulled 
the box aside and heard Fatty outside shouting, “Who the fuck are you? You 
think you can escape?” The sound was getting farther and farther away as 
they continued to give chase. 

I took a few deep breaths to try to calm down when suddenly, I heard the 
sound of cracking wood under the bed. I paused before suddenly thinking, 
shit, this isn’t good! Didn’t he leave? Wasn’t this supposed to be a “move the 
tiger away from the mountain” kind of situation? 

Looking under the bed, I saw a man crawling towards me from the dark 
hole. 
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Chapter 10: Face-to-Face 

My first reaction was to run. I picked up the box and tried to run out, but it 
was so heavy that I couldn’t lift it by myself and only managed to drag it a 
few steps. I was frantic and nervous, unsure why the box was stuck on the 
floor and wouldn’t move. I looked back and saw that the man had climbed 
out from under the bed. He was covered in mud, just like Wen-Jin back at 
the basin. 

I suddenly realized that it wasn’t a zombie, but a person. I was terrified and 
didn’t know what to do when I suddenly remembered the hoe Fatty had just 
played with. I immediately ran out, grabbed it, and rushed back in. 

Upon entering, I saw the man had already picked up the box and was 
stumbling towards me. I swung the hoe to try to hit him, but he turned and 
dodged. His elbow slammed into my back, almost making me fall to the floor 
in pain. Without looking back, he rushed out the door. 

Although I didn’t fight often, I had the blood of youth flowing in my veins 
and was quite stubborn. I was so furious that I grabbed the hoe and chased 
after him. 

As soon as I went out the door, my eyes lit upon Fatty squatting down, 
looking under the wooden building. The man was so strong and fast that he 
managed to stumble and run behind Fatty with the iron box in his arms. I 
shouted to Fatty, “Stop him!” 

Fatty didn’t know what was going on yet and looked back at me, so I 
shouted, “The box was stolen!” He reacted quickly and immediately grabbed 
the man’s clothes. 

The box was so heavy that the man suddenly lost his balance and fell to the 
ground. The box was thrown aside, and he immediately got up to grab it, but 
Fatty wasn’t me. How could it be so easy for this guy to succeed? Another 
shove kept him down, and I rushed to the box and hugged it. 
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This was a very serious mistake. At that time, I should have first helped Fatty 
subdue the man, since the box naturally wasn’t in any danger.  But the 
situation was too chaotic, and I didn’t think about it. As a result, Fatty didn’t 
hold him down, and when the man saw me grabbing the box, he got up and 
ran. 

Fatty shouted “He’s getting away” and immediately ran after him. I went to 
follow, only to find that the man was too fast. He rushed into the village and 
soon disappeared. The houses in the village crisscrossed and were 
connected by bluestone paths. It wasn’t easy for locals to get lost, but we 
had no idea where he was going. 

Fatty was gasping and wondered why a man had run out of the building. 
When he asked me what was going on, and heard the story, he cursed and 
then let out a mournful sigh. 

I felt puzzled when I looked in the direction the man had disappeared in, and 
asked myself, who is this guy, and why did he suddenly appear to steal the 
iron box? 

We shouldn’t have any rivals now, and not many people here knew about it. 
Was it just an ordinary thief? But this thief’s technique was too strange. 

As Fatty was in the middle of cussing up a storm, Poker-Face came over. He 
was the one that had told Fatty to go to this side to crouch in wait, but if he 
had been here instead, I think that guy wouldn’t have had a chance of 
escaping. 

We walked back to the house where the iron box had fallen into the mud 
and was completely covered in it. Fatty said, “Thank God this box didn’t 
come apart; otherwise I really don’t know what would’ve happened.” 

I said: “Now it seems like we can’t leave this thing here. I think we should 
take it back to Agui’s and give him some money to help us. He should know 
what to do.” Fatty nodded and said, “Although the most dangerous place is 
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usually the safest, it’s still better to keep it near us.” Without further ado, he 
moved to grab the box, and when his hand touched the seam, I suddenly 
heard a “click” and the twist lock unexpectedly disconnected. The box fell to 
the ground and turned over, spilling the contents out. 

(to be continued) 

******* 

Hi all! So, these first 10 chapters wrap up the segment that was at the end 
of the Chinese Volume 5 (which wasn’t translated into the English Volume 
6). It might seem confusing but from this point on, I’m going to follow the 
chapter numbers of the Chinese Volume 6 (aka the next chapter will be 
Chapter 1 Origin).  
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Chapter 1 Origin 

In order to help Poker-Face search for his missing memory, we went to a 
village called Banai. It was located in the hinterland of Shiwan Dashan, which 
was known as the “Siberia of Guangxi.” 

I had always believed that losing one’s memory and searching for it was a 
situation that was unlikely to happen in reality, so I felt a little strange at 
first. Other people’s pasts may be ordinary, but Poker-Face’s story was sure 
to be different. Just like putting yourself in a mystery novel, there was a 
sense of unease and excitement. 

Poker-Face was as silent as ever, and I wasn’t sure if someone like him could 
even experience the complicated emotions that were normal in this kind of 
situation. At the very least, I admired his patience. I was initially hesitant to 
help him find his past, thinking that it was tantamount to forcing him from 
his present calm and back into reality. I couldn’t tell whether it would end 
up being a good or a bad thing. 

I won’t describe the process of entering the mountain in detail. We used the 
clues Brother Chu gave us and found the building where Poker-Face used to 
live. We discovered an iron box in the dark space under the dilapidated bed, 
and after that, several things happened. Someone actually tried to drag the 
iron box away through the floor of the building, but fortunately, we 
discovered it in time. The man was obviously very familiar with the layout of 
the village and quickly fled down the paths, leaving no trace behind. 

As we were standing around baffled at the events that had just taken place, 
Fatty broke the lock on the old iron box he was holding. The box fell to the 
ground, turned over, and the contents all spilled out at once. 

It all happened so fast that none of us had time to respond. The box was 
already on the ground, the lid was wide open, and a fist-sized object rolled 
out of it and stopped at Fatty’s feet. 
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Poker-Face had said earlier that he had some vague memories of the box, 
and that we should never open it because it could be very dangerous. So as 
soon as the box fell to the ground, I subconsciously raised my hand from 
where it had been resting on my waist and made a defensive move. 

Fatty, not having any time to react, could only squeeze his eyes shut. The 
both of us stood there frozen, not daring to move. 

I thought it would explode or something, so I didn’t have much time to think 
about it. I reflexively gritted my teeth and squeezed my eyes shut for a few 
seconds, but nothing happened—there was no explosion, and no hidden 
weapons flew out. 

I opened my eyes carefully and looked at Fatty’s feet. The thing that had 
rolled out looked like a piece of wood covered in bumps. I had never seen it 
before, but it didn’t seem to be dangerous. Fatty gradually relaxed and took 
a few steps towards it, and I slowly put down my hand. I was suspicious: 
Was Poker-Face wrong?  Or was it because it was past its shelf life that it 
was no longer dangerous? 

When I looked at Poker-Face, he wasn’t showing any special expression, but 
he was obviously startled. 

This kind of situation was like a firecracker misfiring– no one wanted to be 
the first to approach to see what was wrong. We all stood there frozen for a 
moment before Fatty, who had thought that he was doomed, leaned over. I 
also followed and saw that the thing’s shape was a bit like a gourd. It was 
about the size of a wide-mouthed cup, and the pimple-like pustules on the 
surface uncomfortably reminded me of a toad’s skin. On closer inspection, I 
found that this scabby “gourd” pustule was mixed with the luster of rusted 
metal, and actually looked like iron. 

Fatty went to touch it with his hand, but Poker-Face stopped him. He 
grabbed a leaf from the side of the road, wrapped it around the “iron 
gourd”, and then picked it up. 
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Based on how he handled the gourd, it really must have been made of heavy 
iron. The lumps seemed to have been corroded by a strong acid or had 
contained a large number of bubbles during casting, and the red and yellow 
pus spots were traces of rust. Even though this thing was a gourd-shaped 
iron lump, we could still make out some ancient faded patterns on it, which 
vaguely revealed that it was an antique. 

Fatty looked at us and mused, “What the hell? It looks like a cannonball. Or 
is it an ancient grenade?” 

I immediately shook my head: “Don’t talk nonsense, would he bury a 
grenade under the bed?” 

Firearms in the Ming Dynasty were already very developed, and the “Zhen 
Tianlei” and “Guoxing Bottle” were the most destructive from that time. I 
had handled some before, but they were all stuffed, meaning that there 
wasn’t any gunpowder (no one was allowed to trade in functioning 
firearms).  These firearms were first acquired by Fujian fishermen, who got 
them in exchange for commercial sea goods. But these iron bumps weren’t 
anything like that, so I didn’t believe they were part of a firearm. Not to 
mention, if this thing was buried under the bed, what if it exploded when 
the weather was dry? Poker-Face would never do such a careless thing. 

Poker-Face weighed and then sniffed it, before finally shaking his head. 
When I asked him if he still felt like there was any danger, he didn’t speak, 
but stared at the iron gourd with a strange look on his face. He paused for a 
moment, and then said, “This thing has only one layer of iron skin. The real 
thing is wrapped in an iron sheet.” 

I paused: “What makes you say that?” 

Poker-Face responded: “It’s too light.” 

Fatty was surprised and said, “What the hell, did you weigh it?” 
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This wasn’t surprising, as the average person handling antiques had to learn 
this craft. Anyone who had ever weighed pure iron or made moulds would 
know that the weight of a piece of iron was different from the average 
person’s expectation. For an iron block the size of a pencil case, a person of 
average strength wouldn’t even be able to hold it with two fingers. 

I said to Fatty, “The basic skills you used to become an antique dealer 
halfway through life aren’t very good. You have to learn things like this.” 

Fatty snorted, “Why should I spend so much of my free time learning this? 
Wouldn’t it be easier to buy an electronic scale?” 

I gave him a disdainful look, and then asked Poker-Face, “What could be 
wrapped in the iron?  Do you have any thoughts or impressions?” 

Poker-Face shook his head and Fatty said, “There used to be a kind of iron-
clad gold. When transporting the gold, they covered it with iron sheets so it 
would be inconspicuous. But this iron sheet looks like it was cast, and its 
weight is light. There’s definitely not gold inside.” 

I hadn’t heard of the “iron-clad gold” he was talking about, but I did know 
that there was a Tibetan mastiff called iron-clad gold. Grandpa had one 
once, but he couldn’t keep it because he had misbehaved. It was later kicked 
by a cow in the village and died. I didn’t know if Fatty was bullshitting, or if 
he had really seen it before, but what I really cared about was the faded 
pattern. Since there was a pattern, then this thing had at least a decorative 
purpose and wasn’t just a pure casting. It certainly had practical uses. 

“Could it be a part of something?” Fatty asked. “For example, the feet of an 
incense burner, or the decorations on the wheels of a cart?” 

I didn’t know much about iron and thought it might be possible. It rusted 
easily and was difficult to preserve in ancient tombs, so it was far less 
popular on the market than copper and porcelain. Plus, the value of 
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ironware generally wasn’t high, so most antique dealers weren’t familiar 
with it and I really had no clue. 

But since it was an antique that was hidden under Poker-Face’s bed, it must 
have an origin and be related to what he experienced in this village. 

When I thought of Fatty’s idea yesterday that there might be a tomb near 
Yangjiao Mountain, I had a theory in my heart: Poker-Face may have been in 
Wen-Jin’s archaeological team, and this “gourd” may be something they 
brought out of that tomb. But for some reason, Little Brother hid the gourd; 
otherwise it would be too difficult to explain its origin. 

Fatty frowned: “I guess that’s possible. So, if Little Brother was on guard 
when he hid it, I’m afraid that makes the situation very complicated.” 

There must have been a hostile force if he was on guard, which shows that 
what happened here wasn’t as simple as Agui had said. 

The three of us were silent for a moment, and I felt a little uncomfortable 
and depressed. Luckily, we got more information here than I had expected, 
but sadly, it could only give a rough outline of “an event” without more 
details. 

Wen-Jin had appeared here when Agui was only seventeen or eighteen 
years old in the photo. Now, Agui must be in his early forties, so it was more 
than twenty years ago. That time was just before the Xisha incident, which 
meant that Wen-Jin appeared here not long before then. They didn’t go to 
Xisha until after they had left here, but since I didn’t see anyone else in the 
photo, it was unclear whether Wen-Jin was following another team or came 
here with the Xisha archaeological team. 

Poker-Face, as Ah Kun, had been tied up here by some Vietnamese. The 
timeframe must have been five or six years ago, with a 15-year gap between 
them, so what had he been doing these past 15 years? I felt very troubled. 
With his skill, the Vietnamese definitely weren’t worthy opponents, and 
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even if the other side had guns, I didn’t think it would be a problem for him 
to escape. Why was he tied up like a piglet? Was it true that his meeting 
with Chen Pei Ah Si was a coincidence? These were all questions with no 
answers. 

“Does the person who robbed us just now have something to do with 
this?”  Fatty asked as he looked in the direction the man had disappeared in. 

Remembering the incident, I asked them, “Did you see his face clearly just 
now?” 

“Fuck, that guy can run faster than a rabbit. Let alone seeing his face, I didn’t 
even see his ass clearly. I only saw that he was unkempt and had a figure 
similar to yours before he disappeared.” 

I asked myself: Who is this guy?  We basically didn’t attract any attention 
when we came here, so was this a thief who simply followed us, or an 
insider? The whole thing was shocking and made me feel a bit like we were 
being shadowed. If he wasn’t a simple thief, then he must have something 
to do with this matter, which meant our present situation was a bit bad and 
we had to be on guard. 

“Let’s ask Agui later. That man is a fount of knowledge, so maybe he knows 
something.” Fatty said. “What now? We can’t do anything about this iron 
gourd. Why don’t we find a blacksmith and see if we can melt some of it?” 

I disagreed. The wisdom of the working class was infinite, and I knew there 
was a way to deal with this kind of thing– we could use sulfuric acid to 
dissolve the iron shell bit by bit. If you looked at the lumps, it was easy to 
assume that someone had already done this, but they had stopped before 
they succeeded for some reason. 

Maybe it was Poker-Face. I had a feeling that his dangerous impression of 
this thing came about when he dissolved the iron seal. At that time, he may 
have suddenly found some dangerous signs, which impressed him so much 
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that he immediately stopped. Even though he had forgotten everything 
now, the impression was still in his mind, making him feel uneasy. 

Of course, this was complete conjecture, even though I felt that it was very 
possible. 

Fatty was eager to try and said, “Sulfuric acid is easy to handle. I’ll go to the 
fertilizer station and get some.” 

I said to myself that it was better not to move that thing around, so I told 
him to relax and take it to Agui. That way we could ponder over it and let 
Poker-Face have a closer look. 

Poker-Face put the iron gourd back into the iron box, closed the lid on it, 
and then let Fatty immediately pick it up: “Well, today is a good harvest. 
Now I have to watch this thing closely. You guys go in and rummage around 
quickly. That girl will be back soon, so hurry up.” 

I remembered what Brother Chu had said about the photos I hadn’t seen. I 
told myself that this was the nature of this business, and immediately got up 
and walked towards the window. 

Just before I had taken two steps, Poker-Face suddenly saw something and 
grabbed me. When I saw the look in his eyes, I immediately felt that 
something was wrong. I followed his line of sight and was immediately 
stunned to see several villagers standing on the hillside above the building. I 
didn’t know when they had appeared, but they were looking at us with faces 
full of hatred. 
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Chapter 2 Strange Village 

When Poker-Face grabbed me, my heart thumped, and my first thought 
was: Since when were they standing there? 

I lived in a city and was used to looking down on everything. When I got 
here, I didn’t want to pay attention to the mountains, so I didn’t have any 
impression of anyone here.  If they had been up there since early in the 
morning, then they must have seen us climbing into the building, which 
wasn’t good. 

And looking at the expressions on a few of them, they seemed to be very 
bad. It was a cold wait-and-see feeling, like those expressions commoners 
had in the old black and white movies when they saw a traitor. 

I was a little overwhelmed and stopped to look at them.  These people were 
all between forty and fifty years old, but the villagers lived a hard life that 
prematurely aged them, so their actual ages may be a little younger.  Two 
men were carrying poles, as if they had just captured something from the 
mountain. None of them did anything and just stared at us. 

I wasn’t popular in my hometown in Changsha and had experienced this 
kind of scene before. I knew that this expression meant that they were very 
wary of us, but weren’t sure who we were.  It appeared they might have 
seen all our actions just now. 

In a mountain village, one must never offend the local people; otherwise the 
consequences would be unimaginable. If it was a light offense, then one 
would be driven out. But if it was a heavy offense, then one would be 
directly taken to the police station. The fact that Brother Chu betrayed Chen 
Pei Ah Si on the way to Changbai Mountain made our case unclear, and we 
didn’t know if we were wanted criminals at this time. If we went to the 
police station and they checked the system, there was no guarantee that 
bigger problems wouldn’t arise. 
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At this moment, climbing into the building again would just make us look 
guiltier. Fatty made several noises behind us, suggesting that we should go 
quickly and not look at them. This was a little problematic, since we had to 
be careful in case the people got angry and rushed down. 

As a thief, I felt a little darkness in my heart, but at this moment, my heart 
beat faster and I became tense, feeling as if a pressure was coming down 
from the mountain.  But when I looked at the tall building, I felt that I 
couldn’t walk away, even though I knew I couldn’t stay either. It was like 
reading a novel and seeing the answer to the riddle coming to light, but the 
author was circling around. It was too painful. 

Seeing that I didn’t move, Fatty grabbed me and whispered, “We’ll come 
back in the evening. It’s only a few hours away.”  He dragged me back. 

The three of us were tense and left as naturally as possible.  After a long 
walk into the village, I turned back and was relieved to see that the villagers 
didn’t follow us. 

This was a bit like when I was a child, and Lao Yang and I went to the orchard 
to steal oranges. After stealing them, we happened to meet the owner. The 
two of us had oranges in our pockets, and we were so scared that we 
pretended to be passing by.  That was the kind of nervousness that made 
your feet unable to move. It’s funny, now of course, I wasn’t as scared as I 
was when I was a child, but I still felt uncomfortable. 

Based on our memory, we took several detours back to Agui’s house, but he 
wasn’t there. When his eldest daughter saw us while she was sweeping and 
asked why we came back so soon, I said I couldn’t stand how hot it was. 

Fatty went straight back to the room and hid the iron box under the bed. 
Only then did we settle down and feel that the matter was over.  Fatty said, 
“We’ve learned from our mistakes. We shouldn’t be so impatient in the 
daytime. We should observe the environment first.  At the same time, I 
think we have to take care of Agui since he’s a local strongman. We have to 
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pull him into the group. It’s better to have someone to speak for us at a 
critical time.” 

My heart said it’s useless; he wouldn’t wade into this muddy 
water.  Moreover, there was a reason why I was so anxious. After today’s 
events, any side effects may produce a butterfly effect, so it was better to 
be cautious. 

Having said all that, Fatty went out to ask for water while I thought about 
the photos I had yet to see. I felt hot and restless, so I lay down and forced 
myself to meditate.  It didn’t take long before I heard Fatty asking Agui’s 
daughter where the mountain road behind the wooden building led to, and 
whether many people usually walked it. Agui’s daughter said that it led to 
melon fields in the mountains. In summer, the watermelons were ripe, so 
people often went up the mountain to pick them.  The old wooden building 
had been there for a long time and she had heard that an old woman had 
lived there before. 

I looked at Poker-Face and asked, “Old woman?”  Did Poker-Face live with 
an old woman before?  He may have been locked up there as a sex slave 
during his fifteen year absence, which was rather tragic. I was surprised, not 
knowing where such nasty ideas had come from. I had probably listened to 
too many of Fatty’s dirty jokes. 

The time span wasn’t clear, however, and this could have happened before 
or after Poker-Face left. 

After that, Fatty asked Agui’s daughter about the unkempt man, and we 
discovered that there really was such a person.  This madman had been here 
since she was born, but she didn’t know who he was. People in the village 
called him “the son of Ah Yu”, and it seemed like he was also a hunter 
before, but she didn’t know why he went mad.  The man lived in a shabby 
house on the mountain and sometimes came down to pick up some 
leftovers to eat. Now they hardly saw him and thought he might be too old 
to walk. Some village elders felt sorry for him and would often leave him 
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food in the mountain pass and cover it with a jar. He would move the jar 
away at night and bring the food back. 

I was surprised when I heard this. The man I saw today ran like a bull and 
wasn’t at all like an old man. Were we city dwellers not as good as the old 
madmen in the mountains? 

It was possible that they didn’t know his exact age and could only say that 
he had grown old. He may only be in his forties, but looked very old because 
he didn’t eat or drink enough, and had been beaten by the wind and the 
rain(1). But in order to live in the mountains all year round, his physique must 
be different from ordinary people. 

Fatty came in with a cup and said to me, “Did you hear that? It’s watermelon 
season. There are too many people over there, so you have to hold your 
horses. It’s not like being in the middle of nowhere where you can do 
whatever you want. Instead of taking that risk, we might as well wait a little 
bit. I think it’s better for us to wait until after midnight.” 

I thought it over, but couldn’t agree. If he was really a madman, then his 
behavior was unpredictable, and there was no guarantee that he wouldn’t 
climb back to check. It was no big deal for him to climb into an old 
abandoned house in the village, so who knew what he would do there. I told 
them that I couldn’t wait, and that I had to take a look around after lunch. I 
would go in as soon as I could, so I could finally forget about this whole 
matter. 

Fatty gave a wry smile and refused to talk to me anymore, saying that it was 
up to me. 

 

(1) Just assume he’s been subjected to the harsh elements so he looks older. 
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To make a long story short, after lunch, Poker-Face and I approached the 
outside of the old house and found some old men sitting under the big tree 
at the door enjoying the cool shade. 

The difference between a story and real life was that you could always 
speed up the pace of the story at critical times, but real life was always full 
of surprises. I squatted under the tree on one side and waiting for the old 
men to leave until my forehead was sunburnt, but the old men kept talking 
happily. 

It’s hard for me to describe the kind of anxiety stuck in my chest, but I didn’t 
want to go back to be laughed at by Fatty. I spent several hours trembling in 
fear before Fatty found us. He saw that we hadn’t come back for so long and 
thought that we had been caught. 

By this time, I had gradually calmed down. The sun shone brightly and there 
was a humid heat wave in the air, but the banana leaf fan was useless, as it 
was so steamed that it lost its power. As all my anxiety came dripping out of 
my pores, I really had to admire Poker-Face. He still stood firm and didn’t 
show any irritation even though it was so hot, but he was still wet with 
sweat— even the cool-as-ice brother couldn’t resist the big sun in Guangxi. 

As Fatty taunted me, I didn’t have the strength to refute him. After staying 
in Beijing for a long time, he couldn’t get used to the hot and humid weather 
here. He felt very uncomfortable and said to us, “Come on, let’s not wait 
anymore. Let’s go for a walk and find a stream to soak in. Otherwise, I’ll 
spoil.” 

There was a mountain stream outside the village that we saw when we first 
came here. It wasn’t wide, but the water was very swift, and we thought it 
must be a good place to spend the summer. The only problem was, we 
didn’t know how to get there from the village. 

I really couldn’t stand it any longer. As soon as I heard his suggestion, I 
agreed and quickly got up and went over with the other two. We asked 
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several villagers along the way and they pointed us in the right direction. 
Fatty picked banana leaves to block his head and scolded the sun all the way 
out of the village. 

The village was basically built adjacent to the stream, separated only by a 
stone beach. When it rained heavily, the water would overflow, and these 
stones acted as a buffer. We looked over the ridge and found that there 
were many people playing in the water. It seemed like the local people 
weren’t afraid of the heat at all. 

The green water in the stream was calmer than when we saw it 
downstream, and when we walked up to it, we finally felt cooler. Most of 
those playing were children. The fifteen to sixteen-year old girls weren’t 
wearing any underwear— only shirts— and their wet clothes stuck to their 
bodies, showing their lithe and graceful figures. Fatty immediately became 
excited, taking off his clothes and rushing into the stream, as if he was Zhu 
Bajie seeing the spider spirit. 

I felt that it was indecent to only wear briefs, so I went into the water in my 
shorts. The stream was a little warm in the sun, so I walked to the shade 
under a rock.  Poker-Face didn’t go into the water, but sat under the tree on 
one side to enjoy the coolness. 

After soaking for a moment, the summer heat disappeared completely, and 
a leisurely and comfortable feeling came over me. As Fatty was playing with 
the girls and Poker-Face dozed off, I looked up at the village and could see 
that Poker-Face’s tall building wasn’t far away. It was much more 
comfortable than waiting at Agui’s house. 

A good example of this would be an examinee feeling more comfortable 
waiting in front of the wall(2) than at home. The anxiety just now made me 

 

(2) This refers to the bulletin board on which students can check their test 
results 
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feel a little sorry for myself, so I told myself: don’t be nervous, this time 
we’re not grave robbing. Nothing will happen here and there won’t be any 
zombies. Just take your time. 

So I laid down, immersed myself in the water, closed my eyes, and stretched 
out my body. 

I don’t know how long I was lying down, but just when I was feeling a little 
sleepy, I suddenly heard someone calling me. I woke up gradually, only 
sitting up when someone splashed water on my face.  When I got up, I found 
that all the children who were splashing around before had run back to the 
shore, shouting and running in one direction. Fatty shouted as he splashed 
me, “Wake up!” 

I stood up and saw in the distance smoke rising from somewhere in the 
village. When I asked what was going on, Fatty said, “It seems like a house is 
on fire.” 

I looked in that direction, which was where Poker-face’s building was 
located, and immediately had a bad feeling. 
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Chapter 3 Fire 

At this time, I still had an ominous feeling, but I told myself that it was 
impossible for there to be such a coincidence. In this weather, the 
probability of the old wooden houses catching on fire was very high, but the 
ominous feeling in my heart gradually increased until it felt suffocating. 

The closer I got to the place where the fire was, the worse I felt, and when I 
rushed to the front, I could hardly believe the present situation. I saw smoke 
billowing from Poker-Face’s building. The fire was so fierce, and the heat 
wave was soaring so high into the sky that I couldn’t get close at all. As soon 
as I saw it, I knew it was too late to save. The mountain behind the building 
was also set ablaze, and I saw that the bushes were blackened, and the fire 
was still spreading upward. 

Villagers came from all directions and rushed to the mountain to extinguish 
the fire. We had experienced mountain fires before and knew that once a 
mountain burned, it was hard to imagine the terrible consequences, so it is 
absolutely right to stop the mountain fire first. 

The source of the fire seemed to be on the mountain, and Poker-Face’s 
building was at the foot of the mountain, so it just happened to be affected. 
I stood there stunned and knew it was no coincidence. 

The fire was too big. How long would it take us to get to the stream? Even if 
it were struck by lightning, it wouldn’t burn so fast, and there was a 
noticeably strong smell of kerosene in the air. 

There were no fire hydrants here, so the only firefighting equipment was 
buckets. But there was a limited number of them, and the villagers used 
them to scoop water from water tanks, so by the time the mountain fire was 
extinguished, Poker-Face’s house would have burned to the ground. I was in 
a hurry to rush in, but Fatty grabbed me and said that there was no other 
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way. It was too dangerous to go in and there was no need for me to die 
here. 

My mind was in turmoil and I fell to my knees. At this moment, there was a 
flash of shadow to the side, and before we could react, we saw Poker-Face 
rush past, run to the front of the burning building, and roll underneath. 

Fatty and I were shocked to see him rushing into the fire without protection. 
To do so would definitely result in severe burns, there was no doubt about 
it. It was impossible to say that you would be fine by avoiding the fire. The 
temperature at the center of the fire was as high as a thousand degrees 
Celsius, and you would be cooked in an instant. 

Fatty immediately yelled for help.  He and I immediately rushed over and 
approached the house, but from five or six meters away, the hot waves 
rushed towards us. My hair immediately curled up and my eyebrows 
crackled. I gritted my teeth to resist the burning pain of my skin, rushed to 
the side of the house, squatted down, and immediately found it impossible 
to enter. The high temperature inside gushed out like the breath of a fire 
dragon and I could barely see the damp mud under the ground when I got 
down. Poker-Face was covered in the wet mud and climbing in. 

It didn’t work to think about it carefully anymore. We couldn’t open our 
eyes because of the heat wave, so we had to retreat. The fireman next to us 
rushed up to hold us back. 

As soon as I was lifted up, I heard a loud noise from the fire. Then, Poker-
Face rolled out from the building, covered in white smoke all over. He 
scrambled up and ran towards us, and someone immediately went up and 
splashed water on him. Off to the side, someone said, “Crazy.” 

I rushed over and saw that he was covered in mud from underneath the 
room. I didn’t know if he had been burned, but I could see several places on 
his left hand were all black and gray. Obviously, he threw caution to the 
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wind and tried to pull something out with his hand. I cursed: “You don’t 
want to fucking live?!” Fatty helped him up and asked, “How is it?” 

His face was expressionless, but he coldly said, “It’s all burnt.” He looked at 
the people who were busy fighting the fire. “It smelled of kerosene and even 
burned through the floor.” 

The meaning of this look was self-evident. Fatty also looked at the firemen 
and then looked at me with a grimace: “Little Wu, there seems to be 
something wrong with this village.” 

I didn’t have time to think about it as I looked at Poker-Face’s injury. 
Someone nearby shouted to me, “Take him to the village office to find a 
doctor. Burns can be large or small. This house is uninhabited, so don’t be a 
hero.” 

We found a bystander child to lead the way, and after taking Poker-Face to 
the village office, the child asked me to stay while he called the doctor. I 
remembered that I was still scared and couldn’t help blaming Poker-Face. 
Fatty told me not to be annoying, but I didn’t shut up until I was sure I was 
heard. I was a little choked up and didn’t know what to say. 

Poker-Face didn’t seem to care about the wound at all, and just stared 
blankly ahead. Not knowing what he was thinking, the atmosphere around 
us seemed frozen. 

I can’t describe this kind of depression. No one expected this kind of thing to 
happen, and if I had known earlier, I would have gone in for a look and run 
the risk of being caught and beaten on the spot. But it was too late to say 
anything now. 

It took four hours to put out the fire and many people were burned. Soon a 
barefoot doctor came to treat the wounded with herbal medicine. Poker-
face’s examination was fine, probably because of the insulation of the mud. 
Although he had many burns, none of them were serious. Only his left hand 
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was badly burned. Barefoot Doctor seemed to have seen strong winds and 
waves and wasn’t nervous. He slowly applied herbs to the burns, saying that 
as long as the dressing was changed regularly, there would be no scar. 
Mountain fires were frequent here in summer, and the villagers had a lot of 
experience in dealing with burns since ancient times. 

The three of us didn’t speak, and when we went back to Agui’s house to 
wash, my eyebrows and hair were so burnt that they fell off. It was simply 
horrible. 

Poker-Face was completely silent, and the room was full of the strange and 
unpleasant smell of herbs. I blamed Fatty, saying that if he hadn’t said to 
come back first, we would have gone in and taken out the photos directly at 
that time. 

Fatty became angry when he heard this and said, “How can you blame me? 
Since someone started the fire, then we must have been targeted by people 
long ago. The accident will happen sooner or later. This time it was an old 
house. If we saw the photos, then they might have burned us 
instead.  Moreover, in that situation, no one would dare to go in. You were 
too daring to climb into somebody else’s house in broad daylight.” 

I know I had no right to sulk, and shouldn’t blame Fatty, but when he said 
that, I was full of fire. I barely resisted the urge to quarrel with him and 
instead hit my head against the wall a few times before easing up a little. 

Fatty snorted and said to me, “I don’t think we can do anything about it. I 
think the universe already had it planned out; otherwise we wouldn’t have 
been so unlucky.  I think the madman who stole the box may have been 
working for someone else, or the arsonist’s gang.  I think he made so much 
noise when he stole the box and deliberately knocked on the floor to attract 
our attention. He must have been trying to lure us out.” He paused. “And his 
associates were supposed to be waiting outside. Once we went out and saw 
them, we would definitely not dare to go in again. And when we left, they’d 
set the house on fire… damn it, this must be the case.” 
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It made sense, so I nodded. In this case, they must have found us by 
accident and led us out in a hurry. If they had known our plan, they would 
have taken measures long ago and wouldn’t have been so eager and 
extreme. 

If so, it was very likely that the arson was committed by the villagers who 
were watching us on the hillside at that time… but who were they? We had 
never met them before, and they shouldn’t know us. 

“They certainly don’t know what we’re looking for. If they knew we were 
looking for photos, they’d just need to take them away and burn them. They 
didn’t need to burn the whole house down.” Fatty said, “But these people 
aren’t smart either since they showed their faces. I don’t believe we can do 
anything about them. Do you still remember what they looked like?” 

I had some vague impression, but I really couldn’t recognize them from such 
a distance. There would certainly be some difficulties in identifying anyone, 
so I couldn’t help but sigh. 

If Poker-Face hadn’t suddenly remembered the box, we would have seen 
the photos directly and wouldn’t have experienced the present situation. 
But in this way, the box would have been buried under the scorched ruins 
and would never have emerged. Although mistakes were made, I was 
somewhat relieved to think that we hadn’t completely failed. There was no 
other way, and as soon as the house burned down, I knew one thing: 
someone in this village must know something, and it wouldn’t be any old 
thing. Anyway, this was definitely a clue. 

The only thing was, I didn’t know if those people would take any more 
action and decide to do something to us. Fatty said: “They won’t kill us; 
otherwise there’s no need to burn down the house when they can just do 
the deed.  However, we still need to be careful in the future.” 

Even so, Fatty was still a little uneasy. He went to Agui’s yard and took a few 
sickles back to hide under the bed to protect himself. He also took some 
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cups and hung them on the doors and windows, so if either one moved, the 
cups would fall and make a noise. 

I felt uneasy and had a premonition that since someone was blocking us, 
something might happen when Agui helped us find the old guide. Someone 
didn’t want us to keep digging. 
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Chapter 4 Changes 

The mountain fire was finally put out, and according to Agui, it seemed to be 
caused by the too hot weather. I didn’t know if that was how it really 
started, but mountain fires occurred here every summer. This was only the 
first time that it was so close to the village, but fortunately, it burned an 
abandoned house without much loss. 

I secretly scolded in my heart that I had a great loss, since all the clues 
Brother Chu told us about had disappeared. Now the only way was to force 
Brother Chu to talk, which certainly wouldn’t be easy, and would require 
coercive means, which I couldn’t accept. But it wasn’t completely 
impossible, so I wasn’t too depressed—as long as Brother Chu wasn’t 
burned. 

After talking to Fatty, it appeared that we couldn’t stay here for long. If 
there was no special development after looking for the old guide, we may 
have to go back to Changsha, because there would be no point in staying 
here. The so-called Yangjiao Mountain tomb may have to be explored next 
time. 

Fatty was also at a loss. Although he was reluctant to give up, he didn’t bring 
any tools and it wasn’t very realistic to go to Yangjiao Mountain. He still 
insisted on going to the mountains to take a look, however, so he finally 
decided to hold another discussion. 

I had been uneasy since then, always feeling that the matter with the old 
guide would certainly go wrong. I kept thinking of preparing for the worst, 
so that when the time came and something really happened, I would feel 
better. 

To our surprise, things went very well with the old guide. After Agui came 
back, he told us that he had made an appointment, and we could find him at 
the old hunter’s house tomorrow.  The old man had a strange temper so 
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Agui told him that we were government personnel. The old man may be 
more responsive if we didn’t reveal the truth. 

Fatty didn’t look like a government official at first glance, so as soon as we 
started discussing it, we told him not to go.  He said that he would go to the 
fertilizer store to find a way to get some sulfuric acid and see if he could 
dissolve the “iron gourd” and see what was in it. Then, he would go to the 
burned ruins to see if he could dig something up. 

I told him it was good to split up, but he should be cautious and not make a 
move after the sulfuric acid was bought. He had to wait for us to come back 
and then we’d all think about it together since the “iron gourd” was still a 
little dangerous. Fatty readily promised, saying that he wasn’t a child. 

After our discussion, we went to bed. We were all quiet, each thinking his 
own thoughts, and in the morning, we split up. Poker-Face and I were led by 
Agui to find the old hunter while Fatty headed straight for the fertilizer 
store. 

I didn’t think anything would go wrong, but the old man stood us up and we 
were told that he had gone to the mountain last night and hadn’t come back 
yet. 

When the hunter hunted, he wandered all over the mountain and there 
would be no trace at all. I said to myself, what’s going on? Why did you 
suddenly enter the mountain? Should I have expected this? The old man’s 
son was also a little embarrassed and said that the old man was confused. It 
was two years ago when he suddenly started to act a little abnormal, 
entering the mountain from time to time without notice. The son didn’t 
know what to do since the old man didn’t listen to anyone and just left, 
regardless of whether important things were happening the next day. 
Looking at the shotgun still hanging on the wall, it was clear he wasn’t out 
hunting and would come back later. 
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I told myself that there was nothing I could do but wait. But as soon as we 
sat down at his house, another man came in through the door and asked, “Is 
Father Pan Ma here?” 

Father Pan Ma was what the old guide called himself here, and it seemed 
like we weren’t the only ones looking for him. To my surprise, this man 
spoke with a Beijing accent. 

I looked and saw a short, middle-aged man coming in. I felt a little strange 
when I saw his face. The man had a fat head and big ears, but he was neat 
and tanned, though there was no sign he did manual work. 

As Father Pan Ma’s son immediately greeted him, Agui said to me, “This is 
Father Pan Ma’s distant nephew. I heard he’s big money.” 

I listened to his accent, noticing the pure Beijing dialect, and thought that 
“distant relatives” was quite right. 

The middle-aged man seemed to know this place very well and went straight 
into the courtyard without hesitation.  He handed a cigarette to his cousin, 
saw me, looked puzzled, and asked, “You have guests?” 

The old man’s son said in Mandarin with a strong accent: “Yes, he is also 
looking for my dad. These two are from the government…” 

The middle-aged man seemed uninterested in this and immediately 
interrupted him and asked, “Where’s Uncle?” 

The old man’s son was embarrassed and repeated the story about his 
father’s whereabouts. The middle-aged man gave a snort and nodded, 
“What does Uncle mean by this? If he’s not here, I’ll be beaten. How can I 
face my boss?” He looked at us and said, “Is your father too short on money 
and looking for another customer to deceive me?” 
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Father Pan Ma’s son was busy denying it, saying that we were really 
members of the government looking for his dad. 

The middle-aged man looked at us again and walked up to us with a 
skeptical look: “Which division do you belong to? I know all the people in 
this town, why haven’t I seen you?” 

This was a bit rude. I looked up at him, thinking that it wasn’t easy to 
answer, before saying, “We’re from the province, wanting to talk to Father 
Pan Ma for an interview.” 

“From the province?” He looked at us suspiciously, but seeing that we were 
really like government agents, he muttered, turned to Father Pan Ma’s son 
and said, “Well then, can you persuade your father that my boss’s price isn’t 
low, and there’s no use in you keeping that stuff?  Don’t be stubborn. It’s a 
good deal to sell it. It would be nice for the old man to enjoy a few years of 
happiness.” 

His son kept nodding. 

The middle-aged man added, “You have guests. It’s not good for me to stay 
here, so I’ll leave first.” He smiled again, “When you’re done, I’ll take you to 
see the sites. Grab some snacks and find me to drink in the evening. I’ll go 
first.” 

With that, he went out of the yard without looking back, and left quickly. 

Looking puzzled, I asked Father Pan Ma’s son who he was and what he 
wanted to do. 

Pan Ma’s son was relieved to see him go away. Sighing, he said that that 
man was one of their distant relatives, Pan Ma’s nephew and his cousin. He 
was a local ruffian and hooligan, who had been living in Beijing for a long 
time. They had long since stopped seeing each other, so Pan Ma’s son didn’t 
know which boss he was with recently. He went to Guangxi to collect 
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antiques and asked him to introduce him to people. Pan Ma’s son was very 
familiar with him and they dared not offend him. 

I asked, “Listening to him, it seems he’s taken a fancy to something your 
family has and wants to take it away. Do you have any family treasures?” 
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Chapter 5 Mountain Patrol 

Father Pan Ma’s son sighed and said to me, “It’s depressing to talk about 
this. My father’s holding onto a piece of broken iron and hiding it like a 
treasure, saying that he picked it up from the mountain before, and it’s 
valuable. When he asked me to go to the county to see if he could sell it, I 
thought he was insane. I don’t know how, but that distant relative 
discovered the matter some time ago. He really found someone to buy it, 
and the price wasn’t low, but it turned out that he was really shady. Dad 
decided that he didn’t want to sell anymore, so now that kid just won’t 
leave. He’s been stopping by everyday trying to persuade dad to sell to him 
and annoying us all at the same time.” 

I felt moved and looked at Poker-Face. It appeared that the old man didn’t 
break his promise because of us, but to avoid the distant nephew.  

And did he say iron piece? Did the old man have something to do with what 
we found under Poker-Face’s bed? 

Agui was smoking a cigarette and said with a smile: “If you secretly steal it 
from your father, you can sell it and get some money. In the future, the 
government won’t give you a penny if you give it to a collection.” 

Father Pan Ma’s son said, “It’s not that I don’t want to, but the old man… 
one time I said I wanted to throw that thing away, but I couldn’t find it 
because he had hid it. Ah, I really wanted to slap myself, but I didn’t think 
that piece of broken iron was really valuable. If the sale can be made, it’ll be 
like a golden egg falling from the sky, and my son won’t need to worry so 
much about going to school.” 

As I listened, I sighed to myself. On the surface, this son was a bit 
unreasonable and cruel to the old man, but I could see that the family was in 
real trouble and we couldn’t cut in on their domestic affairs. 
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Then, Poker-Face suddenly asked, “Did your father hide that thing two years 
ago?” 

His son thought for a moment and nodded, “Huh, how do you know that?” 

I immediately understood what Poker-Face meant and said: “Your father 
must have hidden it in the mountains. The old man wasn’t at ease, so he 
went to check on it at regular intervals. That would explain why he was 
behaving so abnormally.” 

When he heard this, Pan Ma’s son thought that it was reasonable, and Agui 
said, “Then your father really has an interest in this matter. You’d better ask 
him again, otherwise he’ll end up shooting you if you really steal it.” 

Father Pan Ma’s son said, “You’re right. My father has a violent temper and 
I’m too lazy to argue with him. If it doesn’t work out, I’ll just forget about it. 
My distant relative is the one who’s really pestering us, and this could be a 
way to prevent him from getting rich. According to his nature, I’m afraid our 
family won’t have any peace in the future.” 

We continued chatting while we waited for Father Pan Ma to come back. His 
son told me a lot about him, which gave me a basic understanding of the old 
man. 

Pan Ma was a local aborigine of the area. His family had lived there for 
several generations and he was one of the only old hunters left. Many of the 
local aborigines in the newer generations had become Chinese, and they 
usually only hunted in their free time. Many often left the village to work, 
and girls were also married out to other places.  Later, the tourism industry 
developed, and the situation changed. 

Speaking of which, Father Pan Ma was also a local celebrity. He was a good 
marksman and could accurately shoot a hundred yards through the trees. 
He was also agile and could climb trees very well. When festivals were held 
in the past, all the men were away fighting for the Red Army, so the villagers 
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had to rely on him to hunt wild boar and divide the meat. Later, as the 
economy developed and he grew older, he was gradually ignored, so he 
became a bit cynical and stubborn. Eventually, he didn’t get along well with 
his children. 

This kind of old man was a classic example, and I knew a lot about it.  My 
former neighbor was an old Red Army soldier, and he often talked about the 
decline of the world and disdained associating with such ignorant young 
people as us. This type of behavior was typically unbearable to be around.  

If you think about it, it seems like one’s greatest skill is to torment oneself. 

We kept chatting and waiting at the old man’s house until afternoon, but he 
still didn’t come back. No matter how hard I tried to hide it, I couldn’t 
control my anxiety. On one hand, I was afraid of something unexpected 
happening; on the other hand, I had waited too long. 

Father Pan Ma’s son was very embarrassed and told us that he would go 
look for him, but he never came back after he left. We stayed until evening, 
but we couldn’t wait any longer. 

Agui was very upset and cursed the father and son, saying that they were 
too unreasonable. When we all left, we happened to see Father Pan Ma’s 
son hurriedly passing by. He was followed by a group of people who went 
straight to the mountain without greeting us. 

I noticed that the son’s face didn’t look good, and even Agui was puzzled. 
When he grabbed a man and asked what was going on, the man said, “The 
Lai family’s son found Father Pan Ma’s clothes on the mountain. They were 
all covered in blood. He may have had an accident. We’re looking for people 
to search the mountain where his clothes were found.” 

“Where were they found?”  Agui asked. 
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“In Shuiniutou Gouzi(1). The Lai’s son came back from hunting and found 
them on his way home.” 

“So far?” Agui was very surprised. 

I had no sense of the place names here, so I asked, “Where is it?” 

“Zhoudu Mountain, it’s the mountain pass in front of Yangjiao Mountain. It 
takes half a day to get there.” Agui answered, and then said to us, “You go 
back first, I have to go and see.” He quickly followed behind the others. 

Poker-Face and I gave each other an uncertain look, and I thought, it’s really 
as I expected. Something bad has happened. 

Poker-Face looked calm and undisturbed, but he immediately went after 
Agui. I quickly followed him, thinking that there was something strange at 
foot, and we needed to understand what it was. 

 

  

 

(1) Buffalo Head Ditch. 
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Chapter 6 Shuiniutou Gouzi 

We wanted to help them search the mountain, but Agui didn’t initially 
agree, and after discussing it for a while, we ended up following along 
anyways. Agui ended up asking his youngest daughter, Yun Cai, to follow us 
to keep us from getting separated. The villagers gathered about twenty 
people, and with torches and flashlights, they followed the hunting dogs to 
Shuiniutou Gouzi. 

It was dark along the mountain road as we called Father Pan Ma’s name and 
had the hounds smell the clothes that had been found. 

The roads weren’t difficult to walk since the forest here had been cut down 
before, but there had been a lot of rain recently, so there were many 
puddles on the mountain full of leeches. We walked all the way to Baolin 
District, where the road became more difficult to walk, but these 
mountaineers were all hunters with rich experience, so it wasn’t difficult for 
them. And for the two of us in particular, these kind of mountain roads were 
like a walk in the park compared to Tamutuo. In this manner, the search 
party walked to the depths of the mountain. 

As I walked along, I asked Yun Cai what the situation was with Shuiniutou 
Gouzi, and whether Father Pan Ma would be in any danger. 

Yun Cai answered, “There’s the boundary line between Dabao Forest Region 
and the forest protection area of our village. Yangjiao Mountain is in Dabao 
Forest Region, Zhoudu Mountain is in the forest protection area, and 
Shuiniutou Gouzi is in the middle.  Behind Yangjiao Mountain are deep 
mountains and forests.  People in the forest set up a sign at the mountain 
pass telling us not to go in, so we usually don’t go to Yangjiao Mountain. 
Besides the old hunters, we haven’t heard of anyone going into the forest 
behind Yangjiao Mountain.” 



87 
 

Agui piped up from behind me, “I’m afraid the only one in the village who 
knows Yangjiao Mountain best is Father Pan Ma.  It’s said that only ancient 
Vietnamese merchants dared to walk there in the past. In ancient times, 
Vietnamese jade traders traveled through the forest for a month to sell jade 
in order to escape customs duties. I don’t know how many people are 
buried in the depths of these mountains.” 

Jade trading was the most profitable, cruel, and mysterious commercial 
trade on the ancient Sino-Vietnamese border. I had heard of the terrible 
struggle between Vietnam and Burmese jade gangs, and overnight poverty 
and wealth were more common than usual here. Under the huge benefit of 
ten million yuan, human nature would rear its ugly head. 

Agui said that we weren’t far from the place where jade trading was most 
popular. Jade merchants from Banai to Guangxi all did small business with 
some of the gangs in Guangdong. They were the most ruthless group of jade 
traders, so they were also extremely vicious. It was especially prevalent in 
the Qing Dynasty, when Vietnamese businessmen and bandits working in 
groups created problems for the locals. 

I thought that if this was the case, then the remains of the Vietnamese jade 
traders might be found in the woods, and the jade stones they brought 
could also be found. These days, raw stones with good jade color were very 
rare, and the price of jade was ridiculously high. The quality of jade back in 
those days was much higher than that of today, so if one or two pieces of 
good jade were found, then they would be worth more than any other tomb 
wares. But on second thought, those Vietnamese jade traders valued their 
jade more than their own lives, and it would be a great injustice to grab 
them now. This was completely different from grave robbing, and I was 
afraid it would lead to something more ominous. 

It was just before midnight when we reached the ditch. The man who found 
the bloodstained garment pointed to a tree and said that the garment was 
found in the tree. He first saw blood stains on the trunk and looked up, 
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finding the garment. At first, he thought it was a night owl killed by a wild 
cat, but later he found that wasn’t the case. 

The flashlight shone on the tree. The copper flashlight had little lighting 
power, but it was clear that there was nothing else on the tree. It was 
obvious that Father Pan Ma had climbed up there and left the bloodstained 
garment behind. 

Pan Ma was nearly eighty years old, and although he used to be a master 
tree climber, he wouldn’t climb a tree for no reason. Obviously, he had 
encountered some danger. When I asked Yun Cai what kind of beasts were 
here, she said that there had been talk of tigers a long time ago. Now, the 
strongest thing in the mountains was probably leopards. 

Hearing that, I comforted myself that tigers were definitely out of the 
question now. But leopards were good climbers, so we would be in trouble 
if there were really any present. Besides, leopards had a habit of hanging 
food on trees and hiding it, so maybe Pan Ma had already been killed. 

But Yun Cai added that leopards were deep in the mountains, and since we 
weren’t deep enough, the probability of encountering them was too small. 
Father Pan Ma didn’t bring a gun, so why would he go so deep into the 
mountain? 

I thought of the plot of soldier Zhang Jia hiding the captured pistol in the 
bird’s nest and told myself that Father Pan Ma had also learned this trick, 
but there was no bird’s nest in the tree. 

We searched around the tree for a moment, but found nothing besides 
some small traces of blood leading in several directions. This was where the 
dogs we brought with us came in handy. The hunters were all armed with 
guns, and after they loaded the bullets, they dispersed in different directions 
to try to find any clues. I followed Agui all the way to Yangjiao Mountain. 
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Shuiniutou Gouzi was so long and deep that no one had ever reached the 
end. The middle part of the valley was the mountain pass where Yangjiao 
Mountain met Zhoudu Mountain, and it looked like a tropical forest. It felt 
very similar to Tamutuo and made me uncomfortable. I kept hearing a 
“hehehe” sound and broke out in a cold sweat, but there was no way 
around it. I had to bite the bullet and follow. 

The hunting dogs were quite fierce and stood taller than me, and although 
they were all mongrels, they were well trained. They soon caught a scent 
and led us all the way to the depths of the valley. 

Nobody spoke the entire way. The dogs seemed to find their target around 
midnight, when the crescent moon was over our heads, and we stopped 
near the Yangjiao Mountain Pass. It was a slope on the mountainside, and 
because of landslides, the trees were very thin, the slope was very steep, 
and the soil was wet and soft as snow. We used branches as crutches to 
keep our balance, and when we occasionally stepped on the wrong spot, 
whole pieces of mud slid down. 

The hounds pulled us forward and half-crawled under a tree before they 
stopped and barked at a large piece of grass behind the tree. 

Yun Cai was a little scared, and even my heart was stuck in my throat. If 
Father Pan Ma had met a leopard, then whatever was in the grass may be 
horrible. 

Agui stepped forward and poked through the grass with a branch. Under the 
flashlight, he found that there was no body inside, only a big stone.  When 
we came over, we found that it was a fragment of a stone tablet, completely 
eroded after so many years of wind and rain. 

Agui and the others were searching through the waist-high weeds all 
around, when a hunter suddenly cried out and appeared to have shrunk. 
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When we rushed over to help, we saw a big pit hidden in the grass, as if it 
had been washed out by rain. There was mud in the pit, and Poker-Face and 
I looked at each other with racing hearts when we saw the bottom. A few 
pieces of rotten wood were faintly visible in the pit, completely covered in 
mud. Looking at the shape, I could basically confirm that it was a coffin that 
had been torn to pieces. 

This was a shabby tomb that had been washed out by the rain. 
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Chapter 7 Ancient Grave 

As the moonlight shone pale on the mountainside, nothing could be seen 
around it. But all kinds of strange sounds could be heard from the deep 
forest in the valley under the slope. The pit shocked Agui and the others. 
Mountain people were superstitious and always thought it was unlucky to 
see a coffin, so they all looked at each other. Agui seemed at a loss and 
muttered to himself, “When you see a coffin in the middle of the night, go 
back and wash your eyes.” 

Another man looked down and asked, “Whose grave is this, and why would 
they put it so deep in the mountain?” 

No one answered him, and Yun Cai hid behind Poker-Face in fear. 

I was sure that this was a barren grave, and not the tomb of a large family. It 
must be from the Ming or Qing dynasties, because it was impossible for a 
coffin of this quality to be preserved up to now in an area so abundant in 
rainwater. Looking at the grass growing out of the mud in the coffin showed 
that the coffin had been exposed to the elements for at least several years, 
and the bones inside must have been destroyed. 

The pit wasn’t big, but we couldn’t find any trace of Father Pan Ma in it even 
if we used a flashlight. He definitely wasn’t here, but I felt that this may be 
the place where the old bat had been hiding things, because it was really 
suitable for such things. The iron piece Father Pan Ma’s son had mentioned 
may be down there. 

The dogs were still barking, which made the surrounding people irritated. 
Agui pulled them away and let them wander around, and then picked up a 
branch and rummaged inside the coffin. 

Because the villagers were superstitious, they didn’t dare go down into the 
pit, but the dogs’ reaction told us that there must be something down there. 
But it was certainly impossible for them to find it like this. 
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I looked at the surrounding mountains. Even a person who only knew the 
basics of Feng Shui could see that it definitely wasn’t suitable for burial. This 
was a mountain pass, where all the water on the mountain would converge, 
so the coffin would be moldy within a few days. This tomb couldn’t be 
Fatty’s big tomb in Yangjiao Mountain, but only an ordinary barren 
mountain tomb. It shouldn’t be dangerous, so I told Agui not to bother. 
Poker-Face and I jumped into the pit to dig it up. 

I was familiar with robbers’ holes— not to mention opening coffins— and 
Poker-Face was also familiar with this kind of thing, but Agui was very 
surprised. He felt that city people like us were too daring, and Yun Cai 
looked at me with an overwhelmingly eager expression. 

The two of us went down into the pit in tandem. Since the pit was on the 
slope, one side of the wall was very short while the other side was high. We 
could see the broken wall formed by the collapsed slope, and half of the 
coffin was embedded in there. It wasn’t small, and the residual paint on it 
showed that it was an old black wooden coffin. The mud sunken into the 
bottom of the tomb was half a foot deep, which meant either the soil here 
was sinking, or the old coffin was extremely heavy. 

This method of burial wasn’t something ordinary people could afford either, 
and the coffin looked like it may have been the comprador(1) of the ruler 
here before. The inside of the tomb was badly broken and completely 
covered in mud. 

I don’t know if I was infected by Fatty’s usual excitement, but my heart 
began to beat faster when I saw the coffin. I told myself that I had to behave 
like a layman at this time; otherwise Agui and the others would easily start 
to doubt me. 

 

(1) A person within a country who acts as an agent for foreign organizations 
engaged in investment, trade, or economic or political exploitation. 
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Poker-Face took the flashlight and poked through the weeds. After only one 
look, we saw some bloody handprints on the inconspicuous part of the 
coffin.  Poker-Face asked me to hold the light for him as he stretched out his 
hand to trace it. The handprint on the coffin must have occurred when 
Father Pan Ma bent over to balance his body. Poker-Face also squatted 
down and saw that there was a crack in the coffin below. He didn’t hesitate 
and reached directly into the crack and began to dig in the mud. 

I felt the hairs on the back of my neck raise as I listened to the noise of the 
sludge being stirred, but he had only moved a few handfuls aside before he 
retracted his hand. He was holding a chunk of mud, and when he wiped the 
mud off, we found that it was a plastic bag with blood on it. Poker-Face 
shook it a few times and we found that the plastic bag was empty. 

“How did this happen?” I wondered, “Where’s the thing?” 

“The blood is fresh. He took it away.”  Poker-Face looked around and said 
indifferently, “Not long ago, he must be nearby.” 

“So, he came here to take something out after he was injured?” I breathed a 
sigh of relief. The distance from the place where he was injured to here was 
quite far, so his injury must not have been too bad if he could walk. 

Poker-Face touched it again, but didn’t find anything. We climbed up and I 
told Agui about the situation. An old hunter without a gun, although tough 
and experienced, could never escape the attack of a leopard. And oddly 
enough, why did he come here after being injured? He should have returned 
to the village immediately.  He had lost so much blood along the way so 
what was his reason for coming to take away this iron piece? Did he think it 
was dangerous to leave it here? 

We called the dogs back and split up to look around, using the ancient grave 
as our focal point. One group of people went up the mountain while another 
followed the slope. As the two of us followed Agui and Yun Cai to the 
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bottom of the valley, I asked her, “Apart from leopards, what else in the 
woods can attack people?” 

Yun Cai said that there used to be a lot of pythons, but they had all been 
eaten up now, and she hadn’t seen them for a long time. If we were talking 
about animals that attacked people, it could be wild boars, but they were 
timid and only attacked people when provoked. Father Pan Ma was 
experienced and wouldn’t provoke a wild boar without weapons. 

What she said was reasonable, but I still couldn’t figure out why Father Pan 
Ma would come here to remove that thing. At this time, I wondered vaguely 
if maybe the danger Father Pan Ma had encountered wasn’t an animal, but 
the mysterious person that had burned down the house? 

Just as I was thinking this, I suddenly heard a sharp bark come from one of 
the other groups in the distance. 
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Chapter 8 The Old Man 

As soon as we immediately stopped and looked back, someone gave a shout 
of surprise. 

The sound was like a gunshot, but we could only see the chaos over there 
and didn’t know what had happened. We froze for a moment, and then 
immediately ran to the place where the shout had come from. 

Not far off, the dogs were barking into the shadows of the trees, but I 
couldn’t see what it was. Agui asked: “What’s the matter?” 

“Be careful! There’s something in the grass!” The man in front shouted. As 
soon as he said that, there was movement in the woods, as if something was 
passing through the bushes quickly. The movement was very big, and it 
seemed to be a large animal. 

Agui picked up his gun and fired a shot, but he couldn’t see where the target 
was. The thunder-like gunshot startled all the birds in the distance, and the 
animal ran wildly as it stayed hidden in the darkness. 

We rushed over to the group, and several people who had been searching 
on the mountain rushed over too. When the flashlights swept around the 
woods, and only showed the bushes shaking everywhere, Agui immediately 
shouted, “Let the dogs go!” 

A few hunters whistled, and the hounds rushed out, their momentum 
completely different from that of pet dogs in the city. It quickly became 
chaotic, as the bushes were trampled, and the dogs incessantly barked. Agui 
and the others immediately followed. A few of those who had hunting 
experience shouted a few times in the local dialect, then scattered to follow 
the dogs that ran into the woods. 

We wanted to follow, but Agui turned back and shouted at Yun Cai. She 
stopped us and told us not to follow, saying that they couldn’t take care of 
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us. A hunter couldn’t shoot randomly if he was blind in the dark, and the 
beast might hurt people if it was cornered. Beasts– especially leopards– 
were very fierce, and could cause serious injuries if caught, so we had to be 
very careful. And since we were inexperienced, it was easy to have an 
accident. Besides, I didn’t know how to hunt and had no idea how to help in 
this case. 

I didn’t want to listen, of course, because even though I didn’t have the 
skills, would Poker-face give them trouble? After taking a few steps forward, 
however, I found that what she said was another matter. 

The three hounds were well trained, and formed a half-circle, rushing at the 
thing. Seeing that it was blocked, it immediately turned around and ran, 
followed closely by several hunters. Dogs and people worked in tandem as 
they formed an encirclement.  This required everyone in the circle to have 
experience; otherwise the prey may find a point to break through and 
escape. 

Agui and the others kept shouting, so that the prey would be confused and 
unable to pick a direction to flee to. It could only go back and forth in the 
encirclement, as the hunters raised their shotguns and closed in. This was 
how slightly larger animals like wild boar were hunted, and I had seen 
similar situations in my hometown before. 

I hadn’t seen the reality of hunting for so long and watched with bated 
breath as Agui and his team got closer and closer. The prey was soon within 
range of their shotguns, but it kept moving and the flashlights couldn’t lock 
onto it. The hunting dogs here were all medium-sized dogs, most of which 
were used to hunt small animals such as pheasants and hares, so they didn’t 
dare rush up. If they were the big dogs of the northern Borzoi, however, 
they would have rushed up to fight even if it was one against three. 

After a long delay, Agui still didn’t shoot. Common prey would make 
mistakes at this time and would suddenly rush to a certain direction. Once it 
approached, the prepared hunter would be sure to shoot at close range. 



97 
 

After that, the hunting dog would chase after it and it wouldn’t be able to 
escape. But instead of breaking through immediately, this prey gradually 
calmed down, lurking in the grass and not knowing where to hide. In this 
way, Agui and the others dared not approach. 

I looked at them in surprise, and fiercely thought, look at this guest-turned-
host(1). What is this cunning thing, is it a big fox? 

But how many foxes would attack people? Was this the Schwarzenegger of 
all foxes? 

Agui took a few unsure shots, but completely missed. These hunters were 
not the mountain spirits who had lived in the mountains all their lives. They 
lacked some experience and had no good methods, so they shouted at Yun 
Cai to throw stones at it in order to lure out their prey. I had just picked up a 
stone and was about to throw it, when Poker-Face grabbed me. I looked up 
at him and found that I didn’t know when his face had changed. Instead of 
looking at the hunting grounds, he looked behind Agui and cried, “Watch 
your back!” 

I followed his gaze and found a ripple in the grass behind Agui, which 
seemed as if it had been blown by the wind. But there was no wind around, 
and something in the grass was gradually moving closer to Agui. 

Agui immediately turned back and the ripples stopped. 

“What is it?” I wondered aloud, “Is there another one?” 

“No.” Poker-Face said coldly, looking around. I swept my flashlight around 
and found several strange ripples in the grass far away, heading towards us. 

 

(1) It’s an idiom, figuratively means to turn from passive to active behavior. 
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When had the hunters here ever seen such a scene? One by one, they stood 
there gaping, but Yun Cai was the first to react and immediately whistled to 
call the dogs back. 

When I shouted for the others to gather around, a few listened and looked 
around carefully. They saw that the ripples appeared and disappeared like 
waves in the grass. 

The three hounds were more aware of the strange situation than we were, 
barking incessantly and acting agitated. Several ripples gradually 
approached us; the movements irregular. Although I wasn’t afraid, I was 
inevitably nervous and felt my heart beating like a drum. 

“Come over here.” Agui said to Yun Cai, also unsure of what was going on. 

But it was true that the mountain people were wild and fierce, and none of 
them were afraid. A few of them picked up their guns, not worried about us 
at all. I picked up a stone to use as a weapon, looked around, and said, 
“There’s too much grass here. Let’s go back to the grave on the hillside.” 

A few of us immediately set off towards the mountain, being sure to stay on 
guard. Unexpectedly, the ripples that immediately surrounded us 
disappeared when we moved and ended up more than thirty meters away. 
We had almost no time to hesitate, so we went straight up the slope 
without stopping. 

Several men went up first, but Yun Cai twisted her foot on the wet mountain 
mud and slipped down several meters. I tried to pull her up, but my feet also 
slipped, and the mud collapsed. 

Poker-Face and Agui stopped to pull me up, and the distance between the 
teams increased to several meters. After I was pulled up, I went to look for 
Yun Cai.  
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The weeds on the hillside were so dense that they were like curtains, and it 
was at this time that I heard the sound of grass stalks being crushed all 
around. It was very dense here, and my heart was suddenly flooded with 
intense anxiety. I broke out in cold sweat and my legs refused to listen to 
me, but I gritted my teeth and parted the grass. I found Yun Cai, but she had 
sprained her ankle and was starting to tear up because of the pain. I finally 
managed to pull her to the hillside, but the mud over there had collapsed 
into a pit. I pushed her little butt, and Poker-Face pulled her up with one 
hand. 

As I tried several times to climb up, I found that I was too heavy. If no one 
pushed me from behind, the mud would collapse from my weight, so I tried 
to go around the edge. Before I took a few steps, however, the mud at my 
feet collapsed again and I fell several meters down the hillside. Struggling to 
get up, I heard Agui shout from above, “Run away! Run away!” 

After hearing the note of panic in his voice, I instinctively knew what he 
must have seen. I immediately moved to the left and heard Agui shouting, 
“No! Not that way!” There was a commotion in the grass in front of me, and 
then I saw a calf-sized animal with a white forehead emerge. It was like a 
leopard, but not, and it was poking its upper body out of the grass. With a 
cold light in its two green eyes, and a face with ferocious eyebrows, it looked 
like a fierce demon in Peking Opera facial makeup. 

As soon as I looked at it, I was surprised to know what it was— a lynx. 

A lynx is a kind of big cat, smaller than a leopard and much bigger than a cat. 
The face is like a monster, with an evil and poisonous aura emitting from it. 
The most obvious difference between a lynx and a leopard is that the lynx 
has two long thick hairs on its ears, like the flower plumes you’d see in 
Beijing opera. 

This animal has a very high IQ, and although it likes to live alone, it also 
hunts together when food is scarce. It’s the only feline besides lions that can 
hunt together in groups. In Tibet, large lynxes are called “forest monsters” 
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and are said to fetch young women back to their nests to mate with. But 
they were almost extinct in modern times because of their prized fur, so 
how could one appear in Guangxi where poaching was so serious? 

If it was a lynx, though, then that would explain why Father Pan Ma was 
attacked and didn’t die. Lynxes, like cats, prefer to kill their prey after 
playing with it. And their character is extremely cautious, so they don’t 
easily engage in confrontations. 

In the blink of an eye, an even bigger lynx poked its head out of the grass on 
the other side of me. At the same time, mud fell from above my head and 
Poker-Face came sliding to my side, Agui’s hunting knife in his hand. He 
immediately grabbed me after coming down and said firmly “Step on my 
back.” 

Oh, this is too pitiful. I didn’t immediately react. 

“Come up!” Agui shouted from above, face dripping with cold sweat. 

Cats like to attack their prey’s throat the most, and go in for the kill when 
they strike, so I shrunk my neck and said in my heart, I’m not tasty at all. 
When I grabbed the mud and stepped on Poker-Face’s shoulder, he jerked 
up and sent me flying. Agui took hold of my hand, and my legs kicked wildly 
as I tried to gain a foothold on the hillside. I suddenly heard a loud cry from 
Yun Cai, and a “giant cat” sprang up from the grass below. When it jumped 
on the hillside to gain leverage, I saw it land on the splash of mud flowers, 
almost flying in front of me like a whirlwind. 

Agui reflexively released his hand, and I fell down and was bitten mid-air. 

Fortunately, the lynx was still too small to push me directly to the ground. I 
fell into the grass and rolled down several meters. Then, I gave it a good kick 
and managed to fling it off. When I got up, I saw that my shoulder had 
almost been bitten through. 
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Almost all of the grass around me was moving, and the one I had kicked off 
had just landed on its feet and resumed its attacking posture. It quickly 
swooped down on me again. 

There was no time to fear. The excursions I had been on in recent years 
made my survival instincts strong, so when I was knocked down, I protected 
my throat and simply turned over and rolled down the hillside. 

The experience was really disorienting, and after climbing up, I stumbled 
and ran. Agui and the others behind him had already fired their guns. I 
couldn’t tell the direction clearly and rushed deep into the valley. I heard a 
gust of wind come within a few meters of my back and knew it was coming. I 
absolutely couldn’t leave my back exposed like that since my skull would be 
directly bitten through, so I immediately turned around. 

Almost as soon as I did, I saw a black shadow chasing me like a thunderbolt. I 
couldn’t estimate the speed at all, and it reached me in the blink of an eye. 
My heart stopped as I was tackled this time, and I had absolutely no time to 
defend myself. I could only close my eyes and wait for death. 

My eyes hadn’t completely closed, when suddenly, the grass beside me 
parted. Then, there was a flash of cold light, and a figure jumped out of the 
grass like lightning and hugged the ferocious shadow. 

The two shadows crashed into each other and ended up far away. I stood 
there and couldn’t react at all, as if I were dreaming. I only heard the roars 
and groans of the lynx, and saw the grass chaotically moving. 

I don’t know how long it was before the grass quieted down, and a shadow 
stood up. I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw that it was the figure that 
had come out on top. In the moonlight, I found that it was a thin, strange old 
man who was covered in blood and holding a Yao Miao hunting knife in his 
hand. He carried the big lynx on his back, and it seemed to have breathed its 
last breath. 
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He walked up to me and appeared surprised to see me, asking something in 
the local dialect. I didn’t know what he said, but I shook my head 
subconsciously and thought, who is this old grandpa? In the next second, I 
saw a more surprising scene—the old man unexpectedly had a black Qilin on 
his body. 

The Qilin was stepping on fire and raging winds and was exactly the same as 
Poker-Face’s. 
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Chapter 9 Father Pan Ma 

The old man was very thin– even thinner than the fat lynx on his shoulders– 
but if you looked closely, you could see that his atrophied muscles were still 
as strong as iron bars, and you could imagine how magnificent they were in 
their prime. The old man’s eyes sparkled in the moonlight, giving off an 
indescribable feeling. 

He put the hunting knife back into the sheath at his waist, looked at me 
again, moved the lynx to his other shoulder, and then told me in the local 
dialect to follow him. 

The grass was still moving, but the old man turned a blind eye and carried 
the lynx all the way forward. The movement around us gradually faded 
away, and we could hear their plaintive cries coming from the depths of the 
forest. It appeared that this group of lynxes was a temporary hunting group, 
and the one killed was probably the strongest. It must have been 
responsible for the final culling, but when it died, the hunting group 
disintegrated. Lynxes were very cautious by nature and would never take a 
second risk. 

The old man shouted something and walked in the direction of the ancient 
tomb. The flashlights flickered, but they were still fixed on the mountain. 
Obviously Agui wasn’t very nice and didn’t come down to save me. 

There was only a single flashlight shining in our direction, and when we 
called out a greeting, we saw Poker-Face looking a little anxious. He seemed 
relieved to see that I was alright, and then he saw the old man. 

Poker-Face’s hands were full of blood and Agui’s hunting knife was stuck in 
his waistband. The two men looked at each other. Poker-Face was shocked 
when he saw the old man’s tattoo, but the old man didn’t seem to pay 
attention to him and went straight past him. 
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I said to myself, what a cool old man. Since he has Poker-Face’s demeanor, is 
this guy his dad? 

Poker-Face wanted to go up and talk, but I stopped him and said that the old 
man wasn’t all there. It was useless to ask him since he obviously didn’t 
understand the language, so we had to head back first. 

Passing by the place where I fell, I saw the body of a lynx on the ground, its 
neck apparently broken by Poker-Face. When the old man motioned for us 
to lift it up, Poker-Face carried the body on his shoulder, and we climbed up 
the hillside together. The men immediately ran up and looked surprised 
when they saw the old man. 

The old man talked with them in the local dialect, and I couldn’t understand 
it at all, so I secretly asked Yun Cai, who is this old man? 

She said: “Who else can it be? He’s Father Pan Ma, the man you’re looking 
for.” 

“Isn’t he just a guide?” I was surprised, but I remembered what we had been 
told before about Father Pan Ma being the best hunter. Besides him, who 
else could kill such a big lynx with his bare hands at such an age? It was well 
known that a single lynx could kill a lone Tibetan wolf. Cats are mammalian 
predators that have evolved to their zenith, and it was impossible to kill 
them without being extremely familiar with their habits. 

Just now, Pan Ma must have been attacked by the lynx and had been 
dealing with it all the way here, lying dormant in the grass and waiting for 
the perfect opportunity to strike. Shit, I didn’t think even Poker-Face could 
have done it so simply. Even if it was a second later, either one of us would 
have definitely been dead. 

Agui looked at my injury as he introduced us to each other. Pan Ma didn’t 
seem to be interested in us and just said hello before he began to wipe away 
the filth on his body. 
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As he did this, I found that his tattoo covered in blood was very frightening 
and looked to be modeled almost the same as Poker-Face’s. Pan Ma’s back 
had a fresh wound that looked horrible and was probably caused by the lynx 
attack. 

A few people murmured, telling him the story of us entering the mountain. 
By inferring what was said, coupled with Yun Cai’s translation, I understood 
that my previous assumption was correct. It was really because of his 
nephew that he had entered the mountain, and he didn’t expect to 
encounter something like lynxes. 

Fortunately, Pan Ma had a habit of entering the mountain with a branch 
slung across his back, which could be used as a crutch, or to prevent his back 
from being ambushed when he was on the ground. These were the rules left 
behind when wild animals were rampant in ancient times, and they were of 
no use in today’s times. But this time, they had saved his life, and so the lynx 
only tore off his clothes instead of biting the back of his neck off. It was 
really a close call. 

Lynxes hadn’t appeared in this area for many years, but the fact that they 
did so was probably because of the continuous heavy rain a few days ago, 
and the various changes in the remote mountains, which forced them to 
come out. There were many rats in crowded places, so they were attracted 
to the edge of the village by the thought of food. 

Pan Ma’s facial expression was very excited, and he seemed to be back to 
peak condition, but I thought it was inappropriate to ask more questions at 
this time. Agui figured that the other villagers were probably anxious and 
shouted for the others to come back.  He also said that mine and Pan Ma’s 
wounds were a little deep and had to be dealt with as soon as possible. 

Several people burned the bodies of the two lynxes, and by this time, the 
sky had turned light. We put out the fire and set off immediately. 
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Lynx fur was priceless, so it was really a pity to burn it like this. But Agui said 
that no one could know that lynxes had appeared here; otherwise, poachers 
would flock to the area in less than a week. These people were insatiable, 
and even if they couldn’t hit any of the lynxes, they would definitely have to 
take something else back. Eventually, there would be nothing left to be 
hunted here. 

There was nothing to say all the way back to the village as the sky was 
getting brighter. Several village officials, who had stayed up all night making 
preparations to enter the mountain with several people, met us at the 
mountain pass. 

We had breakfast in the village office that consisted of pancakes and egg 
porridge, and I was so hungry that I ate two large bowls. People kept asking 
us questions as if it were a holiday in the village. 

I had been bitten on my shoulder, so after getting it disinfected, I got a 
tetanus shot and had to apply herbs to it. Father Pan Ma had a dozen 
stitches on his back, and the barefoot doctor was actually the one who did 
it. It was just like sewing quilts at home, and Father Pan Ma remained silent 
during all of it, listening to the village cadres’ incessant nagging. 

But I won’t mention these trivial matters. Poker-face and I wanted to go 
back to rest and visit Father Pan Ma after a good night’s sleep, but when he 
left, he made a gesture for us to go home with him. 

As Poker-Face and I looked at each other, I thought that the old man was 
really eccentric. The two of us stood up and hurried to follow him, but we 
hadn’t taken more than two steps before Father Pan Ma shook his head 
again and suddenly pointed to Poker-Face and said something. 

We couldn’t understand what he said and looked to Agui who had followed 
us. Agui had a strange look on his face as he said a few words to Father Pan 
Ma, but Father Pan Ma answered with a firm tone and then left straight 
away. 
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I didn’t know what had happened, and looked at Agui blankly, noticing that 
he was a little embarrassed. I asked him what Father Pan Ma had said and 
he answered: “He said that if you want to know anything, you have to come 
alone. This one can’t go.” 

I frowned as I wondered what he meant. When I looked at Poker-Face, Agui 
added: “He also said…” 

“Said what?” 

“If you two are together, sooner or later, one of you will cause the other’s 
death.” 
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Chapter 10 Sit Down and Talk 

After hearing that, I was immediately stunned and couldn’t react for a 
moment. There was no context for Father Pan Ma to suddenly say such a 
thing, but at the same time, my heart thumped, and I felt like what he said 
was a bit scary. 

Without stopping to think about it, Poker-Face caught up with the old man 
and rushed in front of him to stop him. “So, do you know me?” He asked. 

When Father Pan Ma looked at him with a blank expression and didn’t 
answer, Poker-Face took off his coat and exposed his upper body: “Look, do 
you know me?” 

The two men’s black tattoos were so clear that it seemed as if the two Qilin 
were confronting each other in a strange stare-down. 

After this abrupt confrontation, Pan Ma still said nothing, and without any 
change in his facial expression, he walked past Poker-Face indifferently, 
completely ignoring him. 

I can’t describe the feeling at that time, but it was very strange. If I had to 
describe it, I can only say that I seemed to be looking at two Poker-Faces 
from different times and spaces that were both seemingly connected and 
separated. 

Poker-Face finally met his opponent was the strange thought that occurred 
to me at that time. If it hadn’t been for the bad timing, I would have gloated 
a little, because for the longest time, I thought there couldn’t be a more 
difficult person in the world than Poker-Face. But it turned out that this 
wasn’t the case, and sure enough, it was often necessary to use poison to 
cure poison. 
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Poker-Face didn’t try to catch up again. He quietly watched Pan Ma walk 
away, and in just a few seconds, the sense of space-time distortion I had 
experienced just now vanished. 

Agui was at a loss. He looked at me, then at the distant Pan Ma, and finally 
at Poker-Face who looked a little depressed. He obviously didn’t understand 
what this mysterious exchange was about. I was afraid he would get bored 
and leave, so I patted him as I walked up to Poker-Face and said: “Don’t 
worry, I’ll go now and when I come back, I’ll tell you all about it.” 

Poker-Face didn’t say anything and just nodded, still looking at the distant 
Pan Ma, and not knowing what to think. 

I don’t know why, but at this moment, I thought his eyes suddenly became a 
little different, as if there was something missing. At the same time, I felt 
like I had seen this look somewhere before. 

Something must have happened when they met just now. Pan Ma’s 
performance was a very strong clue, which meant he must know something. 
He probably knew who Poker-Face was, and even had a deep connection 
with him, but judging from his attitude, it seemed like the connection wasn’t 
pleasant at all. 

I couldn’t wait to catch up. 

Once again, I went into the dining hall of Pan Ma’s house to sit down on the 
floor with Agui. I had been thinking about what Pan Ma meant, and how 
best to communicate with him. 

“If you two are together, sooner or later, one of you will cause the other’s 
death.” 

Pan Ma had suddenly uttered such a sentence, which was puzzling enough 
by itself. And as a mountain hunter, if he didn’t know something, he 
wouldn’t play tricks for no reason. 
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But his attitude was very strange, and he obviously didn’t like Poker-Face 
very much. 

I really couldn’t think of a reason why he would say such a thing. It may be a 
very common word, or a metaphor, so I told myself not to think about it. 
Maybe Father Pan Ma meant that I wasn’t skilled enough compared to 
Poker-Face, so I would bring trouble to him one day. But my intuition told 
me that based on past experiences, the person being warned seemed to be 
me, and I was the one who would die sooner or later. 

But would Poker-Face really cause my death? If it weren’t for him, I would 
have been zombie food back in the palace. But even if he wanted to kill me, I 
could do nothing but admit defeat. This whole thing seemed totally illogical. 

When Pan Ma’s son brought us water to wash our faces and bodies, Pan Ma 
lit a pipe and took a few puffs of the yellow smoke while his son helped him 
wash the wound on his back. 

When I smelled it, I found that the scent was somewhat similar to that of 
Poker-Face’s burn herbs. It appeared that these herbs also contained this 
ingredient, which made me wonder if I could use this as a starting point to 
ease the atmosphere. But I couldn’t seem to find the words. 

The sun sank, and it appeared as if it was going to rain again. It made me 
think that Guangxi really did seem to get a lot of rain. Pan Ma’s daughter-in-
law closed the window and sat on the floor, but the wind blew in through 
the gap and made the temperature much cooler. When the old man leveled 
me with a look, I returned it unflinchingly. 

At this point, I was able to take a closer look at Pan Ma. He had clear facial 
features, and his face was full of wrinkles as dark as those of the other 
villagers. He was very ordinary looking, and it was hard to imagine him as a 
local celebrity back in the day. I was a little relieved to find that these facial 
features definitely weren’t of the same pedigree as Poker-Face.   
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Agui told him what I had come for, and also mentioned that I was an official. 
Pan Ma looked at me and said a few words, which Agui translated: “Father 
Pa Ma said he can probably guess who you are, and he also expected that 
someone would ask about this one day. You can ask what you want to ask, 
but then you have to leave quickly and not bother him again.” 

I was stupefied for a moment, feeling that there was something in Father 
Pan Ma’s words like he misunderstood who I was. 

But I couldn’t think of a reason for his misunderstanding, and once I thought 
about it some more, I immediately decided that I should just ignore it. It was 
better to act like nothing was wrong, and just tell him my real reason for 
coming.  

I straightened up, gathered my thoughts, and then said to Father Pan Ma, “I 
just want to ask you about the old archaeological team. I hope you can tell 
me about that year, but before that, I want to know more about what you 
just said. What do you mean that out of the two of us, one will certainly 
cause the other’s death…” 

Pan Ma took a big puff of smoke and suddenly showed a strange expression. 
He shook his head and then said a few words that Agui quickly translated: 
“Pan Ma said that the meaning of what he said just now is very clear. Your 
friend… you have no idea what kind of person he is. With him, you will never 
meet a good end.” 

“Do you know him?” I immediately asked, “Why do you say that?” 

Father Pan Ma looked at me and paused for a long time before he said, “I 
don’t know his face, but I recognize the smell of death on him.” 
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Chapter 11 Smell 

It took Agui a long time to translate this sentence, and he obviously found it 
very strange too. I didn’t understand. What did it mean? 

What did he mean by the smell of “death”? Corpse rot? 

I wanted to keep asking, but Pan Ma shook his head and told me not to ask 
again—the smell of death was the smell of death. If I wanted to know 
anything else, I was free to ask, but that was all he would say regarding this 
matter. He didn’t care whether I believed it or not. 

I naturally wouldn’t give up like this, but Pan Ma was resolute. I asked him 
several times, but he maintained a blank expression and didn’t even 
respond. 

Agui gave me a few glances, so I decided to quit for now in case Pan Ma 
stopped talking entirely. But in my heart, I couldn’t help but curse the old 
man for being so stubborn. 

I could see that Pan Ma definitely had a lot of things in his heart. Although 
he didn’t show anything on the surface, his words told me that he knew a lot 
even if he seemed a little secretive and contradictory. And judging from his 
indifferent attitude towards Poker-Face, the old man had definitely seen 
much of the world. 

I tilted my head a bit and thought about it. When would someone act like 
this? 

One such instance would be when there was something to be sold. I used to 
deal with some brokers in this way, but this old ghost wasn’t like them at all. 

The other instance would be that he had a secret in his heart that he 
couldn’t talk about. But if he saw a phenomenon that was related to his 
secret and didn’t say anything, then it might lead to some serious problems. 
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In this situation, he could only provide some ambiguous explanations. Take 
for example, a spy that’s under suspicion. At this moment, he saw a kid 
playing with an iron disc that he knew was a landmine. But if he told the 
child, then his identity as a spy might be exposed, so he would simply say to 
the kid, “If you play with this thing, it will kill you sooner or later.” 

I thought that this possibility was the most likely. I had just wanted to know 
some details about the time when Wen-Jin and her team entered the 
mountain, but after Pan Ma saw Poker-Face, he shared some details that 
made me think about it more. In other words, he deduced that Poker-Face 
was a landmine that would kill me. He had a secret in his heart that meant 
he knew Poker-Face was a landmine, but he wasn’t willing to come out and 
say it. 

How interesting! I suddenly wasn’t annoyed anymore and said to myself, I’m 
not afraid of you leaking secrets, only afraid that you don’t have a secret at 
all. This old ghost reminded me that he at least still had a conscience, and 
his impression of me shouldn’t have been bad, so it was no use cursing him 
out now. Maybe I could get something out of him with a little patience. 

But it was clear from the beginning that my idea to snoop would alert him, 
so I decided to turn my attention away without showing my thoughts. I 
nodded and said: “Forget it, if you don’t want to say it, then I won’t force 
you. Can you tell me about the archaeological team?” 

After hearing this, Agui breathed a sigh of relief. He was obviously afraid of 
us quarreling and didn’t give me a chance to ask any more questions before 
he quickly translated the question for Pan Ma. 

Pan Ma simply looked up, but shook his head and then said a word. Agui 
immediately translated and said: “Father Pan Ma said that you made a 
mistake. It wasn’t an archaeological team that came here. Those people 
were soldiers.” 
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“Soldiers?” At first, I thought I had misheard it, but when Agui translated it 
again, I knew I had definitely heard right. 

After thinking for a moment, I felt that Father Pan Ma must have made a 
mistake. At that time, all the people were wearing green uniforms so he 
might have regarded all of them as soldiers. 

(The following dialogue was all translated by Agui and won’t be explained 
one by one for the convenience of my narration.)  

“The situation was very tense. Many soldiers came with submachine guns 
and said that they were going to Yangjiao Mountain and they were looking 
for someone to guide them. Agui’s father found me at that time and I took 
them to the mountain.” Father Pan Ma continued. 

I frowned and was suddenly reminded of the border dispute with Vietnam at 
that time. In the 1970s, there had been sporadic wars here, but I didn’t 
expect that this was a war zone at that time, and the situation was very 
complicated. 

This was really an unexpected situation, and as I fell deep into thought, 
many things started flashing through my mind. 

At that time, under that kind of environment, it would certainly be 
impossible for an archaeological team to come here to investigate. It was 
definitely strange… Wen-Jin and the others were really amazing. Was it true 
that the project at that time was headed by the state, and the presence of 
guns meant that there were soldiers there protecting them? It appeared 
that what Father Pan Ma had said wasn’t all false. 

What project prompted the country to send an archaeological team into a 
war zone? Was there really a valuable tomb in Yangjiao Mountain? 

“Those people’s backgrounds are very mysterious…” Uncle Three’s words 
flashed through my mind and made me shudder. 
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Chapter 12 Pan Ma’s Memories 

After that, my conversation with Father Pan Ma lasted for more than three 
hours. I kept asking questions and trying to find out the secret, all while 
trying to understand what had happened. 

The content of the conversation was very scattered. Pan Ma’s speech and 
Agui’s translation was very time-consuming, as sometimes they had to 
explain concepts to each other. Moreover, Pan Ma didn’t fully cooperate 
with my questions, and it was also possible that Agui’s translation had some 
deviations. So, after talking for so long, my mind was completely torn apart. 

The old man couldn’t tell the exact time, but I guessed Wen-Jin entered the 
mountain in 1976. 

At that time, Wen-Jin was leading the team. I took out the picture of Xisha 
for Pan Ma to see, but he couldn’t identify the others because there were 
too many people, and too much time had passed. At that time, all the 
people had the same hairstyle and clothes, so he only remembered the 
person leading the team, which was very reasonable. 

The situation was pretty cut and dry. At that time, border conflicts were 
frequent here, and the presence of troops in the village was too common. 
You should know that around 1978, Shangsi area was almost full of PLA(1) 
troops, and most of the roads in the mountains were dug out during the 
counter-offensive against Vietnam. Troops had to enter the mountains to 
find guides, which was considered a military task. 

At that time, Pan Ma received a subsidy from the army. He was still in his 
prime, so when he went hunting, he walked the farthest and deepest into 

 

(1) People’s Liberation Army 
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the mountains by himself. Naturally, he was the most suitable person to be 
a guide. 

They set out in the early morning, but he couldn’t ask for more details about 
the task since it was related to the army. He only knew that he was to lead 
people to Yangjiao Mountain and then follow the troops. He didn’t go to 
Yangjiao Mountain often, so his mind was focused on recalling the path, and 
ensuring that he could return safely. 

They walked for a long time, spent a night in the mountains, and eventually 
came to a lake. 

He had only been to that place once when he was thirty-one years old and 
wanting to marry his wife. He had to hunt some wild boar to bring back to 
his father-in-law as a bridal gift. That year, the mountains weren’t very 
peaceful, and so the wild animals hid deep in the mountains. He brought his 
dog all the way in, found the lake, fished in the lake for a day, and then 
hunted a wild boar. He hadn’t been there since. 

Naturally, that kind of lake had no name. Maybe the villagers didn’t even 
know there was a lake there, and Pan Ma was the only one. It was a dead 
lake not connected to any streams, so he thought it might be connected to 
other places underground. The troops camped on the lake and set up tents, 
which meant that Pan Ma’s task was complete at that point. 

After that, he was responsible for sending some supplies to the troops every 
few days. The troops themselves had sufficient supplies, so he only brought 
some rice or salt to the mountain every time.  The strange thing that Agui 
mentioned before happened on one of these occasions.  

During this period, no one knew what the troops were stationed there for, 
and even though Pan Ma was very curious, he also knew that the cost of 
snooping was too high, so he restrained his curiosity. When the team 
marched out later, there were about thirty more boxes. Each was the size of 
a shoe box, and the soldiers carefully brought them out. 
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He was curious and wanted to take one, but was politely stopped by a 
soldier who said that the contents of the box were very dangerous. He 
ignored the warning and found a chance to take it. His first impression was 
that it was very heavy, and he didn’t know what was in it. 

When I heard this, I had an impression in my mind. This shoe box-sized box 
was called a storage box— or antique box— and was used by archaeological 
teams to store unearthed and sorted pieces of cultural relics. These boxes 
were generally strictly numbered, and varied in size from large to small, but 
were most often the size of shoe boxes (unearthed cultural relics were 
generally heavier, and the weight contained in these small boxes was most 
suitable for handling). 

There was nothing special around the lake, so Pan Ma was very puzzled and 
wondered where the things in the box had come from. At that time, he 
thought that there must be stones in the box, because there was a large 
stone beach right beside the lake. 

He soon found that something was wrong, however, because after walking 
in the mountain for a period of time, the box began to emit a strange smell 
that was very unpleasant and indescribable.  
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Chapter 13 Psychological Warfare 

My first reaction was to ask if it was a rotten smell, but Pan Ma said it 
wasn’t. People who hunt all year round often deal with meat, so he could 
definitely tell the smell of rot. But the smell of this item was really 
indescribable. 

Generally, when one describes scents, the description is based on objects, 
such as “fragrant like jasmine” or “stinky like smelly socks”. If Father Pan Ma 
couldn’t describe it, then it must be something he hadn’t smelled before, 
and couldn’t even find anything similar to compare it to. 

I wanted to ask him if the smell was “the smell of death”, but I refrained. If 
he didn’t want to talk about it, then it wouldn’t be good for me to bring it up 
halfway. 

Pan Ma had been even more curious back then, but those people began to 
be wary of him and he never had a chance to touch the boxes again. After 
returning to the village, the group soon left and never appeared again. The 
incident had a deep impact on him, and he would always think of that army 
every time he went into the mountains to hunt. What was their purpose in 
entering the mountain? What were they doing by the lake?  What were 
those boxes, and where did they come from? 

At that time, he had a premonition that someone would surely inquire about 
the matter later on. However, he didn’t expect that we would come so late, 
or that it would take nearly thirty years for us to appear. 

When I asked him about the shape of the lake, he told me that it was long 
like a machete, and there were stones all around it. Some were as big as a 
person, while others were similar to pebbles. The lake still existed, but the 
water level had dropped sharply due to climate change. When he visited it 
once three years ago, the lake was already half the size it was before. 
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I was lost in thought when I heard this. The box was probably the kind of 
iron box we found in Poker-Face’s building. If there were more than thirty of 
them, and they had all been moved out, then the number must have been 
quite large, and it was really possible that they contained fragments of 
something like Fatty had said. 

Where did these things come from? With such limited information, Fatty 
had speculated that there was an ancient tomb in Yangjiao Mountain. But 
from what I had heard just now, it might have been fished up from the 
bottom of the lake. 

Did they find a large iron relic or something like that at the bottom of the 
lake, and then decide to break it down on the spot and take it out piece by 
piece? 

It was unlikely that it was scrap metal, and if it was, then it would be 
impossible to pack it in a box as small as a shoe box. 

I couldn’t help but agree with Fatty’s idea as I pondered over it— no matter 
what, we needed to go to Yangjiao Mountain to have a look. 

Father Pan Ma also had a piece of iron, which he said he had picked up from 
the mountains and thought was priceless. He obviously must have done 
something else after the team left, but he didn’t know that I knew he had 
this piece of iron, so he didn’t mention it. This made me even more certain 
that he was hiding a lot of things. 

But what he just told me shouldn’t be a lie— iron lumps and “the smell of 
death” were linked to danger. He must have experienced something that 
made him connect the three, because in Poker-Face’s memory, the iron 
piece was very dangerous, while in Pan Ma’s memory, the soldier also told 
him that the iron was very dangerous. It was all very consistent. 

I was wondering how to get him to speak about that matter again. Although 
I was naturally more disciplined, I could manage to squeeze a little more 
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information out of him after hanging around Pan Zi and Fatty for so long. At 
this time, I could use the fact that Pan Ma didn’t know my identity to lie to 
him. 

The trick to scamming people is to let them think that you basically know 
everything, so that in the course of the conversation, the inquiry becomes 
an interrogation. 

This was the key moment. I was quiet for a while, and when I had a general 
idea in my mind, I asked, “So, how did you find that piece of iron when you 
went back to the lake?” 

This was entirely a guess on my part, because the iron was found in the 
mountains, so it was unlikely to be found anywhere else. I made a bet, but I 
wouldn’t lose anything if I guessed wrong anyway. 

When Father Pan Ma suddenly froze, I knew I was right, but he didn’t reveal 
anything else apart from that momentary movement. Instead, he looked at 
me. 

I knew I had to make a drastic decision at this time and continued, “Don’t 
worry, I just need to know what happened at that time. I’m not interested in 
the other thing.” 

Father Pan Ma’s face changed, then he put down his pipe and asked, “Who 
are you?” 

I felt so relieved I almost broke out in a cold sweat, because him asking this 
question was a sign of how successful my previous guess was. The smell of 
death, the danger of iron blocks, Poker-Face’s things… I suspected that the 
secret Pan Ma was hiding must be related to an incident, an incident that 
must be very dangerous and likely caused someone’s death.  I could have 
said, “I won’t ask about his death,” but I didn’t know how many people had 
died, so I changed to a safer method. 



121 
 

Guilty people, unless they know all the ins and outs of a situation, are bound 
to betray themselves. 

I told myself that it was time to change tactics, and immediately put on an 
enigmatic look—as I often do when I bargain with customers—and said 
indifferently: “You’d better not ask. All you have to do is tell me exactly how 
the whole thing happened.” As I said this, I pulled out a wad of money from 
my pocket that was originally meant to be Father Pan Ma’s information fee. 
I originally intended to only give him a couple of hundred dollars, but I 
pulled out the whole wad and put it in front of me for visual effect. “I know 
some things, but it’s not completely clear. Don’t worry and just tell the 
truth. You’ll take your money, then that’ll be it, and no one will know what 
we said here.” 

Pan Ma gave me an uneasy look, but I merely looked back at him with a very 
calm, grave face, waiting for him to get angry or surrender. 

“How do you know those things?” He asked me, “Tell me.” 

Tch, I scolded in my heart, this old ghost is really stubborn. How can I say 
that? I didn’t show any emotions on the surface, but my mind immediately 
ran wild. 

This all happened within a second, and I almost slipped up and said, “Don’t 
you know that someone is following you?” 

Before the words left my mouth, I found that Pan Ma’s expression had 
obviously relaxed. My heart thumped as I thought that things had gone bad, 
and I had been exposed. 

Pan Ma looked at me and said, “Although I don’t know who you are, I’m not 
an old fool either. Don’t come to me again. You don’t know anything, and I 
won’t tell you.” After he said that, he acted like he was ready to kick me out. 
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I quickly recalled where we had found him earlier. Was he sure no one had 
followed him, or was it a situation where it was impossible to be followed? I 
was thinking about how to remedy it, but immediately became depressed 
when I found that there was no good way to go about it. 

His son went over to open the door, which was our cue to leave. I was about 
to get up when the light from the open door came in, and I suddenly noticed 
that Father Pan Ma’s feet were shaking slightly. 

I suddenly glanced at Pan Ma and found that he was looking at me. Although 
his face was calm and I couldn’t see any fluctuations, his expression looked 
terrible and it was obvious that he was extremely nervous. 

I knew right away that he was also deceiving me! 

I immediately changed my posture, so it looked like I was getting up to 
stretch, then sat down again and said in an irrefutable tone: “Don’t talk 
tough, I’m only speaking the truth. I don’t have much patience.” 

Pan Ma and his son both looked at me, but I was confident enough to feel 
that my expression was really sinister and unpredictable. 

The confrontation lasted for a long time until Pan Ma finally caved. He 
bowed his head and then gave his son a look. His son and Agui said a few 
words, and then Agui was dragged out. His son came back in, sat down in 
Agui’s seat, and then the door was closed again. 

Father Pan Ma then gave me a very big surprise. He looked up and said, “No 
matter who you are, I hope you can keep your word. If you want to settle an 
old debt, it’s all on my head. I killed all those people. The others only helped 
me carry the stuff.” 
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Chapter 14 Magic Lake 

I was surprised by what this meant, but Pan Ma soon told the whole story. I 
was cold all over after listening to a few words, and understood what he 
meant when he said, “the smell of death.” The incident was so horrible it 
went beyond any of my expectations, and after listening to it, I first felt 
nauseous instead of doubtful. 

I really couldn’t imagine such a thing happening, nor understand his reasons 
at that time. It was unimaginable why those people had that kind of 
mentality back then, and if what Pan Ma said was true, then what he had to 
bear wasn’t a secret, but a great sin. 

The previous story went exactly as Pan Ma had said, but the key problem lay 
in what he said when he entered the mountain and found that the 
archaeological team had disappeared. 

Pan Ma had lied. When he entered the mountain, the team hadn’t 
disappeared, and he didn’t go alone. He brought his four brothers along to 
help him carry things so that they could hunt on their way back. 

After delivering the food to the camp, they hung around in hopes of having a 
meal of white rice, which was equivalent to the emperor’s treatment. The 
archaeological team, however, didn’t allow them to stay inside the camp, so 
they kept dicking around outside the perimeter until evening came. 

During this process, one of the four brothers looked at the archaeological 
team’s military supplies and suddenly had an evil thought. 

At that time, the poverty level in Shiwan Dashan was beyond anything 
today’s people could imagine. After years of border conflicts, the wild 
animals had fled into the mountains, and the children didn’t have any meat 
to eat, only subsisting on some rice cakes and wild vegetables that were 
stunted. To eat white rice was considered a treat, and the troops’ supplies 
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were too tempting considering they could eat off of those bags of rice for a 
year. 

The army knew the villagers would definitely take a cut during the grain 
transportation, so they had to weigh everything that was collected. It 
wouldn’t be investigated if it was discovered that there was less after that, 
but it would definitely be replaced. His brother calculated that when the 
troops finished weighing and went to bed that night, they would sneak in 
and take out a few bowls so that their family wouldn’t lose their jobs, but 
still be able to enjoy the benefits of a free meal. 

This was originally a very simple matter. Pan Ma didn’t agree because his 
hunting skills were good, and his family wasn’t so bad off. He wasn’t 
suffering enough to let his children starve to death, but the other four were 
tempted. 

Pan Ma had no other choice but to let them go while he waited outside, but 
something unexpected happened to the four men after they entered. 

They scooped three bowls of rice from each bag, but when they came out, 
they were met by a young soldier who was going into the tent for a routine 
check. Because of the border conflict at that time, people’s nerves were 
tense, and the soldier immediately raised his gun. But he failed to notice the 
man hiding behind him, and he was quickly held down as the four of them 
buried him alive with the rice bags. 

The four were scared to death after killing someone. If anyone found out 
about the murder– especially the soldiers– they would be shot immediately. 
After the men escaped the tent and told Pan Ma what had happened, he 
realized how bad the situation was. 

In any case, he was now involved and couldn’t escape responsibility. He was 
the one the archaeological team had invited, and it was he who had asked 
his brothers to help. Moreover, since it was such a sensitive time, no one 
would believe that he wasn’t involved. 
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He immediately thought up a plan, saying that they had to drag the soldier’s 
body out from the tent so that he would be presumed missing; otherwise 
they’d certainly be investigated. 

They jumped to do as he said, returning all the rice, and then dragging the 
soldier’s body out of the tent. As a result, it wasn’t long before a sentry 
found them. He came over to ask what they were doing, and the body was 
seen while they were distracted. The sentry immediately raised his gun, but 
the brother who had proposed stealing was already there and cut the man’s 
throat. 

As if they were possessed, they had now killed two people without so much 
as a second thought. Pan Ma felt that it was all over for them, and told them 
to run away, but the brother who had killed the man said with red-rimmed 
eyes: “Two people have been killed. If two are killed, then all of them should 
be killed. If they send word back to army headquarters, we’ll have to live like 
cats in the mountains for the rest of our lives. Instead of that, we should kill 
all these people and say that they’re gone. Others will think the Vietnamese 
did it.” 

It was a sudden impulse in a strange atmosphere. There weren’t a lot of 
archaeological team members, and most of them were sleeping soundly at 
that time. Thinking of the white rice, submachine guns, and previous events, 
Pan Ma couldn’t restrain his evil thoughts. 

The subsequent process was disgusting. They took guns and daggers, felt 
their way into the tents one after another, and killed all the people inside. 

After killing everyone, they threw the bodies, guns, ammunition and other 
materials into the lake. They secretly carried the rice and food back to the 
village and hid them under their beds.  Some of the daily necessities that 
they could use but couldn’t carry were also hidden away, waiting for things 
to calm down before they could take them out. At the same time, they 
made an agreement to never mention this matter again. 



126 
 

Pan Ma felt guilty at that time and wanted to cover their tracks, so after 
much deliberation, he began to declare in the village that the archaeological 
team had disappeared.  Border conflicts were frequent at that time, so some 
troops disappearing along the Vietnamese border was generally believed to 
have been done by Vietnamese agents. 

A few people thought that nothing was wrong, and nobody thought much of 
it, but this was the beginning of their nightmare. 

Three days later, Pan Ma entered the mountain again and returned to the 
lake, wanting to go through the valuables first and take them back. The 
madness of that night had left him scared, so he watched the lake from a 
distance. What made his hair stand on end was that he saw another camp 
on the lake, and people were moving around. 

Was it another army? Were the bodies found? He was so scared that it took 
him a long time to recover. When he summoned the courage to sneak closer 
to observe, he was stunned to find that the previous archaeological team 
had appeared in front of him again. 

Pan Ma couldn’t describe the feeling at all. He was a little confused about 
what was going on and looked at those busy people in the camp as if they 
were phantoms. Those people seemed to have no idea what had happened 
before and greeted him one after another. 

He thought he was dreaming and pinched himself several times before he 
found that it was real. Although the faces were unfamiliar, he had seen 
them in the archaeological team before. He even saw several people that he 
had strangled with his own hands talking and laughing nearby. 

He hurried back to the village, mind in a chaotic whirl, and quickly told the 
others about the incident. When they went to see for themselves and found 
that it was really true, they were all frightened and wondered what was 
going on. Was it a magic lake that could bring the dead back to life? 
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But those people were all living, and not at all like zombies, which Pan Ma 
found puzzling.  

They were very superstitious people, and thus scared out of their minds 
thinking that this must be some kind of monster from the mountain lake. 
Pan Ma pondered for a long time before summoning up the courage to 
return to the lake to deliver food to them again. He tentatively asked about 
that day, but everyone answered that it was fine, without showing any 
changes in their facial expressions. 

That day seemed to have been turned into any other, as if the gods had 
wiped away all the events that had happened, or the perpetrators all had 
the same dream and didn’t actually kill anyone. 

Pan Ma wasn’t the type of man who resigned himself to his fate. He didn’t 
believe that he had dreamed it all, but he couldn’t understand what had 
happened. He kept an eye on these people, wanting to know whether they 
were humans or ghosts, but he couldn’t see any flaws no matter how much 
he looked at them. 

The only thing that he found a little strange was that he smelled a strange 
odor on the group of people, which he hadn’t smelled before. 
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Chapter 15 Evil Spirits 

That kind of odor was the one Pan Ma smelled coming from the iron box, 
but the one from the box was more intense. 

To Pan Ma, it was the smell of death, and he thought those demons– who 
he was still unsure whether they were humans or ghosts– must have 
brought it from hell. 

“Your friend has that smell, too. If it wasn’t covered by the smell of herbs, I 
would have smelled it the first time I saw him.” Father Pan Ma looked at me. 
“He’s just like them, a monster from the lake!” 

What did Poker-Face smell like? I wasn’t very sensitive to smell, nor was I a 
hunter, so I didn’t have an excellent sense of smell. I was skeptical, but 
decided to secretly sniff him next time. 

If this was the end of the matter, maybe it would have passed into oblivion, 
because people doubt their own memories after a period of time and 
automatically erase those that cannot be explained. But I knew that the 
matter definitely wasn’t over, because Father Pan Ma wouldn’t have come 
to the conclusion that Poker-Face would cause my death based on that 
alone. 

Sure enough, Pan Ma went on talking. He said that what happened after 
that made him unable to forget the smell for the rest of his life. 

After this strange thing happened, Pan Ma always felt uneasy. Although 
those people seemed to be exactly the same as before, Pan Ma always felt 
that their eyes and facial expressions were slightly different. He had no 
factual basis for this feeling, and it was all just in his head, but Pan Ma had a 
premonition that something would happen in the village. 

A few days later, something did happen, which made his hair stand on end. 
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He was accompanied by four people when they committed the murder. All 
of them were related by blood and were slightly different from each other. 
One of them, Pang Ergui, was the least daring out of the bunch. When he 
suddenly disappeared, Pan Ma and the others dared not say anything since 
they had secrets in their hearts they had immediately buried. The group 
searched the mountains for two days before eventually traveling back to the 
lake, only to find that Pang Ergui was in the camp, talking and laughing with 
the people in the archaeological team. 

They brought him back without trouble, but when Pan Ma grabbed him, he 
smelled the mysterious odor coming from Pang Ergui. 

Although it was broad daylight out, Pan Ma got goosebumps just looking at 
Pang Ergui. He felt that Pang Ergui’s expression wasn’t the same as before, 
as if he had become a different person. 

The fear was indescribable, and he felt like Pang Ergui must have been 
possessed by ghosts. When he returned to the village, he told Pang Ergui’s 
wife to tell him immediately if she found her husband acting abnormal. 

But she had no chance to find out. When she got up the next day, she found 
Pang Ergui had hanged himself by the bed, and the whole room was filled 
with that strange smell. 

The village thought that Pang Ergui was either depressed or bewitched by a 
fox spirit, but Pan Ma was more certain that those people were monsters, 
and that Pang Ergui must have been possessed by an evil spirit. 

Pang Ergui’s wife was frightened and never dared to live in the house again, 
abandoning it when she moved back in with her mother’s family. The others 
were scared to death, and two of them moved out of the village. Pan Ma 
and the other one stayed behind, though they didn’t dare sleep at night. 
They even borrowed several dogs, for fear that they would be next. 
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But the dogs were useless. A week later, the other person who had stayed in 
the village also disappeared. Two days later, a child found him in Pang 
Ergui’s abandoned house, where he had hanged himself in the same 
position as Pang Ergui. 

Pan Ma was strong-willed by nature and traversed the mountains since 
childhood, so he was very strong. After his fear reached its peak, he threw 
caution to the wind and rushed to the lake with a gun. He couldn’t sit and 
wait, and told himself that he was dead anyway so he might as well die 
finding out the truth. After he entered the mountain, he happened to catch 
up with the archaeological team, which didn’t seem to need a guide 
anymore. 

He had been determined before, but he faltered when he saw them, and 
instead followed the team out of the mountain in terror. 

As Pan Ma said before, the archaeological team left the village with a box 
emitting a strange smell, and never appeared again until now. Nothing 
happened to the other two people who fled the village, and after a year of 
panic, they gradually calmed down and believed that they were free. 

This thing was like a nightmare that had been haunting Pan Ma, and I could 
imagine the kind of fear he felt. Half a month after the army left, he 
returned to the lake again to find out what had happened. After walking 
around the lake, he found that a piece of clothing had been washed up on 
the shore somehow, inside of which was the strange piece of iron. 

The discovery of this piece of iron confirmed that those people had climbed 
up from the lake, because the iron was wrapped in the cloth and couldn’t 
have been washed ashore otherwise. The iron piece gave off a creepy smell, 
and he felt it was no small matter, so he kept it on him. He wanted to sell it 
when he was living in poverty in his early years, but now his life was better. 
He couldn’t help feeling a little scared when he thought of that year, and 
just wanted to keep this secret and take it to his grave. 
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That’s when we appeared. 

This was the end of Pan Ma’s secret. 

I was lost in thought for a long time after hearing this, but surprisingly 
enough, I didn’t feel more confused. For the first time, I felt as if I had found 
a chain that could connect the doubts in my heart. 

These mysteries were like a double-headed screw pipe, and the place where 
they were connected was a puzzle. But if two of the puzzles were 
connected, then half of the mysteries would be solved, and all the steel 
pipes would be connected. As a result, what appeared to be many mysteries 
may only boil down to two in the end as the puzzle was connected one piece 
at a time, which made me very happy. 

If it were the me from before, I would definitely go mad. But now I had 
learned not to look at the problem itself. I was clearly aware of the truth of 
this matter, so it just needed to be verified. If my theory was correct, then 
the questions that Uncle Three— in other words Xie Lianhuan— had been 
puzzling over would finally be answered. 

To prove this matter, we had to go to the lake. 

Father Pan Ma showed me the iron block, and it was exactly the same as the 
one we found under Poker-Face’s bed. It had the same iron bumps with 
primitive patterns, but this one was slightly larger. I gave it a small sniff, and 
indeed, I could smell a strange, very weak and almost indistinguishable odor 
coming from it. Pan Ma said that the smell was very strong when he first 
found it, but it gradually disappeared bit by bit. When he left the iron piece 
in his home, no bugs could be found in the house. 

For the time being, I lost interest in this thing while my heart was full of 
various speculations. 
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Pan Ma refused to go to the lake again, so I thought about asking Agui to 
find another guide. I gave the money to Pan Ma and got up to leave, but 
suddenly remembered something when I got to the door. I turned back and 
asked, “By the way, old man, how did you get your tattoo?” 

Pan Ma looked at me and was somewhat surprised when I suddenly asked 
this question out of the blue. His son explained for him, “This is the tattoo of 
Fanggu, given to him by a passing Miao shaman when he was a child.  At 
that time, my grandfather saved his life, and he thanked my father with it. 
It’s said that with this tattoo, you can pass through the Miao village without 
any hindrance and no one will stop you.” 
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Chapter 16 Plans 

Agui had been waiting for me at the door, squatting on the ground and 
smoking dejectedly. He obviously didn’t know what the hell we were doing, 
but he stood up immediately when he saw me. I motioned to him and said, 
“Come on, let’s go back.” 

On the way back, I asked him if he knew about the Yangjiao Mountain lake 
Pan Ma had mentioned. Agui nodded and told me he had heard of it before, 
but he had never been there himself. I said to him, “I’ll pay a high price if 
you help me find a guide to take us there as soon as possible.” 

Agui readily promised and tentatively asked me what Pan Ma had said. Even 
if he asked very carefully, I thought that telling him would only hurt him, so I 
casually ignored it. 

After quickly returning to Agui’s home, I was anxious to tell Poker-Face what 
I had learned. Yun Cai and her sister were the only ones standing at the 
stove, however, and Fatty and Poker-Face were nowhere to be seen. 

I was a little worried, and asked Yun Cai where they were. She said, “When 
the quiet one came back and saw the fat one hadn’t come back yet, he 
asked me where he was. I told him that the fat one didn’t come back all 
night, and he hurried out to go look for him.” 

I was originally very excited in my heart, but it all cooled down instantly as I 
asked, “Fatty didn’t come back all night?” 

The mountain village wasn’t like the city, where there were tons of 
entertainment places for him to enjoy. It wasn’t normal for him to not come 
back all night. I knew Fatty’s temperament very well, and when I thought 
about what he had said before about getting some sulfuric acid, I suddenly 
had a bad feeling. 
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I figured Poker-Face, like me, also thought of this possibility, and 
immediately went out to look for him. 

I immediately asked Agui to take me to the village office, because if Fatty 
had an accident, he would definitely be there.  We had only taken a few 
steps outside, however, when Fatty and Poker-Face came back. Fatty’s face 
was covered with gauze and he was cursing as he walked, as if he had been 
hurt. 

It was only after I asked what had happened that I learned that Fatty had 
seen a hornet’s nest on the way back from buying sulfuric acid, and instantly 
became intrigued. As a result, he miscalculated his skill and was stung. It was 
quite serious, so he was patched up in the village office and slept there all 
night. Fatty said that the wasps here were different from the ones he had 
encountered before. All the wasps he was used to could be poked before 
they became angry, but this time, he only came close to them and was 
immediately surrounded. It was shocking how fierce they were. 

I said: “You don’t have to give any excuses, just admit that you’re old. Don’t 
even think about doing such brave things as poking a hornet’s nest, Old 
Fatty. You shouldn’t do such things in the future lest others laugh at you.” 

Changing Fatty’s dressing was obviously a painful experience, and if it 
weren’t for showing his masculinity in front of Yun Cai, he would surely have 
cried like a dying pig when he went back to his room. 

As Yun Cai calmly disinfected his face like a dragonfly skimming water, I saw 
several large, nail-sized areas on his chin that were all swollen. She used 
bamboo sticks to cut the swollen areas before applying medicine, making it 
look like she was poking raw meat. No wonder he hurt. 

Fatty had a hard time eating after this, and by the time we were done with 
the meal, it was getting dark. I repeated everything I had heard in Pan Ma’s 
house as we enjoyed the cool night air on the porch. 
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After hearing the whole story, both of them frowned, and Fatty asked, 
“There are still such things? Damn it, this is all in line with the ghost stories 
that I used to scare girls with back when I was a child. Is it true? What do 
you make of it?” 

“I don’t think Pan Ma’s lying.” I replied. “This matter is absolutely true, but 
his truth isn’t true in that sense.” 

“What do you mean?” Fatty asked. 

“Let’s consider the most reasonable possibility instead of some monster or 
magic lake. What do you think is the most likely situation?” 

Fatty shook his head and said, “Come on, my brain cells are all stung by 
wasps. I can’t guess, just say it.” 

I gave a smug grin, but Fatty still didn’t cooperate, so I said: “Well, let’s take 
out all the impossible factors: there is no magic lake, there is no resurrection 
of the dead, and there is no monster. There must be a reasonable 
explanation. And if we have to believe what Pan Ma said, then the only 
possibility is obvious—people can’t be resurrected, which means the first 
archaeological team that entered the mountain isn’t the same as the team 
that left.” 

Fatty paused and realized, “Do you mean that the dead didn’t come back to 
life, and it was another group of people who came out?” 

“The people they killed are indeed dead. Pan Ma admitted he didn’t know 
the team members well, so if another team changed their appearance, I 
don’t think it would take much to fool him.” 

“But, why would they do that? Are they messing with him?” 

“I think there may be some discrepancies regarding the team’s and Pan Ma’s 
situations. Let’s assume that this is a plot long in the making. If so, then 
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maybe the archaeological team’s decimation on the day Pan Ma killed them 
had been planned before, but the plan may have gone wrong.  Perhaps the 
killer who came for the archaeological team met with some accident in the 
woods, and instead, Pan Ma completed the task. Then, the fake 
replacement team came here, believing that the killer had completed the 
task, and began to disguise themselves as planned. After that, the unwitting 
Pan Ma started to believe that the lake was magical.” I continued, “This is a 
reasonable theory, though it may not actually be the case. But it does show 
that it’s possible.” 

“Huh, that sounds a bit reliable, but I seem to have heard such a story 
before somewhere.” Fatty then asked, “What evidence do you have?” 

“There are only some details. For example, the team followed Pan Ma in, 
but they didn’t wait for him when they came out and ended up setting off 
on their own. This shows that the later team was familiar with the terrain 
here and had the ability to get out. What happened after that may be 
because the fake archaeological team found some clues about what really 
happened and killed Pang Ergui and the other one in retaliation.” I said. “I 
don’t know whether this archaeological team is the one that went to Xisha, 
but I feel that if not all of them were present, then there were certainly 
some of them. If this is the case, do you think there’s someone who made 
the switch in order to join the archaeological team to Xisha?” I felt like my 
thinking was very mature. 

Fatty said, “Goddamn it, but how do you prove it?” 

“The most direct way is to go to the lake in Yangjiao Mountain to have a 
look. Now that the lake is getting smaller, I think we can dive down to see 
what’s below, and whether any bodies had been thrown in.” 

“Fuck, it’ll be a bit difficult, right? It’s been almost forty years now, and the 
corpses would have already rotted away.” 
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“The bones must still be there.” I said, “Pan Ma and the others didn’t have a 
boat, so the bodies must have been dumped in the shallows. I think we can 
take a chance.” 
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Chapter 17 Déjà Vu 

Fatty thought my statement was very ridiculous, but admitted that it was 
the only possibility. He was originally an advocate for the day trip to 
Yangjiao Mountain, so he readily agreed when he heard me say that we 
should go. 

We then discussed the specifics. We didn’t have any equipment since our 
trip this time was a leisurely one, so that made things a bit tricky. In case 
there was a need for us to open a coffin or dig up a grave, the only thing we 
could do was stare. 

It was a remote area, so it was impossible to buy ready-made equipment 
here, but Fatty said: “There are some things that aren’t necessary, and we 
can buy some substitutes for the others. Although they won’t be as good, 
this time the site is close to the village, so the quality doesn’t have to be as 
high.” 

He was talking about the wilderness survival supplies that hunters usually 
had. We certainly didn’t need to carry solid fuel and smokeless stoves, but I 
felt we still needed to prepare some weapons after seeing those fierce 
beasts on the mountain. 

We called Agui to get his input since he also hunted. There were three 
shotguns, all of which were modified old guns whose names I didn’t 
know.  The three guns were of different ages, and Agui took the oldest one 
out of the chicken coop. Although the quality of the barrel was acceptable, 
the inside was completely rusted. No one dared to use it, and there was no 
place to find gunpowder. The other two were all loaded, and it was obvious 
that they were left over from the war years. 

Guns were banned a few years ago, but the people here depended on 
hunting for a living. Of course, those who wanted to eat weren’t willing to 
hand them over, and the top authorities also knew the situation and turned 
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a blind eye. The only problem now was that bullets weren’t easy to come by. 
Agui said that the village hunters had to go to the county for approval to buy 
them. 

Agui’s own hunting was already an amateur activity, so there weren’t many 
bullets in the house. Fatty checked the two usable guns and said, “Agui’s 
one is absolutely fine. The other one hasn’t been used for so long, but has 
been maintained well. It only takes one shot to know if it can be used.” 

We bought fifty rounds from a few of Agui’s neighbors at a high price of fifty 
yuan per round. I noticed that the brass cylindrical bullets had been hand-
made in a small workshop. I felt a little distressed because it cost fifty yuan 
for each one, but Fatty said: “Don’t be so petty. If that fifty yuan saves your 
life, it’s definitely worth it.” 

To cut paths in the mountains, Agui’s family had a machete that he specially 
sharpened for us. We wrote a list of other things we would need and asked 
him to go to the village to see if there were any substitutes. If there was no 
climbing rope, he took hemp rope from the well. If there was no high-power 
flashlight, he tied several torches together. If there was no knife, he grabbed 
a sickle. 

Agui warned us that there was a lot of rain now, so there were many 
mosquitoes and poisonous bugs in the mountains. This was especially true 
at the edge of the lake, where the mosquitoes were as big as wasps. He 
went on to say that we should bring mosquito nets and mosquito-repellent 
incense to throw into the bonfire, otherwise it would definitely be too much 
for us city folks. I told myself there was no need to worry about it with 
Poker-Face here. 

Arranged properly, Agui said that it would take a day or two to prepare 
everything. The guide wasn’t back yet anyways, and we could only leave 
once he was ready. 
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In the meantime, Fatty said that he could find a way to use the sulfuric acid 
he brought back to see what was wrapped in the iron block. This would 
require careful operation, so a better site had to be chosen. 

I thought of Pan Ma’s story and felt that it was inappropriate to mess with it 
at this time. The iron piece emitted a smell that gradually faded with the 
passage of time, indicating that there was a volatile substance inside. There 
was no way to know if this substance would be harmful to the human body, 
so I figured it wasn’t time to dissolve it. When we got there and found some 
clues, we could judge whether to take the risk or not. 

Fatty’s curiosity was eating at him, but what I said was absolutely 
reasonable, so Poker-Face agreed with me. Fatty had to give up once he 
realized it might bring trouble to others. 

In the next instant, however, he was back in high spirits. First, he believed 
the tomb existed. Second, he hadn’t hunted for a long time, and his hands 
were itching to shoot. He had been nagging us all night about hunting, 
despite the fact that his face was swollen like he’d been kicked by a horse. I 
couldn’t sleep either, but I was thinking about the lake. Poker-Face didn’t 
speak, but I saw him looking at Agui’s other building through the window. 

I thought I had seen a shadow in that building two nights before, but now 
the window was completely dark, and I couldn’t see anything. Agui’s son 
didn’t seem very willing to see people and appeared to live in seclusion. I 
wondered if he had some kind of disease that forced him to stay home. Such 
things often happened in the countryside. 

After not sleeping for a night, plus a day of intense mental activity, I couldn’t 
hear what Fatty was saying after a while. Poker-Face was leaned up against 
the wall, dozing off. It was much cooler out here than in the room, and with 
Poker-Face around, there weren’t any bugs. We just lay there and fell 
asleep, and it was noon the next day before we woke up. 

We set off with Agui on the third day. 
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To my dismay, I didn’t see the legendary guide. Agui and Yun Cai were the 
only ones who set off with us. 

I asked, “What’s going on? Agui, didn’t you say you haven’t been there 
before? How can you take us?” 

Agui told us that the guide went into the mountains and hadn’t come back 
yet. He didn’t know if he had encountered an obstacle of some sort, but 
several teams had gone looking for him and hadn’t returned. No one else 
besides his daughter had been to the lake, and Yun Cai had been there 
several times before with her grandpa so she knew the way. With Yun Cai 
and a few dogs in tow, he took us with him, saying it shouldn’t be a problem. 
Since we couldn’t communicate in their dialect, I was afraid there would be 
trouble. 

I cursed myself as I realized that I had offered too much, and Agui was 
reluctant to let others earn this money. Fatty immediately said, “No, we’re 
here to work. It’s no joke bringing a little girl with us. If she gets hurt, I’ll feel 
bad for you as a father.” 

Agui kept telling us not to worry, because the little girls here handled guns 
since they were five or six years old. In the mountains, she was more useful 
than us, and she knew the mountains better than him anyways.  

As we spoke, Yun Cai came out of the house. Fatty and I glanced at her and 
saw that she had completely changed into a Yao hunting outfit. She had a 
hunting knife placed at her lower back, and was carrying a short, small 
shotgun. The Yao girl already had a good figure, so when she wore this 
dress, the curves along her legs and body became more pronounced and 
looked really tight. With a playful expression and irresistible flavor of a 
seventeen or eighteen-year-old girl, Fatty was immediately conquered. 

She walked over to our side, stared at us challengingly, and then said, “Boss, 
are you looking down on people?” 
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“No, no, no!  Not at all!”  Fatty immediately said, “Sister, don’t get me 
wrong, this fat brother is mainly afraid of working you too hard. In fact, you 
are definitely the best candidate in our hearts.” 

I immediately frowned, kicked Fatty, and scolded him in a low voice: “Why 
did you change your mind so quickly? What, at your age, you still want the 
old cow to eat tender grass?” 

“What’s the matter with my age? I’m what you’d call a man in his prime. It’s 
a strong cow, not an old cow.” He whispered back. “You asked Pan Zi to find 
a wife, so why can’t I?” 

I also didn’t know if his heart was really moved or he just wanted to mess 
around. I told him that Miao Yao families– especially the women– were all 
fierce, and that he should be careful. If the family thought he was serious, 
they’d tie him up and make him take care of the fields for a lifetime. If he 
changed his mind and tried to run away, then they’d pierce his heart with a 
bug and feed all of his body fat to it. 

Fatty was obviously well informed and disagreed, saying that even if the 
peonies died, it was also romantic to be a ghost. It would be better if all the 
beauties in Yaozhai tricked him, then he could stay here and be the village 
chief. 

I started laughing and had no choice but to accept the present situation. 
Looking at Yun Cai, I felt that Agui was right, and things wouldn’t be too 
dangerous this time. 

The only thing that had me worried was that Fatty kept teasing Yun Cai and 
making her laugh while we packed everything up, but I could see her 
secretly looking at Poker-Face from time to time. She was very careful, and 
always looked away immediately, but I could see something in those clear 
eyes. 
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We followed the same route we used to find Father Pan Ma, which I was 
already a little familiar with. This time, it was much easier going than that 
night we searched for him.  

Fatty was absolutely captivated, circling around Yun Cai and practically 
kneeling down to be her horse. Yun Cai was indeed lovely and asked us what 
we did for a living as she skipped along happily. She said we certainly 
weren’t tour guides, because what kind of tour guide would come to such a 
place? Fatty pretended to be mysterious and said that we were important 
men with secret missions. If she was willing to kiss him, then he would tell 
her in secret. 

I was really afraid Yun Cai would kiss him, and thought Fatty was being too 
careless. Fortunately, she still cared about appearances and wouldn’t fall for 
it.  

Poker-Face, on the other hand, wasn’t affected by our lively atmosphere, 
and his face remained unchanged. In a relaxed atmosphere like this, he was 
the only one who remained in a dark mood. 

We arrived at the ancient grave in the mountain pass that evening, and then 
went one or two kilometers further in before resting. After daybreak, we 
continued walking for two more days before we arrived at the lake. 

From a distance, I could see the lake from the ridge. It was probably due to 
several days of torrential rain, but the lake was larger than I expected. Sure 
enough, as Pan Ma had said, the lake was surrounded by rocks and vast 
mountains. The high and steep peaks were endless, and the huge mountains 
soared into the clouds, more dangerous than any hills. Plants were very 
densely distributed in the mountain, and even the cliffs were dark green 
with them. Shiwan Dashan really deserved its reputation. I couldn’t help but 
rejoice at the fact that this place wasn’t far from the village. If we went 
further in, the hinterland in the deep mountains may be even more 
dangerous than Tamutuo. 
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After walking on an invisible mountain road that was completely covered by 
vegetation, we came to the lake’s shore. We couldn’t see any traces of 
anyone stationed there. The clear water in the lake reflected the clouds in 
the sky, painting a really beautiful picture. We shed our packs and washed 
our faces in the lake, feeling refreshed. The water was cool, which meant 
that the bottom of the lake was connected with an underground river. 

After washing my face, I looked up and glanced around. The lake reflected 
the sky and the surrounding mountains, and I suddenly had a sense of déjà 
vu as I stared in confusion. Off to the side, Poker-face also looked puzzled. 
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Chapter 18 Brain Teaser 

I had experienced this kind of déjà vu before, and it always gave me 
goosebumps. I thought it was an illusion, but it was different this time 
because I saw Poker-face’s face had also changed, and he wore the same 
puzzled expression. I didn’t know whether he felt the same way or not. 

Where was it? Where had I seen this scene before? Or did I merely see 
something similar to this? 

I tried hard to recall, thinking it over and over in my mind, but I just couldn’t 
remember. I only felt that this scene was one which I had just witnessed. 
Moreover, there was a feeling of “something is wrong” that went along with 
this familiar feeling. Obviously, the impression in my memory was slightly 
different from the one here. 

Fatty was completely carefree as he took off his clothes and jumped into the 
water to swim. Agui asked him to be careful, saying that the lakes in the 
mountains were unlucky, and it wasn’t good to swim about too much. Fatty 
had never heard such a thing before and splashed water on Agui to shut him 
up. 

Back on the shore, we took off our wet shoes and pants, and then Fatty 
helped Agui build a canopy. Agui cut some firewood while Yun Cai helped 
cook rice for that night’s meal. I was drinking water when I suddenly 
remembered where I had seen this mountain view before. 

The shape and feeling of this mountain were actually very similar to the 
mountain scenery we saw when we were swimming in the village stream. 
The line and trend of the mountain were exactly the same, it was just that 
we were in a stream at that time, and now we were in a lake. That was why 
the reflection in the water— along with the mountain’s appearance—
surprised me. It was simply that the mountain here was thickly wooded, 
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while all the trees beside the village had been cut down, creating a small 
difference. 

Before I had closed my eyes to rest back then, I had carefully observed the 
scenery around the stream, and although Poker-Face was absent-minded, 
he certainly took everything in with his eyes. Fatty’s attention was on the 
little girls, so he obviously hadn’t noticed. 

It was really interesting how nature could be so uncanny. I didn’t know if it 
was pure coincidence, or because of geological reasons, but it seemed that 
feng shui terrain like this really existed. This kind of terrain was called “fish 
scale ridge”, because all of the mountains were like fish scales, the similar-
looking peaks overlapping layer after layer. This kind of feng shui wasn’t 
suitable for burials, because it was said that under the fish scales was a place 
to hide dirt. Geographically speaking, a fish scale ridge was especially prone 
to soil erosion and was plagued by stagnant water. The ancient grave we 
saw at the mountain pass was one such example. But if there was a lake in 
the “fish scale ridge,” then it was completely different and was instead 
called “fish comes from the water”. This was because the water that came 
out of the fish scales wouldn’t become stagnant. If this happened, then it 
wasn’t a fish, but a little dragon. If there were any young people who had 
died early, then they were probably buried here. 

In this case, there was a high possibility that an ancient tomb was here. 
Unfortunately, I didn’t know the burial details of this mountain, and in my 
opinion, the surrounding mountains weren’t very suitable for it. 

Yun Cai and her father built a shack and began to collect firewood on one 
side. Fatty, Poker-Face, and I started searching around the lake and 
observing the surrounding environment. 

The lake was only the size of two football fields, and we finished it in one go. 
I walked along the bank and looked at the water, finding that the bottom 
was full of stones, and there appeared to be a large drop-off in the middle of 
the lake. I could see the bottom in the shallower places, but the rest of the 
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lake was hidden in darkness and seemed to be extremely deep. Just as Pan 
Ma had said, the lakeshore was full of large and small stones that varied 
greatly in size. What concerned me, however, was that the lakeshore was 
very clean and free of any debris. Perhaps it had all been washed into the 
lake by days of heavy rain. 

I had always had an inexplicable fear of deep lakes. As the saying goes, 
shallow water does not hide dragons, but deep water must be strange. Deep 
water meant that the lake’s holding area wasn’t as small as we could see 
from the lake surface, and there may be some strange things in it. There 
were many big lakes with water monsters in the world. The lake surface 
wasn’t big, but it was extremely deep, so even if there was nothing strange 
down there, there could still be some big fish. When the bottoms of some 
large reservoirs are cleared, they always tend to find some fish that have 
grown extremely large. 

I didn’t see any obvious traces of bones after circling, but most of the stones 
on the lake beach were very fine. The water level here had been changing 
continuously for more than forty years, and the rocks had been rolling 
down. The bones may have been pressed underneath them. 

At this time, we evaluated the situation. According to general practice, the 
archaeological team must have been stationed at the south end of the lake, 
just as we were. On the other side of the lake was a mountain, meaning 
there would be danger of falling rocks and mudslides. That told us that we 
should search the area south of the lake. 

This was a big project. We brought a few dogs with us, but I didn’t know if 
we could use them. The bodies had been soaked in water for so many years 
that the bones must have ossified, which made them no different from 
stone. 

After lunch, Agui went on an excursion to see if there was anything to hunt. 
We began to search the area as Yun Cai washed our sweaty clothes. The 
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area around the lake was very large, so Fatty, Poker-Face, and I each picked 
an area and started our operation. 

What we had to do was move the stones one by one with our bare hands. 
The stones here must have been the closest to the shore, but the water level 
here was gradually falling, and the accumulated stones functioned to 
prevent the rain from scouring the area (rain water will sink into the lower 
layer of the stone beach and converge into groundwater instead of forming 
water flow on the stone beach. Part of Dujiangyan(1) was based on this 
principle). The slope at the bottom of the lake was very steep, and it was 
impossible for Pan Ma and the others to go too deep into the lake, so the 
place where the bodies were dumped must be very close to the shore. Not 
to mention the fact that the water level had dropped a lot, so the bones 
wouldn’t be in the lake, but on the shore. 

Fatty said that if nothing had been tied to the bodies after they were 
dumped, they would first become floating corpses, and then be swallowed 
by fish and shrimps. In this way, the bones must have been scattered. The 
heads could be here, and the tailbones may be a hundred meters away, so 
they were definitely impossible to find. And if the bodies hadn’t been 
thrown into a deep place, then they may have also been dragged ashore by 
animals for food. 

I said: “No matter what you say, it’s unlikely that there isn’t a single trace 
left. Chairman Mao said that the world is afraid of being serious. Let’s look 
first, and then analyze the situation.” 

The three of us kept turning rocks over until the sun set, but there was still 
no result. Several hounds were playing by the lake, ignoring us completely 
and not wanting to help. The sun by the lake was very lethal, and after a full 
day, my skull was burning with pain. Agui’s gun went off twice in the woods, 

 

(1) Oldest and only surviving no-dam irrigation system in the world 
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and he brought back a pheasant. Soon, the smell of roasted chicken made us 
unbearably hungry. 

Fatty couldn’t help feeling a little depressed, and as we leaned against each 
other to smoke during the break, he said: “This is killing me. We’d be better 
off looking for a tomb instead. The dead archeological team may not even 
be here.” I knew that he was still thinking about looking for the tomb, so I 
comforted him by saying that we were staying for several days anyway. We 
had time, so if we really couldn’t find the dead team, then I would find the 
tomb for him. 

It was rare for me to not be so impatient. I drank some rice wine, and we 
rested by the campfire near the lake. Since it was also by the mountain, the 
air was extremely cool. Yun Cai had changed clothes and washed her hair, 
her light T-shirt giving off the feeling of a city girl. After dinner, she also 
showed us a few dances. Yao dances had many movements that involved 
turning in circles and kicking the lower legs, which meant that Yao girls’ 
lower legs were especially good-looking. I thought Fatty’s jaw was going to 
fall off. He said he had to learn it, but he danced like a man possessed by 
spirits, and I ended up laughing my head off. 

I hadn’t laughed so freely in so long that in the end, all I could do was smile. 
That was when I suddenly saw Poker-Face leaning against a stone, looking as 
tense as ever. I hadn’t even noticed him at first. 

I told myself that it wasn’t a mistake to come here to look for his past, and 
judging from the clues collected so far, we were obviously on the right track. 
It was easy for us to come all this way, but for him, everything he 
encountered was like knocking on the door to his past, so it must have been 
really difficult for him to relax. 

This man also had a typical self-exile personality. His heart was outside of 
the peach garden as he smiled at the spring breeze, but no one could enter 
his heart. 
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Thinking about it, I threw a small stone at him and said, “Don’t think about 
it. Let me tell you, I have experience. It’s useless to think about it. What 
we’re doing now is a puzzle. Before all the pieces are found, don’t worry 
about it.” I then handed him the rice wine. 

Poker-Face took it silently, but put it aside. I was a little drunk and sighed, 
“Can’t you have a drink?” 

He shook his head and looked out into the darkness. 

I had to turn my attention back to Fatty, who was using a brain teaser to 
keep us entertained. He asked Yun Cai what kind of battle would kill a 
hundred enemies at the cost of three thousand of his own. 

I was afraid he would tell her dirty joke as hints, and since she was very 
pure, this kind of thing felt like tainting the innocent, so I shouted at him as 
a warning. Fatty told me not to worry, this brain teaser was absolutely 
serious. 

Agui, who kept giggling because he had also drank too much, kept guessing 
wrong. Finally, the answer was announced. It turned out to be a mahjong 
battle between “fart hu” and “thirteen orphans”. You win a hundred yuan, 
but lose three thousand.(2)  

Yao people didn’t play mahjong, so Yun Cai didn’t understand. I scolded him, 
“Aren’t you bullying people? Do you have any local brain teasers?” 

 

(2) This was a clusterfuck, so ya’ll can thank Tiffany for her hard work on 
fixing this mess lol. I’m just going to copy her comment: When you play 
mahjong, there’s usually money involved. If you get a set of tiles that can be 
seen as “fart hu”, you get a small win. If you get “thirteen orphans, you win 
big. So, if you’re the person who gets a small win, then your opponent wins 
big. You may get a little money at first, but you have to pay your opponent 
more money next. 
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Fatty said yes, and asked us, “Guess again, what kind of battle kills one 
enemy and injures three thousand?” 

“Hornets!” Yun Cai immediately raised her hand. 

Fatty said angrily, “Silly girl, are you intentionally messing with me?” 

We laughed, and I said it must have been a battle between cavalry and 
tanks. Fatty said that if that were the case, then ten thousand men in the 
cavalry would be injured, and still wouldn’t manage to kill the tank. 

We went on to guess, some saying poker, some ants, some abalone. Fatty 
gloatingly said that we were all wrong, as if he were insulting our IQs. 

I said angrily: “What the fuck are you talking about? If it’s too far-fetched, I’ll 
beat you.” 

Fatty said: “This one’s too easy. Ah, I really am gifted. How can I be so 
different from you ordinary people? I’ll tell you, so listen carefully. Killing 
one enemy and injuring three thousand is a battle between bananas and 
elephants.” 

When I heard this, I was furious and scolded: “What bullshit are you 
spouting? Bananas and elephants fighting? What is that? How can bananas 
and elephants fight to kill an enemy, and cost you three thousand?” 

Fatty said, “The elephant ate too many bananas and died.” 

We laughed so hard that Yun Cai couldn’t breathe, but after a few laughs, 
we slowly calmed down. I saw Poker-Face stand up silently, walk towards 
the lake, and then sit at a distance where the bonfire could barely reach. 

There was a trace of fear in Yun Cai’s eyes as she looked at us: “Does he 
think we’re too noisy?” 
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Fatty sighed, took a puff of tobacco, and comforted her, “It’s okay, leave him 
alone. He’s going to take a shit.” 

I looked at Poker-Face and was about to get up, but Yun Cai walked towards 
him first.  
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Chapter 19 Siphon Effect 

Yun Cai sat next to Poker-Face, but I couldn’t hear what she said to him from 
this distance. Fatty looked straight at them and I joked, “You’re looking a 
little lovelorn. I’m sorry for your loss.” 

Fatty said disapprovingly: “You’re the same!” 

“Your mother!”  I said angrily, “I’m not as perverted as you. I’m not 
interested in little girls.” 

Fatty patted me: “I believe Little Brother is definitely a man of good 
character.” He handed me the wine and got up to go pee. Soon, the steady, 
continuous sound of urination came from behind, making me wonder how 
long he had been suppressing it. 

I couldn’t help but smile and laugh, but I was so tired that I eventually 
calmed down and looked at the distant moonlight reflected on the lake. I 
suddenly felt that coming here must have been a kind of fate. 

Looking at the isolated lake and mountains here, who would’ve thought that 
such strange things had happened in those days? Looking at our boisterous 
laughter, who knew that we actually carried so many things? The world was 
very simple, and it was the people in it who seemed to be the most 
complicated. And this complexity was something they could resist, but 
couldn’t escape. 

If there was nothing to worry about, then there was nothing to worry about. 
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, thinking about my previous and 
present states of mind. I felt that the previous image of hitting a wall 
everywhere while searching for so many mysteries was really a bit 
ridiculous. 
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After draining his bladder, Fatty came back shivering. Seeing that Yun Cai 
was still over there, he asked with a strange expression on his face, “That girl 
hasn’t come back yet? Her perseverance is commendable.” 

“Don’t say that, maybe Little Brother likes this type. They’re probably 
exchanging love tokens by now.” I joked.  

Fatty said: “That’s not true. They’re so far away from us. If a monster or 
something comes out of the lake and drags them in, I can’t save them. I’ll go 
protect them.” He started to pass by me, but I grabbed him and said, “Don’t 
disturb them. Poker-Face may be very tired now, and he must be full of 
questions. I’ve experienced this before. It’s better to leave him alone.  If you 
listen carefully, you’ll notice that Yun Cai isn’t talking either. Maybe she’s 
just watching the sky with him.” 

Fatty sat down and listened carefully, but all we heard was Yun Cai 
singing.  We both quieted down as the faint lake breeze carried her soft 
singing voice– a Yao song– towards us. It was very quiet, but very clear. 

No one spoke again. I told myself that Yun Cai’s voice was really nice as I sat 
down, looked at the stars in the sky, and listened. 

Thin clouds drifted across the sky, and my mind was as calm as the lake. 
Slowly, I entered a trance-like state. 

In a daze, I didn’t know how long it was before the singing suddenly 
stopped. My mind was in turmoil for a moment, and I opened my eyes to 
see Poker-Face already standing up and looking at the lake. Several dogs 
lying idly off to one side also looked up in the same direction. 

Fatty and Agui were still sleeping, so I woke them up. A “click click” sound 
was carried by the wind from the direction of the lake, as if several legs with 
big feet were coming towards the shore from the shallows. 
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The dogs all stood up and stared warily in that direction, but they were well 
trained and none of them barked.  When Fatty and I looked at each other, I 
grimaced. He pointed to the flashlight sitting off to one side, and silently 
asked me to pass it to him. Agui quietly asked us to sit down while 
motioning with his hand to calm us down. He whispered: “It’s okay. It seems 
that the beast is merely getting a drink of water.” 

“What kind of beast is it? It’s making quite a lot of noise.” Fatty asked softly. 

Agui picked up the shotgun, told us to stay still, and walked into the dark 
barefoot, with Yun Cai following behind. Fatty couldn’t resist hunting and 
gave me a wink. I also wanted to get a look at it, so I followed several meters 
behind. 

As we walked up to Poker-Face, we vaguely saw something by the lake. We 
looked for the imaginary beast, but couldn’t find it. Maybe this beast was 
only loudly drinking water, but was actually small in size? We used a 
flashlight to search, following the sound as we looked for it, only to find that 
the sound was coming from all directions. It was very rhythmic, and not at 
all like an animal. 

“It’s not a wild animal, but what is it?”  Fatty said to himself. 

“It’s the sound of the tide.” Poker-Face said. 

We looked at each other. Could there really be a tide in such a small 
lake?  Was the moon especially big today?  We looked up, but we couldn’t 
see the moon clearly at all. 

Agui put down his gun, and we walked towards the water line. Sure enough, 
the lake was moving as rhythmically as waves lapping at the beach, but the 
amplitude wasn’t high. The sound of what we thought was an animal 
drinking water was actually made by the water hitting the stones. 
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I looked at the rocky beach at my feet, and found that the water level had 
dropped, and my feet were damp. In other words, the water level of this 
lake kept dropping when we were dicking around earlier, and even as we 
listened to Yun Cai sing just now.  I found that there were at least a dozen 
steps starting from the wet line and going straight to the water’s edge, 
meaning that the water level had dropped very sharply. 

“What’s going on? Is there a hole at the bottom of the lake?” Fatty looked 
out. 

I was very familiar with geography and knew that this was a geographical 
phenomenon, so I said to him, “It’s probably a siphon effect.” 

“What siphon? Siphon erguotou?”(1) 

“It seems that this lake is really connected to an underground river. There 
may be a larger lake nearby that’s affected by the tide or air pressure, which 
causes the lakes to be linked. For example, the small lake and the large lake 
are magnets. Assuming that the siphon effect is caused by the moon’s 
gravity, then the moon is also a large magnet, and we can be sure that the 
larger lake is under a large suction force. As a result, a pressure difference 
between the large lake and the small lake will be generated. The water in 
the small lake will be pumped into the large lake, and the water level of the 
small lake will decrease.” I looked up at the sky, and suddenly realized 
something. 

No wonder we couldn’t find any traces of the corpses. If there was a siphon 
effect here and it happened every night, then the corpses from that time 
may have been sucked into the center of the lake by the siphon tide. It was 
the same principle as a toilet. 

 

(1) Think this is a type of liquor. 
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Not only the dead bodies, but everything in the lake would have been 
sucked to the center. No wonder I felt that there was nothing but stones in 
the lake. 

The bottom of the lake had a very steep drop, so nothing would be pushed 
back at high tide if it fell down. If there were no stones at that time, it would 
surely have stayed in the deepest part in the center of the lake. 

I couldn’t help feeling a little depressed at this thought. I didn’t know how 
deep the lake was, and we didn’t have any diving equipment, so if the lake 
was too deep, then we would have no choice but say we failed. 

But on second thought, people who dove freehand could dive more than a 
hundred meters down. Although we didn’t have that kind of professional 
skill, it shouldn’t be a problem to dive twenty or thirty meters. If the lake 
wasn’t too deep, then we could still go into the water, but we needed 
people who were good at swimming. 

It wasn’t easy to come to this place, so we had to try anyways. Plus, it 
shouldn’t be too difficult to swim to the middle of the lake, so I asked them, 
“How long can you hold your breath?” 
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Chapter 20 Lake Bottom 

Fatty, Poker-Face, and I all had some swimming experience, and Agui could 
swim, but that was usually in streams. He wasn’t used to treading water for 
a long time, so I was afraid he wouldn’t be much help. Yun Cai was good at 
swimming, but without a swimsuit, we couldn’t let her dive in a small vest. 
Fatty probably wouldn’t be able to focus either. 

Fatty said that his lungs were large, and he could hold his breath for five 
minutes, but I said, “No way. You’re so big, so you’ll be under much greater 
pressure than us when you go underwater. People who can hold their 
breath for three minutes are already gods, so don’t try to be brave. It’s not a 
joke.” 

Fatty said: “I’m not worried about it. We’ll definitely try the shallow places 
first. The main problem is that we don’t have fins, so we’ll have to dive very 
slowly, and may run out of breath.” 

I nodded. In fact, free diving wasn’t completely freehand, but also had 
related equipment and protective measures, the most important of which 
was one’s mentality. When I was in Xisha, I heard those divers tell us that 
the most important thing in deep-water diving was your mentality. All deep-
water divers– especially those who did it freehand– would do yoga and 
meditation training. In the depths of the water, it was so dark all around 
that it was just like being in a void, and people would unconsciously panic. 
Under the water, a panic attack couldn’t be calmed down, and it was easy to 
have an accident. In addition, one’s oxygen consumption would also 
increase significantly, and if you ran out, it may cause direct asphyxia. 

It was a pity that the sea water in that area of Xisha was too shallow, and 
the water was too clear. I hadn’t experienced that kind of feeling before and 
didn’t know what it would actually be like to encounter it. 
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But freediving didn’t require strict equipment, and we could find some 
alternatives like the ones Fatty had mentioned, such as using stones to 
accelerate our descent. The lake here may have been very deep originally, 
but the water level couldn’t have dropped by more than a hundred meters 
over the years. I figured fifty meters was our limit, but we obviously had to 
explore it before diving. 

All three of us were very excited as we discussed the details in depth. We 
ended up waking up early the next day before the sun came out, and I 
continued to do one last search on the shore to solidify my impression of 
yesterday. There was a layer of mist around the lake, but only up to the 
outer edge. Yun Cai and Agui were accustomed to getting up early and 
cooked a breakfast of very thin gruel. Fatty could drink ten bowls by himself, 
but even if Yun Cai had burned it, he would still say it was delicious. 

After eating, Fatty also came to help me with the search, but this time, he 
brought the dogs with him. Fatty teased them and said, “Look for the bones. 
If you find any, I’ll pair you up with a few bitches.” The dogs went to the lake 
to drink water and play, and completely ignored him. 

By the time the sun rose, I had already made one pass around the lake, and 
was sure nothing would be found. I decided to go into the water along with 
the other two at a time when it was slightly warmer, which would probably 
be in the afternoon. In accordance with the plan we made yesterday, we 
began collecting and preparing a long rope, a small raft, and several stones 
of suitable weight. 

Agui and Yun Cai helped us to weave straw ropes. They didn’t need to be 
too strong as long as they could measure the water’s depth, but they 
needed to be as long as possible. Fatty cut a lot of grass with a sickle and 
spread it out to dry, but not all of it was suitable for weaving, and more than 
half of it couldn’t be used. 
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Poker-Face and I used the braided ropes to tie two small rafts the size of 
square tables together. Then, we found thigh-sized stones and tied the 
straw ropes to them to give the rafts ballast. 

The straw ropes were made of three combined pieces, each more than ten 
meters long. It was amazing that two people could achieve all of that in one 
morning. The rope was very rough because it hadn’t been well processed, 
but I didn’t care. I wasn’t expecting it to last for a few months, or even a few 
hours. 

In addition to that, Fatty’s nylon bag was cut up. The nylon thread inside was 
pulled out, coiled, and tied to a small stone that would act as a small anchor 
to detect the lake’s depth. 

After the preparations were made, we piled all these things on the small 
raft, undressed to our underwear, and slowly walked into the lake. Fatty had 
bought Poker-Face’s underwear, and there were two chickens on it, which 
almost made Yun Cai faint with laughter. 

At this time, it was already around two in the afternoon. The surface of the 
lake was still cold, which made me think it must be connected with running 
water. With no sun and such a big temperature difference, there was still a 
chance we could get cramps when we went into the water. 

As I stepped fully into the water, I noticed the color of it under my feet soon 
became darker, which made me feel a little nervous. It always made me feel 
unsafe when I couldn’t see the bottom, but after experiencing so many 
strong winds and waves recently, the feeling passed quickly. The lake wasn’t 
very large either, so we were soon paddling towards the center. 

The wind in the lake was very cool, and completely relieved the summer 
heat. When we reached the center of the lake, keeping our balance required 
more paddling effort. Fatty wiped his face with his hand and asked, “Captain 
Naive, what should we do first?” 
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“Measure the water depth first.” I said. 

Fatty picked up the nylon thread tied around the small stone and threw it 
into the water. The stone pulled the silk thread down as it kept sinking, and 
the coil kept shrinking in Fatty’s hand. Soon, only the line was visible as the 
stone sank into darkness. 

After waiting for more than a minute, the coil stopped moving. Fatty broke 
the thread end and pulled it up bit by bit, counting the number of turns on 
one side. Finally, it was determined that the water depth was more than 
thirty-three meters. 

I groaned. Although it was similar to my estimate, I still felt a little bad when 
I heard it. And this wasn’t necessarily the deepest place. With this kind of 
stone lake, the deepest part wasn’t necessarily in the middle. 

“Thirty-three meters, Chief Officer. We have to dive ten stories deep.” 

“Damn it, why did you demote me as soon as you said thirty meters?” I 
cursed as I put on a brave face, “Ten stories is nothing. What the hell are you 
afraid of?” 

At this point, Poker-Face and I plugged our ears with mud and took a few 
shallow dives to adjust to the water temperature while Fatty watched on. 
He was fat, so it wasn’t good for him to dive; plus, we didn’t need him right 
now. I tied a straw rope with a big stone around my waist, took a sickle and 
a flashlight in a plastic bag, and winked at Poker-Face. 

We took a deep breath, and when we reached our limit, we pushed the 
stone from the raft into the water. The stone slowly sank, driving us directly 
into the water. 

In Sudan, this was how the overthrown sheikh was executed. I looked up at 
the surface of the water, but without diving goggles, it was all hazy. I could 
vaguely see Fatty’s lower body, and the shadow of the raft, along with the 
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halo of the sun on the water. But these scenes soon passed away, and 
absolute silence prevailed all around. Looking down again, there was a dark 
abyss below, and only Poker-Face’s flashlight could be seen. He looked like a 
water bat. 

I had to tell myself that this situation wouldn’t last long. As the light dimmed 
sharply around me, and the water pressure increased, my eardrums and 
chest began to feel so bad that I had to spit out the air in my lungs. 

Soon, my flashlight captured the underwater scene. A gray stone was 
gradually approaching me, and as I sank, the bottom of the lake became 
clearer and clearer. I found that the rocks under the water were from both 
the deep and shallow parts of the lake. Obviously, the bottom of this lake 
wasn’t flat, but had a slope. 

It was almost at this time that I couldn’t hold my breath any longer. I looked 
at my watch and saw that I had only been in the water for less than thirty 
seconds, but I began to feel a pressure in my nose and wanted to inhale. 

On the other side, Poker-face was still diving. I looked up above my head, 
and oh God, was the view blurry. There was only a little halo in the 
distance—imagine that you are in a dark, thirty-meter-high auditorium 
looking up at the bowl-sized skylight— and I couldn’t help suddenly feeling 
scared, disoriented, and like I couldn’t hold on anymore. 

I pulled out the sickle at my waist and tried to cut the straw rope that held 
me back, but the water-soaked rope was unexpectedly very tough. I cut two 
times, but only half of the straw rope was broken, and the other half 
couldn’t be cut. 

I panicked at once and reflexively told myself to take a deep breath and be 
calm. As a result, I inhaled a mouthful of water into my lungs and choked, 
and my whole body seized up. 
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After managing to hold back the water in my lungs, I felt a vibration come 
from one end of the rope, where the stone had fallen to the bottom. I tried 
my best to hold on and looked down. Sure enough, the bottom of the lake 
wasn’t flat, but had a large, steep beach. Like the beach on the bank up 
above, it was full of large and small stones, but these stones had been 
soaked in water for many years and were covered in a layer of what looked 
like millet. What I found odd was that these stones were completely “clean”. 
Unlike the lake bottoms I had seen before, there was only some algae and 
snails growing on these stones. 

The stone beach was very steep. My “weight-bearing stone” was stuck 
among several stones on it, so it didn’t slide down the steep slope. But I 
could tell that the bottom of the beach was very deep, as if there was still 
some potential. 

I didn’t know how deep it was now, but on the other side, Poker-Face’s dive 
had been much deeper than mine. I saw his flashlight continue sinking like a 
fuzzy flare in the night. 

The air in my lungs has been exhausted, and I began to sink to the bottom of 
the lake where I lay prone. At this moment, I felt that I could hold on a little 
longer. The sense of urgency I had felt just now may have been caused by 
the water pressure on my chest. I propped myself up and lifted my “weight-
bearing stone” from where it was stuck and threw it down the slope. 

The stone slipped down– causing me to descend again– and rolled another 
seven or eight meters. The slope of the beach became more gradual, and 
the stone stopped again. 

I grabbed the rope and sank down so that I could lift the stone again. At this 
moment, I suddenly found a huge, fuzzy shadow in the deep blue-gray water 
below the slope that looked like the head of an alligator. 
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My sight under the water was very blurred, so I couldn’t see it very clearly 
and got quite a fright. I asked myself, does this kind of lake have water 
monsters? 

The flashlight continued shining, and I found that the shadow was actually a 
wooden building constructed in an ancient style. It had collapsed in the deep 
trench under my feet, and there was only a rough shelf covered with cotton-
like deposits. I grabbed the rope to stabilize myself and turned the flashlight 
towards the wooden building. Based on the many staggered shadows, there 
was more than one such building, and there were even dilapidated tile 
houses. Looking down the slope of this deep ditch, I saw that there were 
stone steps and fences, all of which were quietly sinking into the lake. 

My God. I was completely shocked at the fact that what I was looking at was 
actually an ancient Yao village. 
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Chapter 21 The Ancient Village at the Bottom 

of the Lake 

My imagination had run wild thinking about the deep blue lake bottom, but I 
never thought that I would see these things here. 

These wooden buildings were completely covered by sediment, much like 
part of a sunken ship. I couldn’t observe them carefully in this light, but I 
was sure that what was before my eyes was an ancient Yao village that had 
sunk to the bottom of the lake. 

It was dark under the deeper slope, and shadows were flickering below. 
There had to be something else there, and I figured it was more of the same 
kind of tall wooden building. 

What was going on here? Why were these buildings at the bottom of the 
lake? Did large-scale mountain quakes occur here, causing the mountain to 
collapse and bury what was originally a village? 

Looking at the dim blue building, my whole mind was in chaos. I even forgot 
the surrounding environment and just stared at the scene before me. 

In a daze, I suddenly felt my whole body jolt, and I started to float upward. 
When I pulled the rope, I found that it had finally broken. At that time, I felt 
the suffocating water pressure closing in on my face again. I no longer cared 
about the present situation and struggled to swim upward. 

It was an indescribable feeling as I rose very fast with the help of buoyancy. 
The darkness was all around me, as the bright aperture above gradually got 
closer. My brain began to lack oxygen, and it felt as if the aperture was 
becoming hazier, like I was swimming to heaven. 

I told myself that this was probably the last scene drowning victims saw.  In 
these last few seconds, my breath had reached its limit, my mind was blank, 



166 
 

and my vision turned white. Then I suddenly felt my face breach the surface, 
and the white light around me shrunk. At the same time, I heard the sound 
of water and other indistinguishable sounds, before I saw the watery lake. 

I hardly had the strength to take the first breath, but when I did, it broke 
free with surprising force. When I finally filled my lungs with air, I almost 
fainted—damn, after living for decades, I had never felt that breathing was 
so comfortable. 

I started to gasp, swallowing mouthfuls of air almost in terror, before 
everything around me gradually eased up. 

When I had fully regained my senses, I raised my hand and looked at my 
watch. I found that it had only been a little more than a minute since I had 
dived down to the depths of the water, but I felt like it had been several 
hours. The underwater environment, and what I had seen, had shocked me 
so much that I felt off kilter. 

Normally, the length I could hold my breath wasn’t so short, which showed 
that swimming pools and deep lakes were completely different things. I 
think I was too naive. 

Fatty and the raft were thirty meters away from me. Maybe I had used the 
wrong strength and deviated from the direction when I finally rushed out of 
the water. I swam towards Fatty and made it back to the raft. Fatty asked 
me how I got up so quickly. 

Just as I was about to speak, I suddenly felt something warm on my upper 
lip. When I touched it, I found that my nose was bleeding. Then, my ears and 
entire body began to ache, and I started to feel dizzy. I almost let go of the 
raft and sank, but dazedly felt Fatty catch me. I vaguely heard him say to me, 
“Fuck, you came up too fast. Your blood vessels burst!” 

Fortunately, vertigo was fleeting, and I soon recovered. I wasn’t a 
professional diver, and it seemed that my body structure really wasn’t 
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suitable for this kind of free diving.  I lay down on the raft again and watched 
the continuous nosebleed flow down my face to my chin and then drop into 
the water. I was vaguely worried about whether my internal organs were 
also damaged. 

Fatty blocked my nostrils with his handkerchief for a while, while asking me 
what was going on, and why I had come up so quickly. 

I tilted my head back to try to stop the nosebleed, and at the same time told 
him what I had seen. Fatty was stunned, but said he wouldn’t believe it 
unless he saw it with his own eyes. When he said he would go down and 
have a look, I stopped him and told him that it was definitely deeper than 
we measured. It was too dangerous to go down alone. 

At this time, there was another sound of something breaking the water’s 
surface, and Poker-Face came up and took a deep breath. The place where 
he appeared was only two meters away from the raft. Obviously, he was 
much calmer than me. 

I looked at my watch and noticed that he had dived about a minute longer 
than I did. He swam to the side of the raft with difficulty and came up with 
one hand. Fatty was just about to ask how things were going, when Poker-
Face suddenly lifted something from the water with his other hand and 
threw it onto the raft, splashing water all over our faces. 

Before I could see it clearly, Fatty exclaimed, “Fuck, what the hell is this?!” 
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Chapter 22 Picked Up Monster 

It was probably Fatty’s cry that gave me a warning. I was immediately 
intrigued and wiped the water from my face so I could see. 

My first instinct was that Poker-Face might have found the bodies, so I was 
ready to see a pale skeleton. 

Too bad I was wrong. I saw that what was thrown onto the raft seemed to 
be a dead animal the size of a hiking bag. On closer inspection, I found that a 
mass of rotting black tentacles had grown around the “sunken corpse”, 
which was swollen by ball-like blisters. It looked like it had been rotting in 
the water for a long time. 

People who have seen dead pigs and dogs floating in the flood lake all know 
how disgusting this kind of corpse is. I immediately felt sick to my stomach, 
turned over, and swam away from the raft. What was Poker-Face doing 
fishing for this thing? 

After swimming more than a meter away, I immediately used the lake water 
to wash off the carrion water splashed onto my face, but I still felt sticky. 
Fatty had already started scolding him: “Little Brother, fuck me, you’re so 
fucking skilled. What’s with this disgusting thing you grabbed?” 

Poker-Face just shrugged off the incident, fell down on the raft, and put his 
hand directly on the carrion. The carrion water was immediately squeezed 
out and flowed down the raft into the lake. Then, he began tearing the 
tentacles off the body and throwing them into the water. 

I almost vomited, but soon found that it wasn’t quite right, because there 
wasn’t a strong putrid odor. Then it seemed that Fatty found something, 
because he waved me over. 

I swam over again. The “tentacles” Poker-Face had thrown out were still 
floating around the raft. I refrained from puking and fished one up, 
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discovering that it wasn’t a tentacle, but something strange like an aquatic 
plant. Looking closely at the black “corpse”, I discovered that my previous 
assessment was wrong. The swollen belly of the “sunken corpse” had sunk 
down to where it didn’t look like a corpse, but rather like a deflated ball, and 
the tentacles around it were all those strange aquatic-like plants. 

I went up to help Poker-Face remove them from the “sunken corpse” and 
finally saw that it was an old-fashioned rotten black cowhide bag. The 
cowhide was completely black because of the water, and the surface was all 
rotted, leaving only a thin layer of lining. 

This was a big bag used to carry big luggage, and it had a wire rack inside. It 
didn’t rot away because the rack kept it from spreading out. 

“This is…” Fatty was speechless. 

Poker-Face said: “In the place where I went down, there was a row of 
fences. There were many bags and items that had sunk to the bottom of the 
lake stuck on the fences. A large area was scattered with them. I saw rifles, 
bags, and tents. I only managed to grab one.” 

I immediately realized what it was: “This must be what Pan Ma mentioned. 
After they killed the people, they sank the guns and equipment into the lake 
along with the bodies. It looks like I was right. These were all sucked into the 
lake bottom by a siphon tide and then stuck on the fence.” 

Poker-Face nodded, apparently agreeing with me. 

“Fence? What the fuck, is there really a village at the bottom of this lake?” 
Fatty still didn’t believe it. 

My mind was a mess, and I thought, why would I lie to you? If I hadn’t seen it 
for myself, I also wouldn’t believe it. 
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The underwater village didn’t look small in scale. This kind of situation 
where one end of the village was submerged by a lake was very special. It 
was usually caused by the need for large-scale water conservancy projects, 
such as the Three Gorges Dam. Many villages below the water line, including 
scenic spots and historic sites, were submerged. There were also 
earthquakes that could damage mountains. Reservoirs that flowed into 
mountain depressions to form lakes could also flood villages, or the entire 
village’s foundation could have collapsed due to earthquakes, and the village 
was submerged by water after sinking into the ground. 

But the terrain here didn’t look like an earthquake had occurred, and the 
stone lake was also very strange. The bottom of the lake was full of rubble 
and I didn’t know how it came into being. 

Shit, this village must have something to do with this. The archaeological 
team came to the lake in those days, apparently to salvage the iron pieces at 
the bottom, which obviously existed in the ancient village at the bottom of 
the lake. What was the origin of these pieces? What happened here? 

It looked like there was something hidden in the water that was definitely 
beyond my imagination. 

“Don’t worry about it. First, let’s see what’s in the bag.” Fatty was anxious to 
open the bag, but it was so big, and the raft was small that it was difficult for 
the three of us to operate. Fatty tried to open the bag a few times, but he 
couldn’t find the trick, and the raft felt like it was about to turn over. I was 
so confused that I couldn’t think, so I stopped him and said, “Don’t rush, if 
you flip the raft, we’ll get nothing. Let’s go back to the shore first.” 

“No,” Fatty said, “we don’t know what’s in it. What if it’s a dead person or 
something that Agui shouldn’t see? How would we explain ourselves? We 
have to check it here first.” 

He was right. It wasn’t a good thing to have them know too much, so I told 
him to hurry up. 
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The bag had kept its shape, and when we pulled the thin rotten cowhide, we 
found that it was still tough. The quality of military products at that time 
was really amazing. This kind of bag was usually made of metal buckles, so 
we carefully turned it over on the raft and found the buckles on the back. 
When we flipped it over, we felt that the contents were soft, like a mass of 
cotton wool. 

This kind of bag likely held clothes or material, and I said to myself, it’ll be 
hilarious if it turns out to be a quilt. 

After flipping it, I saw that the two buckles had rusted into iron bumps and 
couldn’t be opened. Fatty pulled out the sickle and made a cut directly on 
the bag, revealing the wire frame inside. 

I once saw a very old domestic police bandit movie where they used this 
kind of bag to throw away corpses. Needless to say, there was a slight 
psychological shadow. Fatty was also very careful as he turned the cowhide 
over with his sickle. Sure enough, there was a mass of cotton wool that was 
almost rotten– it was the residue of a blanket that had been soaked in 
water. Fatty stirred the contents with a knife, and we soon found something 
at the bottom of the cotton wadding. He fiddled with it and fished a bunch 
of things out like an archeologist. It was a woman’s daily necessities. 

What led me to this conclusion, of course, was that there were three combs. 
Men would also take combs with them, but they wouldn’t take three, and 
one of them had extremely large teeth, which was definitely used to comb 
long hair. 

There were also two hairpins, a Chairman Mao badge, a wooden picture 
frame, a tin of Baique Antelope(1), and a tea can. 

 

(1) Moisturizing skin care cream known as snow cream 
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The Baique Antelope and tea can were bothl made of sheet iron and were 
very rusted. But because the state of the lake bottom was stable, we could 
see that the rust only ran to a certain extent. 

What I was most interested in was the wooden picture frame with photos 
inside, but it had been completely soaked in water, leaving only lumps of 
colored stripes. As long as the lid on the back of the picture frame was 
unscrewed, everything inside would definitely rot away. Even if it didn’t rot 
away, I wouldn’t be able to see what was photographed from the color 
strips. 

There was a sound when the tea jar was shaken, obviously meaning that 
something was sealed inside. Fatty tried to open it, but it was too rusty. He 
didn’t believe it held anything evil, so he used a sickle as a hammer to knock 
on the bottom of the tin, but the raft couldn’t bear that kind of shock. He 
had to put the tin on his chest and knock while he floated. The crisp sound 
of drums echoed across the lake and he looked like a fat otter. 

It looked funny, but it did work. Soon, the bottom of the tin was cracked, 
and he poured out a black object from inside and immediately exclaimed. 

My heart sank when I saw it. It turned out to be a small piece of iron, very 
similar to what I had found under Poker-face’s bed. 

Fatty muttered: “It’s another kind of piece. It seems that this cowhide bag 
really belonged to the archeological team at that time. Pan Ma didn’t 
deceive us. What the hell is this thing?” 

I took the iron block and looked at it carefully, but I could only shake my 
head and say nothing, because I found that this iron block was slightly 
different compared with Poker-face’s.  
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Chapter 23 Iron Blocks 

This piece of iron was much smaller than what we had seen before and was 
only the size of a thumb. To my surprise, it was relatively smooth, and 
although it was also rusty, it was much cleaner than Poker-face’s piece. Even 
the pattern on it was clearly discernible. 

I once wondered whether the ugly appearance of the iron under Poker-
face’s bed was because someone had treated it with sulfuric acid, and now it 
seemed that that was the case. This kind of iron block probably looked like 
this instead of Poker-face’s toad-like block, and from the very exquisite 
decorative pattern on it, it obviously belonged to a very superb piece of art. 

These small iron blocks also had irregular sections, which showed that they 
obviously weren’t whole pieces, but fragments of something else. They must 
have come from one– or several– large iron pieces. 

As I floated in the water, my brain was racing, and I felt that things were 
basically lining up at this time. Now the mystery was beginning to clear up, 
which pointed to two things. 

My theory was correct, and if there had been an incident where the 
archaeological team was replaced, we still had to continue looking for the 
equipment and traces thrown into the lake. I figured the bodies would 
probably be nearby, which didn’t seem too difficult a task. 

Another thing was the ancient village at the bottom of the lake. How could a 
village be submerged at the bottom of a lake in the deep mountains? These 
iron blocks obviously came from this village, so what were they originally, 
and what was their use? How did the archaeological team know about them, 
and why did they decide to salvage them?  Shit, more problems would 
probably arise after this, but we couldn’t think of it now. I could only ask 
Agui roughly about the lake, but I didn’t think he would have much 
information for us. 
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The answers to these two points were all underwater. I sighed and 
understood what had to be done next. We had to carefully observe the 
bottom of the lake and scoop up everything that could be found below. It 
looked like they had been soaking in the water for a long time. 

Unfortunately, the straw ropes on our bodies were crumbling and useless, 
and my physical strength wasn’t enough to dive again; otherwise, I would 
have really wanted to go down immediately and have a look. 

We made a mark in the water with nylon ropes and buoys, and the three of 
us went back to shore to rest first. Yun Cai and Agui were frightened when 
they saw me and rushed to deal with me. I stuffed two strips of cloth into 
my nose and squatted in the grass to change my clothes. I felt as if my bones 
had cracked from the inside, and it hurt so much that I couldn’t use any 
strength. Fatty and Poker-Face pulled the raft out of the water and onto the 
shore, lifting it like a stretcher and putting it in a dry place along with the 
rotten leather bag on the raft. 

Yun Cai and her father were very curious about what we had fished out of 
the water. Since there wasn’t anything special in it, Fatty let them see it, and 
when they got a good look, they felt sick. 

The sun was extremely hot, so we put our underwear out to dry on a stone 
while we ate some wild fruits to supplement our sugar. Fatty asked Agui if 
he knew anything about the flooded village while we were eating. Agui was 
completely confused, and had no idea, saying he never knew that there was 
another village under the lake. 

My sight in the water had been blurry just now, so I couldn’t see clearly and 
couldn’t give more details. But with the thickness of the sediment above, I 
knew that the village must have been sunk in the bottom of the lake for 
years. I asked Agui to think about it again. Was there any kind of legend 
about it in the nearby village? Even if it was very old, it might still have some 
information. Agui shook his head and swore that he didn’t know. He said: 
“In fact, I also find it a little strange. We all know that there’s a lake here, 
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but the lake doesn’t even have a name, and the old people don’t often 
mention it.” 

Fatty and I looked at each other. I expected that he wouldn’t know too 
much, because it was a legend, after all. Whether it was passed down 
depended on luck, but I didn’t think he would say it so absolutely. 

There were many legends and strange things in Yangjiao Mountain. Since 
ancient times, it had been the dividing line between remote mountains and 
hunting areas, and traces of human activities hardly extended here, so it was 
normal to have legends. Such a large lake in Yangjiao Mountain should have 
legends, but it seemed so isolated and there wasn’t a story, which made me 
feel a bit strange. 

Fatty asked, “Is this the old village that you said was burned by a mountain 
fire? You said that an old village was burned down by a mountain fire in 
Yangjiao Mountain, but it was actually submerged under the lake. No 
wonder you all said that there were no traces to be found.” 

Agui shook his head: “It’s been a long time. Even the legend of the old 
burned village was from the time of the Ming Dynasty. I really can’t say what 
the connection between the two is.” 

I could tell that Agui wasn’t lying, so I lay down and smoked a cigarette, 
massaging my sore temples with my fingers, and telling myself that I was the 
only one I could rely on after all. 

Fatty pointed to the deepest part of the lake, which I estimated to be the 
bottom, and said: “What’s the origin of the lake? It looks like it was 
hammered out to me. How do you think it was caused?” 

I said: “This wasn’t caused by something. This gap is usually only produced in 
the valley rivers between mountains. This lake should be a barrier lake, 
which may have been formed hundreds of years ago.” 
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“Is it because of an earthquake?” Yun Cai curiously asked from nearby. 

I shook my head: “The underwater village is relatively intact. If it was a 
major earthquake, we certainly wouldn’t see such neat stone roads and 
fences. This goes to show that the village was submerged under relatively 
mild conditions.” I pointed to the deepest part Fatty had just pointed to and 
expressed my theory, “It may be because of geological movement or some 
other reason. Maybe a deep river connecting the nearby underground water 
system suddenly appeared in the mountains opposite us hundreds of years 
ago, and because this village was located in a low-lying area, the sudden 
flood submerged the whole village.” 

The reason I said this was because I didn’t hear Agui mention that there was 
a bigger lake nearby. I hadn’t heard of any big lakes in Shiwan Dashan either, 
but the underground karst river here was very famous. It was close to the 
tropics, and rainfall was very frequent, so there had to be somewhere for 
the water to go. The river water flowing on the ground would also become a 
part of the great river flowing under the ground. 

The siphoning tide last night must also be caused by this. 

Fatty said: “It looks like I’m right. So, what we’re looking for must be in the 
deepest part, and we won’t be able to find it.” 

I shook my head: “No, these wooden buildings act like filter screens. Most of 
the things sucked into the lake bottom by the siphon tide would be caught 
by those fences and wooden buildings at the outer edge of the ancient 
village, so we only need to search within this circle and we’ll basically get 
something. Otherwise, I think we’ll have to admit defeat.” 

The depth of this area wasn’t too deep, and I figured it was only over twenty 
meters. With a little patience, we would surely find something. 

Fatty looked at the sun and was in high spirits again. “We’ve rested long 
enough,” he said. “Let’s go into the water.” 
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I immediately shook my head. It was impossible, and judging from my diving 
experience just now, I was a bit reluctant to dive freehanded. If we wanted 
to carefully and calmly investigate the ancient underwater village, we had to 
use professional diving equipment. We absolutely couldn’t do it right away. 
We’d have to go back to the county first and then transport the equipment 
through our connections. 

This was a big project. Diving equipment was very heavy, and we’d probably 
have to hire a dozen people to use mules to bring them into the mountain, 
which wasn’t in line with our low-key original intention. Moreover, this kind 
of thing wasn’t so easy to handle. Besides oxygen tanks, we’d have to 
prepare an oxygen pump for filling the tanks. That kind of thing wasn’t small, 
and mules may not be able to pull it in, so it would have to be disassembled 
and transported, which would take longer. 

My heart was very anxious. If I had to wait a little longer, I was afraid I’d be 
tortured to death. 

Fatty didn’t want to go back either, but he was more rational than me. He 
thought for a moment and said, “It’s not necessary. To fully explore, we 
have to go back and get scuba diving equipment. There’s no other choice. 
But judging from the diving situation just now, it’s not necessary to use it if 
we just dive into the water for a simple search. We can work separately. 
One person will go back and buy equipment. The other two will start to 
salvage the sunken objects here first. These two things can be done at the 
same time.” 

“Then who will go back?” I asked. 

“In terms of connections, of course it’s most suitable for you to go back. You 
have the most connections, so Little Brother and I will salvage here. If you 
think you need so many guys, just find a few to help you with it, and you can 
come back when you’re done. It’s much more convenient than us going.” 

I scolded: “Shit, that’s not the same, I’ll still suffocate.” 
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“It’s better to suffocate alone than to suffocate three people together. And 
just think, it’s definitely impossible for us to let Little Brother go. My 
connections in Beijing are much more inconvenient than yours. If I do it, you 
have to wait longer. It’s good to see the scenery in such a place and you’ll be 
sad to stay out here for a month, so it’s ideal for you to go back and buy 
everything.” Fatty said grandly. 

I looked at his expression and wanted to punch him, but when I thought 
about it carefully, what he said really did make sense. I just needed to call 
Pan Zi and things would be settled in a few days. I could also bring Wang 
Meng and some guys from Uncle Three’s shop to help. Fatty was unreliable, 
so I really wouldn’t feel at ease if he went out to take care of it. I had no 
other choice but to nod and stop dragging my feet. I would go back early 
tomorrow morning and strive for a quick victory. 

So, I made an appointment with Agui to take me back tomorrow, while Yun 
Cai would stay here to guide Fatty and Poker-Face. I thought Agui had it 
rough having to go back and forth, but now we really needed him. We had 
to win him over, so we’d have to pay him a big price. 

The next time I stood up, I collapsed and could hardly move. Fatty and 
Poker-Face went diving twice and brought some things back with them, but 
they were all highly dilapidated rubbish and of little value. One of them was 
a submachine gun, which was as rotten as a fire stick. Fatty loved guns, and 
said it was a pity. 

Fatty also got to see the sunken village and was shocked. He lamented the 
size of the village, saying that it was a pity that there were no diving goggles, 
otherwise he could have seen it more clearly and wouldn’t have fished out 
all the rubbish. He searched all over the area for substitutes, going through 
all the equipment until he finally found something. It was the barrel head of 
a flashlight, but it was unlikely that this thing would be sealed. Fatty made a 
very outrageous decision. He glued the end of the flashlight to his eye with 
tape and grease and pressed it hard to ensure that one eye could see 
underwater. He dove into shallow water to test it out, but his eye was 
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immediately pressed against the barrel by water pressure. This method 
clearly wasn’t feasible. Desperate, he told me and Agui to remember to find 
a sporting goods store in the county to bring back some ordinary equipment 
first. 

There was nothing to say that night, and I left Yangjiao Mountain the next 
morning. When I left, the sky was covered with dark clouds, and it seemed 
like it was going to rain heavily. I waved goodbye to them and went up the 
mountain road.  When I walked to the mountainside and looked at the lake 
again, I saw the dark clouds and suddenly had a strange feeling that 
something was going to happen. 
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Chapter 24 Water Trip 

To make a long story short, after returning to Banai, I had a good meal first, 
and then went to a nearby county town without stopping. I bought some 
swimming things first, ordered Agui to take them back, and then took the 
bus out of Shiwan Dashan. 

The entire trip was bumpy, my heart was anxious, and I was very distressed. 
On the bus I also saw Father Pan Ma’s distant relative, the one who had a 
Beijing accent. I could see that he had a very heavy heart, and he didn’t 
speak the entire way, as if he were thinking about things. He didn’t 
recognize me. 

When I returned to Fangcheng Port, I booked a hotel and started my 
operation. I had bought things before, and knew the problems and 
difficulties, so I did it very methodically. I called Pan Zi first and asked him to 
transport some equipment because he was familiar with it and had the 
highest efficiency. Then I asked Wang Meng to fly over immediately to help 
me, since I needed someone to stay in the village. 

Pan Zi was a little worried when he heard that I wanted to be equipped, so I 
lied and told him that I had been entrusted to do it. He agreed to help me, 
and the things and people arrived five days later. I rented a car in 
Fangchenggang and transported the things directly to Banai. The mountain 
road was very steep and extraordinary, and I could only drive a C driver’s 
license car. Driving a big car this time was very dangerous and thrilling, and I 
almost rushed down the cliff several times even though I tried to stay as 
close to the rock wall as possible the whole journey. In the end, both sides 
of the car had been scraped, and Wang Meng’s legs were weak when he got 
out of the car. 

Because the area was impoverished, the roads in Banai were all sand and 
gravel, and the last section was impassable. It was raining heavily again, so 
we had to change cars and move the equipment to a tractor with three 
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wagons before it could be pulled into the village. Everything had gone 
smoothly so far, but it had been two weeks since I left the mountain and set 
foot in Banai Village. 

I had an appointment with Agui to meet him at the entrance of the village. I 
took the goods to his house first and unloaded them at the entrance, but I 
didn’t see him. 

At that time, I was exhausted and a little irritated. I left Wang Meng to keep 
an eye on things and went in Agui’s house to find him. The door of the 
building where we had previously stayed and had meals was closed. I 
knocked for half a day without any response and ended up having to go to 
the wooden building where he lived. 

The door of the wooden building was open, and I was reminded that this 
was where Yun Cai lived. The lobby was almost the same as ours, but the 
kitchen was much cleaner here. Some colorful woven frames were piled up 
in the corner and sold to tourists, and New Year’s pictures were pasted on 
the wall. The sisters’ bedroom was in the back, Agui slept in the side room, 
and a wooden ladder led to the second floor. 

The people here were simple and honest, so the doors weren’t locked, and 
the inside rooms were all covered with curtains. I called out a few times, but 
after entering carefully, I found that none of them were present. I shouted 
twice up the upstairs, but there was still no one. It seemed that none of 
them were at home. 

I scolded him in my heart. What happened to this fucker Agui? Why couldn’t 
I find him when he had an appointment to wait for me? Did he enter the 
mountain? This was killing me. He was my only point of contact in the 
village, and I didn’t know when he would come back. 

At that time, my blood was boiling, and I wasn’t thinking. I was afraid he 
might not be able to hear me if he was working, so I quickly went upstairs 
and opened my mouth to continue shouting. 
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There was a bamboo door between the first and second floor that was 
pressed against the floor. I pushed it open and climbed up onto a walkway. 
The end of the walkway led to a wooden balcony on one side, where it was 
clear that the slab and bamboo walls had been used for many years. It 
appeared that they had been stolen from the old abandoned wooden 
building. There was a room on each side, and I could see that the inside of 
one of them was piled high with things such as woven baskets and stretched 
dry skins. The door on the other side was closed, and I knocked for a long 
time, but nobody responded. It was as if nobody was really here. 

I took a few breaths to calm myself down, telling myself that it was no use 
getting angry. At that moment, I suddenly thought of the room behind the 
door, and remembered Agui saying that it was his son’s room. 

I had only heard about his son, but had never seen him. I felt that his son 
probably had some kind of disability, so he wasn’t very popular, but why 
wasn’t he here today? I couldn’t help but wonder. I looked through the 
crack of the door and found that it was very dark. I could only see a bunch of 
things hanging on the wall, but I couldn’t tell what they were. They seemed 
to all be pieces of paper, but there was no one there. Moreover, I didn’t see 
any daily utensils, and the room appeared to be empty. 

I thought to myself, it’s strange, isn’t his son sleeping in this room? How does 
he live in this room? I tried to push the door open and go in to have a closer 
look, but the door didn’t move, as if some latch had been bolted from the 
inside. 

I didn’t have time to think about it, so I put aside my curiosity and went 
downstairs. When I asked a neighbor, they said that Agui hadn’t appeared 
for a long time, as if he hadn’t come back since he went into the mountains 
two weeks ago. But they weren’t sure, because Agui often had to pick up 
guests from out of town. His younger daughter went to her grandfather’s 
house in the neighboring village because it had been heavily raining for days. 
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I cursed. Two weeks ago, when I left here… it looked like he didn’t come 
back after he entered the mountain again. He probably didn’t remember me 
telling him he had to come back to pick me up. 

So, I used my own money, and asked some villagers to help me. I moved the 
equipment to Agui’s house and told Wang Meng to handle it. Then I went to 
get the neighbor’s help to find another guide to enter the mountain. I would 
take some equipment to the mountain, trade places with Agui when I 
arrived, and then make him bring the rest of the equipment in. 

After asking around, I immediately knew why Agui didn’t come to meet me. 
It turned out that it had rained for several days after I had left, and the 
mountains were full of landslides and mud. Needless to say, walking—
especially when we were taking a dozen people and mules into the 
mountains— was going to be hard. It would only take a matter of seconds 
for an army to be destroyed in such conditions, so Agui and the others were 
probably trapped in the mountains. 

This was really unexpected, and I was at a loss. But the neighbor told me not 
to worry too much, because Agui knew how to deal with it. As long as they 
stayed by the lake and only got caught in the rain at most, there wouldn’t be 
any great danger. If I wanted to enter the mountain again, though, I’d have 
to wait at least a week, and if the rain didn’t stop, it might be longer. No 
guide would be willing to help in this weather, and it wasn’t about money. 

One week… I was worried when I thought about it. If Agui hadn’t come back, 
then that meant they didn’t have supplies for two weeks, and the food may 
have run out. Even if Agui could hunt, it was still a question of whether there 
was any prey in this heavy rain. 

In fact, even if they could hold up, I couldn’t wait another week. So, I offered 
three times the original high price to find someone who wanted money and 
wasn’t afraid of death. Finally, the neighbor got tired of me asking and said 
to me, “In this weather, only one would dare enter the mountain. Father 
Pan Ma. Why don’t you ask him to do it?” 
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Chapter 25 Psychological Warfare 

When I returned to Agui’s house, Wang Meng was soaking wet and wringing 
the water out of his clothes. I also stopped being polite and took off my own 
clothes. I then went to Agui’s building and took out his wine, drinking a few 
mouthfuls to ward off the chill as I thought about what to do. 

Truthfully, I really hadn’t thought of this kind of situation at all. It was totally 
unexpected. It reminded me of a concept that my mentor and I discussed 
before, which was called “address preconceived notions”. It was a logistics 
concept that was later applied to many industries. In other words, in any 
link, every condition had to be completely considered, and there couldn’t be 
any assumptions. When it came to logistics, many things had to be 
considered, including weather, religion, and habitual strike cycles. Every 
detail had to be fully considered in any port to ensure smooth operation. 

I had preconceived notions about the weather here. I didn’t know how 
horrible the rainy season in Guangxi was, so I didn’t take this factor into 
account. 

Now things had become very difficult, and based on what the villagers said, 
it was completely unknown when the rain would stop. Even if it did stop, the 
mountains would still be very dangerous for a long time. The earliest we 
could enter the mountains was a week, and the latest may be more than a 
month. I couldn’t wait for a heavenly miracle, so now was the only time to 
enter the mountain. 

But if I went to Father Pan Ma for help now, I really wasn’t sure what he’d 
do. When I deceived him before, I told him that I wouldn’t bother him again, 
but now I wanted to ask for his help. It wasn’t consistent with the 
impression that I gave him before that I had a big influence backing me up. It 
would be good enough if he didn’t beat me, let alone help me. 
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Thinking about it, I told myself that I couldn’t flinch. Finding Pan Ma was the 
only way, so I had to bite the bullet. There just had to be a very clever way 
to lure him in. 

Pan Ma was an old fox with the special wisdom of his generation, so figuring 
out how to lead him into the game was really troublesome. I didn’t think 
there was a good way to go about it.  

Shit, this was really difficult. If I suddenly appeared and begged him to take 
me to the mountain, it wouldn’t be convincing at all. Since I didn’t even have 
the ability to enter the mountain, it wasn’t like I could threaten his capital. 

First of all, I couldn’t beg. I had to be threatening or forceful. I would rather 
let him think that I was a powerful villain who reneged on his promise. I had 
to achieve my goal by any means, so I couldn’t let him see that I was empty-
handed. 

Secondly, I had to divert his attention. No matter what reason I gave him to 
take me into the mountain, it was all the same in the end. If I went to find 
him with the excuse that I didn’t have the ability to enter the mountain, he 
would simply think powerful villains had other skills, and entering the 
mountain wasn’t one of them. I had to hide my purpose to make him think 
that I needed him for other things, and entering the mountain was the only 
work that needed to be done. 

First, I had to be forceful; second, I couldn’t beg or show my incompetence. 
What would be the reason for this trip? 

To save Agui and Yun Cai? 

Impossible, that would be too kind. Since I was a ruthless and unscrupulous 
person, I couldn’t show this kind of quality. Moreover, Pan Ma himself had a 
naturally evil nature. Once I showed kindness, he could overwhelm and 
threaten me in turn, so I couldn’t show any signs of weakness. 
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Tell him I want him to identify something from there? 

It seemed a bit far-fetched and wouldn’t be convincing enough to show that 
he had to go. Besides, I didn’t know how to pretend like that. In addition, 
even if he agreed to see me alone, he couldn’t help but be suspicious. I was 
sure that my skills in his eyes would become weaker, and I might even have 
to rely on him to save me if there was any danger. In the long run, I certainly 
wouldn’t be able to control the situation. 

When I thought about it, I felt like this would be totally different compared 
to conventional talks, which were just like business negotiations. All you had 
to do was muddle through during the negotiations, but after the discussion 
here, I would have to go with him. It was too difficult to pretend the entire 
way there under such bad conditions. 

I rubbed my temples, trying to empty my thoughts. Fuck, I changed my 
mind. If I couldn’t do it by pretending, could I do something ruthless? 

Kidnapping? My mind flashed—could I knock him unconscious and load him 
into a donkey cart? 

But I immediately thought of his skills, looked at Wang Meng and me, and 
immediately gave up. If we kidnapped him, maybe he’d hack us to death on 
the spot. 

Kidnapping wouldn’t work, so I was going to have to spend a lot of money. 
I’d be tough and hit him with two or three hundred thousand yuan. 

Pan Ma’s family had financial issues, and his son seemed desperate. I had a 
script in my head where I would tell them I wanted that same kind of iron 
piece within the next few days. I would ask Pan Ma’s price and promise to 
pay him ten thousand yuan for a piece. In this way, maybe they would enter 
the mountain for money. 
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Finding this a bit reliable, I started to go through my belongings. Two to 
three hundred thousand wasn’t a large sum, but I couldn’t bring that much 
with me. I sorted out all the cash and sundries on my body, counted them, 
and only came to forty thousand. My card still had money, but I had to go to 
town to get it. I estimated that it would probably be enough, and was just 
about to send Wang Meng out, when a thought suddenly flashed through 
my mind. 

No, this wasn’t a one-size-fits-all solution. Although I figured Pan Ma would 
probably agree, it wasn’t a hundred percent certain. What if he refused? 

As soon as he refused, I had no second chances. Grandpa told me that it was 
ok to fail when you did things, but you couldn’t fail when you didn’t have a 
second chance. 

“One method may not have a fifty percent success rate, or even a ten 
percent success rate, but there has to be room to maneuver so subsequent 
methods will have a hundred percent success rate.” 

I once again collapsed, scratched my head, and looked at my credit cards 
while thinking, damn it, this is really too difficult. Grandpa only said to leave 
room to maneuver. I also wanted to do that, but how? 

I was a little anxious and stood up. When I thought of the heavy rain 
outside, I stormed out and got rid of all the useless ideas in my head. I was 
packing up my cards and putting everything away when I touched a bag with 
something inside. It turned out to be the piece of iron we had found under 
Poker-face’s bed. 

Fatty originally asked me to take it back to the city and find a place to store 
it, but I forgot. I picked up the iron block, untied the newspaper around it, 
and looked at it. In a flash, I suddenly remembered another sentence my 
grandfather had said: “When you fight with others, attack their 
weaknesses.” 
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When fighting with others, directly attack their weakest points. 

What was Pan Ma’s weakest point? After thinking about it, I saw the piece 
of iron in my hand and came up with a complete strategy. 

When I thought it over carefully, I found that it was perfect, and couldn’t 
help getting goosebumps all over my body. These thoughts frightened me a 
little, as I had never been so calculating before. I found that I had changed 
after everything I had been through, and now I could naturally and calmly 
consider such a deep plot. But when I thought of Fatty’s and Poker-Face’s 
situation, I couldn’t worry about it too much. 

Before it was too late, I immediately began to prepare. First, Wang Meng 
found me an incense burner, which I filled with hot charcoal. I then wrapped 
the iron and burner up to bake. 

Pan Ma said that this iron block would give off a smell, but the scent would 
become weaker with the passage of time. I knew that whatever was inside 
was definitely volatile, so based on common sense, this faint volatilization 
would intensify again once it was heated. 

As expected, the iron slowly began to emit a strange smell, which became 
stronger as time passed. 

This was the first time I had smelled such an odor, and it was really strange 
and indescribable. It could almost be described as a chemical smell, mixed 
with the scent of hot iron. If someone like Pan Ma had smelled it, he really 
wouldn’t be able to identify what it was. 

I wrapped my things loosely in a towel, put them in my backpack, practiced 
my enigmatic and strange expression in front of the mirror, and then walked 
to Pan Ma’s house under my umbrella. 

Pan Ma’s expression when he saw me was hard to describe. I couldn’t say 
whether it was surprise, fear, or disgust. 
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But when I entered and sat down, the odor began to permeate the room, 
and his face showed nothing but panic. Then, he collapsed. 

I calmly sat down and looked at the trembling man. The first thing I said was: 
“They’re back. I’m here to pick you up.” 
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Chapter 26 Rain or Shine 

I had prepared a lot of words and planned to deepen his fear on this 
occasion, but it was totally unnecessary. He collapsed after only a few 
words, as if he had completely lost his mind. 

Fight with others and attack their weaknesses. 

Pan Ma’s weakness was the fear in his heart, meaning I didn’t need to say 
anything. I had completely destroyed him psychologically. 

But things didn’t go as smoothly as I thought. He almost broke through the 
door and ran away because he was so scared. In fact, maybe he would 
rather die than see those people again. 

I convinced him bit by bit– saying that his son and grandson would be 
unlucky if he didn’t finish the matter– until he was eventually forced to 
submit.  At that time, he made up his mind and followed me into the 
mountain, knowing that he might not survive it. As for my purpose in going 
to the mountains, I didn’t say anything, and he didn’t ask. 

Of course, I had originally asked him to follow me into the mountains, but in 
fact, I was the one that ended up following him. Either way, it didn’t matter 
if I walked in front or behind. 

Seeing him like this made me feel a deep sense of guilt. Not only was it 
really unjust to frighten an old man into doing this for my own benefit, but I 
had to force him to follow me into such dangerous conditions. This kind of 
behavior made me feel sick, and I suddenly realized that my Uncle Three’s 
blood– the ferocious and cunning family instinct– might really be running 
through my veins. 

To make a long story short, we set off after half a day. When we left, I was in 
front of Pan Ma and looked like I was leading the way, but in fact, I didn’t 
know the way at all. 
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The rain was pouring almost non-stop the entire way, making the mountain 
road very difficult to walk on. Fortunately, I had enough strength after 
staying in Fangchenggang, so I was able to survive.  Pan Ma was completely 
silent the entire time, and I basically didn’t talk to him. I just kept walking 
forward with my head down. 

In a few days I finally returned to the lake. Looking at it from a distance, the 
water level had risen by at least five or six meters, and the surface of the 
lake had suddenly become wider. Compared with the vast expanse of water 
when I left, the heavy rain in Yangjiao Mountain now was like a tsunami. 
Mud and water splashed on the hillside, and the force was very ferocious. 

Now it was too dangerous on the mountain, so we immediately drove the 
mules to step in the muddy water and went straight down the path to the 
rocky beach by the lake. 

The sound of rain hitting the leaves in the mountains was deafening, and 
that didn’t even compare to how it sounded on the lake. The pouring rain hit 
it with the same frequency, almost filling the whole world with noise, and 
making it impossible for people to talk.  The hounds were very agitated and 
didn’t follow, so we had to let them hide under a tree on the edge of the 
beach. 

Without the cover of an awning, the rain curtain hung straight, and visibility 
was extremely low. We dragged the mules to the awning we had built 
before, and soon saw a vague shadow in the downpour that looked like 
Fatty. 

I knew it was no use calling. Even if we were face-to-face, I couldn’t speak at 
this time, so I went on past. I didn’t know why, but at this moment, the 
mules suddenly stopped. I looked back and saw that Pan Ma had pulled the 
mules back and was staring at me. Obviously, he thought he had arrived at 
his destination and would wait for my instructions. 
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I thought he might have figured it out after so many days, because he wasn’t 
as scared as before. And looking at his eyes, he seemed to have made up his 
mind. The whole man’s aura was so menacing that I was a little afraid. 

That was just how people were. They could be scared half to death once or 
twice, but they would eventually overcome it. 

When I got here, I didn’t have to pretend anymore. In fact, I didn’t bother 
pretending at the end of the journey, because I was too tired. Instead, I 
began to think about how to explain to Pan Ma what he would see. I was 
afraid he would kill me if I let him know that I was completely deceiving him, 
but it was too difficult and inhumane to continue lying. 

I didn’t know how to tell Pan Ma, but the lie would be exposed as soon as 
Agui and the others appeared. I figured I had to discuss it with Fatty first, or I 
could just hide and wait for Pan Ma’s anger to dissipate before coming out. I 
told him to wait as I put down the reins and went to talk with Fatty and the 
others first, hoping to get them to help unload the cargo. 

I had only walked a few steps when I looked at the rain curtain ahead and 
found that the figure just now flashed out again. At that time, I found that 
the shadow was a bit strange.  Before I could tell who it was, I suddenly felt 
a pain on the back of my head and fell to the ground. Black spots dotted my 
vision, but I somehow didn’t faint. 

As soon as I rolled over and sat up, I saw Father Pan Ma standing behind me 
with a livid face, holding a hunting knife, and eyes full of murder. 

“What are you doing?”  I shouted, as I saw him lift the knife and slash at me. 

I was so horrified that I immediately rolled away and got up again. I saw Pan 
Ma’s knife draw a graceful arc in the rain and cut straight towards my neck. I 
staggered and only just evaded. I fell to the ground, only now realizing that 
he was trying to kill me. 
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I looked at his eyes and remembered his constant expression on the road. 
Suddenly, my heart trembled. Shit, this guy figured it out on the way here. 
This fucker actually planned this out and wanted to fight and kill us all. 

Shit, this was troublesome. I immediately tried to escape, but only managed 
a few steps before Pan Ma came around to my front, knife held 
horizontally.  I shouted, “I was wrong, I lied to you! It’s okay, they didn’t 
come back,” but he wouldn’t listen. 

I couldn’t run all the way back to the village, and I clearly couldn’t deal with 
him in the rain, so I ran to the awning. I didn’t expect to run a few steps and 
fall down into a stone crevice. Pan Ma immediately jerked me up, and I 
grabbed a stone at random and threw it at him, but he dodged it. He was 
about to lunge towards me with his knife held in a reverse grip, but he 
suddenly stopped and looked to the side, as if he had seen something. 

I took the opportunity to get up and keep running, but suddenly found that 
a lot of people had appeared in the rain curtain around us. They had 
surrounded us, leaving us standing in the middle. 
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Chapter 27 Shadows in the Rain 

The figures were fluttering, appearing and disappearing in the rain curtain. 
As soon as I saw this, I knew they were up to no good. They seemed to be 
watching us carefully and waiting for a chance.  The ghostly shadow peeping 
behind the rain curtain made one shudder. 

What was going on, why were there suddenly so many people here? 

The first thought in my mind was what I had theorized before: someone in 
the village was secretly obstructing us, and now they had finally started 
moving. It was possible these people wanted to kill us here. 

This was a complete mess. Shit, there was a murderous Pan Ma on one side, 
and on the other side was a large team of interlopers. Goddamn it, this time 
I was definitely going to die. 

I roughly looked around. Fuck, there were about seven people here, and I 
didn’t know what they wanted to do. This seemed to be a set up. 

I scrubbed my eyes and wiped away the water, but it was raining so heavy 
that I was immediately covered again. The figures were still indistinct, and I 
didn’t know what weapons they were carrying. 

I also couldn’t see the expression on Pan Ma’s face, so I kept my distance 
from him. He paused, and suddenly rushed towards one of the shadows. 

I got a fright at first, but then I understood what he was thinking—fuck, he 
thought these figures were those people. 

In this kind of environment, no one could calmly ambush or intercept 
others, so it was better to rush over at once instead of waiting for the other 
party to react. In such a chaotic environment, so many people would 
mistake the enemy for their own, which would give him a chance. 
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I didn’t know if this was a good or a bad thing for me, but I couldn’t do much 
about it. I immediately ran after Pan Ma, but they surrounded me. As soon 
as Pan Ma clashed with them, there would definitely be a gap and I could 
take the opportunity to escape. 

I couldn’t go back to the awning either. If these people had been here for a 
long time, then I didn’t know how Fatty and Poker-Face were doing. Even 
though the both of them were skilled, one shot could still kill them, after all. 
Not to mention the fact that Agui and Yun Cai would weigh them down. 

Running on the slippery and uneven rocky beach was like playing acrobatics. 
I ran for several meters, falling down repeatedly, and scraping my knees. I 
followed Pan Ma at a distance as he rushed to one of the shadows. As the 
distance changed, all the shadows around us became difficult to recognize, 
and I wasn’t sure what they were doing.  Pan Ma rushed straight at the 
shadow and cut through the rain curtain with his knife. He didn’t seem like 
an eighty-year-old man at all. 

Strangely, the shadow remained motionless and seemed unconcerned 
about the sharp impact of Pan Ma’s knife. In less than ten seconds, we had 
rushed up to the shadow. Father Pan Ma’s blade stopped, but didn’t cut it. 
Then, he suddenly let out a scream and the knife fell to the ground.  He 
started to back off wildly and then tripped over a stone, falling to the 
ground. 

I looked around and saw the true face of the shadow—it turned out to be a 
standing skeleton. What was so creepy was the fact that the skeleton was 
still wearing a military uniform. The military band had rotted into black 
threads, and it was carrying a rusty machine gun. 

My scalp tingled, and I also immediately took a step back. I thought to 
myself, shit, fuck, what is this thing?! Did the dead really climb up from the 
water?! 
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But my psychological endurance was much better than Pan Ma’s. As a 
shower of rain came down, I immediately saw the skull of the skeleton sway 
in the wind like a lantern, as if it were hanging on something. 

After looking at it intently, I found that the skeleton was made with 
branches, and there was a rod behind it. 

Shit, how could there be dead people here? Did they find the bodies at the 
bottom of the lake? I took a deep breath and looked at the skeleton 
carefully. Indeed, it wasn’t bad. The clothes and military belts corroded by 
water must have belonged to the soldiers. It appeared I was right. 

When I looked at the skeleton standing here, however, I felt weirdly 
annoyed, and scolded in my heart, what the fuck is this? A trick? 

Father Pan Ma was scared to death, and when I looked back, I could no 
longer see where he was. I figured this was one of Fatty’s pranks. 

I immediately rushed back to the mules, but still didn’t see Father Pan Ma. I 
had a terrible headache, and walked to the other shadows, finding that all 
the dead were the same. All I could see were seven bones, and it was 
impossible to be sure if there were any more in other places. The madman 
had disappeared and seemed to have gone into hiding. 

I couldn’t find Pan Ma in such heavy rain, so I was going to have to meet 
Agui first and tell them there were others here. The mules seemed to be 
afraid of the dead and couldn’t be driven any closer. I tied them to a stone 
and walked around the dead until I reached the awning that we had built 
before. The awning had obviously been reinforced, since it didn’t collapse 
under such heavy rain. When I rushed in, it was suddenly quiet. I looked 
around, but found that the others weren’t there. 

I cursed again. Under such heavy rain, were they still in the water? What the 
fuck happened? There were a lot of things piled up under the awning, all of 
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which had been salvaged from the water. Fatty and Poker-Face had made 
great achievements in the past two weeks while I was away. 

All the metal items were rusted to a large extent, including canteens, rifles, 
pistols, binoculars, and some knives and machetes. They were all standard 
equipment at that time, and I could only imagine what the war atmosphere 
was like back then. In addition to those items, there were many articles for 
daily use, including hardtack boxes. Fatty and Poker-face were very 
meticulous and grabbed everything, and I figured these items came from 
some of the larger salvageable items. 

Thinking that I had nothing to defend myself with, I picked up a five-six type 
triangular bayonet, which was very famous. Bayonets weren’t commonly 
used in the twentieth century, after all, and this had taken place in the 
1980s. The firepower of a single weapon was very powerful, and bayonets 
were generally used only when performing special tasks. The Vietnamese 
were said to use bayonets against their opponents in jungle warfare. 

Because it was made from a different material, the bayonet hadn’t decayed 
very much. I had heard once that bayonets were usually poisoned, so I was 
very careful and held it in a reverse grip as I thought about what to do next. 
Damn it, it was raining so heavily that I couldn’t hear or see clearly. 

Thinking that I was an easy target under the canopy if Pan Ma came in, I 
rushed into the rain again and ran to the lake to see if Agui and the others 
were there. After circling back and forth several times, I suddenly saw a man 
dragging a raft to the lake’s shore. 

I rushed over and found that the thin figure was Agui, and he was dragging 
the raft ashore by himself. When I appeared in front of him, he saw me and 
froze, his face horribly pale. “Why are you the only one here? Where are the 
others?” I asked. 

Agui stood in the lake with a dull expression, just staring at me. I asked 
again, but he still didn’t respond. 
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I looked at the raft and thought that Agui had just come back from the lake. I 
said to myself, damn it. Sure enough, these people are crazy. Such heavy rain 
is coming down and they are still salvaging.  At this moment I suddenly 
realized that something was wrong. Why did Agui come back with the raft? 
He should wait for them on the lake, otherwise it would be very dangerous 
to swim in the heavy rain. What’s more, the water level had risen so much, 
and Agui’s expression was very wrong. 

I approached Agui, wanting to ask him again, but the closer I got, the more I 
realized that something was wrong. Agui’s expression was very dull, and it 
seemed that he had experienced something that made him go into shock. 
When I reached him, I slapped him and shouted, “What’s the matter?”  He 
immediately reacted, bursting into tears and crying out, “They… they’re all 
dead!” 
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Chapter 28 The Strange Magic Lake 

“Dead?” My ears started buzzing as I asked myself, how is that possible? 

After Agui said this, his face suddenly crumpled, and his whole body 
practically collapsed into the lake. I picked him up first, returned him to the 
awning, and then went to the mule and took a few jars of rice wine to pour 
down his throat. Only then did he come around, but his mood was still 
extremely depressed, and he was incoherent. 

As I listened and organized my thoughts, I finally understood what was 
happening. 

It turned out that after leaving with me and returning again, Agui found 
several people to help him carry food and other things to the lake. When he 
saw that nothing was wrong, he had Yun Cai follow those people home to 
deal with other things. He was the only one left to keep watch. 

At that time, Poker-Face and Fatty had salvaged a lot of things, and they had 
found the place where the bodies might be hidden. But the rain had started 
to fall endlessly by then, and the water level began to rise, bringing their 
salvage efforts to a grinding halt. 

As they sorted out the things they had salvaged, they found a complete set 
of diving equipment that included a diving suit and hauling rope. The heavy 
diving equipment that was used back in those days was connected to the 
water’s surface by air pipes and pulled by hemp ropes. Fatty said they must 
have used this equipment to salvage the iron pieces in the ancient village at 
the bottom of the lake. 

The whole set of equipment was soaked underwater for a long time, and 
most of its components were no longer usable. But the diving helmet at that 
time was made of very corrosion-resistant materials and was packed in the 
equipment bag. There were no signs of water penetration, so the inside was 
still dry. Only the outer layer of rubber had fallen off and was mottled. 
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Fatty had an unexpected thought at that time– he wanted to make a simple 
set of diving equipment with this helmet and some rubber. The air in the 
helmet could be used for him to breathe seven to eight times, which was 
considerable since the exhaled air also contained a large amount of oxygen. 
If used properly, Fatty could stay underwater for five minutes. 

When it came to diving, this measly five minutes made all the difference in 
the world. 

They were able to use this equipment to find the bones under the water. 
The situation at that time required them to use two ropes. One was tied to 
Fatty’s waist, because the helmet was so heavy, and Fatty’s strength alone 
might cause danger in the process of floating up, which would require them 
to pull him up. The other rope was full of hooks bent with iron wire, which 
had been removed from the keel of the trunk. Fatty dove down and hung all 
the things he had fished up on the hooks, so that he could catch a lot of 
things in one trip. 

The bones were all scattered and distributed at the eastern end of the fence 
line, so they fished them up. Based on the positions of the bones, Fatty and 
the others pieced together branches to determine the number of people. 
The operation was very simple and smooth. 

After they salvaged all the bones they could see, they found a problem while 
piecing them together. 

When all the bones were combined into a human figure, they were 
surprised to find that none of the bones had a right hand. 

According to the method of skeletal reconstruction, the skull and pelvis 
were the most important basis for judging the number of people, because 
other bones were either too fragmentary or missing. But it was really 
strange that there weren’t any right hands, indicating that this wasn’t an 
accident. 
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Fatty and Poker-Face started to wonder what would cause this situation. 
Were there special circumstances that led to the missing right hands, or 
were they cut off when the bodies were dumped? 

Pan Ma didn’t mention anything about cutting off these corpses’ hands in 
the course of his story, and they had no reason to do so. At that time, Fatty 
and the others were also puzzled. Fatty wondered if those people were all 
bears and their paws had been chopped off to make stew. 

In the end, Agui came to a conclusion: could it be that these people didn’t 
originally have their right hands, and they were all fake and made of wood? 
As a result, the wooden artificial hands rotted away after they were thrown 
into the lake. 

I had to disagree when I heard this, because the premise that everyone 
didn’t have a right hand was too strange. But I really couldn’t think of any 
sort of situation like this. Instead, I felt that there were some special 
characteristics about these people’s right hands, and someone cut them off 
in order to hide their identities. Or, these people’s right hands were 
collected like trophies. But Pan Ma didn’t mention anything like this. Did 
they salvage the corpses and dispose of them again? But this idea soon 
proved to be impossible, because Agui said that Fatty also thought of this 
point. They looked at those peoples’ wrist bones, but there were no signs 
that they had been cut by a knife. It appeared that the wrist joints were all 
there, so the hands had fallen off naturally. 

The archeologists all had right hands in Father Pan Ma’s account, so the 
missing right hands had obviously occurred after they had died. They 
couldn’t think of any reason for this, so they dove down again to look for 
clues. 

Since they found nothing near the fence, Fatty suspected that the bones had 
sunk into the ancient village inside the fence. 
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When they had started diving before, they had a tacit understanding that 
they would never enter the ancient village at the bottom of the lake and 
would only move in the peripheral areas where the environment was 
relatively simple. Because the inside of the village was several meters 
deeper than the outside, and this kind of exploration at the bottom of the 
lake was very dangerous, no one had tested the environment there. Perhaps 
some of the ancient buildings were already very fragile and would collapse 
at the slightest touch, requiring more complete diving equipment. 

Fatty couldn’t wait and thought it was no big deal to just go over and have a 
look, but this was where the problems started arising. Since I wasn’t there, 
Poker-Face wouldn’t say anything, and Agui couldn’t refute the boss, Fatty 
went down. 

This time, something unexpected happened. 

The rope at that time was nylon rope Agui had brought back from the 
county seat. It was very strong and three hundred meters long, so Fatty 
wasn’t worried at all, and dove deeper. As usual, Agui wasn’t too worried. 
He looked at the time and prepared to pull Fatty up. 

Their agreement was four and a half minutes, because it took from thirty 
seconds to one minute to float up. If he floated up too fast, he would suffer 
from diving sickness. 

In fact, diving underwater for four minutes was a very long time, while those 
waiting above may feel that it’s fleeting. Agui started to pull the rope and 
gave a few tugs, but the rope was unexpectedly stretched taut and couldn’t 
be pulled, as if something was biting it below. 

When he said this, my first thought was that it might have been caught on 
the fence since I had encountered this kind of situation before. I didn’t know 
how many years the fences had been soaked in water, but they were all as 
tender as wangzi steamed buns, so all you had to do was pull hard.  Agui 
tugged a few times, and sure enough, the rope moved. 
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Agui pulled quickly, but when he pulled, he found that it felt wrong. The 
strength he had to use to pull the rope lessened until it was very easy to 
pull. 

This kind of feeling was a bit scary. It was exactly like when a fish bit a hook 
and the line would become loose after a standoff with the fish for a few 
seconds. This meant that the bait had been bitten off and the fish was 
unhooked. The bait here was Fatty. 

Agui’s cold sweat came pouring down at that time. The more he pulled, the 
more he felt it was wrong, and he was getting closer and closer to the water. 
His load felt lighter and lighter, and with the gradually visible shadow under 
the water, he almost choked. When the shadow was pulled out of the water, 
he found that Fatty was gone, and what he had pulled up was just the 
helmet. 

He speculated that the rope was hooked somewhere, and as soon as Fatty 
saw that something was wrong, he immediately took off his helmet and 
floated himself up. Then, the rope that got hooked somehow came loose 
again. In this way, Fatty would soon float up. 

But after waiting for more than a minute, nothing came up. 

He knew that it was bad, and not like other situations. After staying 
underwater for a minute, most people would have drowned. 

Poker-Face was on the shore at that time, and Agui gradually panicked. It 
was originally a good business deal, and he could make some good money. It 
was easy to send the boss off on his adventure as long as he could swim. 
Now that something went wrong all of a sudden, he would be held 
responsible. In such a small place as the mountains, such a thing may be 
passed on for a lifetime. 

He took off his clothes and shouted at the shore. After seeing Poker-Face 
running towards the lake, he jumped into the water and dove down with the 
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weight stone in his arms. Unfortunately, he was really inexperienced and 
dropped the stone after sinking several meters. By the time he struggled to 
float up again, Poker-Face had arrived. Agui explained the situation, and 
Poker-Face immediately put on the helmet and jumped down. 

Agui took the rope and prayed for God’s blessing. What he didn’t expect was 
that after waiting for five minutes, not only did Fatty not come up, but 
Poker-face didn’t as well. The rope just hung in the water. 

He pulled on the rope and experienced that familiar feeling again. When he 
pulled it out of the water, he found the same situation again. At the other 
end of the rope, Poker-Face had disappeared, leaving only the diving 
helmet. 

I was confused after hearing this, and my mind was a mess. My heart 
couldn’t accept these things, and I felt it was too ridiculous. How could such 
a thing happen? But at the same time, I clearly knew that Agui wasn’t lying. 
It was simply too horrible for me to believe. 

I asked Agui when this had happened, and he said it was almost two weeks 
ago now.  After the incident, he waited on the lake for a day, but nothing 
came up. 

Two weeks? Even whales that had been in the water for two weeks would 
be dead. No wonder Agui said they were dead. No matter what caused them 
to take off their diving helmets in the water, death was certain. 

After that day, Agui went to the lake every day to see if there were any 
bodies floating up, but there was nothing. He once thought that some 
strange fish had eaten them at the bottom of the lake, but there was 
obviously no trace of blood or attack left on the diving helmet. 

I looked at the helmet and found Fatty had made very interesting changes to 
it, which would make it difficult to take off underwater. This became a 
“problem”. I had dived underwater before and knew what the situation was 
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like. Although there was potential danger in entering the ancient village, 
they wouldn’t spend so much energy taking off their helmets. 

I suspected it was a diving disease, because the proportion of inhaled 
oxygen would have to be adjusted after diving deeper; otherwise it would 
cause narcosis. But this wasn’t the same as alcohol intoxication and 
wouldn’t lead to undressing. 

Something must have happened under the water, prompting them to take 
off their helmets. Moreover, Poker-Face also took off his helmet, indicating 
that this was an optional process. Poker-Face wasn’t whimsical like Fatty. 

So why didn’t they show up again after they took off their helmets 
underwater?  Did the incident they encountered lead to an accident? 

I had traveled a long distance and was exhausted both physically and 
mentally. I was really at a loss upon encountering such a difficult situation. 
But I absolutely wouldn’t admit that they were dead. We had experienced 
so many things together, and could have died any time, but we were 
desperate to survive. How could they possibly die on such a half-
leisure/half-investigation journey? 

That was what I wanted to say, but when I thought about it carefully, my 
heart was still restless. I immediately gave up the idea, because I knew that 
accidents happened without rhyme or reason. Even if you had encountered 
any great danger before, you couldn’t always escape. Many great heroes in 
history died at the hands of the little people. Was God playing with me? Did 
they really die like this? 

After thinking about it, my heart was still unable to accept it, and I became 
agitated. It was raining at that time, and the visibility on the lake was 
definitely not high. They may have floated up, but they were far away from 
Agui, so he didn’t see them. Later, for whatever reason, they went ashore 
alone. Anyway, there was one thing I had to do—whether they had an 
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accident or not, I had to dive down to see what was going on, either to find 
them alive and well, or find their bodies. 
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Chapter 29 Into the Water Alone 

The rain was still so heavy, it was crazy. Such a heavy rain in Hangzhou 
would never last so long. 

Agui could no longer help. I figured he was afraid that I was just like them, 
and he couldn’t stand this kind of excitement any longer. I told him about 
Pan Ma and warned him to be careful, but I think Pan Ma may have really 
broken down this time. 

Agui wanted to remove the dead, but I told him no, they could prevent Pan 
Ma from returning. It was very difficult to convince him that Pan Ma had 
really snapped and tried to kill me. I really didn’t expect the man to be so 
fierce. 

I went back to the edge of the lake where I had left the mules, took out the 
set of scuba gear I had brought, and hurried to the lake. I couldn’t wait a 
minute more, I had to check it out. 

I was already very familiar with diving in Hainan, so I wasn’t nervous at this 
time. I put on my full set of diving equipment, pushed the raft, and swam 
towards the center of the lake in the rain. 

Because I was wearing flippers, I soon reached my destination. The 
torrential rain beat on the lake surface, and thousands of raindrops brought 
out the deafening sound, which calmed me down. I looked around for the 
buoys we had left at that time, but found that it was impossible to find them 
under such circumstances. I found a general position, then put on my diving 
goggles and sank into the water. 

With my previous experience, I was a little more relaxed this time, especially 
because I knew that this diving method would never let me sink to the 
bottom. I was going to stay suspended above the ditch for a period of time 
to observe the general situation. 
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When I reached our previous position, I cut off the rope again and let out all 
the air in my lungs, so that I wouldn’t float up quickly. At the same time, I 
paddled my hands and feet to suspend myself at a fixed depth. 

Everything under the water was very clear with the diving goggles, but 
unfortunately, the light was dim right now. I kept my balance with my feet 
and tried to sink a little lower, shaking the flashlight on with one hand and 
starting to shine it into the depths.  Soon, a gray-blue but well-defined lake 
world appeared more clearly in front of my eyes. I kicked my feet and 
started swimming forward. 

Because the flashlight could only probe bit by bit, I couldn’t see the whole 
picture clearly, and could only connect what I saw with my memory. 
Fortunately, I had studied architecture, and had a special way of 
remembering things that formed a whole picture in my mind. 

This was a monochrome world, and everything was a dark green lake color. I 
swam forward for a short period of time, and found that as expected, there 
was a steep slope running from the mouth of the ditch all the way down to 
the very dark part of the bottom of the ditch. This steep slope was covered 
with sediment-shrouded wooden buildings.  The bottom of the lake wasn’t 
even, but a deep and irregular underwater canyon. The village was built on 
the south slope of this canyon. 

As I took this all in, I kept going up and down, changing my position and 
observing the underwater situation for a minute. 

More details appeared in front of my eyes, and I found that the dim 
underwater village was on par with Banai. There were fifty or sixty family 
homes, which consisted of mostly tall buildings. But I could see from the 
details that these ancient buildings were not built in modern times, and they 
were very simple and unsophisticated. The characteristics of Yao nationality 
were very obvious in the details, unlike many tall buildings that were neither 
native nor foreign. 
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I still had some impressions of where we were originally diving, and Fatty 
had also mentioned a place with fences. After searching the area, I soon 
found the tiny buoy and saw the fences. I immediately sank, but there was 
nothing under the water, no trace of their existence, nor was there anything 
unusual to be found. 
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Chapter 30 An Old Tree Stings Its Head 

Fatty and Poker-Face must have encountered something in this place, 
because for some as yet unknown reason, they untied the rope leading to 
the water’s surface and then disappeared at the bottom of the lake, which 
was a few dozen meters deep. 

Without scuba diving equipment, they could only stay underwater for one 
minute, so where could they go in that time? I didn’t want to believe the 
weird story of them being devoured by water ghosts, because common 
sense said that they could only travel twenty or thirty meters under the 
water. In other words, unless a submarine was picking them up, they 
couldn’t do anything or go anywhere. They had to be around here. 

But there was nothing around, and the silence of the lake bottom was 
endless. 

The strangest part of this whole story was them taking off the diving helmet 
and untying the rope. On the one hand, the helmet was very troublesome to 
wear since its zipper was located at the back, and it was very long. Even if 
you took your time, it might take ten to twenty seconds to take it off, and 
the fastest you could untie the rope would be five seconds.  These twenty-
five seconds were enough for Poker-Face, but it would take longer for Fatty 
with his physical and mental abilities. On the other hand, it wasn’t like the 
helmet hindered their movements. It could even be used as a protective 
device if they were attacked, so it wasn’t necessary for them to take it off. 

What exactly happened to make them take off their helmets? 

Judging from the fact that Poker-Face had also taken off his helmet, it 
definitely wasn’t done on a whim. His character was very reliable, so taking 
off his helmet must have been a very necessary move. 

I didn’t think it would be too dangerous, though, since they had calmly taken 
off their helmets. That showed me that what they had encountered wasn’t 
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something urgent or quick changing, like being attacked by an animal or 
encountering something strange. Instead, it must have been something that 
gave them the chance to think calmly and rationally, and then make a 
judgment like “helmet can be taken off, there’s no danger”, or “helmet can 
be taken off, danger is under control”. 

If that was the case, then one thing was for certain: it must have happened 
nearby. 

This step by step analysis gradually calmed me down, and I looked at the 
ancient village deep underwater below the rocky slope. I suddenly felt a 
strange coldness coming out from the ruins—could they be in this ancient 
village at the bottom of the lake? But it was impossible to reach it from here 
within a minute. They had to be completely crazy to take off their helmets 
and swim there. It was suicide. 

I tried to recreate the scene and see if there were any places nearby that 
required the rope to be untied to get through, or if they had to take off their 
helmets before they could pass. 

There was nothing but clean stone beaches all around. I swam slowly and 
found that with the help of a powerful flashlight and diving goggles, it was 
clear to see that the situation here was very simple. The only possible place 
was under the rock slope near the edge of the village, where there were 
several huge deadwood roots that had sunk to the bottom. 

Back in those days, these rotten trees must have been big trees outside the 
village, but now all the twigs and leaves had rotted to mud. The thick trunks 
were the only things that weren’t completely rotted. Countless branches 
had fallen from them into a pile, which formed a large stack of withered 
bushes. A large number of branches were entwined and covered in a white 
substance that made them look like calcified rocks. 

If Fatty found something over there, he might have untied the rope to reach 
it. The rope would easily become entangled in these branches, and the 
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clumsy helmet would keep him from bringing his head in to get a closer 
look. 

As I was thinking this, I suddenly felt a chill, and a terrible thought passed 
through my mind: at that time, maybe Fatty found something in this pile of 
branches. He untied his helmet and rope to get a closer look and found 
himself trapped in it. Then, Poker-Face took off his helmet to save Fatty, and 
the result was that he was trapped too. Both of them drowned, which was 
why we didn’t see their bodies. 

If this was the case, then I was about to be facing an extremely horrible 
sight—their two water-logged bodies trapped here in the branches for two 
weeks. The reason why their bodies didn’t rise to the water’s surface may be 
because they were trapped in these branches that looked like ghost claws. 

I didn’t dare get closer at first, but I knew I couldn’t escape it now, so I 
forced myself to kick my flippers. 

Keeping my distance, I floated above the rotten wood and shined my 
flashlight down. I saw an area the size of a basketball court below, full of 
glistening branches tangled like barbed wire. The light penetrated through 
layer after layer of branches below. If they had gotten stuck in those 
branches, then even the gods of Daluo couldn’t help them escape. 

But there were indeed some big gaps in the tangled-up branches, which 
appeared to be caused by someone forcibly breaking them. Fatty and Poker-
Face’s bodies weren’t there. 

It was only when I looked around and didn’t find anything that I breathed a 
sigh of relief. I then grit my teeth and forced myself to sink close to the 
surface of the branches. 

I held my breath as I closed in for a better look, but I immediately found that 
these branches couldn’t be a death trap, since many of them had been 
broken off. I could see from the breakage points that the insides had 
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actually rotted into a powdery mud. As soon as I touched one with my hand, 
it broke into several pieces. The only reason these branches were able to 
keep their shape was because they were supported by a thin layer of lime, 
making them look just like thin lime pipes. This thing couldn’t be the culprit. 
Even if they were trapped, putting up a small struggle would simply break 
the branches into minuscule pieces. 

As I peered through the gaps, I could see that there were actually countless 
pieces of lime and broken “lime branches” littered around. Maybe Fatty had 
been searching for traces of the bones here. I took a closer look at the area, 
but didn’t see anything unusual. Apparently, they hadn’t found anything. 

I couldn’t help but smile bitterly. If it wasn’t for that reason, then I really 
couldn’t think of what might have happened here. Why did they suddenly 
disappear at the bottom of the lake? Was it true what Pan Ma had said 
about there being such things as ghosts in the lake? 

At that moment, I had a sudden impulse to take off my diving suit and see 
what would happen, but I somehow managed to refrain from doing such a 
foolish thing. 

The ancient village was below the rotten trees. I could see all the roof tiles 
from my perspective looking down, but I couldn’t see the insides. It was 
useless to shine the flashlight at maximum power, and the faint light made 
the ancient village appear even quieter and deeper. 

I gathered myself and was ready to continue my search elsewhere when the 
light suddenly flickered. At the moment I turned my head away, I suddenly 
felt as if a change had occurred in the ancient village, so I turned my head 
back again. I didn’t know when it had happened, but a strange green light 
had appeared somewhere in the depths of the ancient village, as if a dim 
solitary lamp had been lit. 

Under the deep water, the cold green halo looked just like a ghost fire 
shining hazily through the gloom. My mind suddenly went blank, my heart 
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beat faster, and the pressure in my chest made me feel like I couldn’t 
breathe, as if I were in a nightmare. 

Fuck, what was going on? What kind of light was this? Was there someone 
in this ancient village? 

Were Poker-Face and Fatty not only alive, but also active in this ancient 
village? 

But this was dozens of meters below the surface of a lake, and it had been 
submerged for nearly a thousand years. How could they live underwater for 
such a long time without oxygen?  Even a flashlight would have run out of 
power in two weeks. And this kind of light… there was a kind of unspeakable 
ghostly feeling, completely unlike that of a flashlight or fire. 

The suffocating feeling was getting stronger and stronger. Was it because 
the ghosts who died at the bottom of the lake hadn’t yet reincarnated and 
were wandering in the ruins here? Was this the lamp of a Yao family that 
had crossed the gap between the ghost and human worlds and was guiding 
the undead to return to the ghost city? 

At the bottom of this cold, dark lake, I had an inexplicable impulse to swim 
towards the light, just like those people who saw lights when they got lost in 
the mountains. But I had a flash of insight at that moment, and suddenly 
realized something. At that time, were Fatty and Poker-Face in the same 
position as me, and saw this light which led to their disappearance? 

Was this the key? What was going to happen next? 

I couldn’t help carefully glancing in all four directions as I reigned in my 
imagination, afraid that something might happen. 

But as I looked around in a circle, it was very quiet all around, and I couldn’t 
see any difference when I looked back at the light. 



215 
 

I turned back and saw that the green light of that solitary lamp was getting 
darker and darker. Suddenly, an unwarranted panic began to spread in my 
heart. 
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Chapter 31 Underwater Lights 

At the bottom of the lake in the depths of the ancient village, I didn’t know 
from which position the solitary lamp had lit up from. Was it in the depths, 
or in the window of an ancient building?  The color of the solitary lamp was 
really indescribable. The light was very opaque and seemed to be covered in 
a dark green shade. It was hazy, and totally unlike the lights of the human 
world. 

This strange lake had given me too many surprises, and there were too 
many secrets hidden in this quiet land of silence. What happened here to 
make everything seem like it was cursed? 

In this kind of dim environment, I dove into the deep mountain lake without 
any support or help. For the first time, I felt extreme panic and 
loneliness.  This helpless sense of despair scared me more than death. An 
image suddenly popped into my head of a kind of ugly fish that preyed on 
others using light in the deep sea. The ancient village gave off the feeling 
that it was a huge creature that was using the light to attract its prey to fall 
into a trap. 

I looked at the oxygen meter. My pounding heart had made me consume 
the oxygen very fast, but the creepy nightmare still lingered on. I suppressed 
my panic and said to myself, if you want to find out the truth, you have to 
take risks. If Fatty and Poker-Face are still alive, then they must be trapped in 
a very strange situation. I may be their only hope. Since I’ve come here, 
retreat is not an option. The green solitary lamp– whether it’s good or bad– 
is the lamp that’s summoned me. 

This was basically self-hypnosis, but under the circumstances at that time, I 
really didn’t know where else to get the courage to go further. I repeated it 
three times before I felt that the panic had eased a little. I pulled out the 
bayonet and held it in a reversed grip—although I didn’t know what use it 
would be for ghosts, it made me feel brave. 
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I kicked my flippers and started diving towards the ancient village that had 
settled on the rocky beach at the bottom of the lake. After a short dive, the 
drop in my position caused the light to gradually be blocked by the ancient 
buildings, and it was soon lost. The darkness gradually gathered around, and 
the ancient village in the deep lake returned to the dim world once again. 

As I gradually calmed down, my panic miraculously began to retreat. It 
seemed that this panic was a result of the green light, so my heart felt at 
ease as it disappeared for a while. With my character, watching the light 
approaching would drive me crazy. 

My position wasn’t far from the edge of the ancient village, and as I 
approached, I found that there were still many rotten wood branches on the 
slope of the stone beach. Some were still standing, while others had 
collapsed and lay across the lake bottom. This ancient village had obviously 
been surrounded by trees before it was submerged and had really excellent 
feng shui. 

Less than a moment after diving, I reached the top of the ancient village. The 
roof of the nearest tall wooden building was only three meters away from 
me at most. Since I was diving from the slope, the water depth at this time 
may have exceeded seventy meters, and the water pressure made me quite 
uncomfortable. It reminded me of that saying: “You don’t know the true 
face of Mount Lushan, only because you’re in the middle of the 
mountain(1).” I couldn’t see the whole village from this position, and could 
only see the dense building covers, but I could vaguely make out that the 
green light in the village wasn’t far away.  At the same time, I looked below 
my feet and noticed a place on the edge of the village where many stone 
tablets stood like tombstones. 

 

(1) Basically, you can’t see the overall picture because you’re stuck in the 
middle of it, and only see what’s in front of you. 
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I dove slightly to take a look with the flashlight and found that the stone 
tablets had been corroded by the water. It was obvious that these stone 
tablets originally contained limestone components, which had dissolved in 
the water. The stones were mottled with holes, and the words above 
couldn’t be seen clearly, but they weren’t tombstones. They had to be a kind 
of stone tablet unique to Yao and Miao culture. 

The ancient Yao people had a tradition of setting the law by stone tablets. 
When Yao people met with some matters that needed collective discussion, 
they would hold a “stone tablet meeting”. After the meeting, they would set 
up a stone tablet in the village, which was called the Law of Stone Tablets. 
This was like the code of the Yao nationality, which all people–including the 
Yao king– had to abide by. The Yao people called these stone tablets “A 
Chang”. 

This kind of law was more sacred than our Han people gave it credit for. The 
Yao people thought that “stone tablets were larger than heaven”, and many 
ancient Han-Yao conflicts were caused by the Han people’s desire to shake 
the law of the stone tablets. Every stone tablet had a manager– called the 
Head of the Stone Tablet– who had great power. 

There were many stone tablets here, which meant that a lot of very 
important things must have been recorded, but unfortunately, the 
handwriting couldn’t be seen clearly. Moreover, many stone tablet laws 
involved the obscure ancient secrets of the Yao people, so many stone 
tablets had no words on them. The Yao people at that time obeyed the laws 
by following their conscience. 

I thought we would be able to learn what had happened in this ancient 
village if only we could see the words on them. 

I swam over the stone tablets and floated above the village again. The view 
of the dilapidated wooden buildings and the paths between them was much 
clearer since I was so close. At this time, the green light came out again, and 
though the light source couldn’t be seen, the dim halo was just ahead. My 
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scalp began to tingle again, my heart beat even faster, and my sense of 
panic almost resurfaced and filled all my senses.  At the same time, I felt that 
this kind of panic was very strange, as if it came from a fear in my most 
primitive and deepest memory. It couldn’t be described or even dispelled. 
What the hell was I afraid of? 

Seeing a thousand-year-old village from this height, I was afraid there were 
fewer than a hundred people in the whole world who had the same 
experience as me. And looking at the dilapidated wooden building within 
easy reach, I felt like I was floating in the middle of an ancient road. The 
scene from a thousand years ago inevitably rose up in my mind, but then I 
was brought back to reality by the current situation. The transposition made 
everything feel very unreal. 

This was my first close look at this ancient village at the bottom of the lake, 
and I found that it was very similar to Banai. The two- to three-story wooden 
buildings were very densely packed together, but separated by some 
bluestone paths and stone steps that could accommodate three people at 
one time. These decaying wooden buildings were all leaning to one side and 
looked like they would collapse at any time. One of the roofs had slid down 
on the wall of another building nearby, forming a “door”. I stayed 
suspended above this door, watching the bubbles that I spit out rise, and 
feeling my heart involuntarily pull back. If I snuck into the village and there 
was an accident, the surrounding wooden buildings might collapse. If I 
couldn’t escape, then I’d be buried alive, and being buried alive underwater 
meant that there was no chance of being rescued. 

As I passed through several dilapidated high-rise buildings, the location of 
the light was getting closer and closer, and my sense of suffocation was 
getting stronger and stronger. Looking at the angle between the light and 
the high-rise buildings, I determined that the light was coming from within 
one of the ancient buildings and was probably being reflected through the 
window. I was about to grit my teeth and dive down, when the light 
suddenly disappeared. 
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I was so nervous that I almost fainted, and my breathing tube came out of 
my mouth. But at that moment, I had seen where the light was. 

It was in what looked like a very large composite tower, which was 
composed of several tall buildings. It was probably the tower of a large Yao 
family, which was generally owned by the richest families in the village. The 
moment just now was too fast, and I didn’t have time to see from which 
window the light came from. 

When I slowly sank, and shined my flashlight over, I was completely floored. 
Oh my god, what kind of building was this? 

Indeed, the tower was a little different. Its outer edge was actually built of 
stone, and the eaves on the tile roof were actually of the Huizhou style. 

This wasn’t a Yao tower, but a Han tower. 

I was stunned. What was going on?  Why was there a Han-style building in 
this ancient Yao village?  
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Chapter 32 Yao family compound 

Since ancient times, the Miao and Yao people had lived in separate groups 
from the Hans, because they were very concerned about their privacy and 
blood lineage. From ancient times up until the present, the Nan Yao in 
particular had experienced the most conflicts among ethnic minorities. In 
ancient times, there was the chaos of the Three Miaos Rebellion, and before 
the founding of The People’s Republic, there were fights between Hakkas 
villages. For groups from the same well and river channel, the killings 
between Han Yao and Han Miao– even between Yao villages– were 
extremely bitter, so much so that they gave rise to the Taiping Heavenly 
Kingdom movement. It could be said that the suspicion and estrangement 
between the nationalities at that time were incredibly intense. 

As a result, it was absolutely impossible for Yao and Han people to live 
together. And even if the Yao people were willing to accept Han people 
settling down in their village, the Han people would have to live in the Yao 
people’s houses. It was absolutely impossible for the Yao king to allow the 
Han people to build such a big tower of power in his village. 

I couldn’t understand it at all. It was like I had found a watermelon in a 
sorghum field! 

I quietly looked at this ancient building as I slowly descended and found an 
even stranger thing. This Han-style ancient building was completely 
enclosed by the surrounding tall buildings. The tiles on the roof were the 
same color, and it seemed to be protected by the tall buildings here.  By 
looking at the outside of the house, you wouldn’t even notice that an 
ancient building was inside. 

Moreover, I could tell by looking at the scale that this Han building was very 
strange. It looked like it was built with a courtyard in the middle, three-story 
buildings on all sides, and the base and outer wall were all made of stone. A 
sharp-eyed person who studied architecture would be able to see at a 
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glance that this was the style of large houses along the streets in southern 
China during the Ming and Qing dynasties. They were generally family 
courtyards built by local distinguished families, with several deep-seated 
courtyards, followed by gardens and more buildings. Huge stones were used 
to prevent bandits and horses from entering during the chaos of war. This 
extremely strong building usually protected the lives of hundreds of people 
living in the inner courtyard. 

In other words, this ancient building should be the front of a large, deep 
house. Its door should be facing the middle street, and there was a high wall 
outside surrounding the whole old house. There would be big gates, small 
gates, and walls all around it. Some of the gates would be used by servants 
to enter and exit, while some may lead to shops doing business along the 
street. After the gates, there would be complex corridors leading to the 
inner part of the house. The most typical example of this was Hu Qingyu Hall 
in Hangzhou. 

But there was only a single building here, as if all the other parts had been 
cut straight off, and the whole house only had one head left. 

I swam slowly around the building and found that it was indeed the case. 
Behind it was the street made of blue stones, surrounded by the tall 
buildings of the Yao families. There was no shadow of any other Han-style 
buildings. It was simply incredible. 

This had also happened before. After the founding of the People’s Republic, 
the old houses were assigned to the poor. There were dozens of families 
living in one building, and the passageways in the backyard were blocked. 
The house was originally a mansion, but afterwards, it became many 
independent units. 

I had read so many books and had an especially deep memory of Chinese 
classical architecture. Countless concepts flashed through my mind, but I 
still couldn’t find any convincing explanation. A layman might think I was 
making a mountain out of a molehill, but to me, it was like something was 
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stuck in my throat.  Who built this damn building, and why did he build it like 
this? 

The green light had come from this ancient Han-style building, but when I 
arrived, it suddenly went out. Did the “people” in this house find me an 
unexpected guest? Or were they telling me this was my destination? At the 
same time, I thought that maybe this was a Han village, and so the ghost 
was also a Han. If that was the case, then maybe they could cut me some 
slack as a fellow Chinese. 

Either way, it appeared that I had to go into this ancient building to find out 
what was really going on. At least the increasing confusion made me less 
afraid. 

When I floated to the top of the courtyard, the area below looked like a 
huge black pit. I turned the flashlight to its brightest setting and took a look. 
I saw nothing that could reflect light, nor anything that was foreign. 

Instead of giving myself time to panic and imagine the worst, I forced myself 
to calm down, turn over, swing my flippers upside down, and dive into the 
courtyard. As soon as the surrounding space closed in, my light illuminated 
it. By the time I had adjusted the brightness so that my eyes could adapt, I 
had already descended into the courtyard. 

I was surrounded by the white particles that had floated up from my descent 
agitating the water, which made everything feel different. There were stone 
tables and chairs covered in sediment below, and my flashlight illuminated 
the area all around. There was one large pillar at each corner of the 
courtyard, and two pillars at each side of the middle gate, bringing the total 
to twelve large pillars. There were corridors of wood and stone inside, and 
behind them were the rooms, which all had carved window grilles that were 
decayed and collapsed. These grilles were all covered in white and looked 
extremely old. 
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Wooden doors and windows normally decayed and fell off, but miraculously 
enough, I found that the structure of the house here was relatively 
complete. They had probably used high quality wood at that time. 

When I turned the flashlight, doors were revealed on all sides. In front of me 
was the back door leading to the front hall, behind me was the door leading 
to the rear courtyard, and the ones on the side led to the side 
compartments. I saw duìlián(1) hanging on the pillars at the door on all sides. 
The wood of the duìlián wasn’t as good as that of the wooden pillars, for 
they had completely distorted and were covered in fungus-like growths. The 
duìlián on the two doors had half fallen to the ground and rotted, and only 
the one on the back door in the front hall was best preserved. I swung my 
flippers, wiped the grime off of it, and found it had the following two verses: 

Having defeated foreign tribes; thus achieving great triumphs. 
Thinking of home country while reciting poetry in a low voice.(2) 

This was a very common couplet, but I could see what it meant– the owner 
of this building had achieved military success. 

Was the owner of this building a soldier? Look at this scale, I said to myself, 
it was probably an officer. 

The back door of the front hall had collapsed into a mass of mud, and there 
were several cracks in the window frame. The panes had broken into pieces 

 

(1) Rhyming couplet/pair of lines of verse written vertically down the sides 
of a doorway. Basically a plaque. 
(2) Tiffany said the two lines might not translate over 100% correctly but she 
got the meaning very close for us. She said the author created these 
sentences himself, and they’re packed with literary allusions. Many readers 
have discussed what these sentences mean since they shed light on a little 
bit of the history of the Zhang Family.  
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and tumbled like smoke in the water, which made me feel that they would 
disappear at any time. I shined the flashlight in through the gap and saw 
that the inside was very messy. It was full of collapsed wooden beams and 
some indescribable debris, making it obvious that the inside had been badly 
damaged. 

I could vaguely see the back wall in the middle, which was the neutral wall 
of the room.  In feng shui, chi entered through the door, but wasn’t allowed 
to go directly through the back door. There had to be a wall in the middle to 
block it, so if you wanted to go out through the back door, you had to go 
around it. This was called a winding beam, which slowed the chi down and 
allowed it to occupy the room. Another saying was that the opening at the 
back would change from north to south to east and west, which would be 
more conducive to wealth. 

This was actually reasonable, because it would be very disadvantageous if 
people could see the situation in the courtyard behind you through the front 
hall once they came in through the front door. In case you were engaged in 
any conspiracy or didn’t want to see this person, you wouldn’t be able to 
hide. But if you had a wall, that would give you room to maneuver, and even 
give you time to hide if robbers came in. 

I swam in carefully. The reason why I entered the front hall was because I 
saw the duìlián and thought of one thing: most of the front halls of large 
houses in Guangdong and Guangxi had duìlián and spirit tablet attics, where 
the plaque was often related to the identity of the owner. So, I decided to go 
to the front hall first and look for clues. 

I went in for a look and was dumbfounded. 

Shining my light everywhere, I found that the entire front building was 
completely rotten inside. The wooden floor had collapsed completely, and 
when I looked up, there was no ceiling, and the highest roof could be seen 
directly. The only things that weren’t rotten were the stone parts and some 
huge thick wooden beams.  A lot of dilapidated debris had fallen on the 
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floor, and the entire building’s internal space was like a roadside demolition, 
leaving only the skeleton of the old building, or a huge and simple scaffold. 

I floated and swept the flashlight back to the upper part of the wall. It was 
basically rotten, and only a plaque could be seen. It was also very rotten, but 
I swam up and carefully removed the gunk. The color inside had completely 
faded, leaving only the outline of the earth-colored raised words, which 
could be vaguely distinguished as four characters: Fan Tianzi Bao. 

I couldn’t understand what it meant, but my eyes jumped when I saw the 
signature. It said “Landlord of the Zhang Family”(3), followed by the model 
year, month, and day stamp. 

This plaque may have been given by someone else. If it wasn’t, then the host 
was a great scholar or elegant person, because most of them would have 
written it themselves. It was unlikely that there was such beautiful 
calligraphy in a Yao village.  This was a very beautiful thin gold body, and 
after making rubbings for so many years, I could see that the calligraphy 
skills were very profound. This meant that this Landlord of the Zhang Family 
was probably the owner of this ancient building. 

Landlord of the Zhang Family, I said to myself, Zhang family? 

Zhang Qiling… Zhang…Zhang…Zhang… Zhang… was it a coincidence? 

I couldn’t help thinking about what had happened before. There were a lot 
of clues here, and there was a subtle connection with Poker-Face. I asked 
myself, does this have anything to do with Poker-Face? 

Interesting.  

 

(3) The pinyin “Jia” means “family” in Chinese, so Zhang Jia is Zhang family. 
Heads up, I use them interchangeably from here on out.  
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Badass people really do badass work. This strange ancient building isn’t 
Poker-Face’s old house, is it? Is this Landlord of the Zhang Jia Poker-Face’s 
ancestor? 

When I thought about it, this Landlord was able to build such a mansion in 
the mountains, obviously had a rich family, and could write calligraphy. The 
couplets here were extremely tasteful and elegant and could be compared 
with Confucian businessmen. It was Hu Xueyan’s style—why would such a 
family build such a strange building in a Yao village in the distant mountains? 

Was he persecuted and came here to live in seclusion, or did he have 
another plan?  I suddenly felt a little excited and figured there had to be a 
lot of stories in this ancient building. If it was really related to Poker-Face, 
then I felt like it was all worth it this time. 

It was a pity there was nothing else to see here. There should have been a 
lot of calligraphy and paintings on display in the front hall, but they must 
have rotted away by now. If only there were more words. 

It appeared I had to go from room to room to check for clues. When I looked 
at the oxygen meter and saw that there was half of the tank left, I knew I 
had to hurry. I decided to retreat to the courtyard and think about which 
room was the best. 

I was about to kick my flippers when I suddenly felt a tingle on the back of 
my neck and saw a cold green light behind me. 
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Chapter 33 Green Light 

I turned almost reflexively. Through the back door of the front hall, I saw a 
strange green light in the hall opposite the courtyard. The light was coming 
out of the decayed carved window and “diffused” dimly in the water. 

Just like what I had seen before, the green light was very strange. Up close, I 
found that it had some very imperceptible fluctuations, which made the 
whole courtyard look miserable and spooky, as if I had suddenly entered 
another space. 

I swallowed a mouthful of saliva, feeling a chill all over my body. The fear in 
my heart was indescribable, and even my brain was frozen. 

It appeared that it was coming, and it was impossible for me to hide. 

I tried my best to calm myself down as I approached the back hall. I told 
myself that since I had arrived here, I had foreseen this kind of situation. I 
had encountered many similar situations before, and I was still safe. I didn’t 
believe that this time could be any worse than before. 

It was only twenty steps from the front hall to the back hall. I didn’t know 
whether it was because I was stiff, or because I felt that time had slowed 
down, but I swam for five minutes. 

The door of the back hall was closed, but there were several carved window 
panels that had collapsed completely. I couldn’t see them clearly since they 
were filled with the green light, but I carefully took a look inside. At the 
moment my flashlight swept through, a shadow made my heart stop. I 
thought it was a ghostly woman’s face, but the result was just a shadow. 

The back hall was exactly the same as the front hall, except for the rotting 
and collapsed objects piled up on the ground, and the fact that it was almost 
empty. There was also a wall in the middle of the back hall, and the green 
light was faintly emitting from behind it. 



229 
 

This scene was very similar to one of the plots in Strange Tales from a 
Chinese Studio. In the dilapidated old house, a scholar lit an oil lamp to read 
at night, and the female ghost floated in, looking at the light in the house. It 
was just that now the positions were reversed, and the scholar was looking 
at the light from outside. This light color really looked like that of a drowned 
female ghost. 

I looked up and down the back hall to find out the general structure of this 
place so that I could run quickly in case something happened. Just as I was 
about to enter through the window, I suddenly saw that the green light was 
fading rapidly, and it eventually went out. 

As I saw the light dim, my heart tightened as if I had been strangled, and I 
held my breath. 

Did it notice me? 

My mind flashed with a lot of images, wondering what would happen when I 
went behind the wall. If the “water ghost” sensed my presence, then it 
would definitely lie in wait, prepared to attack me suddenly. 

Wait a minute! I had no chance of winning, so if I just went in there rashly 
and it really was a ghost, wouldn’t that be suicide? 

I was now isolated, and no one knew that I was here. Regardless of whether 
there was a water ghost behind me, or if my foot suddenly got stuck, or if 
the oxygen was suddenly exhausted, I would surely die here and wouldn’t 
be found for hundreds of years. Should I just throw caution to the wind, or 
should I rethink it? 

I was immediately discouraged. My courage had vanished, and I dared not 
enter again. 
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I wondered if I had been consumed by fear. In this situation, maybe I 
shouldn’t go in at all. The right thing to do would be to go back and look for 
backup, but such a thought made me feel even more uncertain. 

If I did that, everything I had done before would all be in vain. Poker-Face 
and Fatty left no traces at all and disappeared at the bottom of the lake. If I 
went up, would it be possible to come here again? Would I still have the 
courage to go through the whole process again? I didn’t think so. Even if I 
came again, I was afraid I wouldn’t be able to get to this point again after 
retreating once. Then maybe Poker-Face and Fatty would really disappear 
completely from my life. 

At this moment, I began to miss Pan Zi. If he were here, he would be a great 
driving force. I was really different from them after all. I thought I had rich 
experience, but courage seemed to have little to do with experience. 

I just needed to back up a few steps in the courtyard, swing my legs, and 
keep going up. In a few minutes, I could get out of this strange ancient 
building at the bottom of the lake, and not have to think about the things in 
front of me. I paused, hesitating because I knew that whether I took the first 
step forward or backward, I couldn’t stop. 

At this time, I saw something—it was a clear handprint. 

The handprint was placed on the window frame, and the reason I hadn’t 
seen it at first was because I was so nervous. 

There was sediment everywhere, so this handprint was very clear. It was 
obviously placed not long ago, so was it mine? I leaned over and compared 
them. I noticed that two of the fingers on the handprint were very long and 
had to belong to Poker-Face. 

I froze. Based on the location of this handprint, I was able to reach a 
conclusion. It appeared to be the result of someone breaking the window 
frame— did Poker-face do it? 



231 
 

The distance from here to the place where I had come down was quite far, 
and he had obviously taken off his helmet. How could he travel such a long 
time without oxygen? Did he also become a water ghost? 

The confusion in my heart was getting worse and worse, but when I thought 
of Poker-Face, I suddenly remembered that I had promised to help him. If he 
became a water ghost, then I would also become a water ghost when I died, 
and the water ghost trio wouldn’t be so lonely. If he hadn’t saved me several 
times in the past, I would have died long ago. Now I was only taking a risk 
for him, so why not do it? Was my life so valuable? 

I managed to calm down, but saying all this honestly didn’t ease my fears; 
instead, I had become even more frightened. At this time, my whole body 
trembled almost uncontrollably, and I couldn’t suppress the tremors. But 
the belief in my heart was so strong that even with this fear, I swam through 
the window and into the back hall. 

After entering, I wondered if I was being impolite. Should I knock on the 
door first so that the people inside might think I was sensible and let me 
live? I smacked myself and tried to calm my nerves. 

The situation in the back and front halls was exactly the same, so I swam 
around the wall bit by bit. The green light didn’t flare up again, and when I 
almost rounded the wall, I stopped. My hand was shaking so hard that I 
could barely hold the flashlight. 

Because I couldn’t suppress the shaking, the light shook with my rhythm, 
making the wall look like it was going to fall down. I had to use my other 
hand to help and swam the last few steps behind the wall. Under my 
flashlight’s illumination, I was able to take everything in with a glance. 

At that moment, all my nerves were tense, and my heart was prepared to 
see any type of horrible situation. As I got closer and closer, I felt that all the 
blood vessels in my brain were going to burst. 
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But according to the light, there was only a collapsed white object, and 
nothing else. 

Fuck! I felt as if I had been tricked. Since I was under such extreme tension, I 
didn’t immediately relax just because I didn’t see anything. Instead, I tensed 
up even more. 

Looking around, I found that the entire inner hall was completely enclosed, 
the back part was empty, and there should only be one door leading to the 
rear compound. It was the one I had seen from outside, where the street 
was on the other side. 

If the thing that was emitting the green light was here, it probably hadn’t 
left and was just hiding. 

I swam across with my heart in my throat and got into a defensive position. I 
looked under the collapsed object to see if it was hiding something, but I 
couldn’t see clearly because it was too messy. At this moment, I suddenly 
saw the only thing standing. In the corner behind the back wall of the hall 
was a screen. 

I didn’t know what kind of material the screen was made of since it didn’t 
rot, but the hinge couldn’t support it anymore, and it was leaning in a 
crooked, misshapen way. My scalp felt numb when my flashlight lit upon it. I 
saw a strange figure behind the screen. 
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Chapter 34 Come True 

I froze. My whole body started quaking, and I lost all my strength. I dared 
not move again– or look away– as the flashlight continued shining in that 
direction. 

Under the penetration of the powerful flashlight, the figure was quite clear. 
What made my hair stand on end was the person’s posture, which was very 
strange– the person was standing upright, but their shoulders were sunken 
in. My first feeling was that this person was floating like me, but it looked as 
if the figure didn’t move. Only corpses did that. 

At that time, the sense of suffocation had reached its limit. This was 
probably the strangest thing I had encountered so far. If it were on land, 
there would be countless explanations. But this was at the bottom of the 
lake, where the water depth was sixty to seventy meters. The shadow was 
standing there faint and motionless, so it definitely wasn’t a diver. 

What the hell was this, a monster or a water ghost? 

My heart shook. No one could live underwater without oxygen tanks, and no 
one could stand underwater like this. Shit, this time I really hit the jackpot. It 
appeared Agui was right, and I might really have to believe there was a 
ghost down here. 

When I thought of water ghosts, the first thing that came to mind were the 
bones we had been looking for. Were these the zombies of the 
archaeological team that had changed in the water after they were killed, or 
were they the people who had died when the village was flooded? Was 
Poker-Face’s and Fatty’s disappearance some kind of trick like this? 

If it was a zombie, it would be easy to handle since I could out-swim it with 
all my equipment. But if it was a ghost, then I was afraid I’d become its 
dinner. Even if Fatty and Poker-face hadn’t been killed, I didn’t know if they 
would come out to help me. 
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I was at a complete loss. I didn’t dare move forward or turn around, because 
I was afraid to turn my back to it in case this thing rushed at me. I would 
rather watch it kill me than suddenly feel something coming up from behind. 
All I could do was stare at the shadow. 

But as I stayed frozen for a while, I noticed that the shadow didn’t move. It 
was very strange, almost as if it was a stone carving. I couldn’t discern a hint 
of movement, but at the same time, I had a strange feeling. This shadow… 
shit, I seemed to have seen it before. 

This feeling miraculously grew stronger, and it seemed that my subconscious 
was guiding me. I summoned up my courage and swam forward, but the 
shape of the shadow on the screen gradually began to change. 

I was dripping with cold sweat again as I looked at the changing shadow. The 
feeling of déjà vu grew stronger and stronger, and even overwhelmed my 
fear for a time. After swimming a distance of about seven meters, the 
feeling reached an extreme height, and at that moment, I remembered it. 

My god, this shadow, this screen, was it not the shadow in Brother Chu’s 
photo?! 

Before I came to Banai, I received a photo, which was sent to me by Uncle 
Three’s old friend Brother Chu. It was taken inside an old building with a 
screen inside, and there had also been a shadow of a person behind that 
screen. In retrospect, that figure was exactly the same as what I was seeing 
in front of me now. 

Because “Golmud People’s Liberation Army Sanatorium” had been written 
on the back of the photo, I had assumed at that time that the photo was 
taken in the abandoned nursing home in Golmud. Now it seemed that I was 
wrong. Was the notation on the back of the photo not about the photo 
itself? Was the photo taken here? 
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But at that time, the photo didn’t show any signs of being underwater. In 
other words, if it had been taken here, the underwater ancient village hadn’t 
been submerged when the photo was taken. 

That kind of photo must have been taken in the 1930s or 1940s at the 
earliest. Was the time when this ancient village was submerged not as long 
ago as I thought? 

Photos… shadows…underwater… did the picture Brother Chu gave me 
contain a hidden meaning, and I had just thought of it as an ordinary 
photo?  Did he give me the photo and want me to look for the shadow? 

My mind that had been momentarily blank was suddenly filled with 
countless strange ideas. 

What confused me was the shadow. The posture of the shadow in the photo 
had been so strange, but the shadow here was almost the same as that in 
the photo. 

If the photo had been taken here, then that meant that after the photo was 
taken, the shadow didn’t move at all, and had been here the whole time? 
Then it couldn’t be a water ghost, because it hadn’t been sunk in the water 
at that time. The shadow was probably some dead thing. 

As I stood there, I got a sudden burst of courage, found a brick, swung my 
flippers, and swam towards the screen.  When I was almost to the screen, I 
threw the brick and yelled in my heart, “Fuck you!” But before I finished, I 
immediately regretted it. 

The screen had been soaked in water, so when the stone fell on the frame, 
the screen collapsed, and the corroded debris floated like snowflakes 
towards me. I immediately swam back and pointed the light to take a look, 
but all I could see at first were floating debris.  I pulled my hand back and 
shined the flashlight forward. In the confusion, something appeared from 
out of the floating objects and came at me. 
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I immediately panicked and struggled to retreat. At the same time, I started 
to stab it with the bayonet I had picked up earlier. After a dozen times, I 
didn’t feel any resistance, but the respirator in my mouth fell out. I hurriedly 
grabbed it.  

The floating objects in front of me had already been washed away by the 
current, and all that was left in front of me was a piece of white driftwood. 

I cursed, kicked it away, and used my light to illuminate the shadow behind 
the screen. 

The shadow was still standing there. The floating debris cloud was getting 
thinner, and its true face had been more or less revealed. 

It was a human-shaped thing, with a head, hands, and feet. It was just 
standing there covered in white sediment, showing off a very stiff pose, like 
a rigid corpse. After being hung up, the body was somehow waxed, and 
looked to be wrapped up. It looked like a stone statue that was too hard to 
describe. 

Its face was completely covered, so I didn’t know if it had any sort of 
expression, but it did look like a dead thing, because if it could move, the 
sediment on its body would definitely not accumulate so thickly… 

What the hell was this? Now I was even more confused. 
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Chapter 35 The True Face of the Shadow 

I looked at the human figure, and felt goosebumps spring up all over my 
body. 

It looked like a stone statue at first glance, but then I realized that was 
impossible, because the shape of the thing was too realistic. It was almost as 
if a hanged man had been solidified. In those days, even if someone wanted 
to carve such a shocking thing, it wouldn’t be so realistic. Although there 
were many evil gods in the southern region, most of them were even more 
exaggerated, so it was really weird that this was so realistic. 

There were so many strange things along the way that I didn’t dare discount 
it. Maybe it was this thing that gave off the green light just now. It looked 
like it was in the right position, after all. 

As I approached the figure, the feeling of waxing death became more 
obvious. At the same time, I found that its right hand had been broken off at 
the wrist and was missing. I could tell it wasn’t cast like this, but had been 
destroyed at some point. 

So unimpressive! What a poor imitation of the Venus statue! I hesitated for 
a moment before using the bayonet to carefully scrape the white sediment 
off so that I could see its original color. 

When I scraped off a piece, I was shocked. The color of the object itself 
turned out to be black and red. It wasn’t very bright, but rather dim because 
it was mixed in with the mildew and dirt. I continued scraping and found 
that these black-red mottled mildew flowers were actually rust on what 
turned out to be black iron. 

No, this was an iron figurine. I mustered up my courage to pinch it with my 
hand and found that it was really solid iron. Some of the spots had been 
refined well and hadn’t yet rotted. I could even see very delicate patterns 
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carved on the figure, and other parts on its rusted surface were covered in 
dark red spots. 

I gradually realized what it was, and immediately scraped all the debris off. A 
very strange iron figurine appeared in front of me. I was shocked, because 
this thing initially gave me the impression that its shape was realistic, but 
the surface was crude. Now, however, I found that the surface of this thing 
appeared to have been polished. Although it was rusty now, the beautiful 
patterns all over it convinced me that this was a very detailed work of art. 

I touched the patterns and found that they were exactly the same as the 
patterns on the iron block we had found under Poker-face’s bed. So that was 
what the archaeological team salvaged from beneath the water! Those iron 
blocks were fragments of this kind of iron figurine. 

Was this a cultural relic? Did it have any archaeological value? 

I remembered Poker-Face saying that these iron blocks were very 
dangerous, so I reigned in my thoughts and stopped touching it. Instead, I 
kept my distance and watched carefully. 

I didn’t know anything about ironware, but I had a deep understanding of 
gold-plating and copper wares. I had seen iron figurines in antique markets 
before, but never such large ones. They belonged to the category of tin 
ironware and were usually small pieces. First of all, iron was very expensive 
in ancient times. Even if it wasn’t used for such a large number of iron 
figurines, the amount of materials consumed was amazing.  Secondly, iron 
tools weren’t easy to store, and tended to rust. I knew there were a lot of 
Ming iron buddhas that were hollow because of this. 

If the whole workmanship of this thing was the same as that of Poker-Face’s, 
then it was basically solid. It might possibly even contain something, but it 
wouldn’t be too hollow and might even be very heavy. Such a heavy thing… 
was it the great iron weapon of Buddhism? Was it used to restrain some 
kind of demon in this town? 
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I was driving myself crazy. I knew it was impossible to come up with a 
reason; there was no lead here and it was useless to think about it. 

I wanted to see the patterns on the iron figurine, but the rust was so severe 
that I couldn’t see the whole body at all, or anything else for that matter. 
When I thought of Pan Ma saying that there were a lot of iron pieces, I asked 
myself, is there more than one iron figurine here? But it was empty, and 
there was nothing around. This kind of thing was so big that it could still be 
seen even under the collapsed objects. Where did they salvage those iron 
pieces from? Was this kind of iron figurine distributed throughout the entire 
Yao village? Or was it hiding somewhere else in the ancient building? 

I turned my head subconsciously and saw the back door. 

I had seen a corridor on one side of the screen in that photo, and once I 
adjusted my position, I found that the corridor in the photo was actually the 
back door of this hall. 

In an ordinary old house, you would enter this door first to access the 
compound. But this ancient building was different, because there was no 
compound in sight. So, if this door led out, the area outside should be the 
ancient village’s street. It couldn’t be a corridor. 

I looked at the back door. The doorframe in the picture in my memory was 
exactly the same as the one here. Without a doubt, the photo had been 
taken here. But how could there be such a deviation? Was there a corridor 
here when the photos were taken, but it was later torn down? I found my 
concept of time completely confused. It appeared I had to reconsider the 
time when this photo was taken, and the time when this ancient village 
sank. 

As I approached, I found that the carved door showed no signs of decay at 
all. I pulled it and found that it wasn’t made of imitation wood like I had 
thought, but was actually an iron door. After using my flashlight again, I 
paused for a moment, surprised that I didn’t see the bluestone road outside. 
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Instead, there was a corridor behind the door. It wasn’t a flat corridor, for it 
sloped downward, leading deep underground. The situation on both sides of 
the corridor was exactly the same as that in the photo. 

I was even more sure that the place where the photo had been taken was 
here. I felt a tingle in my heart, and thought, “No way.” This kind of building 
had the back door of the hall connected to the corridor, which led 
underground. Did this mean that this ancient residence had access to the 
compound, and the compound was actually built underground? 
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Chapter 36 The Second Half is Underground 

I was completely floored. Not only was this ancient building positioned 
wrong, but it also had such a strange structure. The door leading to what I 
thought was the rear of the building actually hid a corridor leading 
underground. Was it possible that the whole house behind it was entirely 
built underground? But the designer included some tricks, so the actual 
length of the back hall wasn’t the same as the length of the room. When 
others came in, they would think that the door led straight to the rear of the 
building, but in fact, the door was still some distance away, and a secret 
corridor was built in the middle. 

The door was on the ground, and the rest of the house was built 
underground. Was this even really a house? It seemed more like a rat’s nest. 
The designer was really too imaginative. 

I suddenly remembered a sentence Uncle Three said long ago: building villas 
in remote mountains was either overseas Chinese, or tomb robbers. This 
was a remote mountain, wasn’t it? Was this ancient house in the remote 
mountains a false building used to hide grave robbing activities?  One 
example I often heard about was people building pigsties on top of ancient 
tombs, and then using them as a cover for grave robberies. 

On the surface, this really seemed to be the case. They may have been 
robbing a tomb at the other end of this corridor, and these iron figurines 
were what they had dug up from the tomb’s buried objects. 

But if I thought about it carefully, I knew that it was impossible. Even the 
most powerful and eccentric tomb robber I know couldn’t build such a 
strong corridor for the sake of tomb robbing. At first glance, you could see 
that the permanent stone passage built by very experienced craftsmen 
wasn’t temporary.  Besides, why would you want to build a Han-style 
building in a Yao village? Fake buildings were used to hide, not to alert 
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others that a grave robbery was going on. Wasn’t it more conspicuous to 
build a Han-style building in a Yao village? 

I speculated that the best and most efficient way was to build a tall Yao 
building here, and then dig a hole directly at night. The time and money it 
would take to build such a tall, strong Han-style building here was probably 
far greater than the value of an ancient tomb at that time, and it was too 
conspicuous to be necessary at all. 

To make such a thing feasible, there was only one possibility: the items 
below were extremely valuable, but also extremely difficult to get to. It 
might take twenty to thirty years of operation, which was a whole other 
matter. But I was basically certain that there couldn’t be a big tomb here, 
because this was a low-lying land in a mountainous area. All the 
groundwater would come here, and it was impossible to build large tombs. 

From my knowledge of architecture, I could still confirm one thing: it 
appeared that this building was built for a special purpose, and all its 
features should serve this purpose. I couldn’t make an assumption since I 
didn’t know what that purpose was, but the core part should be 
underground. 

I looked at the oxygen meter and noticed there wasn’t much left. I could 
only hold on for fifteen minutes at most and didn’t have any more time to 
waste. Looking at the corridor, it didn’t seem too deep, and I could see that 
it didn’t slope down as much after a dozen paces. The floor was also made 
of blue brick. 

The green light didn’t appear again, and there didn’t appear to be any 
danger. It seemed like the water ghost didn’t have any malicious intentions 
and was guiding me step by step. If it wanted to kill me, I would’ve died long 
ago. 

The previous experience made me feel a little timid. After a pause, I 
carefully opened the door and swam down the dark corridor. When I 
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reached the bottom, I took a look around with my flashlight, and gasped. I 
had found a brick basement that was small and very narrow, but long, with a 
much-exaggerated length. I couldn’t see to the other end of the basement 
here, but there were a lot of iron shelves on both sides, where countless 
iron men were stacked up. 

This was a bit like a dragon kiln. The iron figurines on both sides were like 
freshly baked porcelain, displayed here in their entirety. These iron figurines 
looked like corpses under my yellow light, and I felt as if I were in a crypt of 
a foreign cathedral. I roughly estimated that there were at least six hundred 
iron men here. 

There was a lot less sediment here, and a lot of the rust was colorful and 
scaly, making them look like rotten black bodies. As I took them all in, I 
found that the poses of the iron figurines were different. Moreover, it was 
very strange that all the iron figurines didn’t have right hands. It looked as if 
all of them had been destroyed, for the fractures were very irregular, and 
seemed artificial. 

Was it true that this used to be a cast iron factory? 

The extreme fear from before had made me numb, but I was still vigilant of 
my surroundings as I continued forward and swam close to the ground. 
There was no underground courtyard at the end of the room like I had 
imagined, only a closed wall. The only thing worth noting over there was a 
well on the stone floor. 

In Guangxi, where water was abundant, digging a well in the basement was 
pointless. I saw a sunken ladder beside the well, however, and knew there 
had to be something underneath. 

At this time, my grave robber theory began to waver. This was too much like 
a fake building used to hide a tomb. Maybe it really was an ancient tomb, 
whose owner had a very strange temperament and liked to spend a lot of 
money to build a super luxurious house, which was even more luxurious 
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than the tomb built below that they meant to rob. Maybe they hoped to 
make the house extremely different– the stranger, the better– so that 
others would easily notice it. 

Maybe there was an imperial tomb built in an area where groundwater was 
extremely abundant. There were people who built tombs in the fucking sea 
after all, so why wouldn’t there be a tomb soaked in groundwater? 

I shined the flashlight inside the well. If this was a grave robbers’ tunnel, 
then the structure might help me confirm whether the tomb was very 
difficult to enter. Maybe a corridor needed to be built to allow large 
machines or many people to work at the same time. The tomb was probably 
under someone else’s house, so they had to take a roundabout way instead 
of going straight up and down. If that was the case, the crew certainly 
wouldn’t all be professional grave robbers. It was likely they were a very 
large, diverse team.  

I suddenly remembered that there were tomb raiding warlords at that time. 
The warlords were extremely powerful in the local area, so no one would 
dare refuse an order to erect a building in a Yao village. At the same time, 
their relationship with the Yao and Miao people would be very tense. If the 
Yaos knew that these people were robbing tombs in the village, there was 
no guarantee that they wouldn’t exacerbate the already existing ethnic 
conflict. 

On the one hand, they needed to be fast; on the other hand, they needed to 
hide. If the underground grave was huge, they probably had to build a 
strong corridor to facilitate large numbers of people coming and going in 
order to save time. I suddenly remembered the couplet mentioning that the 
host of this family had done military service and thought that it was really 
possible. 

After I thought about it, it seemed as if I was right. I couldn’t see anything in 
the deep hole, but I knew I couldn’t go down with the oxygen tank on my 
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back. I was ready to withdraw, but at this time, there was a faint green light 
in the well. 

My heart thumped, and I thought, it’s coming again. This time, I could see 
that the light was very close to the wellhead, only two or three meters away. 
I wanted to use the flashlight to illuminate it, but I didn’t expect it to react. 
The green light moved and rushed at me in an instant. 

I knew this was serious, and immediately raised the bayonet, but the green 
light came too fast. I didn’t have time to react when, with a jerk, the green 
light flashed past my ear like a meteor. 

I didn’t immediately see anything, but I was certain it wasn’t a ghost. It 
almost looked like a glowing green animal. 

I immediately turned around and saw the green light flash onto an iron shelf 
on the side, and then go out. I used my flashlight to illuminate the area, and 
within a flash, the green light lit up again as if it was copying my flashlight. 

I finally got to see the real body of that thing. It was a gray, extremely fat 
thing that looked like a four-legged snake. It was about as long as my arm 
and was lying on the head of an iron figurine.  What was odd was that there 
was something tied to it. A closer look revealed that it was a flashlight! It 
was faintly glowing with a green light. 
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Chapter 37 Fatty’s Cleverness 

I didn’t know what this thing was, but it appeared to be a giant salamander. 
I had eaten it in my hometown before, but I never saw one as big one as 
this. It looked terrifying. The flashlight struck my memory, and I soon 
realized that it was the old yellow flashlight we had used when we were 
free-diving. Fatty must have brought it down with him.  

Someone must have used the string to tie the flashlight to the giant 
salamander. Was this Fatty’s masterpiece? 

As soon as I thought it over, I understood what was going on. No one would 
do this without reason, so it had to be Fatty. He was probably trying to get 
others to notice the giant salamander. 

Were they trapped somewhere and using this to ask for help? 

I never would have figured out that this thing was actually emitting the 
green light. How the hell did the flashlight turn green? 

Once I relaxed, my whole body suddenly collapsed. It appeared that I was 
right, and they had an adventure under the water. They were probably still 
alive right now, just trapped somewhere where this was the only way to ask 
for help. The place likely had air, but was blocked by water. 

Although I didn’t know what Fatty and Poker-Face had experienced 
underwater or how they got there, it felt so good to know that they might 
still be alive. Moreover, with Fatty’s crafty nature, there might be clues 
about their current situation on the giant salamander. 

That meant I had to catch this thing. My hands and feet were already very 
weak underwater, and knowing its swimming speed, I was afraid I wouldn’t 
be able to catch it. Giant salamanders were bullies in the water and were 
known for biting people very hard. This one was so big; I was afraid I’d lose 
all the fingers on my hand. 
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But no matter how bad it was, I had to try. I raised my bayonet and swam as 
slowly as I could, but only came within a meter of it before the thing jerked 
and swung its tail with a whoosh. It swam as fast as lightning for six or seven 
meters, and then stopped at the other side of the brick room. 

Shit, I cursed to myself, I wouldn’t be able to stab this thing even if I had a 
harpoon on shore. And that wasn’t even mentioning the fact that I was now 
trapped with my hands in the water. Fortunately, this thing seemed gentle 
and didn’t attack me. 

I tried again, redoubling my efforts to slowly lean over. This time, I almost 
got close to it, but at the moment I reached out, the thing flashed to another 
place. 

I realized that it was impossible to catch this thing underwater. The current 
formed when this thing swished its tail was very strong, and I could all but 
imagine how powerful it was. Even if I held it in my hand, I probably 
wouldn’t be able to catch it with my current strength. 

The oxygen tank had already sounded an alarm, and I was getting a little 
impatient, so I used my flashlight to illuminate everything. I was trying to 
find something to use as a tool, but there was nothing around. Even if they 
were useful, the iron figurines were too heavy for me to lift. At that 
moment, however, I suddenly thought of the bayonet I had brought with 
me. It was now my only option, although it had never been used for 
something like this before. 

I didn’t want to hurt the salamander— a life was a life after all— but I 
couldn’t control the eagerness in my heart. As soon as a person’s viciousness 
comes up, all traces of pity are gone. I swam over again and raised the 
bayonet to stab it to death. Even if it didn’t die, it couldn’t swim so fast if it 
was injured. 

This time, it stopped at the foot of one of the iron shelves and lay prone on 
the blue bricks. I held my breath and drifted slowly past like a floating 
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corpse. As I approached bit by bit, I finally came within half an arm’s length 
of it. Just like a slow-motion scene in a movie, I slowly raised the bayonet in 
my hand, and then went to stab down. 

Maybe the giant salamander felt my killing intent at that time, for it moved 
forward a few centimeters with a swish. I took this moment to harden my 
heart and stabbed the bayonet down on its tail. 

The thing’s tail was full of meat, and it curled up in pain. It really was quite 
strong, and I almost lost my grip on the bayonet. I swam up and grabbed the 
flashlight tied to it, but there was too much resistance in the water. It ripped 
its tail free and swam six or seven meters, but this time it didn’t stop. 
Instead, it scurried to the other end of the brick room. 

Because it lost its tail, its speed visibly slowed down. I swung my flippers to 
chase it and nearly caught it several times. But my accuracy in the water was 
too low, and every time I thought I had it, it escaped. After chasing it for 
more than ten meters, my physical strength could no longer keep up with it. 
This was especially true after I had stayed in the water for so long. 

I firmly clutched the respirator in one hand and gripped the iron shelves for 
support with my other as I reluctantly followed. Suddenly, the salamander 
turned and disappeared. I followed the arc of the green light’s 
disappearance, and rushed over, finding that the place where it had 
vanished was actually a hole in the blue brick wall. I reached in and felt for 
the flashlight, but I couldn’t catch the salamander. It must have grabbed the 
brick wall with both feet. 

I placed my feet up against both sides of the opening in the brick and pulled 
back with all my strength. Suddenly, my hands loosened, and the flashlight 
was pulled off. 

It wasn’t easy to maintain my position, and I ended up somersaulting and 
crashing into the iron shelf behind me. I looked at my hand and saw that the 



249 
 

string used to tie the flashlight to the salamander was the nylon thread from 
Fatty’s traveling bag. It couldn’t handle all that pressure and broke. 

I used my flashlight to look at the hole, and saw the giant salamander nested 
inside. It looked like it wouldn’t come out anytime soon, so I decided not to 
worry about it. 

I put my hand under the flashlight to see if Fatty had done anything else, 
and immediately noticed some words engraved on it: SOS, follow the siphon 
tide. 

When I turned it over, I saw that there was a line of small characters behind 
it, but I couldn’t see it clearly. 
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Chapter 38 Jade Vein 

The words were very rough and ugly, but they were etched so deep and 
clear that the flashlight had been scratched out of shape. This may have 
been the reason why it had been flickering on and off. 

There was a thick layer of green waterproof adhesive tape on the glass cover 
of the flashlight, which was where the green light had come from. I couldn’t 
help but curse that damned Fatty for scaring the hell out of me. I was afraid 
that even if a search team had seen it, it would have frightened them to 
death. 

The meaning of these words was very clear: they were telling me that they 
were still alive, but needed rescue. And the siphon tide was the clue to 
finding them. 

The flashlight was still glowing. This type of flashlight wouldn’t last more 
than ten hours at most, and yet the light was still so bright. In other words, 
there was a chance it had been tied to the giant salamander not that long 
ago, and they were certainly alive and well. I couldn’t help admiring Fatty’s 
wit; the guy was really amazing. This giant salamander had just appeared, so 
he had obviously assumed I would enter the water at this time. 

But this place was at least a thousand meters away from the place where 
they had disappeared. How did they reach this underground area without 
oxygen tanks? 

I didn’t want to think about it. Now that I was clear on the situation, the big 
stone in my heart had finally been lifted. Although I didn’t know what had 
happened to them underwater, they must still be alive. The rest wasn’t 
important. They had to be rescued first. 

When we saw the siphon tide from the shore before, we had speculated 
that the bottom of the lake might have an opening to an underground river. 
Now, it appeared that my theory was correct, and the place where they 
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were trapped seemed to be near this opening. Fatty said to follow along the 
current, but if the siphon tide hadn’t started yet, how could there be a 
current? 

I dropped the flashlight and used my hands to feel the current around me. 
The cold lake water had numbed my hands, so I could only roughly feel 
things. I needed to carefully feel the current, but that was impossible. And 
visually, the water flow was completely static. But I had to think of a way, so 
I grabbed a handful of sediment from one of the iron figures and let it float 
in the water. Under the flashlight’s illumination, the suspended white 
particles spread out. 

I carefully watched as they sank down in the water, and then, they all moved 
towards the wellhead at an extremely slow pace. 

Sure enough, there was a very, very slow current leading to the bottom of 
the well. 

Seeing this slow movement, it was obvious that the siphon tide still existed, 
but it was too weak to be detected by the naked eye. Moreover, based on 
the direction of the water flow, the air pressure on the other side of the 
siphon tide may be very low, which was causing the water to flow 
backwards. 

I looked at the oxygen meter and saw that there was still some time left. But 
I had only brought this one oxygen tank. If I didn’t find them this time, I may 
have to wait for Agui to bring in the other equipment before I would get a 
second chance. That would take two or three days, so I had to make sure 
that they could last that long. If it was a short distance, then I could 
hopefully get them out immediately. 

I estimated the time. After the oxygen meter reached zero, the compressed 
air inside could last for twenty minutes. As long as I ensured my return 
journey would only be about ten minutes, then that meant I could explore 
with the remaining ten minutes. 
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I untied my oxygen tank before I wasted any more time, sank it into the well 
with my hand, and then fell headlong. 

The well had been dug very narrow, but very straight. I glanced at the 
altimeter as I sank all the way down and saw that the water pressure soon 
exceeded seven atmospheres, and the depth was nearly ninety meters. 

My discomfort reached its peak as I continued swimming upside down. I was 
so nervous before that I didn’t feel it, but now that I had relaxed a little, the 
nausea caused by the extremely suffocating pressure began to flood my 
throat. 

I knew I couldn’t vomit. There was gas in my organs, and the pressure might 
cause the filth to rush into my trachea instead of out of my mouth. I held 
back, and practically forced myself to turn my attention to the areas 
illuminated by my flashlight. 

Not long after, I saw that all the blue bricks around me had disappeared and 
were replaced by rock veins. Their project had obviously only gone this far, 
and only a simple excavation had taken place underneath. At this moment, I 
began to feel a sense of foreboding as I heard a strange sound coming from 
the depths of the well. At the same time, I felt that the speed of the water 
around me was getting faster and faster. 

The more I listened, the more I felt like something was wrong. It almost 
sounded like a very fast current. I was just about to stop and listen when the 
oxygen tank underneath me suddenly quivered, as if it had been stirred by a 
force. I bit the respirator with my teeth, but then the breathing tube got 
caught on the oxygen tank. It was already hard enough, but now the shaking 
oxygen tank ripped the respirator out of my mouth and sank into the 
depths. 

I immediately rushed forward to catch it. Fortunately, I had taken 
precautions, and there was a strap hanging around my neck. I went to pull it 
so that I could hoist the oxygen tank up, but the tank unexpectedly sank less 
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than a meter before it suddenly disappeared from my field of vision at 
breakneck speed. 

At that moment, I saw the bottom of the well. It turned out that there was a 
water channel below that ran perpendicular to the well. The water flow in 
the channel was very fast, and the oxygen tank was immediately sucked 
away. Just as I was about to despair, the oxygen tank pulled against the 
strap on my neck and suddenly tightened. 

It was so strong that it almost broke my neck. As I was instantly dragged into 
the torrent, I gritted my teeth and yanked my neck back, trying to pull the 
oxygen tank with all my strength. It only took a few seconds to realize that it 
was futile. Moreover, my brain was losing its blood supply because the 
blood vessels in my neck were being strangled. 

I cursed Fatty in my heart. Why didn’t he write this down? I wanted to untie 
the strap, but if I did, I would die. 

I was almost at the point where I couldn’t think, and so I had no other choice 
but to sink down and follow the current. Fatty had told me to follow the 
siphon tide anyways. 

Before I could do anything, however, a strong force suddenly pulled me 
down. Half a second later, I had been dragged into the waterway and was 
carried away by the whirlwind-like current. As soon as I tried to right my 
position, my shoulder would immediately hit the water channel’s wall. 

Fortunately, the waterway was as wide as two or three people and had been 
smoothed after having been hit by the siphon tide all year round. If there 
were any corners, my shoulders would have definitely been rubbed raw. 

As luck would have it, my oxygen tank that was spinning round and round in 
the water turned to the side, and then hit me after a slight delay. At this 
time, I was so short of breath that I could barely hold on, but I managed to 
fumble around and grab it. It wasn’t easy to find the snake-like breathing 
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tube in the fast-flowing water, but once I did, I immediately put it back into 
my mouth and took a breath. Suddenly, I was pulled down a steep drop, and 
rolled end over end, my head bouncing against the wall like a pinball the 
entire way down. 

This fall blindsided me, and I didn’t know what was going on for a long time. 
I just instinctively grabbed the respirator and let myself be carried forward 
for however long it would take. Suddenly, I heard a loud noise, and the 
oxygen tank in front of me hit something blocking the waterway. 

When I came to my senses, I immediately tried to protect my head, but I 
didn’t have time to react at all before I bumped into something with a dull 
sound. I wasn’t as flexible as an oxygen tank, so I could only stay pinned 
there by the current. 

With a touch, I found that it was an iron fence. I turned around with all my 
strength and touched the fence, only to find that there was no gap. I asked 
myself, is this my destination? I looked up, but there was no access tunnel. 
There were only solid rock walls, and this appeared to be a dead end. 

I still didn’t believe it. I adjusted my position and looked around carefully 
with the flashlight. After half a day, I really didn’t see anything. 

Damn it, this didn’t make sense. Fatty said I could find them along the 
siphon tide, so how was this a dead end? 

When I thought about it, I suddenly broke out in a cold sweat, and asked 
myself, “Is Fatty in the middle of this waterway? Did I get knocked around 
too much and already miss it?” 

I was going too fast just now and didn’t even have a chance to see the 
situation around me. It was impossible to have such a fast reaction speed, 
and there was no way I could find an exit under such circumstances and 
enter immediately. 



255 
 

Fortunately, I felt that it hadn’t been long since I was washed down. If the 
entrance was in this passage, it shouldn’t be far from me. 

This area was more spacious, so I put my oxygen tank on my back, and 
started trying to swim back, using the nearby rock walls as leverage against 
the current. After only two attempts, however, I realized that it was 
impossible. The water here was flowing too fast. I was already using all my 
strength just to place my hands on the rock walls, and it didn’t help that the 
surrounding walls were extremely smooth. 

I tried all kinds of methods, and all sorts of angles, but failed in the end. The 
most successful attempt was when I made it ten steps from the iron fence, 
but my foot slipped, and I was immediately beaten back to my original 
position. After that, I was exhausted, and started feeling worse and worse 
under the current’s pressure.  

This place might have looked ordinary, but it was definitely a hopeless 
situation. I was trapped in this cage-like place. 

I couldn’t help feeling a little irritated and wondered why Fatty didn’t write 
down the details. It would definitely be his fault if I died here. 

I looked at the oxygen meter and found that the value was no longer 
displayed. Obviously, it could be used up at any time. I panicked and 
grabbed the iron railings, shaking them hard to see if I could remove them 
and swim back. I found that an extremely strong iron paste had been poured 
into all of the stone joints around the iron railings. It was dark behind the 
iron railings, and I used my flashlight to illuminate the area. I found that the 
water channel behind the railings dropped sharply, and the water flow was 
more rapid. Maybe the iron railings had been built here to prevent things 
from being dragged into the narrower water channel behind it. 

By this time, I was really panicking, and couldn’t even bite the respirator. I 
immediately took a deep breath and told myself to calm down. 
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In the past, I was always able to come up with a solution when I was 
trapped. Man was a creature that could give rise to its full potential as long 
as there was a little hope. I quickly started thinking, and at the same time, I 
looked and felt around, hoping to find a glimmer of hope. 

At first, I was full of confidence and believed that there was a way out. But 
what made me truly despair was that this time was different from the past. 
Although it was open, the environment here was very simple. I felt around 
for half a day, but found that I couldn’t defeat the current or remove the 
iron railings. 

I continued thinking, but a thought was growing ever stronger in my heart: I 
couldn’t escape this time. 

I was going to die. 
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Chapter 39 Odd Hole 

I will never forget the next few minutes for the rest of my life. 

There wasn’t any monster or anything horrible in this dark waterway. 
Although I didn’t want to admit it yet, my subconscious clearly knew that I 
was going to die in a very short period of time. I couldn’t escape this time. 

This kind of horrible feeling can’t be described in words. 

I suddenly felt regret, regret for all the decisions I had made before. I 
wanted to tell myself that I couldn’t give up, and that I had to keep fighting 
until the last moment, but my heart was full of despair and all kinds of 
uncontrollable thoughts popped into my head. I began to drift, thinking 
about what would happen if I floated to the surface, and how my family 
would react if I died. Regret and fear made my mind a complete and utter 
mess. 

Since the oxygen meter had been on zero for a while, I wasn’t sure when I 
would suffocate. I could only make one last effort while waiting for that 
moment to come. 

I almost expected the choking feeling to appear bit by bit as the amount of 
gas I could inhale became less and less. Everything seemed stretched out, 
and the fear made me cry bitterly. I couldn’t calm down at all as I kept 
thinking that I was going to die. 

Even though the oxygen was soon completely exhausted, I still kept sucking 
the breathing tube. But there was nothing left, and I was forced to hold my 
last breath until I reached the limit. In severe pain, I subconsciously opened 
my mouth. It felt like acid was burning my lungs, and my whole body 
suddenly twitched. 
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But I was underwater, so I didn’t have a second breath to expel the water in 
my lungs. After choking a few times, the soreness permeated my lungs, and I 
could feel my chest twitching. 

Even afterwards, I can’t describe how I felt at that time. I don’t even know 
how long I struggled. 

As these feelings slowly disappeared, I suddenly felt the quietness all around 
me, and the light in front of me slowly dimmed. Along with the sound of 
water, I could hear some strange sounds in my ear, as if someone was 
talking. 

For a moment, everything dimmed. 

In that instant, I thought I was dead, and there was no turning back. It 
turned out that I wasn’t going to die at the hands of any zombie, but was 
going to drown instead. Grandpa was really right. Since dying by zombie and 
dying by drowning both led to death, why were people afraid of zombies 
and water? People really were contradictory animals. 

Fortunately, this final calmness I was feeling wasn’t bad. If everyone died 
peacefully and serenely, then death wouldn’t cause people to feel scared in 
the end. It was just the period before death that was a little difficult. 

I was a little surprised when I woke up again, but I couldn’t get my brain to 
work for a long time. I couldn’t understand this kind of surprise and didn’t 
know what it meant. 

Gradually, my consciousness recovered. 

The first thing I noticed was the pain. The severe pain first appeared in my 
hand, then spread gradually until it finally reached my lungs. It felt like I was 
being stabbed with a barbed wire as soon as I breathed, and I thought I was 
dying again. 
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I put all my energy into resisting the pain, and I didn’t know how long it took 
before I found myself getting used to it. Then, all my other feelings gradually 
recovered. 

All my previous experiences started to flash through my mind at this 
moment. I came back from Fangcheng Port, went into the water, saw the 
strange green light in the ancient village at the bottom of the lake, explored 
the strange Han-style building, saw the underground iron man, felt that final 
sense of suffocation, and so on. It all came back to me bit by bit, but I was 
still confused. Didn’t I die at that time? How did I wake up again? 

For a moment, I felt as if everything had been a dream. Had I been sleeping 
here all this time, and drowning was simply a nightmare?  But the pain 
wracking my whole body let me know that it was impossible. I must have 
been rescued somehow. 

I found it very difficult to move my hand, but I could feel the wetness 
around me, as if I were on a wet rock. As my ears and eyes began to 
respond, I could even hear a sound that gradually became clearer. It was 
someone singing, and it sounded like Fatty’s voice. 

The singing was extremely unpleasant, but I was so excited that I 
immediately used all my strength to turn my head to get a look. As a result, I 
cried out in pain. 

The singing instantly stopped, and I heard Fatty shouting, “He’s awake, he’s 
awake!” Then, the scene before my eyes brightened, and a fat face covered 
in stubble appeared in front of me. At the same time, I also saw Poker-Face 
standing behind Fatty holding a torch. 

I looked at these two pig heads and couldn’t believe it at first. Then, I heard 
Fatty start speaking. My brain couldn’t process what he was saying very 
well, but I clearly realized that this wasn’t an illusion. I was really looking at 
the two of them. 
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I suddenly felt overwhelmed with a mixture of feelings. The intense fear, 
hope, worry, and all kinds of other emotions of the past few hours were 
suddenly released at this time, and I didn’t know how to express them. I 
wanted to shed tears, but the corners of my mouth involuntarily lifted in 
laughter instead. 

Someone who has experienced so many things— intense panic in the 
incomparable loneliness, and despair passing by the edge of death— and 
then finds himself safe and sound… this kind of ecstasy could drive anyone 
mad. I didn’t have such mixed feelings because of this, however. What I was 
thinking in my heart was: no matter what the situation is now, I’m finally 
with them again, and no longer alone. This was the best feeling. 

I must have looked very strange laughing while convulsing. Fatty obviously 
thought I was having a fit and immediately lifted me up. Without saying a 
word, he slapped my face twice. At the same time, a pair of big hands 
knocked me on the back and said, “Breathe, breathe! Take a deep breath!” 

Fatty hit me so hard that my brain immediately buzzed, and I lost control of 
my previous emotion. When he knocked again, I suddenly felt 
overwhelmingly nauseous and began to vomit and cough. I didn’t know 
what I spit out. 

After vomiting, I turned to look at them with difficulty. My eyesight slowly 
became clearer, and all kinds of sounds started filtering in. 

“How is it? Do you still feel sick?” I heard Fatty ask me. 

I was afraid that he would hit me again, and immediately motioned with my 
hand, but couldn’t say a word. 

Fatty breathed an obvious sigh of relief and said, “Thank goodness you woke 
up. Damn it, I thought you would become a vegetable this time, and it would 
be my fault.” 
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“What the hell is going on here? Why didn’t I die?” I asked subconsciously. 

“You have to ask the King of Hell.”  Fatty said, helping me lean against the 
rock wall to relax. 

Now that I was fully awake, I looked at them again. I hadn’t seen them for 
two weeks, and the two of them now looked like coal miners. Both were in 
their underwear, looked messy, had beards on their faces, and seemed to 
have lost a lot of weight. Although they were a mess, I was relieved to see 
that they looked good, and obviously weren’t injured. 

I turned to look around, and saw a small bonfire lit up in the distance. I 
didn’t know how they had built it based on the surrounding environment. I 
found that this was a flat cave that had been dug out. It was about thirty 
square meters in size, and tall enough that I would hit my head on the 
ceiling if I were to stand up. Water was seeping everywhere like rain, and 
the ground was wet. The surrounding rocks present were a dark green color, 
which was very beautiful under the illumination of the firelight.  There was a 
waist-high, but very narrow hole on the other side, as if it had been dug out 
with a knife. I didn’t know where it led to. 

“Fuck, where is this? What happened to you? I was so worried that I thought 
you were dead.” I scolded. 

Fatty grinned, “It’s a long story. We were worried that you wouldn’t be able 
to find us. Why, did you see my messenger before you found us here?” 

Speaking of the “messenger”, I was angry and wanted to strangle Fatty. But 
my heart was too weak to do anything, so I had to give up and scold, “Your 
messenger was so fucking unprofessional that he almost killed me.” 

“Damn it, I was lucky to find that thing.”  Fatty immediately asked me, “Tell 
me, how did you get here?” 
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When I heard this, I was very angry and thought, why are you asking when 
you already know? But all I said was, “I don’t know. Didn’t you rescue me?” 

Fatty was originally very excited, but as soon as I said this, his face suddenly 
froze: “We saved you?” 

“Yes!” I told him how I found the giant salamander and went down into the 
well. 

Fatty showed a very strange expression after hearing this. He then looked 
back at Poker-Face, who was sitting on the stone behind him with a cloudy 
expression on his face. 

I asked, “Why? What’s the problem? Did you not save me?” 

Fatty shook his head slowly and said, “Then how did you get here? You don’t 
have any idea?” 

I was confused: “What?” Looking at their expressions, I suddenly had a bad 
feeling and immediately asked, “What’s the matter, what happened to me?” 

Fatty slumped to the ground in defeat and started cursing. He then sighed 
and said, “If you don’t know, we don’t know either.” 

I couldn’t help but get angry, and scolded: “What’s going on? Are you 
fucking playing charades? Tell me quickly.” 

Fatty made a gesture and told me to ask Little Brother. I looked at Poker-
Face and heard him say: “About five hours ago, you appeared in the place 
where you were lying just now. You were in a deep coma and almost died. 
We gave you simple first aid. Then, after five hours, you woke up.” 

I waited for Poker-Face to go on, but he shut up. 

“That’s it?” I was surprised. 
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“That’s it.” Poker-face murmured. 

“You didn’t say how you saved me.” I said. 

Fatty looked at me: “You’re missing the point. We didn’t save you. Five 
hours ago, you appeared where you’re lying.” Fatty said every word slowly, 
“Appeared, that is to say, there was nothing in that place, and suddenly you 
were lying there.” 

I frowned, and it took me some time to understand what he meant: “Do you 
mean I came here by myself?” 

Fatty nodded: “Little Brother and I have been staying in another cave that’s 
relatively dry, but I come here to fetch water every once in a while. I was 
scared to death when I found someone else in this cave, but I recognized 
you immediately and called Little Brother to help me rescue you. You 
weren’t breathing at that time. If you really want to find a rescuer… then I’m 
still qualified to make a guest appearance. Later, we were afraid you might 
have fractured something, so we didn’t dare move you. We waited here 
until you woke up.” 

When I looked at Fatty’s eyes, I knew that he wasn’t bullshitting me. I 
immediately got lost in thought. This was a development I wasn’t expecting. 

I thought I had an adventure after passing out and was discovered and 
rescued by Fatty and Poker-Face in time. But that didn’t seem to be the case 
now. But it wasn’t like I could get here by myself while in a coma, nor could I 
teleport here. What was going on? 

Did someone else save me? Someone saved me and sent me here? 

I was in an abandoned well shaft at the bottom of the lake. No one would 
just hang around there and happen to pass by. In other words, was someone 
following me? 
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I told Fatty what I thought and asked him if he had seen any traces of this. 
But Fatty and Poker-Face didn’t respond and didn’t seem to agree. 

Fatty gave me a wry smile and patted me hard: “Damn it, this is 
impossible.  If someone could bring you here, then it certainly can’t be 
fucking ‘human’.” 

“Why?”  I asked. 

Fatty smiled bitterly and asked, “Can you stand up? I’ll take you around the 
cave, and you can see for yourself what the problem is.” 
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Chapter 40 Problems in the Cave 

Fatty spoke mysteriously, while Poker-face on the other side didn’t speak at 
all. I didn’t know what Fatty was up to, but Poker-Face’s attitude told me 
that he wasn’t denying Fatty’s statement. The doubts in my heart had 
reached their zenith, but I decided not to worry about them now. I would go 
and see what Fatty was talking about first. 

Or so I thought. The spirit was willing, but the flesh was weak. Fatty had to 
hold me up so I wouldn’t fall down, and I gripped his neck like a vice as my 
whole body shook. 

The hole I was located in was thirty square meters, but there wasn’t actually 
anything to look at. When the torch moved, all I saw were traces of artificial 
digging, but there was nothing else. The only special thing I noticed was a 
black mark, but I didn’t know what minerals were contained in the rocks 
here. 

I followed Fatty around the passage and walked through the hole that 
looked like it had been chiseled out. There was another cave here that was 
at least twice as big as the one we had just been in. It was full of things like 
rusty tools, wooden shelves, baskets, and blue bricks piled up. I could even 
see a lot of unfamiliar looking stone grinders on the side. 

To my surprise, there were several ceiling-high shelves in the corner that 
were full of iron figurines. 

The roof and wall of this cave were covered in dark green stripes, and under 
the irradiation of the torchlight, they became clearer and gave off a shine 
like colored glaze.  

There was an upside-down jar in the middle of the cave with a statue on it, 
but I didn’t know what god it was. There was also a memorial incense 
burner in front, which looked very simple. 
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“What the hell is this place?” I was surprised. I almost wanted to say it 
looked like a stone chamber still under excavation, because the pile of tools 
and raw materials made it seem like the project was only half finished. 

“We think this is a mine.” Fatty said. 

“Mine?” I looked around, “What kind of mine?” I looked at the iron men, “Is 
it iron ore?” 

Fatty shook his head: “This shit’s much more valuable than iron ore. Come 
and see.” He pointed to the dark green stripes above, “Can you touch it and 
tell me what kind of stone this is? What do you think is rich around here?” 

I didn’t quite understand Fatty’s words, but when I touched the stone, I 
found that it was surprisingly warm and smooth, just like a girl’s face. Fatty 
wasn’t bullshitting; this stone was really unusual. A thought flashed through 
my mind: “Shit, are these stones… jade?” 

Fatty nodded: “I’m no expert, but I think that even if it’s not jadeite, it’s still 
not a bad grade of jade. This must be a very good jade vein.” 

I made a sound of assent as my mind suddenly jumped, thinking of all the 
strange phenomena I had seen in the ancient village at the bottom of the 
lake. 

This cave also appeared to be part of the underground area of that strange 
ancient building. I had always thought there would be something in the 
mountains here, but I was thinking a tomb would be the most likely thing. I 
didn’t expect there would be a jade mine here. 

This was really unexpected, but once I figured out that there was a hidden 
jade mine here, the layout above finally made sense. Although the value of a 
jade mine couldn’t be compared to that of a tomb— gold was valuable and 
jade was priceless, after all— you would definitely be rich if you owned a 
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jade mine. So, erecting a building or even a castle to steal a jade mine might 
just be worth it. 

With this ancient building here, even the king of Yao must have had a stake 
in it and protected it with special privileges. A jade mine was too valuable, 
so no government would be able to give up the temptation. As for why they 
would hide it, it was to prevent the local forces from finding out, and 
immediately sending troops to fight. How much opium would they have 
been able to buy with the money they made from this jade? 

“I’m afraid whatever happened here has something to do with this jade 
mine. No matter how horrible the plot is, it’s not considered strange when it 
comes to something as valuable as this.” Fatty said. 

“What about all this stuff?” I looked at the iron shelves placed in the corner, 
and the dozens of iron figurines lying on them, and asked, “Are these tools 
too? They thought the foreman was too harsh, so they fixed the hoe to look 
like him, and smashed it every day?” 

Fatty half smiled, but he didn’t seem to have much strength to joke. “I don’t 
know, but look at these things. They’re cast iron tools, and there are iron 
brackets beside them. I think these iron men are used to transport things, 
just like how we do with big goods. The ore is dug up, sealed directly in the 
iron figurines, sent away, and then melted down locally. With the war going 
on, this kind of iron figurine could prevent the jade from being broken 
accidentally on the road. In addition, the iron figures had carved patterns 
and were rustproof. Even if they got caught, they could lie and say that they 
were collecting them to melt the iron to make bullets.” 

“Oh!” I took a deep breath, thinking he had made a good point. Shit, it 
seemed that snakes had snake roads. People like him could understand at a 
glance, but I still felt extremely puzzled and a little disappointed. I had 
thought there was a deeper story behind these iron figurines. 
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On second thought, I felt like something was wrong. Did the archaeological 
teams salvage the iron pieces just to salvage the jade? 

Unlikely. Although the jade was of great value, the nation wasn’t poor 
enough to need the archaeological team to salvage jade. Did this jade have 
other uses? 

Fatty merely smiled, and I noticed his expression wasn’t good as he walked 
slowly around the cave wall. I continued: “But judging from the size of the 
mine, it seems like they didn’t excavate or mine much.” 

“The jade mine wouldn’t have been large in scale, but that’s not the main 
problem.” Fatty helped me up a little, “Young man, that’s not what I want 
you to see.” 

I turned to look around, but didn’t see anything else that attracted my 
attention, so I asked, “What do you want me to see?” 

Fatty raised the torch and asked, “Haven’t you noticed? There’s no exit 
here.” 

When Fatty said this, I suddenly felt a shock. I hadn’t caught his meaning a 
second ago, but now I immediately understood. 

I looked around the cave and was immediately covered in a cold sweat. Sure 
enough, neither of the two holes were very big, and I hadn’t noticed any 
exits when I looked at them just now. The small hole of more than thirty 
square meters next door was very simple, and definitely didn’t have an exit. 
The area we were in now was a little bigger, but I still didn’t see any other 
holes. 

My mind was a little confused, and I immediately turned around. Fatty 
helped me walk through the caves on both sides again. This time, I was only 
focused on finding an exit, but after looking, I felt cold all over and could 
hardly speak. 



269 
 

Sure enough, Fatty was right. There was no exit here. All the cave walls here 
were whole pieces of rock, without a single crack. 

“What’s going on?” I looked at Fatty and asked, “How did this happen?” 

Fatty had a bitter look on his face and didn’t say anything. 

I subconsciously looked at the top of the cave. If the cave wall didn’t have an 
exit, then it might be at the top. 

The roof of the cave was low enough that you could touch it with your hand, 
and as I looked around, I noticed it was exactly the same as the rock wall—
there was nothing but solid rock. 

Fatty sighed and waved his hand, “Don’t look at it. We’ve looked up and 
down, inside and out. We’ve looked over every inch and millimeter—these 
two holes are completely closed.” 

I couldn’t accept it: “How is that possible?” 

Fatty sighed, “I don’t know, but it’s the truth. The hole, it’s as if…” he 
paused, hesitating, “as if it’s totally enclosed, as if it were excavated from 
the inside.” 

I stood shocked for a while, and then shook my head. “Absolutely 
impossible. If that’s true, how did we get in?” 

Fatty leaned me against the cave wall, looked at Poker-face who had 
followed us, and then shook his head. “We don’t know.” 
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 Chapter 41 Closed Space 

In an extremely weird atmosphere, Fatty and Poker-Face told me what they 
had experienced. I thought I would hear a very complicated story, but I 
didn’t think they would tell it so simply. 

After I left, their actions were similar to what I had expected, so they 
skipped over that part of the story. They used the simple instruments Agui 
had brought them to salvage and found the bones I had seen on shore in the 
branches of those dead underwater trees. The large bodies had probably 
ended up stuck in the branches due to the siphon tide. Pan Ma and the 
others had thrown the equipment into the water from another place, so 
that was why everything else had ended up getting caught on the fence. 

Fatty was the first to disappear the last time they went into the water. He 
remembered that when he was ready to surface, he suddenly saw 
something flashing within the range of his flashlight, as if there was some 
kind of metal. 

Fatty had gone into the water to salvage things, so naturally, he was 
immediately attracted to it. But when he swam over, he found nothing there 
except for some big stones. 

At that time, the oxygen in his helmet was almost exhausted, and he 
couldn’t look carefully at the crevices of the stones. He thought it had been 
small pieces of metal or glass that were shining, so he decided to ignore it, 
and got ready to float up. 

Just then, he suddenly felt something bite him. He immediately felt a 
numbness in his hand, which spread to his entire body within a few seconds. 
He said it felt terrible, and he wanted to rush out of the water immediately, 
but it was too late. He instantly fell into a coma, and when he woke up, he 
was already lying in the cave. 
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Poker-Face’s story was a little more complicated than Fatty’s, but it was also 
similar. He was looking for Fatty, and knew he didn’t have much time, so he 
was in a hurry to enter the water. He felt like something was wrong, but 
knew it was too late to turn back. No matter how good he was, Poker-Face’s 
skill was limited underwater. 

His original words were: “I felt something move behind me. It was too late 
to turn back. When I woke up, I also appeared in this place.” 

Strange, how could this happen? I also suddenly lost consciousness and 
woke up to find myself in another place, which seemed like something aliens 
would do. Was this the interior of a UFO? 

I looked at the cave again. The surroundings were all rocks, so if this was a 
flying saucer, it was a Stone Age flying saucer. 

I felt as if things were becoming more and more surreal. Damn it, Fatty and 
Poker-Face were “bitten” by something and lost consciousness. If they were 
poisoned by some creature, they should have drowned, but they appeared 
here instead. What did this thing look like? It was too artificial and didn’t 
seem like a mysterious phenomenon at all. Someone must have stunned 
them and moved them here. 

But if it was artificial, how would we explain our present situation? This was 
a completely enclosed cave. Who could shove us through the rock here? Liu 
Qian(1)? 

Fatty had thought about the situation, but was still puzzled: “I can’t figure it 
out. At that time, I was able to see fine underwater. After being punctured, I 

 

(1) Taiwanese magician who is credited with being the only Taiwanese 
magician to perform in Hollywood’s Magic Castle, commonly referred to as 
China’s most renowned magician. Also goes by Lu “Louis” Chen.  
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was awake for a short period. And before I passed out, I immediately looked 
around, but there was nothing there.” 

I said, “Maybe it’s a bug or a fish that’s relatively small. As long as it sticks to 
your back, you won’t find it. Do you have any wounds?” I asked, thinking 
that it wouldn’t have hurt for no reason. If they were stabbed by something, 
there would certainly be traces. 

“I looked at it as soon as I woke up, but there was no trace of anything.” 
Fatty showed me the place where he was stabbed. There really was nothing 
there. “I think it’s unlikely that it’s a bug since even Little Brother was bitten. 
What bug would dare bite him?” 

I snorted, thinking this was too weird. It didn’t make any sense, and nothing 
was adding up. This clearly wasn’t something “people” could do, so was it 
really the lake god who was playing with us? 

Fatty continued to tell me that the only place to get in and out was a wrist-
sized crack on top of the cave. That was where he had found the giant 
salamander, in addition to a lot of water seepage. They basically hadn’t 
eaten for the past two weeks and were living off drinking water. Both of 
them had lost a lot of weight, and their skin was hanging down. In order not 
to consume physical strength, they almost always sat still. 

On the other side of the cave were some wooden shelves left over from the 
excavation at that time, which they used to build a fire. They only burned a 
little every day, so that oxygen depletion wouldn’t become an issue. 

When I suddenly appeared, they thought I had seen the sign on the giant 
salamander, found them, and knew the way to get out of here. But I didn’t 
know how I got in, so Fatty started to lament. 

I suddenly remembered something once he mentioned that, so I took a deep 
breath, and asked, “Since you suddenly passed out, why did you tell me to 
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follow the siphon tide? What made you think I could get here along the 
current?” 

Fatty said: “It’s the sound. I don’t know where this hole is located, but I 
know it has to be near the siphon mouth, because the water seepage 
outside recedes regularly every night, and is very loud. The sound is also 
very obvious, like breathing. Such a large range can only be achieved if it’s 
very close to the siphon tide. I figured if you found the giant salamander, 
then it would lead you to the vicinity of the siphon. Giant salamanders are 
territorial animals, so once you released it, it would immediately run away 
along its familiar route. Then, you could find a crevice leading here.” 

I swore quietly. If that was true, then it was too idealistic. Fatty’s idea had 
no basis at all, and the facts proved that following the siphon tide was a 
dead end. But since I wasn’t dead, I didn’t want to complain anymore. 

After hearing this, I shakily stood up. Although I absolutely believed Fatty, 
my strong impulse still made me want to look at this cave by myself and 
examine the stones carefully. 

Fatty looked at me, sighed, and then shook his head. “Don’t waste your 
energy, Mr. Naive. Think about it. Little Brother and I have been stuck here 
for two weeks, so what else could we do during this time? I didn’t believe it 
at first, either. I thought there might be a tunnel, so I looked for it bit by bit. 
Do you know what it feels like to look at a stone a thousand times? I stared 
at it so much I almost puked in the end. But there was nothing.” 

Fatty had a very painful expression on his face, and I could imagine that kind 
of feeling, but if I didn’t check it out myself, my heart would always feel like 
something was missing.  

So I told him to leave me alone, and walked along the rock wall with 
difficulty, carefully examining it this time. Fatty was absolutely right. The 
rock wall here was indeed whole. Occasionally, I could see that slight cracks 
had naturally formed, but even knives couldn’t be inserted into them. The 
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biggest crack was the one on the cave ceiling, but it was only as thick as an 
arm. A steady stream of water was flowing down from the top, and the 
ground was full of large and small puddles, which flowed down into the 
cracks in the rocks below. 

I wondered where the cave was located, and whether it would be near the 
place where I had drowned. As I looked at the gouges, I found that they 
were very similar to the rock marks at the bottom of the well. They must 
have been gouged out by the same group of craftsmen. 

That meant we were in the mountain rock below the lake. But I didn’t study 
geology. I only knew some of the mechanical knowledge and had completely 
forgotten the rest. 

Knocking on the rocks only resulted in a very dull sound, indicating that 
there was no secret passage. And with Poker-Face here, if one did exist, it 
would have been discovered long ago. 

I went to look at the things piled up nearby. I had taken a cursory glance at 
some of them a moment ago– like the stone grinders in the corner– but now 
I got a closer look at them. On one side, there appeared to be something like 
a cast iron stove with iron dregs inside, and on the other was a rack with a 
large number of tools rusted out of shape. 

There was also the clay sculpture statue that was only about the height of a 
beer bottle. It looked like Guan Gong or another Bodhisattva. I had never 
seen it before and didn’t know if it was a minority deity. I tried to move it, 
but failed. I didn’t know whether it was because my body was completely 
weak, or because it was too heavy to move. Fatty said he had already moved 
it, and there was nothing below. 

As I walked back to Fatty, I once again confirmed that he was right. Although 
I had believed him before, now I was certain from the bottom of my heart. A 
sense of anxiety unexpectedly rose in my heart, but it was just an instinctive 
reaction to the enclosed space. 
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As I took off my diving suit and tried to regain my strength as soon as 
possible, I asked Fatty what their theory was since they had been here for so 
long. 

Fatty shook his head: “My best guess before was that we were dead, and it 
was our ghosts that had penetrated through the rock and gotten into this 
cave.” 

I gave a wry smile. I understood what Fatty meant when he said this. He 
didn’t really want to say that he thought we were all dead. What he wanted 
to say was that other speculations were more unreliable than this. Indeed, 
this was a situation without cause and effect. Theorizing required clues, but 
now there were no clues, and everything could only be assumed. 

At this moment, I looked at Poker-Face, who had not spoken for a long time. 
He was behaving differently from before and acting a little strange. He 
hadn’t moved or talked much, and he didn’t seem to be paying any 
attention to me, so I asked him, “What do you think? Do you have any 
impressions of this place?” 

Poker-Face leaned against the wall, turned to me, and then said quietly: “I 
don’t, but I know that things have just begun.” 
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Chapter 42 Hypothesis 

I was stunned for a moment, and Fatty cried out and looked at Poker-Face. 
Obviously, this was also the first time he had heard Poker-Face say this. 

I asked, “Why do you say that?” 

Poker-Face looked at the idol and said quietly, “No matter what it is, it’s 
conscious, and brought us here for a reason.” 

I felt the same way and nodded. This kind of behavior seemed artificial, and 
whether it was human or not, it seemed to have conscious thought. 
Otherwise, we wouldn’t be in this situation. 

Poker-Face continued: “Its purpose definitely isn’t to kill us, and it didn’t 
bring us here to trap us. We’re obviously trapped in this hole for other 
reasons.” 

Fatty asked, “Like what?” 

Poker-Face shook his head: “I don’t know, but there must be something 
going on in this cave.” He looked at us sullenly, and then at the idol. “Either 
way, I’m afraid it won’t be good.” 

Even though I felt it was logical once I thought it over, I couldn’t help feeling 
a chill: “What should we do now? Should we take some precautions?” 

Poker-Face shook his head and continued to look at the idol, before faintly 
saying, “We can only wait.” 

I looked at his expression and movement, and immediately understood why 
he seemed to be absent-minded and wasn’t talking about my arrival. His 
attention was probably focused on our surroundings, and the entire cave. 
He was waiting for what would happen next. 
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When I thought that, I felt more nervous and uncomfortable all over. 

Fatty said, “If the monster doesn’t want to kill us, then we won’t die no 
matter what happens next. If it wants to kill us, why go somewhere else?” 

I smiled bitterly. If we didn’t die, what would happen? Would a big fellow 
suddenly appear here and rape us? I shook my head and said: “This might 
not be related. It’s not necessarily a good thing for us to be alive right now. 
When you eat shrimp, don’t you want it to be fresh?” 

Fatty sighed and became a little depressed when he thought about it. He 
scolded: “The things I hate most are the things that I can’t touch or 
understand. Do you think the universe is out to get us, or what? Why do bad 
things always happen to us? It really has to be an evil influence. And Agui 
was useless, too. Since he didn’t know anything, it wasn’t like he could even 
warn us so that we’d be on guard.” 

“Yes.” I frowned. Fatty was quite right. It appeared that this was the reason 
why we had no clues or means to speculate about the matter. The situation 
we were in now happened without any reason. With our present 
knowledge, there had to be something very critical missing. 

Our investigation started from the village and extended out bit by bit. All the 
information had been obtained from other people. We now knew that the 
iron object was an iron man, and that Wen-Jin had come to the lake. We had 
confirmed that the archaeological team was replaced, and we also learned 
about some of the secrets of the ancient village under the lake. Although we 
hadn’t fully connected some of the clues– like what happened to these iron 
men– I believed we would find the connection as long as the investigation 
continued.  

But what had happened here, and our predicament, had nothing to do with 
the information we had gathered. In other words, we had learned so many 
clues in the village, but we were completely missing one piece. 
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Where did we miss it? 

When I asked Fatty about his theory just now, I found that it was completely 
impossible to prove because there was no clue. I thought about it, and then 
said to Fatty and Poker-Face: “We should go through everything we know 
from the beginning. This place is definitely related to everything as a whole. 
If we list all of them, maybe we can find some hints.” 

Fatty sighed and pointed to the ground, which was marked with his stone 
lettering: “I already did it before, but I really can’t think of anything. If you 
want to do it, go ahead. You’ve read more books, so you should be better at 
it than me. After I tried it, I had a headache!” 

I looked at the words, which were Fatty’s special enumeration method. He 
wrote down all the possibilities, including all the clues, and then drew a 
circle there to find the connection. 

I said: “The things we’ve encountered this time are different from the past. 
All the information has been in fragments. The more you write, the more 
confused it gets. I’ll sort it out first. Then, we’ll start with a concept and see 
if we can build the whole line, just like building blocks.” 

I picked up a stone and wrote some key words on the ground beside it. From 
the time we entered the village, I connected all the things we found one 
after another with the following parts. 

Iron blocks—fragments of iron figurines—village at the bottom of the lake—
I wonder what it’s for—they’re everywhere—seems to be dangerous—
smells strange 

Photo—Burned 

Pan Ma’s story—archaeological team replaced—bones found—salvaged iron 
piece—purpose? 
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Underwater ancient village—Han-style ancient building—underground 
passage— large number of iron figurines—jade mine? 

Closed mine—iron figurines—same gouges 

A, B—stabbing pain—coma 

C—asphyxia—coma 

After I was finished writing, I crossed out all the things that had been 
confirmed, which resulted in: 

I wonder what it’s for— seems to be dangerous—smells strange 

—Purpose? 

—Large number of iron figurines—jade mine? 

Closed mine—iron figurines—same gouges 

A, B—stabbing pain—coma 

C—asphyxia—coma 

In this way, all the things that we could and couldn’t determine were listed. 
Then, I began to connect some of the factors and said: “First of all, we are 
sure that the owner of the Han-style building in the underwater village was 
surnamed Zhang. We’ll call him Landlord of the Zhang family for the time 
being.” I gave Poker-Face a look. “This man had military merit and was a 
master of Chinese studies. He may have been a local warlord, but he also 
might have been from another background. He has nothing to do with the 
core of the matter. 

“In a certain year or month, this man named Landlord of the Zhang family 
discovered a jade mine under the village for some reason— we don’t need 
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to know why. Seduced by the temptation, he collaborated with the Yao king 
here to excavate and steal. He built this strong Han-style building in the Yao 
village for his staff to use. The building was constructed so well that it’s 
obvious they had been robbing and excavating here for a long time and may 
have been ready to work for generations. 

“The cave we’re in now should be the mine they dug up, or at least one of 
them.” 

After that, I looked at Fatty and asked him if he had anything to add. Fatty 
shook his head and I said, “Well, everything’s normal here, and is in line with 
common sense, which contradicts our current situation. Obviously, the mine 
where we are now is totally enclosed. All I can say is that from the time 
everything was normal up to our present situation, something must have 
happened during this period to cause the mine to change. 

Fatty nodded and said, “Don’t be so elegant. Damn it, something must have 
happened to this hole.” 

This was my initial theory, and I was relatively certain of it. I wrote it down 
as a starting point and then put a question mark on the side: “What’s going 
on here? It certainly can’t be a sudden closure, because if it is, someone 
would definitely be trapped here and die.” 

“No, think about it. It’s odd that we showed up here out of the blue. If the 
miners were trapped, they may have found a way out after all.” Fatty said. 

I shook my head and said to myself that they were all miners at that time. 
What cultural qualities did miners in those days have? If they were able to 
figure things out, I would’ve thought of something by now as well. 
Moreover, even if they could think of it, they wouldn’t be so fast. They had 
tools and physical strength at that time, and they probably had the idea of 
“smashing” their way out. If that were true, there should be a lot of debris 
on the ground. 
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But I wasn’t present at the scene back then, and couldn’t come to a definite 
conclusion, so I didn’t refute Fatty. I bit my lip and began to think about all 
kinds of scenarios that could be put in our list. 

Before my brain had run two laps, Poker-Face opened his mouth and said 
faintly: “The statue in the mine is God Lei Wang(1) of the Yao nationality. It’s 
a fierce god. They wouldn’t publicly worship it unless something terrible 
happened here.” 

We all paused, and Fatty said, “Shit, how do you know this stuff?” 

Poker-Face didn’t answer him, but continued with: “Since this thing is here, 
that means things didn’t happen suddenly. At least for a period after it 
happened, they could still bring statues from outside to worship here. 
Although this incident was very terrible, it didn’t scare them away.” 

I thought for a moment and decided that it was reasonable: “Setting up an 
idol shows that they wanted to continue digging. But what was this idol used 
to suppress? Although things were terrible, they were only psychological 
fears and wouldn’t threaten their lives. We could try thinking from another 
perspective. If we were miners, under what circumstances would we do the 
same thing?” 

Fatty took a breath: “Why does this sound so familiar? Did they dig up 
anything unlucky here?” 

I nodded. I had come up with this idea almost at the same time, because I 
often heard such rumors in my hometown. When a factory started 
construction, the foundation was dug up and the bones of those buried in 

 

(1) Thunder God 
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mass graves were found. A Guan Gong(2) was placed to intimidate any evil 
spirits that might be around. 

“This is nothing but rock formations, so what could they dig up in such a 
bullshit place?” Fatty asked. “Was it a T-Rex fossil?” After saying that, he 
gave a cry, feeling that his statement was quite possible. “Do you think that 
when they suddenly dug up such a prehistoric monster, they were scared to 
death and thought they had dug up the monster’s bones?” 

I patted him: “Comrade, read more books when you are free. The age of 
dinosaur fossils was hundreds of millions of years different from that of 
jade. If there are dinosaur fossils here, it would be like digging up the whole 
KFC family bucket.” 

“Then what do you think it is?” Fatty was unconvinced. 

I shook my head. After thinking about it some more, I realized that this kind 
of thing was really impossible to think about. If it was something reasonable, 
then what in this rock formation would be both valuable and unlucky to 
them? I really couldn’t think of what it could be. The only thing that could 
reasonably exist here was stone. Was it a stone that made them feel 
unlucky? If it was something unreasonable, then anything was possible. 

Fatty walked up to the idol and asked Poker-Face, “Little Brother, how fierce 
is this God Lei Wang? Is it the same as our Zhong Kui that catches ghosts?” 

Poker-Face shook his head: “God Lei Wang is specialized in restraining evil 
spirits.” 

 

(2) Guan Gong is a statue of Lord Guan, a general who was posthumously 
worshiped and identified with the guardian Bodhisattva Sangharama. 
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Yao and Miao mythology was different from Han nationality in that many 
evil beings were gods. They were on equal footing with the gods of justice, 
and ordinary gods couldn’t move them. 

Fatty snorted: “In other words, Zhong Kui was only a public security officer, 
and this Lei Wang was the Secretary of the Discipline Inspection 
Commission.” Then he picked out two pieces of wood from the bonfire, put 
them into the incense burner and bowed to worship, saying “Secretary Lei, 
I’m sorry, these younger brothers didn’t recognize you. This wood isn’t 
incense, but it’s still a form, so let’s just think of it as an IOU. If we get out, 
the younger brothers will make it up to you with sesame oil. I know it’s 
inconvenient for you to collect a lot of things for the Discipline Inspection 
Commission. Please tell me your wife’s phone number later, and we’ll get in 
touch with her…” 

This guy was too unreliable, so I said: “You’re not Yao, how could he bless 
you? Don’t waste your firewood. Besides, only the superiors give the 
subordinate permission to accept IOUs. I’ve never heard of a subordinate 
giving their superior an IOU.” 

Fatty said, “What do you know? You pay taxes in Hangzhou, but not in 
Beijing, right? I don’t call it IOUs; I call it options. Let’s say hello first. It’s 
better than regretting it later.” 

He turned around as soon as he said this, but just as he did, the top-heavy 
firewood drove the incense burner to fall down in one fell swoop, scattering 
all the ashes. 

As Fatty immediately turned back to grab it, I smiled and said, “Look, these 
people are honest and clean. They don’t accept it.” 

Fatty let out a curse, broke the wood in half, reinserted it, and wiped the 
ashes with his feet. 
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After rubbing it a few times, and smearing the incense ash, I suddenly saw 
some strange lines on the rock surface under his feet. 

******** 

TN Notes: I know the format of their list looked weird, but that’s how it 
was in the original novel, so I kept it that way.  

 

  

  



285 
 

Chapter 43 What Was Dug Up 

I was baffled, and immediately leaned over to get a closer look at Fatty’s 
feet. Sure enough, some of the incense ashes were embedded in the tiny 
cracks on the stone surface, forming some lines. Moreover, these lines were 
obviously very round, and not the lines from the stone surface itself. 

I had dealt with things like this before, and naturally knew that it was the 
principle of rubbings. It was a method of using very fine powder to show 
shallow marks on the ground, similar to what was shown in many spy 
dramas. Like using a pencil to shade the paper to see what was imprinted 
from the previous page. Someone had obviously carved something on the 
rock in front of the shrine. 

I was excited and turned the incense burner upside down, pouring all the 
ashes on the ground and rock walls. As I began to smear the ashes with both 
hands, more subtle lines immediately began to appear. 

“This is…” Fatty also immediately noticed something strange. 

“This should be something carved by the craftsmen who dug this hole.” I 
said. 

“Fuck me, Secretary Lei works so quickly!” Fatty said, “His efficiency is much 
higher than that of us mere mortals.” 

“Don’t speak too soon.” I said, smearing all the ashes evenly at the same 
time. 

Fatty squatted down to help, and Poker-Face also came up. We covered a 
large area with the incense ashes, and soon, a crooked text appeared in 
front of us. 

Each of these characters was the size of a chess piece, and all in extremely 
scribbled traditional Chinese. Some of them were almost indistinct, but 
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there were quite a lot of them—about thirty or forty large and small ones— 
that had been written by one person. 

The characters were definitely Chinese, but I had never seen some of them 
before, which meant they were probably in a dialect. Fatty wondered, “Did 
the previous craftsmen discuss things on this rock like us?” 

I shook my head and said no. These words could fill up a page, and it was 
obvious that the person who had carved them wrote a whole paragraph. But 
the marks were as shallow as ours, so they must have been simply scratched 
onto the rock with stones, not carving tools. 

What kind of person wrote these words in front of the idol, and for what 
purpose? I couldn’t guess, but the key clue we were looking for should be in 
these words. 

I recognized that the text had to be read vertically, and except for those 
characters I couldn’t recognize, I carefully read it word by word, and then 
engraved it off to one side with a stone. 

They were very simple sentences. 

November 7. 

The east wall, seven feet from the left, has sixteen. 

The west wall, three feet from the left, has seven. 

The north wall, five feet from the left, has ten. 

The south wall, six feet from the left, has four. 

According to the statistics, it will take three days to dig out and resume 
work. 
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“Is this… the record of mining measurements?” I hesitated and wondered, 
what is this? 

Based on the whole context, it seemed like a message the foreman had left 
to the people following behind, and the order was: count carefully. It almost 
seemed like something a superior would write to a subordinate. 

“North, east, south, and west?” Fatty looked around. “Is it the distribution 
record of jade veins?” 

I shook my head. The jade vein direction was a completely natural 
formation, without any rhyme or reason to it. It would be useless to dig a 
few feet to the left of a section. This “has sixteen”, “has seven”, “has ten”, 
“has four”, seemed to be a kind of quantity mark, as if they were counting 
the things on the wall. 

I looked at the east wall. There was nothing on it besides the jade veins and 
the natural folds in the rock. The dark jade veins were as complicated as 
blood vessels in the rock and couldn’t be represented by a number as small 
as “sixteen”. Moreover, his last sentence—”to return to work within three 
days”— seemed to mean that the things represented by the “sixteen” and 
“seven” had prevented them from continuing their mining. 

What was it? Was it the hard rock essence in the stone vein? But the rock 
essence was extremely hard and weighed a hundred tons. How could it be 
excavated in three days? 

We all stood up, walked to the far left of the eastern cave wall, and then 
used our fingers to measure a distance of seven feet to see what was on 
that section. 

Seven feet later, it was still the surface of the rock. There were countless 
dark green marks, but nothing else. 
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Fatty and I looked at each other. In fact, we had already looked at the rock 
face very carefully before and had examined it countless times. Even if we 
didn’t look at it this way, we knew that we wouldn’t be able to see anything 
on the surface. 

“Is it possible that what he wrote on it has already been dug out?” 

It was possible, but once I thought about it, I had a very strange idea pop 
into my head. I went back to the shrine, gathered the ashes on the ground, 
and then put them back into the incense burner. Then I took them to the 
front of the rock wall, grabbed a handful of them, and began smearing them 
on it. 

There was nothing at first, but after dabbing it a few times, sure enough, a 
line appeared, as if it were outlining something. 

“Eh?” Fatty was surprised. “How did you know to do that?” 

“The message was too vague, so it must have been a final summary. But 
they would definitely leave a mark on the rock surface.” I said, immediately 
continuing to smear the ashes. Soon, there were many continuous lines that 
appeared on the stone. 

It was an irregular polygonal outline with an indescribably strange shape. 

Fatty and I looked at each other, gulped, and took a step back. I took off my 
powerful flashlight and turned it on. The outline was very obvious, just like 
when you were first making a rough draft and had to use straight lines to 
outline the object’s general shape. 

But we hadn’t seen any shapes related to this outline in the rock vein, and it 
almost seemed to be randomly drawn on the rock wall as a cutting 
reference. 
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Even so, I still felt cold all over, as the many fragments in my mind began to 
spontaneously connect. I think at that time, I already knew deep down in my 
heart that there was something in this rock wall; otherwise, the outline 
wouldn’t have been carved here. They wanted to excavate the contents, so 
they made a rough mark here—but why couldn’t we see it? 

Was our method wrong? I thought it over some more, and immediately 
asked, “Do either of you know if there’s a special process they use when 
they mine jade?” 

Fatty shook his head: “Isn’t it dynamite?” 

Poker-Face said, “First use fire, then pour cold water on it to make the stone 
crack naturally.” 

“Pour water on it? Let’s go get some water!” I immediately said. I didn’t 
know what I was trying to prove, but I had a strong feeling that I had found 
the key. 

As I said this, I rushed to the hole on the other side, tied a knot on the diving 
suit’s pants legs, filled it with water, and then carried it back. Fatty and I 
held it and threw the water onto the rock wall, throwing it over a dozen 
times. The color of the rock immediately deepened. 

We took a few steps back and watched as the surface of the rock become 
blurred, and the ordinary rocks became smooth and transparent. It turned 
out that these stones were also jade, but the content must have been 
different, so they all looked like ordinary rocks next to the dark green jade. 

At the same time, we saw a looming shadow in the rock wall. 

It was a figure. 
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Chapter 44 Men in the Stone 

I thought it was my own shadow when I first saw it, but I moved a little and 
found that the shadow didn’t follow me. 

Once we saw that figure in the jade vein, it was as if the three of us had 
fallen into an ice pit and couldn’t stand up. 

“What the hell is this?”  I whispered to myself. 

“I don’t know.”  Fatty answered me in the same tone and paused, “It’s as if… 
as if it’s a person?” 

“How can it be a person… if it’s a man, how did he get into this rock wall?” I 
asked. 

Fatty looked at me, and asked in a trembling voice, “Have you ever heard of 
the legend of the fish in the stone?” I broke out in goosebumps as soon as 
he finished speaking. 

The fish in the stone was a story that often appeared in strange novels and 
went like this: a complete rock was cracked open and found to be hollow, 
but there was water inside, and a live fish was in the water. No one knew 
how the fish got into the stone, or how it survived, because there was no 
food in the stone. 

Rocks had existed for thousands of years, so this phenomenon was often 
considered a miracle. The fact that there was a fish in the rock, and it 
couldn’t have entered from the outside, meant that the fish must have been 
produced in the rock itself. It was said that one could live forever if they ate 
this kind of stone fish, but others said that eating it would kill you instantly. 

The legend of the fish in the stone was very widespread, and could be found 
everywhere, so it didn’t seem to be made up. That was why I knew what 
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Fatty meant when he suddenly mentioned it just now. But I knew it couldn’t 
apply here. 

“Impossible.”  I said. 

“Since there can be fish in the stone, why can’t there be a person in the 
stone?” 

I took a calming breath, looked at the figure in the rock, and shook my head. 
“Impossible, it must just look like a human shadow.” 

“If you keep throwing water on it, you’ll know that there are more than one 
of these things since it’s written on the ground.” Fatty retorted. 

We immediately applied the same trick and quickly poured water on all four 
walls. As all of them became soaked, I was horrified to find that the nearby 
rock walls were filled with human figures, and they were all in various poses. 
It was like the inside of the cave wall was full of people. 

We counted them and discovered that it was exactly the same as what was 
recorded on the ground. 

“What the hell.”  Fatty sat down again, “No wonder Secretary Lei had to take 
the lead. What the hell is going on here?” 

“Is it a Kunlun fetus?” I recalled the old saying that heaven and earth 
produced an essence. Was this a treasure cave, and the jade here was 
melted by some mysterious force? 

Fatty shook his head: “Kunlun fetus is only a legend, and it’s said that they 
are only on very large mountains. These shadows are strange in shape, and I 
don’t think they’re a good thing. And…” he looked at the nearby rack where 
the iron men were laying, “I may have been wrong just now. Do you think 
these shadow’s movements are very similar to those iron men?” 
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I was too surprised to speak. 

Fatty turned pale and said, “I know it’s scary, but I suddenly thought of the 
possibility when I looked at these cast iron tools just now.” 

I looked at the figures: “Do you mean to say these iron men aren’t 
transportation tools, but used to seal the shadows they dug out?” 

“I’m afraid it’s not that simple.” Fatty corrected me, “I’m worried these iron 
figurines are the works they created after handling what they dug up. They 
first drilled holes in the rock wall, then poured melted iron into it to freeze 
the people inside, and then busted them out.” 

I thought of the numerous iron men I had seen in the ancient building’s 
basement and got goosebumps all over my body. If that were true, how 
many such things would have to be dug up here? I forced myself to smile 
and say: “They’re just theories.” 

Fatty looked pale, obviously thinking that this idea was terrifying. He said, 
“In fact, there’s a way to check. Let’s smash this stone and see what the 
shadow is.” He pointed to the stone hammer off to one side. 

I touched the rock wall in front of me. It felt very thick, and I knew the rock 
wouldn’t be so easy to crack. I suddenly remembered the old demon 
legends of ancient China, where the gods not only controlled demons, but 
liked to control monsters by putting them under the mountains. Fuck me. 
Were these shadows monsters? If that was the case, and we let it out, 
wouldn’t we be committing suicide? 

I still felt a strong curiosity despite the spooky feeling, but I shook my head 
and said: “The craftsmen used such laborious methods to deal with these 
shadows. Obviously, these shadows’ real bodies may be very frightening and 
ominous. Very dangerous, even. We’d better not move them.” 
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Fatty listened to me, and then turned his head to Poker-Face, as if to ask for 
his advice. 

Poker-Face stared at the shadows, and didn’t answer him, but said: “We… 
are actually the same as them.” 
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Chapter 45 Stone Here 

“Why do you say that?” I wondered, but as soon as I asked, I already 
understood what he meant. 

In a sense, we were in the same situation as the figures in these stones, 
except their space was smaller than ours. And just like those strange fish 
living in rocks, we were also trapped in rock. But the one thing that was 
certain was that if we were found several years later, we definitely wouldn’t 
be alive and kicking. 

I felt awed at the thought of this, and said, “There are still some differences. 
At least we have a lot of room for activities right now, and there are infinite 
possibilities if we’re still alive.” 

Poker-Face said quietly: “I didn’t mean that.” 

I was a little surprised and let out a huff. I always felt like I had a tacit 
understanding with him, but I felt as if I was unable to keep up with his 
thoughts here. He seemed to be thinking much faster than I was. 

I asked, “Do you have any ideas? Just say it out loud, and we’ll listen.” 

He looked at me and said, “Have you ever thought about where we would 
be if such a mine hadn’t been dug here?” 

I thought for a moment. I felt like my brain was a little slow, but I still didn’t 
understand what he meant. Then, Fatty’s face immediately turned white, 
and I heard him curse, “Fuck!” I finally understood, and my scalp went 
numb. 

If this wasn’t a mine, then what would it be? 
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This was the rock wall in the interior of the mountain. If we had somehow 
been brought here in the same way, then we might be embedded in the 
rock wall now, exactly like those shadows. 

I shuddered, what was this feeling? It would be way too horrible if I woke up 
and found myself stuck in the rock face in the depths of the mountain, 
knowing that I was stuck there until I died. 

Poker-Face said: “Maybe it’s a coincidence that we’re alive now to think 
about this matter.” 

I silently nodded. The strange thing we had met might be a mysterious 
entity in this mountain, and this may not be the first time something like this 
had happened either. If no one had dug a mine here back in the day, and 
this same situation had happened, then our present situation would be even 
stranger. 

Fatty swallowed, looked at the figures, and then said, “So, are these our 
predecessors? Are they the victims of the same thing we met before?” 

“It’s only a possibility.” Poker-Face said, “But I wouldn’t discount it.” 

I understood what he meant. He was saying that if this was a strange natural 
phenomenon, then his previous inference may be wrong, and we were safe 
for the time being, no matter how much of a disadvantage we were at. 

Fatty asked, “Mr. Naive, you’ve read a lot of books. Can you guess what may 
be going on? Is it as Little Brother said, and this is likely to be the case?” 

I chuckled: “It’s useless for me to read so many books about these kinds of 
things. I’ll have to explain it with what I’ve learned from reading; that is, the 
concept of physics. We might have fallen into the gap between two spaces 
and been shoved here from one place in time. But in reality, this is 
absolutely impossible. Even if you enter a naturally formed crack in space, 
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the place where you reappear would be another universe, and the 
possibility of appearing in the same area is infinitely close to zero.” 

In fact, there were many such legends in the world. In some very special 
places, like the Bermuda Triangle, they all said that such a phenomenon 
existed. But I absolutely didn’t believe this was the case here, because the 
way Fatty and Poker-Face lost consciousness at the bottom of the lake was 
at odds with being handled by a “natural phenomena”. 

It was too much like we were being plotted against, so I readily agreed with 
Poker-Face’s previous view that the power that brought us here was 
definitely conscious and purposeful. 

Fatty didn’t think so and argued: “The possibility is infinitely close to zero, 
but it’s not equal to zero.” 

I said: “If we use science to explain, then there’s only one explanation. If we 
don’t, then the situation we’re facing is a whole other story.” 

Fatty was lost in thought, and said to himself, “Is there something like this in 
the legends left by our ancestors?” 

I thought for a moment. I had never seen any kind of record of figures 
appearing in rocks in any of the novels I had read. Of course, there was also 
the possibility that I hadn’t read widely enough. 

Fatty went on: “Legend has it that in the mountains near Liu Bowen’s tomb, 
someone only walked for a day, but the place where they came out was 
more than a hundred kilometers away from the place where they entered 
the mountain. It seemed like he was instantly taken from one place to 
another. They call this phenomenon “Mountain Ghost’s Back” because they 
believe they were carried away by a mountain ghost, and they didn’t know 
how many roads they had taken. Other people call it “Walking Mountain,” 
saying that the mountain was walking. Maybe there’s a similar phenomenon 
here, but the walking direction is different.” 
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I shook my head. This statement couldn’t be true since those people were 
on the surface of the mountain, and we were now inside the mountain. We 
weren’t on a ghost’s back, nor was the mountain walking; we had been 
swallowed by the mountain. 

Moreover, there was something strange about this matter that was 
especially difficult to understand. The mine was enclosed, but there were no 
signs of collapse around it. There had to be an entrance to the mine, but 
where was it? Even if it was a very special natural phenomenon like 
“Mountain Ghost’s Back” or “Mountain Walking”, the entrance wouldn’t just 
disappear. 

Whatever was happening here was more complicated and gave off a very 
strange feeling. 

When I thought of this, I remembered Pan Ma’s story again. He said that 
there was a devil in this lake. I actually kind of believed it now, because it 
seemed like only the devil could do this kind of strange thing. But even if 
there was no devil, I still thought this mountain and lake were a bit unusual. 

The water gradually evaporated from the rock, and the shadows soon faded 
away until I couldn’t see them clearly. I crossed out the “iron figurines” 
carved on the ground at my feet, and then thought for a long time, but to no 
avail. 

The rock wall had returned to its original shape, but now we felt different. 
We now knew that there was something embedded in the wall, and it was 
only separated from us by five or six punches. I suddenly had a strong sense 
of being watched, which made me feel uneasy. This kind of feeling hadn’t 
existed just now, and it was obviously psychological, but it couldn’t be 
dispelled. 

None of us spoke as we all sat there thinking. Fatty would occasionally come 
up with an idea, but I rejected each one. 
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I thought of a lot of possibilities, but none of them were reliable. I eventually 
began going back over the things I had just thought about— including all the 
details— to see if anything stuck out. 

I first went back over the archaeological team’s purpose. It seemed like 
thinking about it wasn’t very conducive right now, but if Fatty said that the 
role of these iron men was to seal these shadows, then the archaeological 
team’s motivation could be explained— they were looking for these 
shadows’ remains. Of course, we didn’t know for what purpose. 

The miners found these figures when they were mining for jade, but the 
operation wasn’t interrupted. Their desire for jade made them continue 
digging while offering sacrifices to Lei Wang. 

Then, one day, someone left this message in front of God Lei Wang’s statue. 

Looking at the message here, and the figures in the rock wall, it was obvious 
that the content of his message hadn’t been carried out after he left it. 
Maybe the mining had been suspended after he left. 

There were many reasons to suspend mining, like war or disaster. Of course, 
it could also be that the entrance to this mine had somehow disappeared. 
Even those miners may have encountered the same situation as us—there 
could be more than one mine here, and they might have been trapped in 
other places—there were any number of possibilities. There was no doubt 
that this jade mine’s story ended at this time. 

After that, it was our story. 

At first glance, this whole affair was very clear and reasonable, but I wanted 
to understand the whole thing, think about it carefully, and then find the 
hard-to-detect contradiction. 

This contradiction came from reverse thinking: what if all the mining 
activities didn’t take place? What would happen here? 
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If no one had excavated the jade mine, then there wouldn’t be any mine. In 
that case, would Fatty and Poker-Face have encountered that thing 
underwater? 

If mining activities hadn’t taken place here, then we would currently be 
embedded in a solid rock wall. 

If the force that brought us here was a natural phenomenon, then this sort 
of thing would happen even if there was a rock wall. And since this power 
was natural, we just happened to be the victims of this strange 
phenomenon. 

But on the other hand, what if this wasn’t a natural phenomenon? Would 
the same thing happen if this mine didn’t exist? 

I didn’t think that was the case, because Poker-Face and I both believed that 
there was some kind of consciousness behind this matter. This 
consciousness’ purpose definitely wasn’t to kill us, so there had to be some 
unknown reason for it to bring us here. The premise of achieving this goal 
was that the mine had to be here; otherwise, we would be trapped and die. 
That was tantamount to being killed and had no meaning to it. 

We could break things down based on these conjectures. On the one hand, 
we knew that this consciousness knew of the mine’s existence. 

On the other hand, the mine hadn’t been planned. Its existence here was an 
accident, which proved one thing: that consciousness’s mysterious purpose 
came into being after the mine was formed, and it was this mine that led to 
its goal. 

This was when things became far-fetched and a little illogical. Suppose this 
force— which we’ll call the devil— suddenly found this mine when 
wandering here one day. Once it deliberated, it found that the mine could 
be used, which then gave birth to this mine’s new purpose. Then, it used 
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some means to capture us, and trapped us here so that it could achieve its 
purpose. 

If this was the case, then there was no way it would be a serious matter. 

From beginning to end, this kind of behavior showed a clear pattern. And 
the fact that the purpose and operation were so strong indicated that it was 
completely consistent with human thinking. I wasn’t discounting the fact 
that there may be some mysterious forces in this world, but I figured such 
forces had to be detached, and weren’t so utilitarian and shallow. 

But if this was a person and not the devil, then that was an entirely different 
story. If it was a person, then he knew there was a mine here that could be 
used, and thus began his plot. To realize his plan, he used some clever 
means to bring Fatty and Poker-Face here after they lost consciousness at 
the bottom of the lake. 

It sounded very reasonable, and I didn’t think this person was without 
reason. I also thought his deliberate actions meant that there must be a 
bigger plot afoot. 

A philosopher once said, “Once you eliminate the impossible, whatever 
remains, no matter how improbable, must be the truth.” This was also the 
reason why I kept feeling like this matter was very strange, because I could 
smell a strong hint of “conspiracy” about it. 

In other words, we had ended up in a conspiracy set up by “humans.” Only, 
this plot was too clever for us to understand. 

I looked at Poker-Face. He must have realized this long ago, which was why 
he didn’t come to participate in our brainstorming session. But he didn’t 
take any further action, probably because it was only a feeling after all, and 
we couldn’t confirm it. 

******** 
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TN Note: Not sure if you found this chapter confusing but Wu Xie is 
basically trying to figure out who (or what) put them in the cave. He thinks 
it’s either 1. a natural phenomenon (he mentions the Bermuda Triangle so 
something weird along those lines), 2. a mysterious entity (he refers to it 
as “devil” in his hypothesis so you can think it’s something like a ghost or 
whatever), or 3. a human being (he’s leaning towards this one because 
everything seems so calculated).  
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Chapter 46 Changes 

In the next few days, nothing changed. At first, I couldn’t adapt to the life of 
starvation, and I was so hungry that I felt faint and gloomy. But after three 
days, my body automatically began to consume its internal stores, and I 
gradually became refreshed. 

Nothing happened, and time seemed to freeze. I thought of martial arts 
novels in which many men and women were trapped in despair. When they 
returned to the world and recalled the past, they often found that this 
unique time was the happiest and most peaceful. 

But the actual situation was completely different. The campfire burned at 
the lowest level, and there was only the constant sound of water around us. 
The rock wall under the fire’s glow was a very dark yellow, and the sense of 
closeness in this cave had me feeling constantly anxious. I learned from 
Poker-Face how to meditate every day, and just barely managed to survive; 
otherwise, I would have gone crazy. 

Fatty’s character was even more unbearable. I didn’t know how he had 
survived the past two weeks, but he came up with a new idea almost every 
day. In the past few days, we had smeared the surrounding rock walls bit by 
bit with ashes, hoping to find some other traces. 

Indeed, there were many scratches on the ground. It seemed like the people 
here often drew something on the ground while they were resting. We saw 
a simple chessboard with a lot of words, but none of them were of any 
value. 

Only one of them made me feel a little curious. It was carved on the ground 
in front of the cave wall, probably during the miners’ resting time. It was the 
same person’s name, carved several times: Sister Zhao Cui. I figured it was 
probably caused by lovesickness. After seeing this, I couldn’t help thinking of 
Agui aboveground, and figured he must have collapsed by now. 
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On the third day, I couldn’t help doubting my own thoughts. I wondered if 
nothing would happen in the end if I stayed here for a long time, or if the 
devil had forgotten us. 

Poker-Face was still the same. He had taken my bayonet and put it in his 
waistband, but other than that, he hardly moved. He just leaned by the 
campfire all day without a hint of anxiety. 

Even though he had always been like this, I still felt that he was too calm this 
time. I sometimes even had the illusion that he knew what was going to 
happen soon. 

This calm lasted until the middle of the night on the fifth day—maybe 
midnight, if my watch was still accurate—when something suddenly 
happened. 

When I woke up to pee, I suddenly found that Poker-Face wasn’t in his 
original position. 

I was taken aback, and when I subconsciously looked around, I found him 
standing in front of the side wall, looking at something. 

Fatty was still snoring. I noticed something was wrong, looked at my watch, 
kicked him awake, and then the two of us walked over. 

When we walked to the front of the rock wall, we were shocked to see that 
the figure in the wall had reappeared. 

I wondered, why is Poker-Face watching this kind of thing in the middle of 
the night? When I looked again, however, I noticed that the rock wall wasn’t 
wet. Moreover, the strange figure looked somewhat different from before. 

I brought my flashlight up and turned it on to illuminate the whole rock wall. 
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In a flash, I gasped. All the shadows in the rock wall could now be seen 
clearly, and under the strong light, these shadows actually felt much closer 
to the rock surface than before. 

“Fuck, what’s going on?” I cursed. 

Poker-Face said indifferently: “They’re moving towards us.” 
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Chapter 47 Monsters 

Indeed, the shadow in the wall was approaching us, and there was a strange 
change in its movement. It was stretching its head forward strangely, as if 
trying to get out of the stone wall. 

“Moving?” Fatty wasn’t fully awake yet and didn’t understand what it 
meant. 

“They were buried about three feet in the rock wall before, but now they 
are less than a foot away.” Poker-Face said, making a gesture, “In five days, 
they’ve moved more than two feet towards us. In another day and a half…” 
He paused and didn’t continue. 

I knew what he meant. In another day and a half, these shadows may come 
out of the rock wall. 

“Shit, are they alive?” My hair stood on end. 

Poker-Face shook his head and looked straight at the shadow, as if he could 
see what it was. 

My drowsiness disappeared in an instant, and I took a look around with my 
flashlight. There were shadows all around us, and goosebumps exploded up 
my arms. I thought to myself, what are these shadows? If they come out of 
the wall… shit. Just thinking about it made my scalp go numb. 

After walking in a circle, I suddenly realized what it was, and immediately 
said, “Shit, is this that thing’s purpose?” 

“Purpose?” Fatty was still in a daze. 

“I don’t know, but it may be a ceremony, and we’re offerings; or, it’s a kind 
of feeding, and we’re food; or it’s a kind of hunt, and we’re bait… in short, 
we were put here for these shadows.” 
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Fatty frowned, finally woke up, froze, and then cursed, “Fuck no.” 

What did he mean no? Looking at these shadows’ strange shapes, there 
certainly wasn’t an F-cup beauty standing around, so they had to be 
attracted to us, which certainly wasn’t a good thing. 

I was so confused that I didn’t know what to do. When I looked at Poker-
Face, I saw that he was calm, but I didn’t know what he was thinking. 

At this moment, Fatty suddenly took out a stone hammer from one side of 
the tool pile and threw it to me. 

“What’s this for?” I asked. 

“It’s better to attack first.” Fatty said. “Hit them before they know what’s 
coming.” As he said this, he raised his arm as if he was going to smash it. 

I grabbed him and said, “We don’t know what these things are. What if 
they’re still alive even after you’ve smashed them a few times? What would 
we do then, since you’ve already let them out?” 

Fatty scolded: “I really can’t stand you, dumbass. We don’t have to let them 
out. We just need to smash it until a few cracks appear and see what the 
thing is.” 

I still didn’t think it was a good idea, and looked to Poker-Face for help, but 
he was still ignoring us. Fatty thought he agreed, so he raised the stone 
hammer and smashed it at one of the shadows. 

Fatty hadn’t eaten for several days and was exhausted. He only managed to 
smash a small hole at first, but the stone here was very brittle, and a thin 
seam cracked open. 
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Fatty took a few breaths, and then hit it again. A deep seam unexpectedly 
split open along the dark green jade vein, and we instantly smelled a very 
strong odor coming from the stone. 

The smell was so strong that we could hardly breathe, and we all stepped 
back involuntarily. Fatty went to smash it again, but I grabbed his arm. 

I had caught sight of some kind of mass deep in the crack. 

We covered our noses and mouths and leaned over once the smell 
dissipated a little. Fatty picked up the flashlight and took a look inside. 

At first, we only saw a dark green mass that seemed to be part of the rock, 
but we couldn’t tell which part of the shadow it was. We initially weren’t 
that afraid, but the moment we got closer, the mass in the crack turned, and 
I saw a white eye peeking out from behind the crack, staring at me. 

At that moment, I almost choked. The eye didn’t have any emotion or focus, 
but I could just tell that it was looking at me through the crack. This situation 
was way too strange. 

Fatty and I involuntarily took a deep breath before the both of us exploded. 
Fatty swallowed, and immediately lifted the hammer in his hand. The two of 
us had immediately confirmed that this thing definitely wasn’t human! 

I didn’t dare look at it again, and suddenly turned my head away.  

Fatty didn’t know what to do, so I looked at him and said, “Didn’t you want 
to beat him so hard he wouldn’t even know his own mother?” Fatty fiercely 
shook his head, but just as I was about to say something, an extremely loud 
baby-like cry suddenly came out from the crack. At the same time, a very 
thin claw suddenly reached out and grabbed my neck. 

It was so fast; I didn’t even have time to respond. I was yanked towards the 
crack and slammed into the rock wall. 
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At this moment, Poker-Face reacted faster than Fatty, and rushed over to 
grab my collar. His other hand jammed the bayonet into the crack and 
stabbed the claw’s wrist three times before it finally let go. I fell and was 
quickly pulled away by Fatty. 

The claw suddenly stretched out again, and even made a few grabbing 
motions, but only caught air. Fatty swung the hammer at it several times, 
but I couldn’t tell if it connected. The claw finally shrank back again. 

We were both in shock and sat there gasping for half a day before Fatty said, 
“Damn, this fucker’s a tough character.” 

Poker-Face, on the other hand, had gone to the campfire without looking 
back, picked up a basket, grabbed a plate of charcoal, and said, “Help!” 
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Chapter 48 Charcoal 

I knew at a glance what Poker-Face wanted to do, but before I could think 
carefully about whether it was a good idea or not, he had already poured a 
plate of hot coals into the crack that had been smashed open. 

Whatever was inside was still some distance away from the gap, so Fatty 
followed closely behind and dumped another plate inside. The charcoal 
Poker-Face had poured into the gap was pushed in further. 

There was suddenly a burst of sound from the stone, like a baby crying. It 
was sharp as hell and miserable. After what just happened, I shouldn’t be 
too concerned with killing this horrible thing, but it still tugged at my 
heartstrings, and I couldn’t bear it. In the end, it was in a vulnerable 
position, and about to be slaughtered. 

Fatty also felt sorry for it, and I could see the hesitation on his face. He 
didn’t know whether to continue pouring hot coals or not, but Poker-Face 
had a frosty look on his face and didn’t hesitate to continue pouring. 

There was a strange smell in the air that I was very familiar with. It was the 
“smell of death” from the iron piece we had found before, but I never once 
thought that it actually represented death. I could see the shadow’s 
constant shaking gradually stop, and the originally shrill cry had quieted 
down. 

I had been softhearted since I was young, so even though I had almost been 
caught just now, I still felt extremely uncomfortable killing a human-shaped 
object so easily. 

Fatty wasn’t as pedantic as I was, and although he was a bit of a whiner, he 
didn’t mince his words. He smiled a few times and said, “Make sure to 
reincarnate as a human in the next life. Don’t go to the wrong place.” 
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In the end, the shadow stopped moving, and only the gap in the rock was 
still smoking. 

I slumped to the ground and breathed a sigh of relief, but just as I was trying 
to slow my racing heart, Poker-Face said, “It’s not over yet.” 

I looked up, and instantly understood what he meant. On the other side of 
the wall, there were three more shadows that were already very close to the 
surface. 

“Do we really have to do this?” I asked. 

Poker-Face didn’t answer, but glanced at Fatty, who nodded, raised his 
hammer and chisel, and walked to another figure. 

I didn’t want to see it again, so I just sat there motionless as Fatty said 
Amitabha several times and began digging again. The event that just 
happened was soon repeated, and Fatty was sweating all over by the end of 
it. When he moved to the third spot, he couldn’t stand it either. He stood in 
front of the shadow for a long time, before asking Poker-Face, “Little 
Brother, can we take a rest before we do it again?” 

Poker-Face shook his head, looked around, and said coldly, “There’s no need 
to do it again, it’s too late.” 

We turned to look and were immediately shocked to find that while we 
were busy, the shadows in the surrounding rock wall had all appeared close 
to the surface. 

I counted at least ten more with one glance, and at this point, we could 
almost see them with the naked eye. The shadows were slowly moving 
towards the rock wall’s surface. 

What was going on here? Did they see our actions and speed up? 
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I stood up again. Poker-Face picked up my bayonet in a reverse grip while 
Fatty grabbed the stone hammer. I was unarmed, so I looked around and 
grabbed a drill rod from the ground. The three of us stood back to back and 
looked around. 

Fatty was already excited. Whether the opponent was Schwarzenegger or a 
stone monster, people like him who really liked fighting would never back 
down. He yelled a few times and said, “Damn it, I can’t stand to stay here 
any longer. It’s better to die with honor than to starve to death. Let’s go for 
it.” As he said this, he suddenly remembered something and kicked the idol 
away. “Son of a bitch didn’t give me any face. I’d rather worship a chicken 
than you.” 

My heart was beating very fast, and I was trembling uncontrollably, but 
surprisingly enough, I wasn’t afraid. I said to Fatty, “What’s the glory in such 
a death? Who would know how you died?” 

I had just finished speaking when there was suddenly a cold sensation 
behind me, and something fell on the back of my neck. I was so scared that I 
jumped back quickly and felt it. It turned out to be some rock fragments. 

My mind jumped, and I said to myself, fuck, I forgot there’s also rock above 
my head. I looked up, and saw that the rock above me had cracked, and a 
green thing had appeared. 

At almost the exact time we got out of the way, the rock ceiling cracked 
open, and a green shadowed mass suddenly hung down from above, letting 
out a shrill cry. 

Even with the flashlight, I couldn’t see the whole thing. I only saw the 
shadow fall down, stay in my flashlight’s circle for half a second, and then it 
dodged and crashed into our bonfire. 

The bonfire was smashed apart in an instant, and sparks and charcoal were 
scattered everywhere. The concentrated light was completely scattered, 
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darkness was all around us, and only the countless small fire spots were still 
burning. 

We weren’t expecting this kind of change. I chased after the object with my 
flashlight, but I could only see a few afterimages. 

Fatty reacted quickly, and immediately grabbed a burning piece of firewood 
from the ground, but the fire went out as soon as he picked it up, leaving 
behind a dark red piece of charcoal. 

“Damn it!” Fatty cursed loudly. Before the word “da” could fully be spit out, 
however, I heard him grunting as if he had been thrown to the ground by 
something. Then came a series of smacking sounds. 

I followed the sound with the flashlight and saw Fatty scuffling with 
something. I turned around to see where Poker-face was, but when I moved 
the flashlight, I didn’t find him, but a ferocious face behind me instead. 

I was in the middle of moving the flashlight away, so the face only appeared 
in front of me for a moment, but the impact was much greater than that of 
seeing it directly. I almost peed my pants, and reflexively retreated while 
shouting: “Another one!” 

In my fear, I swiped the drill rod in that direction. There was a muffled 
sound, so I knew I had hit something, but I didn’t have the strength. The drill 
rod was all iron and very heavy, so I couldn’t swing it a second time with one 
hand. I had to draw back and use the flashlight to illuminate it. Before I 
could get a clear look, however, I was suddenly hit from behind. My whole 
body fell, and I rolled directly to the ground, dropping the flashlight in the 
process. I had no idea where it went. 

As soon as I got up, I knew it was bad. I couldn’t see anything, and knew I 
was in trouble. At this point, I heard Poker-Face shouting: “Get on the 
ground, don’t move!” Then there was a shrill scream, and a mass of 
something fell heavily beside me. 
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I turned my head, and heard hissing sounds coming from a few feet away 
from me. Then, I heard the “click” sound of a broken neck come from the 
darkness, and the shrieks came to an abrupt end. 

On the other side, Fatty’s battle wasn’t over yet, and I heard him yell, “Fuck, 
you dare to steal this fat grandpa’s peach, dare to steal this fat grandpa’s 
peach!” 

He beat it with a yell, hitting it four more times, before its movements 
stopped. 

Fatty spit at it in contempt. I couldn’t see his situation clearly, but it was 
quiet around him, so I asked, “Is it done?” 

Before I finished speaking, however, Poker-Face snapped: “Don’t talk, 
listen!” 

I immediately held my breath and heard countless creeping voices in the 
darkness. The number was too large to estimate. 
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Chapter 49 There Are Thirty-Five 

Although I couldn’t see anything, I could imagine what was going on around 
me. The shadows in the stones must have surrounded us. 

I began to recall what I had seen on the ground: sixteen, seven, ten, four… a 
total of thirty-seven. If those two had just been burned to death, then we 
would have to face thirty-five. 

I couldn’t see them, and didn’t know whether Fatty had been injured, but I 
wasn’t very afraid. I didn’t have the energy to entertain foolish ideas, so I 
grabbed the drill rod, and focused all my attention on my ears. 

Fatty was far away with no one around him. He had probably got a little 
impatient and got separated from us, but I could still hear his intense 
breathing. I desperately kept my breathing low at this time, the evil side of 
me thinking that these monsters should just go to him. 

The stalemate didn’t last very long, and of course it was Fatty who blew it 
first. He snorted and shouted with a loud cry, “Fuck! Let’s do this!” I didn’t 
know what he hit, but chaos erupted over there, and something cried out. 
At the same time, like a flock of startled birds, those things hissed and 
turned into a disorderly mess, all headed straight for Fatty. 

I swung the drill rod to try and help, and within two steps I bumped into a 
lump of something that was slippery and greasy. Before I could react, 
however, there was suddenly a loud scream in the darkness, and strong 
gusts blew everywhere. I was knocked to the ground and felt a sharp pain on 
several parts of my body. 

I grabbed a claw with my hand, but immediately released it. Then I blocked 
it with my hand and was soon caught in a scuffle. 

After a few minutes, however, I heard a muffled sound and the thing was 
kicked away. I scrambled to my feet, but Poker-Face pressed down on my 
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shoulder and said softly: “Don’t talk, don’t move!” As he spoke, a strong 
gust swept towards Fatty. 

The feeling in my heart was very strange. I wanted to go up and help, but I 
also felt that I had to listen to what Poker-Face said. As soon as he removed 
his hand, I suddenly felt like something was wrong with my shoulder. I felt it 
and realized that the place he had just held down was covered in blood. 

The amount of blood wasn’t from cutting himself, so he had to be seriously 
injured. It sounded like Poker-Face had the upper hand fighting in the dark 
just now, but he obviously didn’t have much of an advantage. 

I heard Fatty’s heart-wrenching screams come from the other side. They 
weren’t the cries of winning the upper hand, but the roar of being cornered 
and terror-stricken. 

I usually imagined what the others would feel if one of us had an accident, 
but in hindsight, as long as Poker-Face was there, I always felt that it was 
impossible for such a thing to occur. But this feeling was gone now, and I 
immediately feared that Fatty would be killed here. 

“Back to the wall!” Poker-Face’s voice appeared at Fatty’s position. As his 
voice reached my ears, I heard more confusion over there. There were 
shrieks, the thumps of something falling on the ground, and Fatty’s bawling 
all mixed together. 

My mind was blank, and I couldn’t think at all as I held my drill rod tightly in 
my hands. I couldn’t move and could do nothing besides listen to the 
movements coming from over there. I already knew that it was useless for 
me to go over there in such a chaotic situation. Since I wasn’t a person with 
excellent skills, Fatty might even kill me by mistake. 

I didn’t know how long this state lasted, but suddenly, the surrounding 
voices all disappeared, and there was silence. 
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I didn’t dare move, because I was unsure what the situation was like. Were 
they both dead? Or had all the stone men been killed? Or both? 

After listening carefully for a while, the flashlight suddenly lit up on one side 
with a “snap” and I turned to look. Poker-Face stood there holding Fatty in 
one hand, and my flashlight in the other. 

I breathed a sigh of relief as I watched him limp to my side, put Fatty down, 
and then sit down on the ground. Both of them were covered in blood, and 
bleeding from open wounds. 

In the blood smeared all over his body, I saw that the Qilin tattoo had 
appeared on him again. This time, it not only appeared on his shoulders, but 
also on his upper body. The black tattoo appeared extremely complicated, 
and when I looked closely, I could see that it was the black fire at the Qilin’s 
feet which seemed to have burned up and spread to his whole body. 

As I stood there dumbfounded, he handed me the flashlight, grabbed my 
hand, and pointed the light at a hole in the wall where a fissure made by the 
shadows had appeared in the rock. 

“These are the channels formed by these things’ activities. I just looked at 
them. They may lead to the outside.” He said. “Take your tools and get out 
of here.” 

I immediately nodded: “You rest first; I’ll check your wounds. If it’s okay, 
we’ll go immediately. Shit, I thought we were goners this time. You really 
convinced me; I didn’t expect you to be so good.” 

Poker-Face leaned against the rock wall behind him and said faintly, “Fatty 
and I can’t go with you.” 

“What nonsense are you talking about?” I scolded. 
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Poker-Face suddenly smiled at me and said lightly, “It’s a good thing I didn’t 
cause your death…” 

I paused, only to see him cough and spit out a big mouthful of blood. 

“You…” My mind buzzed as he looked at me with a smile, slowly lowered his 
head, and then sat there as if he were just resting. But all around me was 
complete silence. 
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Chapter 50 Escape 

I can’t describe the feeling in my heart at that time as I saw him sitting there 
quietly in front of me.  

I didn’t know what was going on in my head. There had to be countless 
thoughts surging, but I couldn’t feel anything at all. 

I was stunned for a moment, before I finally came to my senses and moved, 
immediately feeling his wrist with shaking hands. 

I was terrified of touching a completely cold body, so it took almost all my 
strength to stretch out my hand. 

Fortunately, there was still some body heat, but the pulse was so weak that I 
could hardly feel it. 

I turned to look at Fatty and found that he had a big hole in his stomach, his 
intestines were hanging out, and his pulse was extremely weak. 

The wounds on both of their bodies were still bleeding, and they were all 
scratched up, an obvious result of those things’ long claws. The wounds 
were very dense, making it easy to see how fierce the struggle had been. 

Excessive bleeding, heart failure, and death were practically irreversible. I 
felt some despair, helplessness, chagrin, and regret. All kinds of 
indescribable feelings burst up together, and tears almost burst out of my 
eyes. 

I don’t know how, or even where the courage came from, but I pushed all 
these feelings aside for the moment, and suddenly calmed down. 

I was startled by my sudden calmness, as if I had another self in my heart 
that was temporarily rejecting my desire to cry. I didn’t know if other people 
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would have the same reaction as me when experiencing this moment, but at 
this time, my mind suddenly became very clear. 

They hadn’t died yet, so naturally, I couldn’t just leave them. But I couldn’t 
watch them die here, either. I had to try my best to do something. 

I stood up and began thinking about what to do. First, I found the incense 
ashes and smeared it all over their deepest wounds to temporarily stop the 
bleeding. Then, I stuffed Fatty’s intestines back into his stomach bit by bit. 

I don’t want to describe that kind of feeling. After finishing, I took the diving 
suit, tore it into several pieces of rope, tied it to the wooden frame that was 
off to one side, and made a towing stretcher to tie them up. 

“Even if you die, you’ll die aboveground.” I clenched my teeth. 

After I finished, I took the flashlight, picked up the bayonet that was tossed 
to the side, and then looked around. The ground was full of a green liquid—
maybe those things’ blood— and more bloody bodies. It was a complete 
mess, and I didn’t bother looking too closely. 

I searched the surrounding rock walls again to find the hole Poker-Face had 
mentioned, and suddenly froze—there were still shadows in the rock wall, 
and more than what we had seen just now. But they were much smaller and 
had to be the figures of children. 

After staring at them for a while, my hair stood on end, and I didn’t dare 
delay any longer. I quickly dragged Poker-Face and Fatty into the hole Poker-
Face had mentioned. 

Fatty himself was extremely heavy, and with Poker-Face’s added weight, it 
took a lot of effort to drag them out. 

Just as Poker-Face had said, there really was a passage here. Those things 
seemed to have corroded the jade here and moved through it slowly. There 
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were excellent jade veins all around, and if any jade merchants were here, 
they would definitely go crazy. 

But if these things had formed naturally in the jade, then this passage should 
have been closed. But after pulling hard for a while, I found that the passage 
was actually very long. I looked at the rock wall passage and felt like 
something was off. From time to time, a vague face appeared in the wall, as 
if the “people” in the rock were gathering to watch me crawl. 

Fortunately, my nerves had been stretched to the extreme. I simply ignored 
them and clenched my teeth as I dragged Fatty and Poker-Face, and slowly 
crawled along. 

Even though the passage didn’t have any bifurcations, it was still very 
tortuous; especially because some parts of it were vertical. I had been 
climbing for more than ten hours, and almost fainted before I came to the 
end. 

I didn’t know how much time had passed after that, but the flashlight’s light 
was almost out when I suddenly heard the sound of water. I frantically ran 
forward, but my hands suddenly came up empty. I didn’t hit the ground like 
I thought I would, but I did almost fall. 

The flashlight struggled to shine, but I could see that a fault had appeared in 
front of me. It seemed to be an irregular crack in the mountain. 

The crack wasn’t wide, so I could keep my balance by spreading my two feet 
apart.  

Water was falling down from the crack above like a waterfall, so I drank a 
few mouthfuls, and shined the light forward. There was no passage ahead. 
This seemed to be the starting point of this passage, so those things might 
have climbed down through this crack. I shined the light up and down, left 
and right. Shit, the surface of the crack fault was like a hole that had been 
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bored out, and it was the same on all sides. These things were like moths in 
the mountains, and there was nothing on the other side. 

I put Fatty and Poker-Face down, not having the time to worry about them 
right now. I climbed down the holes one by one to see which one might lead 
to the outside. 

Truthfully, I didn’t know how to distinguish between them at all, so I could 
only explore them one by one. Suddenly, however, I felt the wind blowing, 
and my heart jumped in excitement. I immediately followed my instincts, 
and sure enough, there was a hole with air circulation. 

There’s a way out, I said to myself. I climbed back, untied one of the ropes, 
and then sent them down one by one. 

I had been hungry for several days, and had little physical strength, so the 
journey was extremely torturous. In the middle, I often felt dizzy and 
retched when I exerted myself too much. It was a sign of extreme physical 
exhaustion, and I thought that I would faint at any time. 

At the very least, it took another six or seven hours to complete the journey, 
and I crouched, dragged, and crawled in utter darkness. 

I’m sure a lot of things must have happened around me during this process, 
because I heard a lot of strange sounds coming from everywhere. But I 
didn’t have any psychological fluctuations and was totally numb. If I died at 
this time, I would probably face my death with total numbness. 

I didn’t know how long I had climbed before a light suddenly appeared in 
front me. I didn’t even have the energy to speed up by this point, and just 
kept walking and crawling. Finally, I heard the wind and the sound of water, 
and saw the long-lost ground. 

I could hardly react, but before I could tell what this place was, I suddenly 
looked up and saw several people around me who looked like villagers. They 
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dragged me out of the hole, and that was when I found that I didn’t know 
any of them. There was a crowd of people speaking in the Changsha dialect 
on a hillside on the other side of the lake. 

My body was extremely weak, and I was dizzy as soon as I was pulled out. 
Then, a man came up to me with a group of people. I looked up at the night 
sky, and the area all around that was full of bright, artificial lights. Someone 
was holding a walkie-talkie and shouting, “Found him, Found him!” 

The man who walked up with a group of people soon came into my line of 
sight. I looked at him from a distance and was surprised to find that it was 
my Uncle Two. He was quickly followed by Pan Zi, who had an anxious look 
on his face, but I lost consciousness before he arrived. 
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Chapter 51 Uncle Two 

When I woke up, I found myself back in Agui’s room, and Yun Cai was taking 
care of me. I had been awakened by the noise outside. 

I wasn’t hurt at all— only physically exhausted— so sleep was all I needed. 
Yun Cai saw me sit up, and immediately handed me some water before 
going outside to call someone. Pan Zi soon came in and asked me how I felt. 

I didn’t see Uncle Two, so I ignored his question and asked, “Fatty and 
Poker-face, how are they?” 

Pan Zi told me that they had been rushed to the hospital. There hadn’t been 
any news yet, but he reassured me that they wouldn’t die. Even if they were 
unlucky enough to die, then there was nothing I could do about it. 

I felt a little calmer after hearing this, knowing that there was at least some 
hope when I went to the hospital. I then asked Pan Zi what was going on, 
but he wouldn’t say anything. All he would say was that my Uncle Two 
wouldn’t let him talk about these things with me. Uncle Two was still at the 
lake and would tell me personally when he came back. Pan Zi then told me 
to get some more rest and left. I didn’t know what was going on, but it 
seemed very busy outside. 

Several buildings near Agui’s house had all been taken over by Uncle Two, 
and I saw a lot of Uncle Two and Uncle Three’s former associates. I figured 
there were more than twenty of them, and when I thought back on what I 
had seen at the lake that day, I estimated that hundreds of people had come 
this time. It seemed like Agui had recovered from his mental breakdown at 
that time, and worked hard, but when I asked him about it, he didn’t know 
anything. 

I had no choice but to comply and rested at Agui’s house for two days. After 
my body recovered, Uncle Two came back from the lake. 
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There were also a lot of people who appeared with him, including several 
cousins from Changsha. Many of them had been mixed up with Uncle Three 
and were all prominent figures in our family. I asked myself, what’s going 
on, why are they all here? 

I didn’t dare start asking questions, because Uncle Two and those relatives 
didn’t look good. After exchanging pleasantries with them, I found that they 
were all looking at me strangely. 

Uncle Two’s complexion didn’t look good, but he finally got the relatives to 
disperse after a lot of trouble. He looked at me, hooked his arm around my 
shoulder, and then asked if I was alright. 

I nodded and said that I was fine, and then asked him in a low voice what 
the situation was. He looked at me, sighed, patted me on the shoulder, and 
then motioned for me to go on a walk with him. 

As we walked to the stream near the village, he didn’t say a single word the 
entire way. We came to the old house that had been burned down, and 
Uncle Two said, “I saw your e-mail.” 

I already had a feeling this had something to do with my e-mail, so I watched 
him as I waited for him to continue. He paused before saying, “Do you 
believe what you wrote in your e-mail?” 

“What can I say? I don’t want to believe it, but it’s not like I can’t, because I 
can’t think of any other possibility.” I said, “You and Uncle Three have 
known each other for so long, haven’t you noticed anything unusual?” 

Uncle Two lit a cigarette and looked at me with a frown on his face, but he 
still didn’t say anything. 

I continued: “That’s what others were saying, and Uncle Three didn’t deny it, 
so I’m not without doubts.” 
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Uncle Two looked at me, finished taking a few puffs of his cigarette, and 
then paused before suddenly saying: “You don’t have to doubt. I’ll tell you, 
it’s really true.” 

“Really?” I asked, “How can you be sure?” 

Uncle Two said slowly, “We’ve known about this for a long time.” 

I stood there looking at Uncle Two, unable to believe my ears. 

Uncle Two looked at me before continuing: “Little Xie, some things aren’t as 
simple as you think. But there are also many things that aren’t as 
complicated as you think.” 

“If you knew, how could you let this happen?” I asked. 

Uncle Two stood there silently before making a gesture to continue our 
walk, and then handed me something. 

When I took it and glanced at it, I saw it was a photo: “This is?” 

“I grabbed one before burning that house down. I think it’s much more 
appropriate to show it to you now than it was at that time.” He said. 

I paused for a moment, completely blindsided. The house? Burning? Fuck! It 
couldn’t be! I immediately said, “Uncle, did you do that?!” 

I wanted to keep talking, but Uncle Two motioned with his hand and showed 
me the photo: “Let’s not mention those things.” 

I took a look. It was a very ordinary black-and-white photo, but it was also a 
group photo. Upon closer inspection, I could see a strange middle-aged man 
talking to Wen-Jin, while the rest of the team was in the background. 
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The middle-aged man wasn’t in the other photos I had seen before. He was 
very white and thin, but he looked familiar to me. 

“This was the photo Bald Chu wanted you to see.” Uncle Two said, “This is 
the piece of evidence I found that can best explain the situation. I figured if 
there was no way out, then I’d have to let you know in the end. This physical 
evidence is much more telling than whatever comes out of my mouth.” 

“Is this it?” I couldn’t understand, “What’s wrong with this picture?” 

“Don’t you know who this man is?” He asked, pointing to the stranger. 

I looked at the thin, white man and suddenly remembered who he was. I 
couldn’t help exclaiming, “How could it be him? He’s not…” 

This person had no connection with our story, but he wasn’t an unimportant 
person either. If he appeared in a photo with Wen-Jin’s team, then her 
team’s arrangement wasn’t what I had initially thought. 

As we continued our walk, Uncle Two said, “I can’t tell you the details, Little 
Xie, but I can tell you a story. Thing is, sometimes stories are just stories. Do 
you want to listen?” 
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Chapter 52 Happy 

I nodded, and Uncle Two lit another cigarette before saying, “You read as 
many books as I do. Have you read Qin Shihuang’s book?” 

I nodded. “Historical Records” was a compulsory text for antique dealers, so 
I had naturally read it. He continued: “What about Han Shu?” 

I nodded again, and he said: “Did you notice that these emperors in ancient 
China had a common practice? No matter whether they were big or small 
emperors, or grassroots or orthodox royal families, after they had achieved 
success and were at peace with the world, they would all start seeking 
immortality.” 

“The pursuit of eternal life was the emperor’s ultimate dream. I don’t think 
it’s strange. If I never had to worry about money, could kill whoever I 
wanted, and marry whoever I wanted, then my only pursuit would probably 
be to continue this kind of life.” I agreed. 

Uncle Two completely ignored my words, but continued: “If you open the 
history books, you’ll find that this kind of practice was too difficult to break, 
and the founding emperors became obsessed. Take Qin Shi Huang and Tang 
Taizong for example.” He paused, “From generation to generation, even if 
the country’s name changed, the title changed, and there was no longer a 
need for an emperor, this practice has never been broken.” 

I nodded; it was true. Human nature remained unchanged no matter where 
you stood, and everyone saw death approaching at some point in time. 

“But the so-called secrets and legends of immortality became more and 
more vague as they got closer to the modern age. Many emperors believed 
that there would be clues to immortality in ancient alchemists’ tombs. 
Naturally, there would be some troops to help these emperors carry out on-
the-spot exploration, but they often did bad deeds while using the existing 
establishment for cover.” He looked at me and smiled, “And the people in 
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these troops were said to be the most skilled at moving at night. Since 
ancient times, many of these Mojin Xiaowei(1) had been recruited from the 
north and south with the promise of food. And in some cases, they couldn’t 
help but be loyal under the pressure of power. For the sake of their family’s 
elders, they had to bow their heads. 

“But it was a pity that this kind of thing was always kept hidden, so in the 
end, all these people came to bad ends. There were always people in these 
troops who wanted to get rid of the pervasive control. And immortality was 
also a great temptation, not only to those emperors and princes, but also to 
those searching. When they really found some clues, it was inevitable that 
they would start getting ideas. 

“And they would often tell these ideas to their brothers or family. These 
people had seen the wind and waves, and lived on the blade’s edge, so they 
were very bold. They created some plans in order to implement these ideas. 
Some failed, some succeeded, and some had unknown results, but what was 
certain was that once they were discovered, it would be the end of them.” 

He stopped, grabbed me by the shoulder, and said: “But some plans could 
be kept secret for a long time, even after a change of government. At this 
time, the two sides had reached a certain agreement, and no one wanted to 
break it.” When he said this, he looked right at me, “Especially ‘it’.” 

I didn’t dare say that I fully understood Uncle Two’s story, but I understood 
what he wanted to say. 

Truthfully, I didn’t think there would be something of this caliber. No 
wonder Brother Chu told me not to look into it further. I silently connected 

 

(1) What grave robbers were called in the old days. They specialized in 
robbing tombs to obtain money to subsidize military pay. 
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what Uncle Two said with some of my previous speculations, and actually 
found that many things made sense. 

I asked, “So, whatever happened here is also one of the activities carried out 
by ‘it’?” 

Uncle Two nodded: “I’m afraid so. I knew of this village’s existence long ago, 
and when I heard Pan Zi say that you came here, I felt like something was 
off. I immediately asked Pan Zi to bring people here. Any place those people 
went to would be extremely dangerous.” 

“Do you know what’s going on here, and what those things are?” I asked 
him. 

Uncle Two thought for a moment, and said, “Those may be Miluotuo.” 

“Miluotuo? What the hell is that?” 

“Miluotuo are the Yao people’s ancestors. In their mythology, their first 
goddess came from the mountain. I think this monster is the prototype of 
Miluotuo.” He took out a piece of iron from his pocket. “The first thing this 
goddess made was a man. The thing she made was an iron man, but the iron 
and goddess’ divine power clashed, so it didn’t succeed. The miners had 
used iron to seal the stone people back then, so they were obviously Yao 
people who had heard the legend. Your theory should be consistent.” 

I nodded, and Uncle Two continued, “As for how this thing came into being, 
I’m afraid no one knows. Based on your description, what you went through 
was very much like a religious ceremony, and you all were waiting as 
sacrifices. Those things exist deep in the bottom of the mountain, so it 
would take a long time to get down there. I feel like what you experienced 
may have been arranged by others.” 

If Uncle Two felt the same way, then that proved that my intuition was right, 
but I argued, “But there weren’t any exits from that mine.” 
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He thought for a moment, patted me, and then said: “I told you before, 
regardless of what you see, whatever has happened has happened. Since 
you arrived there, there had to be an entrance. Even if you couldn’t find it, 
you can’t say it doesn’t exist. The entrance had to be there.” 

I gave a wry smile. I had said the same thing to Fatty before, but I still 
couldn’t find it. 

Uncle Two’s walkie-talkie rang. Once he hung up a few minutes later, I 
continued to ask, “Why did you bring so many people to find me? It’s too 
excessive. What are they doing by the lake now?” 

Uncle Two turned pale, and all he would say was: “There’s something here 
this time. If not for you, we still wouldn’t have been able to find it. But I 
can’t tell you our reason for coming here yet. When things are confirmed, 
you’ll naturally know.” He looked at his watch. “Things have just started 
here, and we don’t have much time.” 

“Is it related to Uncle Three? Or, with ‘it’?” I asked. 

Uncle Two smiled: “You’ll know soon, don’t worry. At that time, you’ll know 
how insignificant these things you’ve experienced really are. But don’t ask 
about it now, or even look into it. You can go find your little brother’s past, I 
won’t stop you. But what works with your Uncle Three won’t work with me. 
Don’t test me. I’m different from third brother. I won’t let you behave in 
such a way.” 

Uncle Two didn’t say anything more to me, and unlike Uncle Three, it was 
totally useless to try to get him to talk. But I also knew that he would do 
what he said and tell me when things were confirmed. 

He said that he would stay here for a period of time, and that I could wait 
here or go somewhere else, but I would have to report my whereabouts at 
all times in the future so that I wouldn’t run away again. 
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I had been thinking about Fatty and Poker-Face, so I left the village a week 
later and went to the hospital in Fangchenggang. Yun Cai and Agui took me 
to their ward, and I found that both of them were fine. 

The doctor said that the injuries they had suffered weren’t fatal. They had 
just lost too much blood and ended up getting an infection. Fortunately, the 
two men were in very good health, and I had used the incense ashes to stop 
the bleeding. The ashes had isolated any bacteria, so the both of them had 
been saved after only losing blood. It turned out the incense ash had been a 
very critical factor, because if they had shed another ounce of blood, even 
the Daluo gods may not have been able to save them. 

I had learned to use incense ash to stop bleeding after listening to Shan Tian 
Fang’s storytelling, but I didn’t expect it to actually work. It appeared I really 
needed to listen more. 

When I saw Fatty, I almost burst into tears. I hadn’t seen him for several 
days, but now his body was fat again, and he didn’t look like he had just 
walked from the King of Hell’s palace. 

Fatty saw Yun Cai coming and didn’t seem to know how to act, going so far 
as to get out of bed and claiming to be immortal. 

They asked me what happened after they had passed out, and I told them 
how I had stuffed Fatty’s intestines back in, and how I had dragged them out 
of there. Fatty was stunned when he heard this. He said that it was no 
wonder he always felt like his intestines were out of order recently, and he 
ended up burping whenever he wanted to shit. He told me I shouldn’t have 
plugged them in upside down for him. 

Once we started talking about it, we ended up discussing the whole thing, 
and I took out a piece of paper to show Fatty. I had drawn the ancient 
village’s layout based on what I could remember while I had been in Agui’s 
house recuperating. 
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But we didn’t get any results from our discussion, so Fatty made a fuss and 
told us to take him out for a recovery meal. 

After waiting for a moment, Yun Cai still hadn’t moved. I looked back and 
found that she was staring at the ancient village’s layout I had drawn. She 
seemed to be in a daze and didn’t react at all. Something had obviously 
attracted her attention. 

I was a little surprised, because the layout was very simple, and there really 
wasn’t anything to see. Fatty and I glanced at each other, and he asked her, 
“What’s the matter, Sister?” 

Yun Cai looked up with a pout on her face, and said, “You two, this village at 
the bottom of the lake that you drew looks like Banai.”  
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Chapter 53 A Very Similar Village 

Banai was the village where Agui and his family lived, and it was also a 
typical Yao village, but we had only stayed for a few days, so we had no idea 
about the topography. I was actually a little surprised by what Yun Cai said. 

“How does it look alike?” Fatty grabbed the drawing, brought it over, and 
then said, “All your villages look the same.” 

Yun Cai didn’t answer, but handed the drawing to Agui and said, “Dad, take 
a look at it.” We all immediately leaned in. 

Agui looked at it, and didn’t seem to understand it at first, so Yun Cai 
rotated it, and then said a few local words to him. Agui suddenly realized 
what she meant, and scratched his head while saying to us, “Gee, it does 
seem a bit similar.” 

I was curious. We weren’t locals, after all, so we weren’t as sensitive to 
these kinds of details like those who had lived here for generations were. 
Plus, women were very meticulous, so we asked Yun Cai to show us. 

I originally thought it might have just been because the mountain by the 
lake was very similar to the mountain around Banai, so it was inevitable that 
some of the buildings would be similar. But I gasped as soon as Yun Cai 
pointed it out to us. 

It never occurred to me that the similarities Yun Cai would point out would 
be the roads and fences. Yun Cai told me that at first glance, it was obvious 
that the roads and fences in the “ancient village under the lake” that I drew 
were exactly the same as their village. It was only then that she realized the 
abnormality and began noticing that other parts of the village were very 
similar. 

It was impossible for me to recall the direction of all the bluestone roads 
and steps in Banai, but I could remember the road near Agui’s house. As 
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soon as I looked at it, I found that it was indeed the case. As long as I 
changed the drawing to another direction, I could immediately find several 
paths beside Agui’s house. The intersecting paths were really very similar to 
those on the drawing. 

My back was covered in a cold sweat as I realized how weird this was. The 
layout I had drawn depicted an ancient village that had sunk to the bottom 
of the lake, one that might be thousands of years old. But now we were 
finding that the village at the bottom of the lake and an existing village had 
countless structural similarities. What the hell was going on? 

Was this a coincidence, or was there some sort of mystery at play? Although 
I tried to suppress my inexplicable feeling of unease, I inevitably shivered as 
my intuition told me that there might be a big problem here. 

I took a few breaths to calm my nerves, and then asked Yun Cai to point out 
all the similarities to me. I had to judge whether there was a possibility that 
the similarities were caused by some special or reasonable explanation. 

I guess my face was a little scary at that time. Once Yun Cai saw me acting so 
seriously, she started feeling afraid and didn’t dare speak. It was only when 
Fatty gave me a pat and told me not to frighten the little sister that I realized 
I had lost my temper. 

We started at the entrance of the village and talked all the way through the 
end of the village. The more we talked, the cooler my heart became. I 
immediately realized that this wasn’t something that could be done by 
chance. From the location of several decorative archways at the entrance of 
the village, to the large number of bluestone roads and fences, and the 
arrangement of houses inside, it was really very similar. To create such a 
situation, there was only one possibility: both Banai and the village at the 
bottom of the lake were designed by the same person. 

But how could someone design a village when villages were formed 
naturally? For thousands of years, villagers would spontaneously make 
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arrangements to find the most suitable and accessible place to build a 
house, and then slowly form the roads and housing layout. 

What concerned me the most was the width of the villages’ roads. Once a 
village had been formed— especially a mountain village— the roads were 
unlikely to change for a long time. That was why they were called “ancient 
roads and westerly winds”. And when it came to renovating the roads, it 
was the villagers who did most of the work. It was impossible to remove a 
whole road and open another one. That was why most of the mountain 
village roads we walked on had existed during the Jin Dynasty. Even in 
Hangzhou, the stone roads on those mountains were built by monks in the 
temple long ago, and now the only thing the government could do was 
constantly renovate them. 

Therefore, it was extremely unusual— bizarre, even—for the ancient roads 
in Banai to be highly similar to those in the ancient village at the bottom of 
the lake. It was even more painful for someone like me who had studied 
architecture. Various things I had learned kept flashing through my mind, 
but I didn’t know what I was looking for. 

Fatty didn’t realize how deep I was thinking, and asked me, “Mr. Naive, have 
you ever heard of such a thing before?” 

I shook my head and told him not to ask me. This wasn’t simply something I 
would have “heard of”. Two buildings with similar structures… only one 
person had ever done such a thing in history: Wang Zanghai. The Qujing and 
Macau cities he had designed were exactly the same, but those were of a 
city-level category. Cities could be planned, but villages were completely 
different. I had never heard of two identical villages. 

If both villages existed at the same time, then it could be said to be a 
miracle, or there was some reclusive master here with bad taste. But only 
one village existed now, and the other had actually sunk to the bottom of 
the lake. 
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No matter how many times I told myself not to think in a complicated 
direction, my intuition kept telling me that what was happening here was 
definitely not a single line. The fragments I was holding now were only the 
outermost layer of the “truth onion”. 

Fatty saw that I wasn’t reacting, and asked Poker-Face instead, but Poker-
Face didn’t answer him either. He didn’t seem interested in this, and just 
stared blankly at the drawing. Agui ducked his head and said: “According to 
our legends, it’s said that the village wasn’t there originally, but was in 
Yangjiao Mountain. Is it really as the fat boss said? The village below the lake 
is our ancient village? It wasn’t set on fire, but flooded? Then our ancestors 
must have gone to a similar place outside and built a village according to the 
original pattern. The mountain by this lake is similar to the mountain beside 
Banai, anyways.” 

I said to him, “Unless your ancestors had a deep knowledge of geomancy, it 
would be difficult to imitate it to this extent, even if they intended to.” 

This degree of similarity had to be accurately planned and measured before 
the original village was submerged. The Yao people at that time were still in 
an uncivilized stage and couldn’t have made such accomplishments. 

Yun Cai pouted, “Boss, why do you look down on Yao people? Maybe such a 
person existed at that time?” 

I smiled wryly, not because I would like to think so, but because if that were 
true, then the matter would be very complicated. I replied: “Even if there 
were such a person, it doesn’t make sense. There wasn’t a need to do 
something like this. Yao culture isn’t strict with their building plans, so why 
should Banai be the same as the previous village? It’s not like the layout of 
this village has a special meaning.” 

Many villages in China had been built by experts. For example, there was a 
Yuyuan village in Zhejiang, which Liu Bowen built based on astrology. The 
whole village was a huge star chart. But the layout of this ancient village at 
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the bottom of the lake was very irregular, and based on my experience, I 
couldn’t see anything strange. 

“What do you think?” Fatty asked me, “You must have some ideas.” 

I did actually have some theories, but they were useless. I shook my head 
and said: “All I can say for sure is that this was done on purpose, and with a 
lot of effort. Ordinary people wouldn’t be able to create this similarity even 
if they wanted to.” 

I found it hard to believe that there wasn’t any kind of local legend for such 
an obvious thing. 

Agui had several generations’ worth of memories, and their village was also 
very old. In other words, this kind of “copy” took place a long time ago, but 
judging from everything in the Zhang family’s ancient building, this jade 
mine hadn’t been excavated that long ago. The siphon tide must have 
occurred after the jade mine was created; otherwise, the mine wouldn’t 
have been dug. 

The three events—the “copy”, the siphon tide, and the jade mining— must 
have taken place in this order: the copy predated the mining of the jade, 
which predated the siphon tide. 

In other words, the lake didn’t exist before the jade mining, and the village 
hadn’t been submerged. Even if it had been abandoned, it was still there. 

In that case, the local people should have known that there were two 
identical villages. Even if one of them had later been flooded, there would at 
least be some legends at this time. 

Moreover, the breadth of this legend should have been very wide and 
spread dozens of miles to other villages. 
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Agui had said that there was no legend about the village at the bottom of 
the lake. The hidden ancient village seemed to be an accident that was 
completely forgotten in the course of history. 
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Chapter 54 Mirror Plot 

Of course, this kind of forgetfulness could be accidental. In fact, I didn’t 
know how many legends had disappeared throughout history, but the kind 
of annihilation that happened here could be considered large-scale. And it 
wasn’t only one legend that had disappeared. The historical period when 
these legends should have taken place was also completely blank, and there 
was no information. 

That was why I kept feeling like there was something fishy about it. There 
were many legends and old stories in this village that had no obvious date, 
but there clearly wasn’t any legend like “an identical ancient village used to 
exist, but it was submerged by water”. Did someone not want this legend to 
be circulated? 

Regarding this kind of “copy”, I actually had a very strong hunch that this 
was a “mirror plot”. 

“Mirror plot” was a common trick in Japanese mystery novels. The core of 
this trick was to conceal something; in other words, Agui’s village was fake. 
This fake village was built to prevent others from discovering that the real 
village had disappeared. 

The reason why I had such a strong hunch was because of Pan Ma’s story 
about the magic lake. My theory at that time was that it was actually a 
mirror image trick. The old archaeological team was erased, and a new team 
of unknown origins replaced them without anybody noticing. This was the 
“mirror image”. 

This could also explain why there was a legend that the old village had been 
burned by a big fire. I was certain that the village at that time wasn’t all on 
the mountain slope, and there would be many buildings scattered far away 
from the village. These buildings couldn’t be flooded, but they had to be 
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destroyed, so a mountain fire might have been used. And they used this 
legend to cover up the traces of the fire. 

It was possible there was a big and extremely bloody conspiracy behind this 
kind of trick, and the villagers were inevitably slaughtered. The killers might 
have then pretended to be the villagers and lived in the fake village while 
they implemented their next plan. 

This trick happened a long time ago.  

Then, another jade mine appeared here several years later, and the village 
was flooded again. 

With so many things happening in one place, there obviously had to be 
something hidden in the villages, mountains, and rivers here. 

This sounded too mysterious and seemed unlikely, so I was very resistant to 
think in this direction. I couldn’t prove it anyways, so all I could do now was 
suppress these doubts and wait for further investigation. 

My brain was completely burnt out by this point. I was just about to grab a 
drink and get some air, but Fatty let out a tsk and pointed at the picture and 
asked me, “Mr. Naive, look at this. What are you drawing?” 

I leaned over and found that he had blackened some places with his pen, 
making my drawing appear mottled. When he picked it up and put it under 
the light, I froze. 

I found that after he had slightly processed it, the layout of the whole village 
turned into an animal with eyes and claws. After carefully examining it, I 
recognized it immediately– it was a Qilin. 

“It’s getting more and more fun.” Fatty murmured. 
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All the hair on my body stood on end. From what I could tell, this Qilin’s 
appearance was very similar to the one Poker-Face had. 

Fuck, we really came to the right place!  

Several concepts kept flashing through my mind: Qilin… tattoo… floor plan… 
and I had a sudden epiphany. 

I immediately took the drawing to Poker-Face. He had been staring at the 
lake in a daze and had put a T-shirt on at some point. I went up to him and 
said, “Come on, take off your clothes!” 

He paused, and had a puzzled look on his face, so I showed him the drawing 
in my hand. He still didn’t understand, but did as I asked and took his clothes 
off. 

I was irked to see his slow movements, and really wanted to kick him over 
with one foot and paste the drawing on immediately. But it wasn’t until he 
took off his clothes that I remembered that his tattoo was usually invisible. 

I asked Poker-Face what was going on, and he told me that the tattoo was 
made from the juice of a prickly plant. It was usually transparent, and only 
turned black when the body temperature exceeded a certain degree. Most 
Miao people in ancient times had wet fever, so this tattoo was often used to 
check the children’s body temperatures. 

Of course, one’s body temperature would also exceed a certain degree by 
doing strenuous exercise, so Poker-face’s body temperature would rise if he 
was in a fierce fight, or excited. 

Different concoctions had different temperature sensitivity, so Poker-Face’s 
entire tattoo would only appear after extremely intense fighting. 

Fatty got a hot water bottle, and we forced Poker-Face to scald his chest. 
Sure enough, the black tattoo slowly appeared. Fatty said, “Shit, this is a 
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smart move. Why didn’t I think of this before when I cheated?” As he said 
this, I began to look closely at the tattoo and the map I had drawn. 

“Look at the position of the ancient building.” Fatty said, pointing to the 
direction of the path beside the tower. “If Banai is the same as this ancient 
village, then the position of the ancient building at the bottom of the lake 
happens to be in the position of Little Brother’s tall wooden building. If we 
place it over Little Brother’s tattoo, it’s the Qilin’s eyes.” 

“Oh?” My heart stirred, and a closer look proved that he was right. I found 
that Fatty was surprisingly meticulous, but what did this mean? 

Fatty said, “It seems that one thing is for certain: Little Brother, you must 
have something to do with this.” 

I snorted and said, “Isn’t that just plain nonsense?” 

Fatty said: “No, it’s significant to our search. Previously, we only estimated 
that there would be some clues here. Now, we can confirm that estimation 
and determination are two completely different concepts, and our approach 
will change in the future.” 

I nodded, thinking that this was also true. Moreover, things in the village had 
only just begun, and we had something to do now. 

Fatty then gave us some instructions: “This is a significant matter, so we 
don’t need to be in such a hurry. Anyway, it’s not like the village can 
suddenly disappear again. We definitely have to continue doing a systematic 
investigation. In addition, we have to ask around the surrounding villages 
one by one and see what we can find out. It’ll be a long process, so I think 
we’ll stay here a little longer and sort it out. We’ll have to go back and get 
some things, and then we may have to stay longer.” As he spoke, he grinned 
at Yun Cai: “Girl, we’ll be together for a long time.” 

Yun Cai also smiled, but her eyes involuntarily moved to Poker-Face. 
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Chapter 55 Uninvited Guests 

In fact, there’s no need to describe the following events, but they have 
something to do with the subsequent development, so I’ll also mention 
them. 

Uncle Two left five days later, but I didn’t know if they had found anything 
else there. In short, he didn’t tell me anything, but he agreed to return to 
Hangzhou and have a good talk with me then. 

Fatty and Poker-Face hadn’t suffered very serious injuries, so after receiving 
treatment, they were discharged from the hospital within two weeks. We 
didn’t return to Hangzhou immediately, but went to Banai again. Fatty had 
concluded that Poker-Face had something to do with this whole thing, so we 
would probably have to live there for a while before we got more clues. 

We went to the lake again four days later, burned incense for the skeletons 
in the middle of the lake, and then set up a grave for them. 

Pan Ma never appeared again— which made me feel very guilty— but when 
I thought of his sins, I felt like it was also his fate. 

With my professional diving equipment, we continued to carry out 
meticulous salvaging, hoping to get more clues. More things had been fished 
up one after another, but nothing particularly important had been found. 
Our next step was to enter the ancient village and take a closer look at the 
situation surrounding the Landlord of the Zhang family. 

But all the oxygen tanks had been exhausted by this point, so we had to 
replace them. 

Coincidentally, on the last day of diving, something happened at the lake 
when we were preparing to come ashore and return to the village. 
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At that time, we were still in the center of the lake, and Fatty called out to 
us as soon as we surfaced. He wiped his face and pointed to the shore. 

I looked at the shore and found that not only was Yun Cai there, but there 
were also a lot of people putting up tents. 

“Fuck, what’s going on?” Fatty wondered, “Has this become a tourist 
attraction? Why are there people here again?” 

I took a few breaths and observed carefully. I found that many of the people 
were villagers from Banai, and Yun Cai was chatting with them. Some of 
them were very urbanized, and I couldn’t tell where they came from. More 
people were coming down the path when we surfaced from the lake, 
leading a lot of mules carrying packages. I didn’t know any of these people, 
so it definitely wasn’t Uncle Two coming back.  

We were all puzzled as we slowly swam back to shore, and I thought it was a 
little strange seeing all those people with so many mules and bags. Several 
large tents had already been set up, and the beach was very busy. A few 
people looked at us in slight surprise; no one knew much about the three of 
us coming out of the water in our underwear. 

We didn’t know how to react and walked up to Yun Cai and Agui to ask what 
was going on. That was when I suddenly saw a man— it was the short guy 
with a Beijing accent that I had met at Father Pan Ma’s house. He was yelling 
at the villagers who were acting as porters to do this and that with a 
domineering look on his face. 

I had seen many people like that on the road before.  

I recalled what I had heard at that time and assumed he must have come 
here with a Beijing boss. That boss might have been the one to bring all 
these people. Had they also asked for Father Pan Ma’s story, ready to come 
here and find something?  
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There were so many people. 

When he saw us, we couldn’t be considered complete strangers, so he said 
hello. I didn’t bother thinking about it too much and returned the greeting. I 
then walked past him to ask Yun Cai what was going on. She whispered that 
several villagers told her that a big boss had hired them to move things here, 
and the details weren’t clear. 

This kind of situation was rather awkward. I didn’t want things to develop 
like this, but the lake was public so I couldn’t prevent others from coming. It 
was clear, however, that this group’s target was that kind of iron block. I 
didn’t know whether they knew the truth about it, or whether they were 
just seeking money, so there was no way to deal with it. 

There was a steady stream of them after that, and six or seven tents were 
set up. All of them spoke in a Beijing dialect, which made me feel vaguely 
that I had come to the edge of Houhai. 

We sat down and watched them warily as we rested. It was actually quite 
depressing, just like when you’re playing on the court and a bunch of people 
suddenly come up. All of them are tall and several times bigger than you, so 
you have to obediently take a break. 

I scowled as I carefully observed what they had brought, trying to see what 
clues could be found. 

I didn’t know if I had seen right, but my heart immediately sank. I had 
noticed that there were several scuba tanks in those big packages, and a lot 
of things that looked like diving equipment. 

“These people came prepared.” Fatty snorted, “They know there’s 
something under the water.” 

I turned my head and asked him, “Could it be that some of the old peddlers 
from Beijing have come here to pick up goods? Do you know those people?” 
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Fatty said, “Beijing is full of power brokers, but few of them go to the field in 
person, so I think it’s unlikely. These people won’t be from the Forty-Nine 
Cities(1). I think they may be people we don’t know. There are new forces 
everywhere these days.” 

“You have a wide network in Beijing. Do you recognize any of them?” I 
asked. 

Fatty shook his head: “At first glance, I don’t see any familiar faces. Let me 
go take a closer look at them. But their Beijing accent is a bit strange. Wait a 
minute. I’ll find out who their boss is.” 

Fatty walked towards the busy camp, and greeted one of them in the Beijing 
dialect, but the man didn’t answer him. With Fatty’s character, he 
immediately followed him, and they walked further away. 

I thought about what I could do. I could either go to their camp and see 
what was there, or simply find their boss. 

In the end, I didn’t do anything. The pain from diving made me unable to 
stand up, and my eyes and ears were also very uncomfortable, especially my 
ears. They were itchy and painful, and listening to sounds was very strange. 
It looked like repeated diving was very harmful to my body. I was thinking 
about what to do when Poker-Face behind me squeezed my shoulder. 

He had squeezed just right, and my neck shrank back in comfort. I thought 
that this guy had a conscience, and wanted to give me a massage, but he 
whispered, “Look.” 

I turned my attention back to the camp to see if there was anything unusual, 
only to find another group of people in the woods on the other side, one of 

 

(1) Forty-Nine Cities is a nickname of Beijing. 
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whom was helped down from a mule. There was a lot of bowing going on, as 
if we had traveled to the past. 

“The Lord is coming.” I said. Once I looked closely, I found that the man 
seemed a little older. After getting down from the mule, he walked stiffly 
and couldn’t even straighten his waist. But there were several eager 
followers around him, and they came towards us quickly. 

I stood up and wanted to go take a look, but Poker-Face held me down. I 
turned around and found him hunched up behind me. He was faintly staring 
at the people, and said to me, “Don’t let them see me.” 

“What’s going on?” My heart was agitated, but I straightened up to block 
him from view, and watched them get closer and closer. 

The man who was supported like a big boss was a tall, but extremely thin, 
old man. One could see that he must have been very big when he was 
young. I didn’t see his face clearly since he was surrounded by several 
people, but I felt that he was very old, and had no strength to walk. He must 
have been in his twilight years. 

There was an even more diverse group of men and women waiting at the 
side. The short figure seemed to be making introductions the entire time as 
they continued walking and talking. They didn’t come over to us, but 
eventually turned into a tent. 

When they entered the tent, Poker-Face released his grip on my shoulder. 
He had pinched me so hard that my blood had stopped flowing. I rubbed the 
area a few times before asking him, “What? Do you know that person?” 

He nodded. His face was livid as he said “Qiu Dekao.” 

“Qiu Dekao?” I froze, “That old is man Qiu Dekao?” I almost jumped up. Shit! 
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This man was my sworn enemy, Cox Hendry? A Ning’s boss? Fuck, then that 
meant these people were also from A Ning’s company, and the old man had 
actually appeared in person. 

At that time, I didn’t know how to react. I had a fixed image of Qiu Dekao in 
my mind that was both definite and uncertain. He was a missionary with a 
face like Sven Herdin, but he was also kind of like Marco Polo, a big liar. In 
my childhood, my grandfather told me that Qiu Dekao was the worst villain 
in the story, and I imagined him as a monster with a big head and a wolf 
face. I didn’t expect him to be such a haggard old man. 

Maybe it was this kind of anticipation that made me feel very strange and 
surreal. Grandpa’s story was equivalent to my childhood fairy tale book, and 
now the characters had suddenly come out of his notebook. As a result, I felt 
very confused. 

What was he doing here? Looking at the situation, he seemed to know what 
was going on under the lake. And after the events in the snake marsh, he 
seemed as unwilling to give up the chase as us—he came here, too? 

But the direction of our investigation had been totally random, and they 
didn’t have the same basis as us. How could we come across each other? 
Had they been following us? 

Once I thought about it, it didn’t feel like that was the case. If they had been 
tracking us, then they wouldn’t have made more comprehensive 
preparations than us. We had no idea that diving equipment was needed 
here, but they had brought it. They certainly knew more than we did, or at 
least knew earlier than we did. 

I was both a little excited, and a little scared. If the old man had personally 
appeared here, then it must be serious. At his age, it definitely wasn’t 
suitable to go on a long-distance rush job, so his appearance must mean he 
was desperate. 
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What the hell was down there? 

On second thought, our present situation wasn’t looking good. Our 
relationship with them was too complicated. My grandfather and Qiu Dekao 
were rivals. Although I wasn’t entertaining any ideas of revenge at present, 
this relationship made it impossible for me to have any good feelings 
towards him. Moreover, the feud between Uncle Three and Qiu Dekao was 
even more complicated. Even if there was no hostility between the two 
sides, the competitive relationship was too strong. When the enemy was 
strong and we were weak, we had to think carefully about how to deal with 
the relationship. 

We would have to take it one step at a time. 

I pushed down the stinging barb in my heart, and remembered another 
thing— didn’t Poker-Face have amnesia? How did he know Qiu Dekao, and 
what was he hiding from? 

He was still looking in the direction of the tent when I turned to ask him, and 
all he said was, “I saw him once when I was in the hospital.” 

“The hospital? Was it in Beijing or Golmud?” I thought we had been picked 
up from the Qaidam Basin by Qiu Dekao’s people, but I didn’t remember 
meeting him. He must have been hit harder than us at that time. 

“Beijing.” He replied, “Just last month.” 

That was when he was getting treatment in Beijing. Shit, Qiu Dekao met 
Poker-Face? Why didn’t Fatty tell me? 

Come to think of it, Fatty, this fucker, was definitely loyal enough, but it was 
impossible for him to take care of people. When I was in Hangzhou, I asked 
him to look after Poker-Face, and he must have half-assed it. Moreover, it 
was very difficult for a person like Poker-Face to get along with anyone 
alone. Without me hovering, Fatty’s true character definitely emerged, and 
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he must have looked at him with big, wide eyes. When Poker-Face met Qiu 
Dekao, Fatty was probably off somewhere, so he certainly wouldn’t know. 

I wanted to scold Fatty when I thought of this. Poker-Face was a big card in 
our hands, so how could he meet Qiu Dekao without us knowing? In other 
words, if Qiu Dekao decided to be tough, it was possible Poker-Face would 
be taken away, and then we’d all hang ourselves. Fatty was really too 
careless, and it didn’t help that Poker-Face didn’t say anything about it. 

“What did he want from you?” I asked Poker-Face, “Why didn’t you tell me, 
boss?” 

Poker-Face didn’t answer me, but immediately flashed back behind me to 
hide. When I looked back, Qiu Dekao was being helped out of the tent. He 
looked around, put on his hat, and then headed for the shade on one side. 

“What are you hiding from?” I asked, “What if he sees me? Maybe he knew 
you were here long ago.” 

Poker-Face shook his head and said to me, “We can’t let them beat us; we 
have to delay them.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

He pointed to the diving equipment piled up on one side: “Let’s grab the 
scuba tanks.”  
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Chapter 56 Mischief 

I immediately understood what Poker-Face meant, and my thoughts raced. 

I couldn’t help but applaud just thinking about it. 

We didn’t have scuba diving equipment, so all we could do was watch if they 
decided to do anything. And by the time I went back for new equipment and 
returned again, the group might have already reached their goal. If there 
were any clues under the water, then we had absolutely no way to get the 
first crack at it. 

Indeed, just as Poker-Face had said, this may be our only chance. Our only 
option was to steal the scuba equipment before they noticed, and then 
scrap it. Without oxygen tanks, they had no choice but to use compressed 
air machines.  

Taking action when others didn’t expect it was a typical preemptive move. 

But I had doubts about whether we could do it under the existing 
conditions. The scuba tanks were placed on the beach some distance from 
the lake, so we would have to take them and run. Even if Poker-Face could 
hit ten at a time, he couldn’t take care of us. Fatty and I would be beaten to 
death before we could rush into the water. 

After thinking for a moment, I said, “You have a point, but it’s not urgent. 
There are so many people in their team right now that we won’t make it. 
Wait until evening, and then let’s sneak over and steal it.” 

Poker-Face shook his head: “We don’t have any time. Once we settle down 
for the night, they’ll go into the water immediately. Look.” 

He pointed in one direction, where several people had been blowing up 
inflatable rafts by the lake, and others had entered the water, apparently 
divers observing the environment. 
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“Why are they so anxious?” I wondered. 

Poker-Face paused, and then said suddenly, “Maybe there’s no time.” 

I paused for a moment. This sentence coming from his mouth was very 
significant, but I didn’t have time to think it over. 

I trotted over and called Fatty back. He heard our plan and shook his head. 
“Shit, I just befriended them, and now we’re going to rob them? It’ll damage 
my reputation.” 

I said: “If there’s something under the water, they’ll get hold of it as soon as 
they go in. Do you want it, or do you want fame?” 

Fatty thought for a moment and said, “It’s really strange, I think your naive 
words are especially convincing. Then let’s forget about fame. What do you 
think we should do?” 

I thought about it, but couldn’t come up with anything. I asked Fatty to 
prepare our raft and refill it with stones. We would be rushing into the lake 
with heavy lead tanks on our backs, so we could only rely on stones. After 
that, we’d have to think of a way to attract those people’s attention so that 
we could get their scuba diving equipment quickly. 

If we ran at full speed, the distance from the tanks to the shore would only 
take about thirty seconds. But there were a lot of people busily moving 
about on this side. As long as we paused for even a second, we would 
definitely be caught. Stealing in front of so many people required 
considerable skill and mental fortitude. 

I wasn’t very adept at this, and thought it was impossible. And after what 
Poker-Face had said, I felt extremely nervous, like I had no chance. 
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It was at this time that Fatty figured out the best way. He looked at the men 
and the location of the scuba tanks, and suddenly asked, “Can you ride 
horses?” 

“What?” I asked. 

He pointed to the mules nearby, and gave us a wink: “Have you ever seen 
Mongolian riders snatch sheep?” 

When I understood what he meant, I frowned and said, “Mules are different 
from horses, they can’t run.” 

“Damn it, we’re not racing. We just need it to run a few dozen meters. This 
thing is so big, who would dare try to stop it? There’s only one problem: 
don’t fall off in the middle.” 

After thinking about it, I nodded my head. Where there’s a will, there’s a 
way! Fatty immediately went to prepare. We pushed the raft into the lake 
first, then came back, found the man watching the mules, took out some 
money, and said that we wanted to borrow a few mules to carry some 
things. 

The man had seen us in the village before and thought to make some easy 
money. Fatty asked him, “When do mules run the fastest?” 

The man said, “When they’re in heat. You can’t pull them.” 

Fatty said, “That’s a bit difficult. Is there anything else we should be cautious 
about? What are mules most afraid of?” 

The three of us took the mules, and slowly walked towards their busy camp 
to the place where the tanks had been placed. When we looked at each 
other, I was already sweating with nervousness. Three people holding mules 
felt silly— just like those Mexican farmers— but it wasn’t so conspicuous, 
because a lot of things were being unloaded from the mules all around. 
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The scuba gear was wrapped in large canvas bags, several of which had been 
linked together. Fatty drove the mule closer, then winked at me and asked 
me to untie the rope. 

I looked around and saw that no one had noticed us. I was just about to start 
when I heard someone shouting behind me: “Hello! What are you doing?” 

I reflexively looked back, and saw a woman coming towards us. A line of 
people who had been enjoying the shade under the trees also stood up at 
this time. I immediately panicked and wondered what to do since I had been 
discovered. At that moment, Fatty rushed at me like an arrow, grabbed the 
scuba equipment, and shouted, “Get on the mule!” 

I also grabbed the scuba equipment, and the three of us immediately got on 
our mules. Fatty gave his mule a hard spanking and shouted, “This mule is 
crazy! Get out of the way!” 

The frightened mule spread its hooves and ran. 

Although mules walked slowly at ordinary times, I almost couldn’t stay 
seated when it ran so suddenly. Besides, my scuba equipment was linked 
together with Fatty’s, so the two of us pulled each other like acrobats, which 
was very dangerous. 

We attracted everyone’s attention, and the woman behind us responded 
quickly and shouted, “Stop them!” 

Fatty didn’t estimate wrong at all. The mules ran with astonishing 
momentum, and wildly rushed forward, scaring two men who had been 
building awnings. They immediately got out of the way, and even fell to the 
ground. Fatty was still shouting: “Get out of the way! Be careful!” 

The three of us rushed to the lake, and the woman’s cry behind us was 
completely drowned out by all the screaming. In this kind of situation, who 
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would dare step up? Being stepped on by a mule was a bone-breaking 
experience. 

Chaos erupted around the lake. 

Before I could react, the mules had rushed towards the lake. But they were 
afraid of the water, and a sharp turn threw us all down. 

I hit my forehead on a rock, but Fatty lifted me up as the mules continued 
running wildly. When I looked back, the woman was rushing towards us with 
several people in tow. We immediately turned and ran into the lake. 

Once we got to the water, we had the advantage. The water level of the lake 
had dropped so fast that we ran until our feet couldn’t touch the ground, 
dragging our scuba tanks behind us into the deep water. 

After swimming a dozen meters, I looked back and saw that the men were 
also in the water, and swimming towards us. We swam to the raft, picked up 
the stones, and Fatty shouted, “Sink!” 

The three of us jumped into the water one by one and sank quickly. From 
underneath the water’s surface, I saw a few people above already swimming 
towards us, and some of them almost grabbed me. Several people dove 
down to try and entrap us, but they soon floated back up. 

We calmly put on the scuba equipment and diving goggles. 

In the end, it was professional equipment, so it started working right away. 
By the time I used my nose to drain half of the water from the diving 
goggles, and put on the scuba tank and flippers, the other two were already 
outfitted. 

Qiu Dekao’s equipment was truly high quality. There was also a tool belt, 
which contained a LedLenser’s diving flashlight, a diving dagger, and a small 
oxygen tank (one could last for three minutes). 
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It took a lot of connections to transport this kind of stuff to the mountains, 
which indicated that Qiu Dekao had a deep background. 

By the time all the tests were completed, I had sunk to the bottom of the 
lake. With the scuba diving equipment, I could dive to a depth of two to 
three hundred meters, but I didn’t care about the depth at all right now. The 
key was that our opponent didn’t have any oxygen tanks, so there was 
absolutely no need to worry about someone going into the water to drive us 
out. 

Fatty gestured at us and pointed up ahead. We were still some distance 
from where we had launched before, and the water depth was relatively 
shallow. The area in front of us was deep, and the ancient village was just 
ahead, which was where we would leave from. The lake wasn’t big, but it 
wasn’t small, either. As long as we swam away, and came ashore in another 
place, they could only stare. 

So I turned on my flashlight, followed Fatty, and started moving forward. We 
reached the top of the ancient village, sank the lead oxygen tanks, watched 
them fall into the middle of the village, and then swam all the way to the 
other side of the lake. When we snuck ashore, we saw a group of frustrated 
people across the lake. 

Agui and Yun Cai met us later in the mountains, and we all laughed before 
we went back into hiding. 

********* 

End of Volume 6: Ancient Building Under the Dark Mountain 

 


