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Chapter 1 Notes in Rain Village 

The sun was shining. I planned to buy a piece of land today. I found an oil 
boss who used to rent more than ten acres of land here. He used to park 
his fuel tanker on the land before he switched jobs. Those ten acres of 
land were useless and inexpensive, so the rent was only about twenty-
five thousand yuan a year. 

The fly in the ointment was that there was a cemetery behind this land. It 
belonged to a nearby town, so it was difficult to communicate with them. 

Fatty said that this cemetery was suitable for planting sweet potatoes, 
but I didn’t know what kind of logic he was using to reach that conclusion. 

My plan was to build a farmhouse(1). Why? Because Fatty’s cooking was 
getting better and better and I thought it was a waste for just the three of 
us to enjoy it. Plus, I had too much time on my hands once I was free. I 
had been doing research on the Zhang family, so now I was considered an 
expert on them. The price was that my pelvis now leaned forward a little. 
I really needed to work on improving my posture. 

There were rivers and ponds beside this land, where ducks and geese 
could be raised. The local elders who watched the fields had actually 
raised a few themselves. The geese were a very dark color and had grown 
very big. 

When one goose in particular approached me, I realized that it was really 
too big. Considering how it almost reached my chest, it might as well 
become a goose spirit(2). 

The big black goose was really intimidating, so I took a step back and 
looked at Poker-Face beside me. 

 
(1) Farmhouse here refers to an agritourism business, which involves any agriculturally based operation or 
activity that brings visitors to a farm or ranch. It generates supplemental income for the owner. Examples: 
farmer’s markets, wine tours, cider houses, and corn mazes.  
(2) Per Tiffany: In Chinese legends, animals or plants might become something with human-like intelligence or 
appear in human forms if they are influenced by special environments. People will call them “Spirits”. It is 

similar to the idea that humans can practice and become “immortals (仙)”. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Agritourism
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Poker-Face had been standing there dazed the whole time, but when the 
goose came up to him, he turned to look at it. 

The goose looked at him and he looked at the goose. 

The goose suddenly spread its wings, turned, and ran until it lifted itself 
into the air and flew away. 

I suddenly realized that I was wrong and it had been a black swan. 

“There’s a swan farm near here. Some escape and mix in with my ducks 
every day when I feed them so that they can get free food,” an auntie 
said. 

“Do you think it looks like Little Brother?” Fatty asked me. 

“You mean it’s trying to get free food like Little Brother?” I teased him. 

“I mean how Little Brother is slender and elegant.” 

I turned my head and saw that the auntie had moved a stool over for 
Poker-Face to sit down and given him some oranges. Then, she 
introduced her daughter and niece to him. 

“I think this farmhouse can make some money.” 

“I think so, too.” Fatty looked at the vegetable field on the side, “So we’re 
doing this?” 

“We’re doing it. We only need an investment of less than a hundred 
thousand.” 

“So I cook, you collect the money, and what does Little Brother do?” 

“Deliver food, wash dishes, and take orders.” 

“Agreed.” 

I had a hunch that my food empire would start from here. 
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Chapter 2 West Lake Boat Festival 

That evening, after I settled the accounts and calculated the utility costs 
more than a dozen times, I really felt that we could do it. 

As I lay on the recliner and soaked my feet, I began to recall the West 
Lake Boat Festival(1) that took place a month ago. At that time, Black 
Glasses, Xiao Hua, me, Poker-Face, and Fatty had all been crowded onto a 
boat on West Lake. There was a lot of muscle between us, so the boat 
was almost flush with the waterline. The other boatmen had rowed 
towards the lake pavilion in trepidation. 

We had been discussing our retired life at that time, and Xiao Hua 
questioned my business abilities. 

I didn’t know why I cared about it so much. I was fine if people said that I 
wasn’t good at anything else. But ever since I was a child, people had 
often said to me, “You can’t even manage Wushanju well. What else can 
you do?” 

Facts had proven that I really did do some great things, but when it came 
to serious business, I really couldn’t have made it if it weren’t for Uncle 
Two helping me a lot of the time. 

So, although the profits were once huge, it all depended on support from 
Uncle Two’s people and the underground business. After going legit, the 
shop later failed. 

But this time, I want to prove myself, I thought passionately. 

When Fatty came to soak his feet, he was too lazy to get his own basin 
and just stuck his feet in mine. He then showed me some animal mascot 
costumes that he was looking at on the internet, saying that the three of 
us could wear them and hand out flyers when we were open for business. 
I told him that the main thing was to go online. Online celebrity food 
stalls had become popular and the business definitely wasn’t bad. 

 
(1) Hangzhou has an annual Dragon Boat Festival so I’m sure it’s something like this. It’s basically a boat race. 

https://www.chinahighlights.com/festivals/hangzhou-dragon-boat-festival.htm
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But the key was to have a signature dish, as well as a signature face. 

The face wouldn’t be any problem—I was also pretty good-looking 
myself— but what would our specialty dish be? 

Fatty said that our best dish was actually instant noodles. If we didn’t find 
another way, it might be an interesting gimmick. Or we could just cook 
Little Brother’s favorite dish: white cut chicken. We could even sell 
instant noodles and white-cut chicken together. 

At this time, a steaming Poker-Face had finished exercising outside and 
walked into the room. I didn’t know why Fatty and I suddenly stopped 
talking, but it almost felt as if we were doing something bad behind his 
back. He looked at Fatty and me soaking our feet in the basin of water 
and then went and got his own basin. 

I had a nightmare that night. I dreamed that Xiao Hua came to bankruptcy 
court to help me pay a fine. When I woke up, it was already dawn. I 
looked outside and saw a man standing in the yard, acting very sketchy. 

When I got dressed and went out, I saw that it was the village head. He 
was smoking a cigarette and furtively looking around our door. 

The weather looked like it would be nice and the morning fog was already 
starting to fade, so I was in a good mood. As a result, I didn’t make a face 
at him. 

“No widows here, Village Head,” I knew him quite well, so I could make 
this kind of joke with him. 

“Hey, Old Wu,” the village head said to me. “I heard that you’re going to 
open a farmhouse?” He had a good command of Fujian Mandarin. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked him. 

“I have something to discuss with you.” He hooked his arm around my 
shoulder, and I glanced at my watch. It was just past seven in the morning 
so I knew it couldn’t be good. 
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“Li Dahu next door also wants to open a farmhouse,” the village head told 
me. “I had to come early; otherwise, he’d beat me here. I’m here to 
remind you that Li Dahu(2) has opened three or four restaurants in town. 
He heard that you’re going to open a farmhouse and already made a 
preemptive move to buy the land you want. He outbid your twenty 
thousand and offered them thirty thousand. Now he wants to negotiate 
with you.” 

“Why bother?” I was a little annoyed. 

“And you. Why didn’t you talk to me first before you started planning to 
open a farmhouse? If I had known, I would’ve helped you clear the way 
so there wouldn’t be as much trouble. It’s harder to do now, so you’ll 
have to hurry up. Let’s go sign the contract now.” 

“Why are you being so nice?” 

“Li Dahu is going to run for the next village head.” The village head 
showed a very solemn expression, which made it obvious that this was a 
big problem for him. “If you make money, you have to engage in politics. 
Have you not read a history book?” 

I grinned while internally cursing, shit, I’m involved in a political struggle 
now. 

At this time, I saw a white-faced fat guy in his early thirties come into my 
yard. He scared the chicken next door so much that it started running 
around. This person was Li Dahu. The hair on both sides of his head was 
clean-shaven while the hair on top looked oily. He looked at me and 
smiled. 

“What a coincidence, Boss Wu. Are you going to have breakfast in town? I 
know a breakfast shop where the food is delicious. Let’s go eat together. 
The village head can also join us.” There was a thin man trailing behind 
the white-faced fatty who looked at me and smiled. It was a little 
threatening. 

 
(2) “Dahu (大戶)” means “rich and powerful person” in Chinese. Tiffany and I think it’s a nickname. It’s 

supposed to mean “That rich person whose surname is Li”, but that’s just a mouthful. 
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But before he had finished speaking, someone else came into the yard—it 
was Poker-Face. He always got up very early, so he must’ve been coming 
back from his early-morning workout. He wasn’t wearing a shirt when he 
came over, so his whole tattoo was on display. He had obviously had a 
hard workout today. He glanced at the visitors, put on his hoodie, and 
asked me what was going on with his eyes. 

I lifted my sleeves and nodded, “Ok.” 

Li Dahu’s face twitched as he turned to look at the person beside him.
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Chapter 3 Breakfast Meeting 

This wasn’t a traditional Fujian breakfast shop. There were big loaves of 
flatbread, fried dough sticks, and Hangzhou steamed buns that gave it 
more of a northern feel. 

If you had been to other places before, you would think that all of the 
steamed buns in the world were from Hangzhou and all of the biangbiang 
noodles were from Shanxi. But when you went in and talked with the 
boss, you would realize that this wasn’t the case. 

Poker-Face usually ate his breakfast standing up, so he stayed by the door 
and looked outside as he silently drank his soy milk. 

Li Dahu looked at me, a little embarrassed. I figured it was mainly because 
I wasn’t reacting the way he had expected me to. 

When ordinary people ate with two hooligans, there would usually be 
some tension that would manifest in nervous ticks. But for me, the two 
people in front of me were just two steamed buns, the duds of the batch. 
But I also wanted to see what level these low-level hooligans were at, so I 
couldn’t take it too far. I didn’t want to be perceived as a villain, after all. 

“Boss Wu, I heard that you want to open a farmhouse,” Li Dahu finally 
broke the silence. 

“Yes.” 

“We’re in the same boat. Us businessmen need to help each other out, 
yes? Are you having any difficulties?” 

“The difficulty is that I’ve never opened a farmhouse before. I might lose 
money.” 

“Catering is a difficult business that requires a lot of hard work. You have 
to be really determined if you want to turn a profit.” 

I took a bite of my fried dough stick and looked at Li Dahu’s face. He was 
already exuding a lot of positive energy as he began to talk about his 
experiences in a serious manner. 
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“It’s ok. If I lose money, I’ll just pull out and then Boss Li can take over. I 
hope that you won’t let me lose too much money by then.” 

“That’s no problem. I’m fine with taking over.” Seeing the relaxed 
atmosphere, Li Dahu finally said what he wanted to say from the very 
beginning, “Well, Boss Wu, when it comes to the food and drink business, 
you have to balance both the black and the white(1). Do you want to let 
the local people participate a little bit? It would make things a lot more 
convenient.” 

The village chief, who had been quietly sitting off to the side, finally spoke 
up, “Hey, Old Li, I proposed this first—” 

“The underworld isn’t complicated, but staying righteous is difficult,” I 
said to Li Dahu. “It’s just my brothers and me, so it’s very hard to support 
ourselves.” 

“I’ll help you get things settled. Once the fine is prepared, there won’t be 
any major events.” 

I smiled—the essence of this cold smile was a culmination of all the jokes, 
pretenses, and intimidation I had used on people in my lifetime—and saw 
that Li Dahu and his man’s faces had changed. 

“Don’t worry about it, brother. I’d hate to see anything happen to you,” I 
said with a sigh. Then I looked him straight in the eye and added, “Don’t 
get in my way.” 

It just so happened that Poker-Face chose this moment to look back at 
them. Li Dahu instantly broke out in a cold sweat. 

“You don’t want to really open a farmhouse. I think you’re planning some 
other kind of big enterprise,” Li Dahu said. 

I narrowed my eyes, “No. I’m just a little boss. I heard that you’re trying 
to compete in the market with me. I’m not averse to fair competition.” 

 
(1) I think he means the legit and not-so-legit sides of business. Like how some shops in countries have to pay a 
“protection fee” to gangsters? 
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He immediately shook his head, “Oh, there’s definitely a big market here. 
I’m just a small business owner, so I definitely won’t cross your path. I just 
wanted to see what I could do to help. But if the village head is here, then 
I’m relieved.” 

After breakfast, Li Dahu left in the blink of an eye. I glanced at the village 
head, who gave me a thumbs up. “You won’t run for the village head 
position next, right?” 

When I got back to the house, I was ready to sign the contract. Fatty had 
gotten up by this time, but he looked a little off. When I gave him the ten 
fried dough sticks I had brought back with me, he immediately said, “Call 
your father. Something’s going on with your grandmother.” 

“Don’t scare me, what’s going on?” 

“Your grandmother probably snagged herself an old man.” 

“I’m not really in a position to give my opinion on this kind of matter.” 

“Just call him. Why is it so uncomfortable for you to call your dad?” 

It appeared that my dad and I really had nothing to talk about without my 
mom there. 

I took a deep breath and went up to the landline. I didn’t take my cell 
phone with me earlier, so there must have been some unanswered calls 
on it, but I still chose to use the landline instead. 
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Chapter 4 Land Planning 

Dad was silent on the phone for a long time, but when he did start 
talking, he didn’t say much about Grandma. 

He thought Grandma liked someone, so he was open-minded enough to 
accept it. It was just that Grandma didn’t want things to become 
complicated. Her own identity was pretty special, after all. If the old man 
ever came for dinner during New Year’s, he would probably die of a heart 
attack once he saw all of her children, grandchildren, underlings, and 
antique dealers who had come to give their New Year’s greetings. 

In other words, he was a very ordinary old man. But our family wasn’t the 
ordinary type at all. 

At that age, it was just better to focus on love since everything else was 
so fleeting. 

Dad hoped that Grandma wouldn’t hide anything or feel pressured, but 
Grandma said that hiding made everything more fun. She had lived a 
lifetime, so she knew what she wanted. 

I couldn’t help but secretly give her a thumbs up. Grandma was living her 
life and obviously knew how to stay true to herself. 

The next topic was related to me. Dad wanted me to go back to 
Hangzhou. Even though there wasn’t a shortage of money, he said that I 
should concentrate on doing more serious things. Otherwise, I’d just keep 
spending all of my money without generating any income. The shop was 
in the scenic area and I still had a lot of relationships to maintain, so it 
definitely wasn’t a long-term solution to leave all of the maintenance to 
Wang Meng. The most important thing was that I should be closer to my 
parents. My mother missed me so much since I never went home. 

I told him that I would never run out of money, and if things didn’t work 
out, I’d just work part-time for Xie Yuhua. I could even be a security 
guard. Xiao Hua was my brother, so he wouldn’t leave me to fend for 
myself. But I didn’t agree when my father said that my mother missed 
me. I diligently came back, but my mother was always traveling. Maybe 
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you should watch out for those old men who are hanging out with Mom 
while she’s traveling. I’m not the one whom you always need to keep your 
eye on. 

My dad immediately became angry and hung up before he said 
something bad. 

After the phone call, I was in a daze. It was like I was living in two 
different realities at the same time, and they were sometimes difficult to 
distinguish from each other. 

My parents were really old, but they acted a bit like children. Life really 
was a cycle. 

I went over to the auntie’s place to sign the contract and take possession 
of the land. Once that was done, the three of us sat by the river to enjoy 
the good weather. I didn’t know why, but I was in such a good mood that 
I really wanted to square dance. 

“How should we start?” Fatty asked. 

“Let’s buy some seats, bowls, and chopsticks in the afternoon,” I said. 
“Then we’ll visit several nearby villages in the evening to see what the 
vegetable supply is like. We’ll get the numbers of some fish, egg, chicken, 
and duck farmers, and buy a batch of each and come back. We’ll get the 
menu set up tomorrow. We’ll try one dish at a time, print the menu out, 
and make posters to give out the day after tomorrow. We should open 
early the day after that.” 

“You didn’t register the business yet, right? What about the health 
department?” 

“We’ll go at noon today and get the approval to run our business in three 
days,” I said. 

The key was marketing, but I already had a plan for that. In small places 
like this, you had to use marketing tricks like playing mahjong. 

News spread the fastest from mahjong tables, so I was planning on going 
to every village to play mahjong and then get them to order dinner from 
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us. Fatty would deliver the food for free at first. Everyone would soon get 
used to it, and then I could invite them to play in the farmhouse. This 
meant we’d also have to purchase automatic mahjong machines. 

In the afternoon, I went to buy tableware and chopsticks. The river water 
here was very clear, so the three of us took our newly-purchased items 
and washed them by the river. Fatty started to make trouble at this time 
and splashed water on us. We both looked at him as if to say, “It’s not 
summer. What are you trying to do?” 

The auntie had also sold her geese to us. They were frightened by Fatty 
splashing water on us and rushed to the shore. 

In the evening, we drove the Jinbei to the next village over and started 
contacting the various fruits and vegetables, fish, eggs, and meat vendors. 
All of these items were eaten by the farmers themselves and could be 
considered organic, so Fatty decided to set the price higher. After 
finishing our work and collecting a lot of phone numbers, we spent some 
time playing billiards in a roadside billiard hall in the village. 

That night, when we returned home, I heated up the stove(1) and cooked 
with Fatty. I thought of the billiard tables from earlier and couldn’t help 
but think that they had been covered in an oxide layer. It appeared that 
everything in the countryside was old and dilapidated. Can I make the 
farmhouse different from others? I wondered. But what can I do 
differently? 

Aesthetics. 

I sat in front of the stove and said to Fatty, “I want to build the most 
beautiful farmhouse in China.” 

“With Little Brother, we’re already the most beautiful.” 

 
(1) This isn’t a Western stove. It’s more of a hearth. Maybe something like this: 
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“That’s not what I meant.” I figured it was useless to explain. 

The countryside here was extremely beautiful. It would work as long as 
you put in the work. But you also needed to discover what the most 
beautiful things among the people’s heritage in this area were. 

Fatty looked at me and said in a guarded tone, “Mr. Naïve, what are you 
thinking?” 

“I’ve had some inspiration,” I said. 

“I think you have a bad idea,” Fatty countered. 

Poker-Face came over with some chestnuts in his hand. I knew what he 
wanted, so I put the chestnuts in the stove to bake and then asked him, 
“Do you want sweet potatoes?” 

Poker-Face shook his head and then sat down by the stove, which was 
warming us up. We finished cooking and then ate directly out of the pot 
on the stove. We had also put wine and snacks into the stove’s hole to 
warm up, so it didn’t take long before the aroma was filling the air. 

It was windy outside, but it would probably be bright and sunny 
tomorrow. 

The fragrance of roasting chestnuts was getting stronger and stronger. 
Fatty took out a few hot ones, threw them to me and Poker-Face, and 
then said to me, “I’ve thought about it. I want a stove dragon.” 
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Chapter 5 Business Direction 

Fatty’s so-called “stove dragon” was just seven stoves connected 
together, but I actually thought that it was a good idea. 

Since everything cooked on a stove was a little tastier than when it was 
cooked using industrial gas, this gave the ingredients a smoky flavor. Plus, 
the sense of ritual was a lot stronger. The earthen stove heating a big pot 
actually made one feel that they had returned to nature. 

Unfortunately, where was I supposed to find firewood? I’d probably have 
to go to the furniture factory and collect the scraps. It was fine to use 
rotten bamboo reeds to heat the stove at home, but there would be 
environmental problems if you did it for your business. 

Fatty felt that he had a solution to this problem. If smoke was the issue, 
then he could make a water chimney so that the smoke wouldn’t be 
discharged into the air. That way, it would be a smoke-free environment. 
But after thinking it over for a long time, Fatty changed his mind and 
thought of another way: build several large coal-burning kilns. We could 
even make small cups for tea and wine sets. I told him to drop it. Not only 
was this extremely unreliable, but we didn’t have the talent, either. 

This setback was quite big, so we were all very depressed as we ate. 

The auntie next door had a son who bought a house in town. Once his 
wife gave birth to a child, the auntie seldom came back here to live. Her 
uncle raised chickens for her, but there weren’t that many left. She also 
let us rent her house which was next to ours. Anyway, our yard was 
relatively clean now. 

I made a bathtub out of yellow mud and wood in that house, so when I 
was cooking, I could also heat water at the same time. Fatty was 
especially skilled at this. The water was usually covered with a wooden lid 
so that we could take a bath after eating and relaxing. 

Truthfully, it was very annoying to go back and forth. In fact, after I 
finished making that bathtub, we barely even used it. But Fatty had put 



26 
 

some water in it this morning, so I figured he thought that we would be 
tired by the time evening came. 

In the end, I really didn’t want to soak, but Fatty dragged Poker-Face in 
first. I thought about it and figured that if you couldn’t eat Tang Seng 
meat, then you could still stay healthy while soaking in Tang Seng broth(1), 
so I also got in. 

I had heard that a cold current was coming, so I told myself that I needed 
to maintain my internal heat. 

As it turned out, it really did start snowing lightly while we were soaking. 

We opened all of the windows and filled the window sills with all kinds of 
old wines. Fatty spread his legs out and started telling us how to conduct 
a wine business. 

“When it comes to wine, the profits are all in the wine itself. This bottle 
can be sold for at least eight thousand yuan, but if it isn’t sold, then it’s 
placed in a cupboard. We’ll claim that it’s part of a collection and is worth 
a hundred thousand yuan. If there are regular customers in the future, 
we’ll secretly give them a mouthful to make them feel closer to us. For 
the others, we’ll give them beer and charge them eight yuan every time 
they have to go to the toilet. This pee money will be enough to pay the 
land rent.” 

These were all local wines, so we wouldn’t be able to get any new bottles 
as we drank on. In fact, when Fatty said this, we had already gone 
through two and a half bottles. It seemed like his plan was already 
doomed to fail. 

Poker-Face was looking out at the snow. Since the wind direction was 
wrong, the snowflakes kept drifting in and his hair quickly turned white. I 
couldn’t help but wonder what his hair would really look like when it was 
white. 

 
(1) Tang Seng (aka Tang Sanzang) is the monk from “Journey to the West”. Monsters and demons try to eat him 
b/c there’s a legend that says one can attain immortality by consuming his flesh (since he’s a reincarnation of a 
holy being). 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tang_Sanzang
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At this time, I suddenly had an epiphany and thought of a unique 
direction our farmhouse could take. 

“Can we have dishes for all four seasons? You know, like each season has 
a different dish?” 

“Nonsense. Do you think restaurants always have the same dish all year 
round? They’ll have new dishes every once in a while, right?” 

“Ah, you have a point.” I felt aggrieved again and told myself that maybe I 
was the one who ate the same food for decades. 

There were so many things to do in order to open a farmhouse, so we all 
fell silent and began to think. The water began to cool to such an extent 
that Poker-Face’s tattoo faded. Fatty streaked to the kitchen to add more 
wood to the fire. 

The snow outside was falling harder and harder. A few stray flakes landed 
in the hot water but turned into wisps of smoke before actually touching 
the surface. It was actually quite beautiful. 

Just like in Tibet, it was hard to find anything tacky in this place. 

I kind of missed that snowy mountain. If we could go back together, I 
wonder if we would experience boundless emotions? 

I picked up my cell phone and looked at plane tickets before putting it 
down with a sigh. Then, I continued to think about the farmhouse. 

Concentrate, idiot. Otherwise, your nightmare will become a reality. 

At this time, I suddenly thought of Motuo. 

Hey, I seem to finally have a direction.
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Chapter 6 Back to the Time of Graduation 

Stone pot chicken. 

The famous Tibetan dish—the soul of Motuo—had to be eaten at every 
meal. 

Stone pot chicken was made using a mica stone pot. The older the pot, 
the better. Not only would stone pot chicken be a very distinctive dish, 
but the key raw ingredient was palm ginseng, which was very healthy. I 
figured many people would like it. 

When Fatty came back, he felt that it was a good idea and said, “Not bad, 
not bad.” He immediately called Motuo and asked the boss he knew to 
buy some of those stone pots. In fact, we could use the same method to 
cook fish and shrimp and create a series of stone pot dishes. 

So, in that way, stone pot chicken had been decided as our restaurant’s 
signature dish. Now we needed to decide on a name for our farmhouse, 
but it had to fit our famous dish. Maybe something like, “Stone Pot 
Forest?” 

Fatty looked at me and made a face that seemed to say, “What?” Then he 
said, “It sounds like a shop opened by Guo Donglin(1). Don’t you want it to 
sound a little more serious?” 

“Then what’s your idea?” 

“It’s better to call it Stone Pot King,” Fatty said. “It sounds very 
domineering.” 

“Then you might as well call it Stone Pot Tyrant,” I retorted. “Let other 
people think that you’re the boss.” 

“Or maybe it’s better to call it Stone Pot Tyrannosaurus Rex,” Fatty said. 
“That way it can also attract children.” 

 
(1) Chinese actor and xiangsheng (crosstalk/comic dialogue) performer who is notable for his sketch comedy 
routines. Info here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Xiangsheng
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Guo_Donglin
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I washed my face and said to myself, don’t be ridiculous. You might as 
well call it Stone Pot Tyrannosaurus Rex Dragon Back Back Brace 
Bollywood Crow Cries in the Snow.(2) 

Now we were going to take on the name of a random collection company 
that handled the industrial and commercial side of things. It was called 
Xilaimian Catering Company, Ltd. The main reason for this was because I 
slept well here, didn’t dream too much, and it was convenient(3). I figured 
this was what it would be in the future. Most things like names seemed to 
follow this kind of arrangement. 

Xilai Stone Pot Farmhouse…yeah, that would probably be it. 

I felt a lot more comfortable soaking in the bath now that I had a 
direction in my heart. I wouldn’t be tired even if I worked hard, and I 
could really enjoy my rest. 

“The land’s so big, what are we going to do with the rest of it?” Fatty 
asked me. 

I actually had a few ideas in mind, so I got up and showed him a stack of 
papers I had set off to the side earlier. 

“What’s this?” 

“My graduation project,” I said. “I want to build a house on that piece of 
land.” 

“You can build a house?” 

“Mm-hmm,” I said while secretly thinking, what nonsense is this? Do you 
really think all I can do is destroy stuff? Do you not know what I majored 
in? 

 
(2) Yeah, it’s basically gibberish. Tiffany said Wu Xie felt that Fatty was trying to put compound words together 
because he took the “Tyran” from Tyrant and said Tyrannosaurus. So, Wu Xie just started listing random 

compound words in Chinese: 霸王龙 (T-Rex) 龙脊背 (Dragon Back) 脊背背 (Back Braces) 宝莱坞 (Bollywood) 

乌啼霜满天 (Crow Cries in the Snow). That crow one is from a poem (baidu link here), but Wu Xie only said 

that because the words 坞 and 乌 pronounce similar. 
(3) Xilaimian can mean something like peaceful/enjoyable sleep 

https://baike.baidu.com/item/%E6%9C%88%E8%90%BD%E4%B9%8C%E5%95%BC%E9%9C%9C%E6%BB%A1%E5%A4%A9/7985926
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Fatty flipped through my graduation project and said, “It’s very beautiful. 
So you’re planning to build an old-style house and courtyard using a 
bunch of elements from the Tang Dynasty?” 

“It’s just a reference. This one may not necessarily be used. I just pieced 
together everything that looked good at the time. Now I need to focus on 
the functional aspects and make some adjustments. Not everything 
needs to be made of wood. Cement can also be used.” 

“You graduated so long ago, and all you’ve done is be a shop owner and a 
thief. Are you sure you even remember what you learned back then? This 
thing will collapse if it’s not built well.” 

“I remember.” I looked out of the window and said to myself, I reinforced 
all of the village houses here. In fact, don’t these window sills and grilles 
look so beautiful because I brought back the construction waste from the 
old ancestral temple’s demolition and used them for decoration? These 
corbels, these carved beams, and this house all look good because of me. 
And what about this bathtub that you’re soaking in? Do you think it’s easy 
to make such a big bath out of wood and yellow mud? This is ancient bath 
technology. 

Of course, it took a lot of energy to build a house from the ground up. I 
still needed to review everything and consult with many of my old 
classmates. 

“This fat master will also help you.” Fatty looked extremely pleased. 
“Living in such a house would be just like living in a tomb every day. It’ll 
be familiar.” 

“It will be quieter when it rains and snows.” 

“Outside is the farmhouse and inside is the clubhouse. It’s perfect.” 

“Maybe you should build one yourself. Why does it seem like we aren’t 
able to hear the sound of the rain and snow after you moved in? All we 
can hear is your snoring.” 

“Then the three of us will each build one ourselves.” Fatty hooked his arm 
around Poker-Face’s shoulder. “Once the houses are built, we’ll even 
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invite Black Glasses over and let him huff and puff with that mouth of his 
to see which one he can blow down.” 

I laughed. This was the best joke today. Were we the three little pigs? 
Then who was Little Red Riding Hood? But I didn’t want to build a small 
house. Since I had so many friends, I needed a large living room, a 
courtyard where I could watch the rain, and a high loft where Poker-Face 
could watch the scenery and enjoy the sun. Of course, there should also 
be a big kitchen so that Fatty could have a few more stoves. 

I especially wanted a charcoal pit in the house so that we could place 
chestnuts and corn beside it while we sat around drinking hot wine. 

When I was studying in those days, I felt that I would build a small house 
in the future when I became rich. Then I entered society and was tortured 
and confused by everything that was going on. Now, I actually 
understood that it wasn’t necessary to rely on money to make something 
really enjoyable for myself. 

If you really wanted it, you just had to do it. 

“Do you think you could’ve been an architect if you hadn’t entered this 
business?” Fatty asked as he continued flipping through my graduation 
project. 

“Ah, it’s not too late to be an architect. But if I did it at that time, then I 
wouldn’t have met you guys.” I reached out and caught a few snowflakes. 
“Since I’m doing it now, let’s do it together. We’ll start with laying the 
bricks down. You guys can’t get away with it.” 

I looked at Poker-Face. He was in the same position, but he was also 
looking at my graduation project in Fatty’s hands. I was a little curious 
about his evaluation, but he didn’t say anything. Instead, he just looked at 
the cornice outside the window, which was crooked (I never knew how to 
do those well). I had hung a wind chime on it that was now shaking 
slightly. 

The road ahead was a long one. 
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Chapter 7 Old Story 

The next day, we went to our property and divided the old lady’s land 
into several plots, which we dealt with one by one. 

The first one was the farmhouse plot. The signboard was ready and the 
seats had already been delivered, so it felt like everything was ready. 
With me acting as the customer, we did a simulation. From the time I 
started from the door, ordered food and wine, was served, went to the 
toilet, and paid the bill, everything was done in a very serious manner. 

It took six hours, and by the time we were done, it was determined that 
Fatty couldn’t do it alone in the kitchen. So, he had to find a helper, but 
that meant that Poker-Face wouldn’t have much to do. I decided to make 
him help me with the cashier work. His job was to point to the QR 
payment code when customers came up to pay the bill. 

My stone pot chicken idea wasn’t as delicious as it should’ve been since 
we didn’t have any ginseng, but the express delivery would arrive 
tomorrow. When the three of us sat down to finish off the food, Fatty 
said that he thought we’d be ready for a trial run tomorrow. It was only 
when we started the business that we would know where the real 
problems were, so I agreed. 

After that, we dealt with the plot of land that had the bamboo groves. 
Half of them had been artificially planted more than three years ago, and 
now was the season for bamboo shoots. It was said that bamboo shoots 
would come up when wood chips were laid out. 

There was also a pond that was connected to a part of the river, where 
geese and ducks lived freely. Fatty went down to the river, turned a few 
stones over, and instantly knew that the poultry grew well because there 
were a bunch of freshwater snails and shrimp here. 

All of the vegetables were planted near the graveyard. Fatty wanted 
some wheat and corn, along with some Chinese cabbage, sponge gourds, 
cucumbers, tomatoes, and potatoes. With all of these things, it would 
basically be enough to live on. Even if there was a war, we didn’t need to 
fear not having enough food to eat. Our agricultural foundation was very 
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poor, so I could only start off by planting onions, ginger, and garlic off to 
the side. 

After that, I began to clean up the bamboo groves. As I cleared out the 
withered bamboo, I broke them into small pieces and carried them back 
to the house to be burned in the stove later. The goose and duck manure 
was used as fertilizer for our vegetable field next to the graveyard. The 
village head also sent us some corn and wheat seeds and taught us how 
to plant them. 

We had sowed about forty of each type of plant in this field. When I 
looked at them, I felt that it wasn’t enough to live off of, but it would do 
for now. 

As we were working, I discovered that Fatty was actually very skilled. He 
said that he used to help Yun Cai’s family do farm work, but he had 
actually done this kind of thing before that. The most surprising thing was 
that Poker-Face’s farming skills were very good. 

When the villagers looked at what he had done, they all said, “This is an 
ancient technique. He’s a real expert.” 

I didn’t know which traveler had taught him, or if he had just learned 
everything after living for so long. 

We soon became sweaty and took off our outermost layers. Fatty and I 
were wearing thermal underwear, but Poker-Face was in a short-sleeve 
shirt. He was plowing the land so diligently that even I started to feel a 
great attraction towards this land. 

We cleared out all the central plots of land. I used my feet to mark a large 
area for the foundation of the house and courtyard but found that it 
wasn’t big enough. I looked at the outer edge of the bamboo grove that 
was about ten steps wide and told Fatty that we’d have to cut down this 
section and use the bamboo as a fence to enclose the land. 

The weaving method—or even direct arrangement—of bamboo walls 
could be very simple and elegant. After enclosing the area, we could mess 
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around to our hearts’ content without worrying about anyone reporting 
us. 

When we were tilling the soil, we found something very interesting. We 
dug up a tightly sealed plastic bottle with a piece of paper in it. Fatty 
thought it was fun and opened it. The piece of paper had a short story 
written on it in ballpoint pen. I didn’t know who had buried it here. 

As we went and sat on the nearby ridge to rest, I massaged my tired back 
and read the paper. 

It started with: “To those who are destined to see this story, know that it 
really happened. 

“I have no one to say this to, so I can only bury the story here. I know that 
most people who see this bottle will probably just kick it away. In fact, I’m 
assuming no one will ever see this piece of paper. But if someone does, 
please remember this story. 

“This mountain used to be full of bamboo. There’s a legend in our 
hometown that some bamboo nodes have human bones in them. In fact, 
it’s said that there are human corpses buried where bamboo grows, and 
the bamboo absorbs the bones’ nutrients. But if the deceased can’t move 
on, their bones will grow out of the bamboo. 

“If you cut bamboo and find bones in it, you should dig them out, keep 
them, and continue searching until you find a whole set of bones in the 
bamboo forest. 

“There are ribs in curved bamboo, spines in dense bamboo, and hand and 
leg bones in straight bamboo. Only the skull is the most amazing one. The 
skull grows in the bamboo roots. When you find the place where the 
bamboo trees are the densest, there are bones inside of them. 

“Once you’ve found all of the bones, put them together and burn the 
bamboo you found them in. Mix the bamboo ashes with mud and then 
wrap it all up with the bones. After thirty years, dig them up again and 
you’ll see that the bones are gone. That’s when you know that the 
deceased has finally moved on. 
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“At that time, you’ll see a green stone where the bones had been placed. 
This stone is called Bamboo Green Stone. It’s an extremely rare gem 
that’s been given to you in thanks. 

“I’m a bamboo cutter who has received one of these Bamboo Green 
Stones, but the matter isn’t as simple as you would think. 

“The rest of the story is also in the soil here. Let’s see what fate has in 
store….” 
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Chapter 8 Meditation in the Forest 

I used a pushpin to nail the story to the wall in our village house. Since I 
also wrote, I could tell that this story was a mix of truths and lies. It 
appeared that this person had buried a lot of these kinds of bottles 
around the area. When I examined the handwriting, it appeared to 
belong to a teenager, so this story was probably just a prank. 

Maybe we could dig more up in the future. It could be kind of fun, but I 
preferred more heartwarming stories. 

I really wasn’t interested in dead bodies anymore. 

That night, my exhaustion came at me like the tide. I lay on my bamboo 
chair, hoping to have a short rest before I took a bath and went to bed 
early. But in the end, I fell asleep. 

I woke up at dawn and found myself covered with a quilt. It seemed that I 
had slept too deeply. 

There was a small stream that went through Rain Village and passed by 
our house. There were a lot of boulders in this stream, but the water just 
flowed through the cracks in the stone without interruption. Since I had 
fallen asleep so early, I ended up waking up very early. I got a small fire 
going in the stove to warm up my breakfast of fermented bean curd and 
porridge. By that point, the sky was getting brighter and the sunlight was 
streaming down through the tree canopies, which produced a Tyndall 
effect over the rocks in the stream. It looked just like a holy light was 
shining down. 

City people would definitely take a picture with their phones, but I was 
used to it by now. I climbed to the top of a stone, sat down in a swath of 
that holy light, and began meditating while looking at the stream. 

I meditated like this once or twice a month to sort out my thoughts. I 
couldn’t avoid this since I was the only one with brains. Plus, we just 
came here to avoid the world; we weren’t here to become monks. As a 
result, there were still various mundane things to worry about. Like next 
month’s recipes, for example. 
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When you stayed in one place for a long time, what to eat became a 
particularly big headache. 

I also needed this time to build up a resistance to some distracting 
thoughts in my heart. 

When I thought about what I had experienced before, I had to figure out 
how it should exist in my mind. Should I persist in remembering this kind 
of thing or focus on letting nature take its course? 

In fact, life in Rain Village was very simple. It was difficult to really 
remember every single day, but there was a kind of atmosphere here that 
you could feel very strongly. Whenever you left here and thought about 
it, you could almost feel a sweet-smelling mist rise up in your heart. 

There was no external pressure on your heart, just this rising mist that 
was very rare in the world. 

It was the same for memories. If you didn’t deliberately let yourself 
remember all of the details, then the memories would eventually turn 
into a scented mist. Some became a stench that kept you away, some 
were beautiful and fresh, and some were strong and confusing. 

People may not be able to remember the details forever, but at least they 
could remember these smells. The more time that passed, the purer it 
would be. 

It was during moments like these that I recalled all of those friends who 
had passed away one by one. They were starting to become like this mist 
more and more now. Thinking that I shouldn’t forget them, I fiercely 
resisted it at first, but later, I started to accept it. When I sat here and 
meditated, the mist that smelled of them would emerge and envelope 
me, making me feel that I was with them again. 

This was probably the way people remembered others without being 
trapped in it. 

I also wanted to know what these mists would eventually become in 
Poker-Face’s mind because only he had enough time to feel their final 
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evolution. Would they become some kind of emotion that was revealed 
in his eyes? 

Of course, maybe it was just a type of indifference. But did this 
indifference mean that the mist eventually lost its scent? Although it 
existed and accounted for a huge proportion, was it already invisible and 
clear, just like dark matter in the universe? 

When I meditated like this, I would soon enter a state where my thoughts 
were racing. It was like being awake and dreaming at the same time, a 
kind of trance-like state. When I came back to my senses, I couldn’t 
remember what I had been thinking about just now, but I would always 
see Fatty and Poker-Face standing by the stream and looking at me. 

Fatty would ask Poker-Face in a low voice, “Do you think that when Mr. 
Naïve stands up, lotus flowers will bloom with every step he takes?” 

In the summer, Fatty would throw water at my face directly. Then, they’d 
sit with me under the sun’s halo of light and eat breakfast while chatting. 

I never got any answers despite all of my thinking, but I didn’t want them 
anyways. It might seem very strange, but I had a hunch that my thinking 
was actually an answer in and of itself. 
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Chapter 9 Trial Run 

I got our business license this morning, so I was a little excited. After we 
got everything organized, we were ready to start a trial run. Our source of 
income was expected to be mainly tour groups and travelers because 
there were tulou scenic spots within a two hours’ drive from here. We 
felt that there would be a steady stream of people, but as soon as we 
opened, we found that it was more of a ghost crowd. 

There were a lot of small attractions in Fujian, but the best scenic spots 
were on the road and in the mountains. The local people weren’t really 
keen on developing tourism, so there were many places like Rain Village. 

There were usually small attractions listed on internet vlogs by those 
families who had an open mind. I remembered one such famous scenic 
spot that had an amazing Tyndall effect from the banyan trees, mist, 
village women, and cattle. Under the misty banyan trees at dawn, the 
cattle and village women were bathed in a holy light. 

In fact, it was just banyan trees, village women, cattle farmers, and a 
team of smoke cake farmers who were trying to work. But every day, 
dozens of cars full of sunset photography enthusiasts would gather 
around them to take pictures. The more they photographed, the more 
popular it became. 

There were more than a dozen farmhouses near this attraction. 

Our farmhouse was close to the town and far away from Rain Village. If I 
took some pictures and wrote some articles about Rain Village’s scenery, I 
figured there would be a sea of people here soon, but I would never do it. 

In fact, the remoteness and quietness of this land actually started to have 
some negative effects. Although I didn’t want my farmhouse business to 
be so good that we didn’t have time to enjoy a quiet life, it should at least 
be like Wulin Inn, where we could meet all kinds of interesting people 
and hear all kinds of stories. 

After hanging around all morning, Fatty cooked a table full of dishes. We 
ate there by ourselves at noon, not a single customer in sight. 
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“It’s just like Wushanju,” Fatty said. “It’s like we’ve returned to West 
Lake.” 

I almost threw my beer in his face. 

“It’s not the same,” I said to him. “Think about how there are so many 
people visiting West Lake daily, but Wushanju is still empty. Usually, there 
aren’t any people visiting this place, so it’s normal if no one is here right 
now.” 

“Oh, that’s great. At least the logic is consistent,” Fatty teased me. 

I sighed and looked at the empty door, telling myself that I’d start the 
mahjong operation tonight. Not only was starting a business hard but 
keeping it running was hard, too. 

I washed the dishes in the afternoon and then the three of us sat in 
lounge chairs, dozing in the sunshine. After some time had passed, I 
suddenly heard someone cough. 

I sat up and saw three young girls—presumably students—standing at our 
door, wearing traditional Han Chinese clothes and holding cameras. 

Our tables were all set up under a large shed, so they must have come 
here to get out of the sun. I looked at them and they looked at me, 
seemingly a little embarrassed. After a short pause, they asked, “Boss, is 
there any ice water?” 

I got up and gave them three bottles, charging them two yuan each. 

They sat in the shade under the big shed and looked at us while drinking 
their water. I was feeling very depressed at this time, “Do you sell water?” 
Our first order turned out to be selling water. 

Most of Wushanju’s sales also came from water, since Wang Meng had 
discovered that water sold better than antiques. 

In the end, I sat down off to the side and started sketching the design 
drawing for our house. It needed a lot of refining, so I made a handmade 
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easel out of wood. Of course, the fastest way would be to use a 
computer, but why bother? I had plenty of time. 

The three girls came over to watch. I didn’t know when they started 
taking pictures, but two hours later, near dinner time, a dozen young girls 
wearing strange clothes showed up. They all came to stand by my 
workbench and watch. I asked what was going on and found out that the 
previous three had posted photos of my design on Weibo. Many of them 
had come here to see a farmhouse owner with an architect’s dream. 

Fatty was busy in the evening while I was taking photos with them and 
posting their messages on the wall, all of which were very inspirational. 

After that, the three of us sat around and washed dishes. We had earned 
a total of 2,800 yuan, so I gave Poker-Face and Fatty 800 each, and kept 
1,200 yuan for myself. 

They went back to the village to sleep first, but I turned on a lamp and 
continued designing in the store. In the future, I would also make a 
workbench in my own room, but I would continue doing it here in the 
store for now. 

There weren’t any street lights in the area, so only the two hanging lights 
in the store and the lamp beside my workbench were keeping the 
darkness at bay. I felt very happy and calm in my heart, so I was very 
focused on my work and soon finished several schemes for the 
foundation. I chose concrete(1) for the foundation’s material since it was 
very cheap and could be obtained locally from the mountains. 

I happened to glance up at this time and suddenly saw a shadow standing 
in the darkness outside. Under the moonlight, it was very tall and looked 
a bit like a “person” hiding among the bamboo.

 
(1) The raw said “sanhetu”, which could also be called sanhe soil or sanhetu concrete. It’s a construction 
material obtained by preparing and compacting three materials. Different areas have different types of sanhe 
soil but hydrated lime is indispensable. Sanhe soil existed in the age when there was no cement or it was 
scarce. In modern times, it’s just called concrete. Science abstract discussing it is here. 

https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/abs/pii/S2352409X19302330
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Chapter 10 Drinking in the Evening Wind 

I stared at the shadow for a while. 

Poker-Face and Fatty weren’t here, but there was an assortment of 
kitchen knives in the kitchen. I didn’t know what this thing was, but if it 
was harmful, then all I could do was rush to the kitchen to get a knife and 
then rush back over. When it attacked me, I could dodge around it, and 
then run frantically to the road outside. If my hands were quick, I could 
also cut its feet while I was dodging. 

The traffic flow on the road outside was pretty steady, so if I rushed to it 
and that thing chased after me, then the two of us would soon make 
headlines. Maybe I could lure it over and let a passing truck run over it. 

I didn’t know why, but for some reason, I was very calm and didn’t appear 
nervous at all. Maybe it was because I had been drawing for too long and 
my senses became dulled to reality. Or maybe I was the most 
comfortable I had ever been in my life, so I wasn’t afraid to die tonight. Or 
maybe I thought it was a kind of good spirit since I had never heard of any 
mysterious deaths in the area. 

Whatever the case, I stood up and looked at the shadow, which was 
actually blocking the way out. I pulled up a chair and sat down facing it. 

When the evening breeze blew, an especially strong scent of bamboo 
wafted in from the direction of the human-shaped shadow. I didn’t know 
what it was, but I opened a bottle of beer and started drinking as I 
watched it. 

If it was a ghost or a mountain spirit, it must have felt that I wasn’t an 
ordinary person, so it didn’t come any closer. 

I continued to drink and stare at it silently. 

Finally, at the moment when I was a little absent-minded, I looked at the 
shadow again and saw that it had disappeared from between the bamboo 
trees. Only the shadows of the bamboo were left in the darkness. After I 
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recalled it very carefully, I felt that the slender figure was especially like 
that of a giant stick insect. 

I was just wondering why this thing had disappeared—did it finally give 
up on communicating with me or was it intimidated by my invincible 
calm—when a flashlight suddenly appeared in front of me. 

Poker-Face had appeared with a flashlight in hand and was looking at me. 

I glanced at my watch. Ah, I’ve been drinking for two hours. I was so 
comfortable that I lost track of the time. 

He was standing where the shadow had been standing and kept looking 
at me. I knew that Fatty had sent him to urge me to come back, so I made 
an apologetic gesture, locked the wine cabinet, turned off the lights, and 
then packed up my drawings before walking over to him. 

Then, the two of us started heading back to the village. When we reached 
the roadside, I saw a motorcycle that belonged to the village canteen. The 
two of us got on and drove back to Rain Village. 

When we reached the village entrance, we returned the motorcycle and 
saw Fatty standing there. He was carrying a few bamboo poles, which 
were fishing rods for night fishing. He said he was going to fish in the 
stream. 

“You’re not going to sleep?” I asked him. 

“Why didn’t you come home? Aren’t you afraid of being there alone?” 

I didn’t know why, but I wasn’t afraid at all. In fact, I figured maybe I had 
been imagining that human-shaped shadow just now. We had rented this 
land at random, so there shouldn’t be anything wrong with it. 

“I was thinking about some things.” 

“Let’s go fishing,” Fatty said to me. “There are big fish in the stream 
today. The village head’s son came back after catching a thirteen-catty 
one.” 
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I looked at Fatty’s expression and knew right away that it definitely 
wasn’t as simple as fishing. “What’s going on?” I asked him. 

Fatty just laughed and said, “You’ll know when we get there.” 
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Chapter 11 Light Up 

I followed Fatty up the mountain road until we reached another village. 
Then, we went further up the mountain until we reached the place where 
we usually fished. There was a huge crowd of people—the group of girls 
from that afternoon and more unknown people—gathered around the 
stream, making paper lanterns and boats. 

They put candles in the paper boats before placing them in the stream 
one by one. Since there was such a dense cluster of people and they were 
all dressed in traditional Chinese clothes, they looked very beautiful. 
Everyone was taking pictures. 

I glanced at Fatty and saw that several of the girls called out greetings to 
him. 

“What’s going on?” I asked him. 

“This afternoon, they asked me where they could put boat lights into the 
stream, so I recommended this place.” 

“You can go to jail for lighting a fire in the forest.” 

“They’re all electric candles.” 

“Then what about fishing?” I took a look at the stream. You’d have to be 
quite skilled to catch any fish today. 

“We can’t catch any, which means the village head’s son can’t catch any,” 
Fatty said a little viciously. He and the village chief’s son had been at odds 
with each other for a while now, so when I thought about it, I realized 
what he had done. The village chief’s son had been fishing here, so Fatty 
specially offered this place to these girls and asked them to light up a 
bunch of lanterns. The fish would surely be scared away, so the village 
chief’s son wouldn’t catch anything tomorrow. 

Fatty then began to hand out our farmhouse’s business card to everyone 
while saying, “What a coincidence that we ended up meeting each other 
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here! Come and eat at our place tomorrow. We’ll go fishing tonight, so 
our stone pot fish will be especially fresh for you tomorrow.” 

I wasn’t interested in looking at those beautiful girls, so I focused on 
finding another fishing spot upstream. I gave Poker-Face a look, and then 
the two of us continued to go up the mountain until we were further 
upstream. 

From this spot, we could see all of the boat lights forming a streak of light 
downstream, but we couldn’t hear the voices. Poker-Face and I baited our 
hooks. 

At this time, I saw a boat light drifting down from a spot further upstream 
from us. A girl, estimated to be about seventeen or eighteen years old, 
followed the boat light with a cigarette in her mouth. She was jumping 
from rock to rock as she followed the boat downstream. 

She was probably the type of girl who liked to be different from others. It 
might have been a necessity since everyone wanted to be different from 
the general public. At that time, I had also pursued this feeling of being 
alone in the world. 

But with the exception of the person beside me, no one could truly live 
alone in the world. 

The girl let out a startled sound when she suddenly noticed us fishing in 
the dark, and immediately said, “You can still fish here.” After that, she 
squatted beside Poker-Face and quickly put out her cigarette butt. 

She was carrying a small electric lantern, which let out just enough light 
to illuminate the flower patterns on her clothes. I realized that she was 
actually very young, not even seventeen like I had initially thought. 

Do kids start smoking so early these days? 

I leaned against a tree, facing the direction where mine and Poker-Face’s 
hooks had landed in the water. When I glanced over at Poker-Face and 
the girl, I couldn’t help but think that they looked just like a father-and-
daughter pair. 
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The young girl watched for a while and then left. After that, about a 
dozen more girls intermittently passed by us, squatting down to watch for 
a while like that first girl did. 

We were kind of like the landscape here; to them, it was almost like we 
existed in two parallel times and spaces. 

After I had caught six or seven catfish and carp, I realized that Fatty had 
been right. Fishing tonight really was the right choice. As we carried the 
fish back, we passed by people sitting by the stream and singing as they 
watched the boat lights. When the three of us got back to Rain Village, I 
kept the fish in a basket in the stream by our door and then washed up 
before going to sleep. 

It was already three o’clock in the morning, so if we actually slept in a 
bed, we wouldn’t be able to get up on time. The three of us had 
developed the habit of taking short naps on these kinds of nights. We 
would just lie on the bamboo lounge chairs, cover ourselves with a 
blanket, light the stove to keep warm, and take a nap. 

At this time, however, Poker-Face suddenly took out a note from his 
pocket and frowned at it. I was surprised to find that the girl had 
apparently slipped the note into Poker-Face’s pocket at some point. 

When did that happen? Didn’t Poker-Face notice it? Oh, his clothes were 
hanging on a tree branch at that time. 

He was completely uninterested in reading it, so I grabbed it, lay down on 
my lounge chair, and unfolded it, only to find that it was the girl’s 
cigarette butt wrapped in a napkin. She probably didn’t want to throw it 
on the mountain, so she stuffed it in Poker-Face’s pocket. 

I used my finger to flick the cigarette butt into the middle of the yard. 

Girls nowadays were very mysterious. There was no way I could try and 
guess what logic was running through their heads. 

Forget it. In addition to taking care of the farmhouse, I’ll just focus on 
getting that concrete tomorrow.  
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Chapter 12 Missing 

Sanhetu was at the top of the list of basic funeral knowledge. If you were 
a new tomb robber in the business, then you’d basically focus on finding 
sanhetu in the beginning. Sanhetu was often used to make huge coffins 
that exceeded the normal size. There was a blood coffin in Shangsi, which 
consisted of a “soil, wood, and wood” structure. The whole outside was 
packed with sanhetu, so it was as big as half a house. 

Of course, I had seen bigger ones made with more sophisticated 
materials. 

What this all meant was that sanhetu could be used as a building 
foundation. Plus, it was a type of material that could easily be found in 
the mountains. If we mixed clay, lime, and river sand in certain 
proportions, we would have a solid concrete foundation for our house. 

The house had to be built from the ground up, but I didn’t have the 
financial resources to use golden nanmu wood. Actually, I couldn’t afford 
any kind of wood, so I couldn’t use the ancient method. I’d first find an 
excavator to dig out two or three meters of loose soil and then pack the 
sand and rocky soil down to make the foundation firm. After that, I’d 
pour the concrete down to form a modern chassis and then spread 
sanhetu on the surface of the concrete to make it look like the ancient 
method. 

Then, I planned to leave a half-meter raised space before I laid the floor 
down. Fatty asked me why I designed it like this. Wasn’t I afraid someone 
would crawl underneath and listen to me sleeping in the middle of the 
night? I told him I liked the feeling of looking at the yard with my feet 
dangling down. 

After the basic structure was complete, I planned to use sanhetu to fill in 
all of the basic surfaces. The three of us could finish the process by 
ourselves with just an iron plate and a wooden hammer. Not only could 
we save a lot of labor costs, but Fatty’s concerns could also be solved. 

Fifty thousand yuan’s worth of sanhetu should be enough for my 
ambition. 
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That night, I had a long dream involving sanhetu. I woke up the next day 
and opened the store, but I didn’t have much time to perfect my idea. 
Fatty’s sales promotion yesterday was very effective and business was 
very good. We were very busy and even Little Brother was getting a little 
busy collecting money. 

Fatty also recycled all of the candles from yesterday and put them away 
so that we could rent them out in the future. In the evening, our profits 
increased by five thousand yuan. We each took a thousand and kept four 
thousand for a group fund, which was to be used to buy the sanhetu. 

After closing the door, Fatty asked me to go home to draw my pictures 
this time because he felt that I wasn’t very aware of my surroundings 
when I was here. I remembered what happened last night and took a 
flashlight over to the place where I had seen the bamboo man. There 
weren’t any traces here to show that what I had seen yesterday was real, 
so I started to think that it was all in my head. 

I took a look at the place where I was planning to build the house, but 
when we were about to go home, six or seven girls suddenly came in. 

“Looks like we’ve got some stragglers.” Fatty smiled proudly. 
“Unfortunately, the boiling water has gone cold or I could’ve fried up a 
few more dishes.” 

Fatty really liked to work, and I had to admit that I was really lucky to 
have such friends in my life. “We’re closed,” I politely said to the girls, just 
as I noticed that several of them were crying. 

One of the calmer ones came over and said, “Big Brother, can you help us 
find our friend? She’s missing.” 

“What happened?” I said a little warily. 

“We went up the mountain today, but when we got about halfway up, 
she said that her stomach was hurting because she was on her period. 
She wanted to go down the mountain first, so we separated. But after we 
came back down, the staff at our hotel said that they hadn’t seen her. 
After asking around, nobody appeared to have seen her, either. Later, we 
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checked the surveillance cameras on the mountain pass and found that 
she didn’t go down the mountain at all.” 

When the girl showed me a photo, I recognized the missing girl at a 
glance. It was the girl who had been smoking last night. She’s missing? 

“What did the police say?” 

“A search party has been organized to patrol the mountains, but the 
police asked us to come to you. They said that if you’re willing to help, 
the chances of finding her will be much higher.” 

Which policeman is so talkative? I asked myself. All of the policemen here 
knew that Poker-Face was good at patrolling the mountains, but wasn’t it 
a bit much to promote it like this? 

“Have you noticed anything strange about this girl recently?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“The road going up and down the mountain is very obvious and it’s not 
like this is a lawless place. Unless she had other intentions, it’s very 
difficult to get lost.” 

“Ah! Lately, she really likes looking at bamboo groves,” a crying girl said. 
“She kept saying that she saw something in the bamboo forest.”
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Chapter 13 Missing 

Truthfully, although it seemed heartless, in those first few seconds, I felt a 
trace of irritation in my heart at the fact that I couldn’t concentrate on 
planning my sanhetu project. This kind of irritability made me more alert. 
I always felt that over-investing in my own problems and getting bored 
with everything except for these problems was a residual effect of 
avoiding the world, which needed to be addressed and taken seriously. 

We were in an era when anyone could get into trouble around us. Even if 
I tried my best to be harmonious and self-consistent, trouble would still 
pop up from time to time. 

Poker-Face, as the Zhang family’s patriarch, possessed great abilities that 
no one else could replicate, so he was easily fated to become a constant 
problem solver. Even if those problems had nothing to do with him, it 
wasn’t like they could hurt him if they weren’t dealt with. 

Fatty, on the other hand, had no such problems at all. He loved 
emergencies, dangers, and accidents. 

The three of us grabbed some flashlights and went up to the mountain 
where the girl had gone missing. We saw that four or five police cars were 
parked at the mountain pass. The girls who had come to find us went on 
to gather more people. I saw Police Officer Xiao Lin A and Police Officer 
Xiao Lin B using their walkie-talkies to communicate with those people 
who were already searching the mountain. 

There were too many people here surnamed Lin, so Fatty had assigned 
them all letters. We went over to them to verify the situation and found 
that the girl really was missing. 

There was an old temple on this mountain that took about an hour to get 
to if you followed the mountain road. There weren’t any forks in the road, 
but there were a lot of dirt paths that connected the bamboo forests and 
tea fields on both sides. These dirt paths were very narrow and only the 
local villagers used them. If you continued walking along the dirt road, 
you would eventually come to a graveyard. And after that, you would 
start to enter the wild mountains. 
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In addition to some intermittently placed dirt paths in the wild 
mountains, there was even a stone road from the Tang Dynasty. During 
the imperial examinations, scholars would take this road. They might as 
well meet Nie Xiaoqian(1) on the way. 

Honestly, this mountain wasn’t dangerous even if you tried to jump over 
it. The slope was very gentle and it wasn’t like there were any wild 
animals. The only danger was when you came across mountain snakes. 

There were many venomous snakes in the Fujian mountains, but the 
Fujian people ate snakes, so the snakes would run away whenever they 
saw anyone. One time, a cobra as tall as a person saw Fatty and 
immediately jumped into a cesspit to escape. 

If the missing girl was bitten by a mountain snake, then she was probably 
long dead by now. But I figured it was an unlikely scenario. 

When the three of us also went up the mountain and started looking for 
her, I thought of the very long shadow I had seen in the bamboo forest. 

There was a kind of animated film in Japan where people with special 
physiques would slowly get acquainted and become good friends with all 
kinds of local monsters. This kind of story often began with some 
mysterious events.(2) 

I had thought that when I opened a farmhouse, I would meet strange 
people from all over the world like some kind of martial arts tale. But now 
it seemed like it was more of a drama. I couldn’t believe that we would 
still see monsters in the village. What was that thing, a bamboo goddess? 

We climbed all the way up the mountain. Others usually took about an 
hour to walk up the mountain road, but we could run back and forth in 

 
(1) Nie Xiaoqian is the lead female character in “The Magic Sword”, a fantasy story in Pu Songling‘s short story 
collection “Strange Stories from a Chinese Studio”. Nie Xiaoqian is a beautiful female ghost who was coerced 
into participating in ritual murders for a demon. A scholar, Ning Caichen, was going to Beijing to take a civil 
service examination when Nie Xiaoqian attempts to prey upon him. But he resists her and takes her from her 
haunt. They end up marrying and having a kid after Ning Caichen’s wife dies. 
(2) There are a lot of folktales, stories, and anime in Japan like this, so Wu Xie was just talking about the general 
ideas of the genre. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nie_Xiaoqian
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pu_Songling
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Strange_Stories_from_a_Chinese_Studio
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three and a half hours. Some dirt roads had already been searched, so we 
found one that I personally thought the girl was more likely to follow. 

She had been alone when she was smoking and putting the boat light into 
the stream last night, so she had a relatively withdrawn personality. It 
was only when she was alone that she could gather energy and feel at 
ease. But I figured she had been afraid to be truly alone at the boat 
lantern festival, so she had ensured that there was a group of people 
about ten meters away from where she was standing alone in the dark. 
This must have been her favorite state. 

When she was climbing up the mountain with the other girls and got 
about halfway up, she suddenly wanted to leave. I figured she probably 
wanted to play alone, but the dirt road around her wasn’t the kind of 
area where girls would like to play. There was only one such place around 
here, so she probably went in search of it. 

It was a stone pavilion held up by two stone people, and behind that 
pavilion was the stone road from the Tang Dynasty that I had mentioned 
earlier. This stone road led all the way to a very beautiful bamboo forest. 

It was so beautiful, in fact, that it could be used in movies. The bamboo 
was very strong and thick, which Fatty said meant that it was also very 
suitable for hanging. 

Fatty used his flashlight to illuminate the trees as we walked along, 
thinking that the girl might be hanging from one. 

We quickly entered the bamboo forest, which was about several 
hectares(3). As we walked further inside, Fatty suddenly patted me and I 
broke out in a cold sweat. 

I really didn’t want to see any girls hanging from the bamboo. 

I followed Fatty’s gaze and saw a bag hanging from the top of a tall 
bamboo tree, which was about fifteen or sixteen meters high. 

 
(3) An acre is about 0.405 hectare and one hectare contains about 2.47 acres. It’s basically a 100 meter x 100 
meter square if that helps. 
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There was nothing around us, so I couldn’t help but squint at it and 
wonder how it got up there. Even if it was thrown, it couldn’t possibly 
reach that high up.
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Chapter 14 Epiphany 

I thought Poker-Face would step on the bamboo like Li Mu Bai(1) to grab 
the bag, but he just broke the tree instead. 

The bamboo—which was as thick as a calf—fell to the ground, bringing 
the bag along with it. I secretly glanced at Fatty, who nodded. We had 
reached a tacit understanding that although the two of us were already 
very strong, Poker-Face could still kill us with one hand if he wanted to. 

He doesn’t even need to use his hand, my heart said. I might just die if he 
spits on me. 

The bag turned out to be a shoulder bag made of non-woven fabric that 
contained cigarettes, a lighter, and a bunch of girly stuff. I rifled through it 
but didn’t see a suicide note or anything, so I took out the cell phone and 
put the bag on my back. 

The phone was dead. 

“Fatty, what’s your opinion on all of this?” I asked him. This was a really 
weird situation, so I needed Fatty to give me some inspiration. 

Fatty looked at the bamboo around him and said, “There’s no doubt that 
the girl wanted to climb the bamboo to figure out what direction to go in, 
but after she climbed up, she weighed too much and the bamboo bent. 
She hung onto the tip of the bamboo until it touched the ground, but 
when she got off, her bag caught on the tip of the bamboo. The moment 
she climbed off and let go, she didn’t realize that the bag was still on and 
that bamboo is very elastic. So, when the bamboo bounced back up, the 
bag flew through the air, fell on this bamboo, and was stuck hanging on 
the tip.” 

I looked at Fatty, feeling like his theory was awesome and perfect. He had 
come up with an extremely reasonable explanation for this strange and 
seemingly ghostly situation. 

 
(1) One of the main guys in the famous 2000 movie “Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon”. Plot info here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Crouching_Tiger,_Hidden_Dragon#Plot
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“Fuck, when did your IQ start to pick up?” 

“Hey, who hasn’t done such a stupid thing before?” 

Oh. When I looked at Fatty, it suddenly occurred to me that he had taken 
my Nike bag once but never brought it back. He said that it was stolen, 
but his eyes kept looking at the sky when he said this. 

A bamboo tree had sent it to the heavens, right? 

“So where might the girl be now?” 

“When we saw the bag just now, it was hanging on the south side of the 
bamboo, indicating that the bag came from that direction. So, the girl 
should be towards the south, probably more than a hundred meters 
away.” 

The three of us walked south for a while before Poker-Face suddenly 
grabbed us. 

The forest floor was covered in fallen leaves. In fact, there were many 
bamboo roots hidden below which made it difficult to walk, but all three 
of us were already experienced. We just relied on the feeling underfoot 
to know what the distribution of the bamboo roots below was like. As a 
result, we didn’t really look at the road when we were walking. 

At this time, I saw that there was a crack in the bamboo forest floor, 
which I had almost slipped down. 

The crack was very deep and quite wide, and when I pointed my flashlight 
at it, I found that there were a lot of bamboo roots in there. The girl was 
stuck among these bamboo roots in a very deep position. She was still 
wearing those traditional Han Chinese clothes, so it gave the whole 
atmosphere a strange feeling. 

The most amazing discovery, however, was that the space under this 
crack appeared to be hollow, as if there had been a rift in the karst 
landform. I figured there was a cave below. 
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I shined my flashlight on the girl and found that she was awake and 
covering her eyes from the flashlight’s bright glow. 

“Are you hurt?” I asked her. 

She opened her mouth and said something in a voice so weak that I could 
hardly hear her. It appeared she had been crying for help for a long time 
and lost her voice. 

These bamboo roots were actually very sturdy, so she should have been 
able to climb up if her arm muscles were strong enough. Although girls 
nowadays were quite unpredictable, they ate less and didn’t develop 
their arm muscles enough. 

Poker-Face grabbed my hand and lowered me down. As I gripped his 
hand, I reached down with my other hand and just barely reached the 
bamboo roots below. I managed to climb down to the girl, but at this 
time, I made a fatal mistake. 

I miscalculated the girl’s weight. 

Any clothes that can conceal one’s weight should never be worn when 
taking risks. I pulled the girl onto my back and prepared to climb back up, 
but the bamboo root I had been holding onto suddenly broke. 

I immediately fell down, but I was able to remain calm and quickly grab 
another bamboo root on the side. 

But this one also broke as soon as I grabbed it. I caught three more but all 
three broke as well, and my whole body started to slip into the abyss. 

At this time, Poker-Face jumped down, kicked off of the edge of the gap, 
and rushed to my side. He grabbed my collar and then used the fingers of 
his other hand to latch onto the soil on the side in order to stop his 
descent. 

I grabbed the bamboo roots again, wondering why they were so brittle 
here. 

At this time, a very terrible thought suddenly popped into my head. 
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Fuck, am I getting fat?
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Chapter 15 Imperfect Hero 

Three days later, the girl and her father came by to thank us. They even 
sent a pennant that had “Acting Heroically for a Just Cause” written on it 
in big letters. 

The young girl’s father was supposed to be a big boss. He also sent me a 
hundred thousand yuan as a thank-you gift, but I declined it. When I 
heard that he had a lumber business, however, I asked him for two 
hundred thousand yuan’s worth of timber to build our house. The police 
station also awarded us five thousand yuan, which was very nice. 

The young girl was very shy in front of her father, but I felt it was because 
her father seemed like the controlling type. Many families in China had 
their own internal problems, but most of them were born out of love. I 
thought that as long as all of these problems were based on love and 
courage, then they gave off a warm feeling. If someone exerted control 
over you in the name of love, then you could leave that controlling love in 
the name of courage. You were the one who had the initiative. 

If you couldn’t do it, it was mostly because your muscles were weak. No 
matter how weak someone was, when the skeletal muscles reached forty 
kilograms, not many people would dare hurt or control you. I felt deeply 
touched when I thought of my own growth. Back when I was a small boss, 
most of my work was done in a clever style so as to avoid conflicts. But 
after I started exercising to the point where I could wield a knife a 
hundred times in each hand with my muscles, I encountered many 
problems and my first reaction was to step on other people’s toes and 
sneer in their faces. 

You should never underestimate the significance of physical strength in 
society. 

Later, when I was alone in the kitchen, the young girl came over to thank 
me. She felt that her father’s thanks were too strong and insincere, which 
made me have a more favorable impression of her. It’s fine, I thought to 
myself. I’m not acting all that sincere by asking your family for two 
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hundred thousand yuan’s worth of building materials. I’m definitely not a 
perfect hero. 

I handed her cigarettes back to her—when I gave her father her bag while 
she was still undergoing a checkup, I took the cigarettes out in hopes that 
she wouldn’t get yelled at as much afterwards. 

She took them and lit one up directly in the kitchen. I took out my cell 
phone and showed her a picture of the CT scan of my lung disease. 

The future was up to her, and guardianship was her parents’ 
responsibility. As a middle-aged passerby, all I could tell her was that 
smoking was harmful to her health. 

“If I was your child, would you prevent me from smoking?” 

“Hmm, I don’t know. But you fell into a crack in the ground in the middle 
of the night. I wouldn’t have such a night-blind daughter.” I glanced at 
Poker-Face, who was leaning against the door and looking at us with an 
expression on his face that seemed to say, “You both fell into a crack in 
the ground. What’s there to discuss?” 

Not long after that, the girl bowed and left. 

In the afternoon, business was very good. I knew we would become 
popular, a kind of holy shrine among younger people. At the rate we were 
going, it was probably time to hire some temp workers. 

While Fatty was washing the dishes, I stood on the scale and looked at my 
weight. I had unwittingly gained three kilograms(1). Maybe I had just 
gained muscle from walking too much. 

“That girl said that she saw the shadow of a man in the bamboo forest. 
She fell into that crack in the ground because she was scared and tried to 
run away. Is there really something wrong with the bamboo here?” Fatty 
always washed the dishes too quickly, so I’d have to clean them again 
afterwards. 

 
(1) About 6.6 pounds 
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“It doesn’t matter.” I sighed, telling myself that I’d have to be more 
careful from now on. I really had been trying out too many dishes 
recently. It was probably time I got up early and exercised with Poker-
Face. 

“Based on Little Brother’s exercise routine, we’d probably die if we tried 
to copy it. I think we should go to the gym in town.” 

Poker-Face handed me the account book at this time and I found that we 
had made more than six thousand yuan today, and that was when we 
were at the limit of our labor force. I split the money again. Poker-Face 
and Fatty got a thousand each while I took more than four thousand for 
myself. 

After work, Fatty borrowed a tractor. The village head had dropped it off 
at the door, so Fatty went up to take the driver’s seat while Poker-Face 
and I sat in the bucket. Fatty checked the fuel gauge before pulling onto 
the village road and driving us to the neighboring town in the sunset. 

There was yellow sand for sale in the town, so we had to buy it tonight. 
Even with the tractor, it would take more than twenty round trips. All 
three of us were wearing work gloves as we headed to the sandpit to 
shovel the sand ourselves. This way, we could save three hundred yuan. 

There were rice fields on both sides, and the wind was blowing the rice 
seedlings. I thought of the small house I would build and the rice fields set 
against the backdrop of the setting sun that I would be able to see from 
the second floor and immediately felt happy. 

I wanted to listen to some music, so I turned on my phone, found a 
random song, and played it. Fatty stopped the tractor at this time, 
apparently stunned by the magnificent sight of the red sunset. 
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Chapter 16 Three Hundred 

Because we were too engrossed in watching the sunset, we arrived at the 
sandpit too late. The owner had quite the personality and had already 
closed down for the night. I had initially been in a good mood, but I 
became very angry when I—who had just been regarded as a hero—
didn’t receive a warm reception. So, we crashed the tractor through the 
door and rushed in. 

There was only sand in the sandpit, so nobody was guarding it. The three 
of us went in, shoveled a big load onto the tractor, and then left. That 
night, we went back and forth a dozen times, arrogantly taking away the 
quantity I had ordered in advance. When I got to the last tractor load, I 
looked at the mountain of sand and realized that there weren’t any traces 
of us shoveling it away at all. 

I touched my chin in thought. When the boss came here tomorrow, 
would he even notice that twenty tractor-loads of sand were missing? 

I still ended up putting the money on the desk in his office shack when I 
left. But after setting the money down, it didn’t sit right with me. We had 
driven more than a kilometer for that sand, so I turned back again, took 
the money, and left a note telling him to come and collect the bill 
tomorrow. 

When I got home and soaked my feet, the basin quickly became full of 
sand. The three of us were lying down, and I was sore all over, but I 
started thinking about a problem. 

“Fatty, from the perspective of common law, if we put money on 
someone else’s desk, have we completed the transaction? Is this money 
already considered the sandpit boss’s money?” 

“I guess.” 

“So if I took the money back, is it considered stealing?” 

“When you put it like that, logically, it seems like stealing. But why did 
you take the money back?” 
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“I was thinking that if he told us tomorrow that he didn’t see the money, 
no one could prove that he actually hid the money. So, I thought it was 
better to do a simple and direct transaction for the goods.” 

“If he’s that shameless, we’ll just bury him in the sand when we lay the 
foundation down. There’s nothing to worry about.” 

“We live in a society ruled by law. Don’t turn what we do legally into 
something illegal.” 

“So you’ve stolen now, but no one saw you in the process. Others will just 
think that you took the sand and left a note so it’s fine.” 

“What if he says he didn’t see the note and then calls the police 
tomorrow?” 

“Do you have shit for brains? Little Brother, quick! Take out his brain and 
wash it. It must have gotten some sand in it. I can hear the gears smoking 
already.” 

I sat up and thought for a while. Fatty looked at me and said, “Let me tell 
you, whatever you’re thinking is useless. The only legal thing you can do is 
shovel the sand back, take the note back, and then go again tomorrow.” 

“Isn’t that just stupid?” 

“No, it’s called crime suspension.” 

I lay down again and kept thinking about it, feeling relieved that we 
wouldn’t be fined too much for taking more than twenty loads of sand. 

When I got up the next morning, I realized that I had been worrying for 
nothing. The sandpit boss gathered more than twenty people and came 
to our house. He was carrying the door lock that I had broken last night 
and furiously banging on our door. 

It seemed that the cost of calling the police was still high, so everyone just 
solved their problems themselves. 
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The sandpit boss wanted to speak, but I waved my hand, “I understand. 
This is a question of dignity, not sand.” 

“Damn it, this lock was left to me by my great-grandfather,” the sandpit 
boss cursed. “Compensate me for it!” 

I looked at the lock. Isn’t this a stainless steel chain lock? Your great-
grandpa used stainless steel back in the day? But instead of saying it 
aloud, I simply asked him, “How much?” 

“I want a ten percent stake in your farmhouse, nothing more.” 

“That’s where my soul resides. I can’t give you ten percent, but I have 
three hundred yuan right here. You can take it if you want it.” I pulled the 
money from my pocket. 

The sandpit boss sneered, “I’ll hit you.” This guy was bigger than a huge 
tiger, and he moved to slap me as soon as he spoke. I immediately took a 
step back, preventing his hand from connecting with my face. 

At this time, Poker-Face came back from his early morning exercise 
routine again. Among the sandpit boss’s men who watched him walk 
past, there seemed to be a kid who hadn’t even graduated yet. He 
immediately went up and tried to kick Poker-Face’s lower back. 

Poker-Face got out of the way in an instant. The kid had probably never 
practiced such a move before, so he quickly lost his balance. He then 
rushed over from Poker-Face’s side and hugged me. 

The scene was very embarrassing, to say the least. 

The kid jumped up and tried to hit me in the face, but I moved back again 
and he came up empty. After doing this a few times, he looked like a 
shouting drunk who was trying to salsa. His grimacing face flushed red 
and he let out a cry as if it were the greatest humiliation of his life. Then, 
he rushed towards Poker-Face again. 

Poker-Face grabbed the opponent’s neck at a speed that was invisible to 
the naked eye and threw him directly onto the ground. 
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Within a second, the brat went from a standing position to getting 
slammed onto the ground, hitting his head in the process. He stopped 
moving and the whole audience went silent. 

The sandpit boss’s IQ definitely wasn’t that high and he spit a mouthful of 
phlegm at Poker-Face, who blocked it with his clothes. The sandpit boss 
jumped up and started to use a Muay Thai move to attack Poker-Face’s 
head, but he moved too slowly. Even for people like us, it was simply too 
slow. 

Poker-Face turned and walked away. The boss’s hit came up short and he 
landed right in front of me. Poker-Face had already entered the house. 

The boss’s moves were very cool, but the whole scene looked especially 
awkward because he came up empty. He maintained the pose, just like a 
supporting role in a Stephen Chow movie. 

At this time, Fatty came out with a small bundle of explosives in hand. He 
immediately lit the fuse, raised his hand, and held the explosives out. 

Just as the sandpit boss looked at the explosives and quickly realized that 
the atmosphere was very wrong, Fatty stuffed them into his collar. 

The sandpit boss immediately tried to dig them out as his men scattered 
and fled. Fatty covered his ears and asked him, “Now, do you want the 
three hundred yuan or not?” 
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Chapter 17 

The sandpit boss went completely crazy and tore open the popped collar 
of his Lacoste polo in order to get the explosives out. 

Middle-aged men in China once liked to pop their shirt collars up, which I 
figured had puzzled many people. They thought that it was aesthetically 
pleasing, but in fact, it was really just an intermediate state of dress that 
embodied an “incomplete” feeling. 

I heard the boss of a clothing factory say that when a man didn’t button 
his shirt all the way up, didn’t put his collar down, or didn’t fasten his 
cuffs, this incomplete feeling had a special charm to it in those first few 
minutes. 

Many men thought that the charm of this incompleteness lasted for 
much longer and would go out like that, but in fact, it only existed in 
those first few minutes. If you didn’t put down your collar and button 
everything up before the end of that short period of time, then you had 
to be a very good-looking person. 

After the sandpit boss tore off his polo, the explosives fell to the ground. 
The fuse had almost burned to the end, so he turned and ran, but Fatty 
quickly grabbed his hair and wouldn’t let him go. 

“Brother! It’s going to explode!” The sandpit boss shouted. “There’s no 
need for this! It’s just a few carloads of sand. I’ll give them to you!” 

I picked up the explosives, pulled the fuse out, let it burn itself out in my 
own hand, and said to Fatty, “If it explodes, our kitchen will be gone. Can 
you not make big moves like this?” 

Fatty looked at the kitchen behind him and gave a tut, “This Fat Master 
hasn’t bullied anyone for a long time. I was eager.” 

I handed the explosives to the sandpit boss, who was extremely pale and 
shivering. “These explosives are worth three hundred yuan,” I said to him. 
“That should offset the cost of the lock. If you hang the explosives up on 
the door, no one will dare bust through them in the future.” 
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The explosives didn’t even touch the sandpit boss’s hands before he 
dropped them to the ground and started to run away. 

I felt a little bad in my heart. It would be perfect to kill him, but we 
couldn’t do that. This man wasn’t a member of the Nine Gates, so he 
probably wouldn’t be deterred for long. 

Poker-Face had washed his hair and come back out, throwing the clothes 
he had just worn directly on the ground. This meant that he didn’t want 
them anymore. “I think that guy may report us for illegally owning 
explosives,” I said to him. 

“I have a license. The most they can do is criticize and educate me,” Fatty 
said. 

I looked at the kid lying on the ground and said to him, “Don’t sleep here. 
Your boss has already run away, so you should too.” There was blood 
running down his nose as he quickly got up and started to run. 

“Even though we’re at fault, let’s file a complaint first,” I said to Fatty, 
who nodded. We headed to the village to borrow a motorcycle and then 
went to the police station first, falsely accusing the sandpit boss of 
threatening us with explosives. 

But even so, we now had a feud between us. I knew that when it came to 
the matter of building my house, the sandpit boss was the main villain. He 
seemed to know a lot about my farmhouse, so maybe he’d end up uniting 
with Li Dahu. 

When we came back, Poker-Face asked us to follow him to the top of the 
village. I was a little puzzled by this sudden request. 

There were a bunch of ancient houses above the village, along with a few 
waterfalls. It was the dry season now, so there wasn’t as much water and 
you could see a lot of water weeds on the roofs of these ancient village 
houses. 

Rain Village was a particularly beautiful place, and as we looked down at 
it, we could see the big tree at the village entrance. 
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Poker-Face put his hands in his pockets and looked at the waterfalls. 
Although the water volume wasn’t as high as normal, the sound of water 
was still amazing and I felt my anger start to subside. These waterfalls 
were the very reason why I chose to stay in this village. I had been so 
busy with the farmhouse that when I came back here, the waterfalls 
became just as amazing as when I had first seen them. 

I had almost forgotten what a special place this was. Maybe Poker-Face 
had realized that. 

Rain Village was a place outside of the real world. It was different from 
everything in that it seemed to be frozen in a past time and space. 

What we did in this outside place was actually a substitute for our 
previous worldly adventures. 

Compared with the possibility of death we experienced every time 
before, our adventures now were very mundane and warm. Maybe they 
were too mundane and warm, but this was also the life we had fantasized 
about every time we almost died. 

What would an extremely ordinary life even be like? Every time I thought 
about it in the past, I never put it into action, but now we were really 
doing it. And when we really started to do it, maybe there would be some 
changes in our hearts. 

Poker-Face had brought us here, so I copied him and looked down at the 
village. I found that I could really see a dividing line between the outside 
and inside worlds. It used to be fuzzy, but now it was particularly clear. 

Poker-Face stood at a higher position than Fatty and I. In his line of sight, 
there was us, Rain Village, and the town and county seat. 

In my eyes, I saw a version of myself at the village entrance, at the county 
seat, and also in Hangzhou. 

In Poker-Face’s eyes, he saw a version of himself among us, in Rain 
Village, and also in the county seat. No matter how far away it was, he 
probably had countless versions of himself in every time and space. But 
his present self was just above us, looking at all the countless versions of 
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himself in countless past lives. We were the closest to him right now, but 
I also knew that we were only the most recent. 

There were about six or seven steps separating us from him, but these six 
or seven steps were the difference between being otherworldly and 
transcendent. These thoughts of mine were pure conjecture, but it always 
felt like he did things in a different time and space. It didn’t matter 
whether he was brushing his teeth, bathing, exercising, sleeping, eating 
and resting together with us, or listening to the wind and insects in a 
daze. 

Those who described Poker-Face would use words like “worldly aura”, 
but the real him looked at me with extremely indifferent eyes, which 
instantly reminded me of the time when I had first met him. 

When Fatty and I discussed this, he said that I was also special because I 
could feel this indifference. Although I had only lived for a few years in 
comparison, I was becoming more and more like Poker-Face. 

But I knew that my empathy could never reach such a high level, so I 
could only imitate it. 

Poker-Face was coming towards us, one step, two steps, three steps…. 

After those six or seven steps, he finally reached us. I looked back at 
where he had been standing just now and saw that he was no longer 
there. 

Don’t worry about it, I said to myself. We couldn’t go up, so he came 
down. 
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Chapter 18 Clues to Circle Back To 

I was in a very good mood today. I was sunbathing since business wasn’t 
as good as the past few days. I smirked as I leaned on the cash register 
and looked at the deserted facade outside. 

When you were able to think about things thoroughly, you would no 
doubt be happy. At this time, I suddenly started to realize what exactly 
this farmhouse meant to me. I then thought of what the house we were 
going to build meant and felt at peace. 

Rain Village had a lot of entrances, but not everyone could actually enter 
to see the sights. On the bright side, they could at least stop here at the 
farmhouse and even get drunk if they wanted to. 

Everyone had their own aspirations, and not all of them had to be like us. 
But as night fell, I also knew that there was one thing I had to deal with 
today. This matter had been lingering in my heart for a while, and I had 
done a lot of thinking. Although I was a little bored at the thought of it, 
someone had to solve it eventually. 

The sandpit boss was alone when he got off work that night. As he walked 
to the car with a cigarette in his mouth, I could tell that his panic from 
this morning was long gone. But the rage on his face was still very 
obvious. 

This kind of person wouldn’t remember the fear and the strength of their 
enemy, because their mind was full of the humiliation they had suffered 
and the revenge they wanted to mete out. This was also the reason why I 
felt uncomfortable. I didn’t like being remembered. 

He was startled when he found me in the back seat, but he quickly 
regained his composure. 

“What else do you want?” 

“To talk to you.” 
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“You won’t really do anything, but I also know that you’re not an easy 
person to mess with. Just forget about it.” 

“You won’t forget about it,” I said to him. “Let’s talk it out.” 

The sandpit boss sneered and started driving. “Go to Xilaimian,” I said to 
him. 

There was no one else at Xilaimian at this time. He probably thought that 
Poker-Face and Fatty were there, but they weren’t. We were closed for 
the night, so Poker-Face and Fatty had gone back, but Fatty hadn’t 
cleaned the tables at all. I cleared a table off, took out two plates of cold 
food, opened a bottle of beer, and poured the sandpit boss a glass. He 
looked at me, “Are you trying to make friends now?” 

“There are some questions I’d like to ask you and there’s also a story I’d 
like you to hear.” I leaned back in my seat and organized my thoughts. 

He was very calm the whole time. If he had met anyone who wasn’t from 
our background, it would be easy for him to manipulate them eventually. 
But now, I just found it really annoying. 

“Let’s talk about something first. When I was drawing some designs here 
a few days ago, I saw a figure among the bamboo in front of the 
farmhouse. It looked like a person made of bamboo was looking at me in 
the dark.” I took a sip of beer, “That thing would be very scary if ordinary 
people saw it, but I don’t really care because I’ve seen a lot over the 
years. But the interesting thing is, that thing disappeared as soon as my 
friend came to pick me up. 

“The next day, I went to the place where it was standing and looked 
around. I found that it might be haunted. Maybe it was a ghost who could 
control these bamboo trees and twist them into human shapes, or there 
was a man with amazing arm strength who climbed between the bamboo 
to scare me on purpose. In my experience, I think there’s a high 
probability that someone was playing tricks. Maybe they want to scare 
me and spread the news in town that the farmhouse is haunted so that 
my business fails,” I said. “This is a naïve idea, but it also shows that 
whoever is involved in this matter really enjoys it.” 
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The sandpit boss looked at me but remained silent, so I continued, “This 
so-called enjoyment means that this kind of person has no qualms in his 
heart about doing such a thing. It’s a kind of entertainment for him to 
create mischief and pretend to be scary so that other people’s business 
fails. These ideas are probably even spontaneous; something done just 
for fun. He’s not afraid of being exposed at all. 

“I think at that time, he planned to scare me with ghosts first. After my 
defenses were down and I was a little scared, he would come out of the 
darkness and threaten me directly so that I would be forced to give him 
some benefits. But he didn’t expect me to be unaffected, so he felt a little 
stupid when he jumped out. In the end, he gave up the idea. After that, 
my friend came to pick me up. He originally thought that I was an 
ordinary person, but then he became interested in me. He followed our 
motorcycle all the way to our village and came across a young girl. This 
girl was smoking a cigarette, had a unique character, and was very 
beautiful. This guy forgot his original goal of messing with me and focused 
his attention on the girl instead.” 

The sandpit boss’s face began to change a little and I could tell that he 
wanted to interrupt, but all I said to him was, “You’d better follow my 
rhythm.” 

I looked at him and knew that my expression was very ugly at the 
moment because I had no patience. 

The sandpit boss looked at me and tried to overwhelm me with his 
intimidating aura several times, but his will had weakened so the trick 
wasn’t very effective. 

I continued, “So, when the girl climbed the mountain the next day, he 
followed her up and scared her by pretending to be a ghost when she was 
alone. 

“His desire at that time was very clear. The reason why he chose to scare 
rather than molest her was because he knew that if he laid hands on her, 
he couldn’t escape here. The interpersonal relationships here are too 
simple, so he could easily be found out. But he still had this desire, so he 
chose a perverse way to vent by scaring the girl instead. But the girl was 
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so scared that she wasn’t paying attention to her surroundings and 
accidentally fell into a crack in the ground. 

“Then, the son of a bitch left.” I looked into the sandpit boss’s eyes, “It’s 
very difficult to find that crack. If you fall into it, you’ll either die directly 
or be trapped. I think that as long as you’re a man, even if you got carried 
away by your lower body, you should still be able to calm down at this 
time and get help. You could pretend to be a mountain patrol team 
member and bring people to the edge of the crack to save the girl. At 
least that way you’d be considered a compassionate person. But no, this 
son of a bitch just left.” 

The sandpit boss looked at me and revealed an ugly smile. “Now, let me 
ask you the first question,” I said to him. “Do you think he can still be 
considered a person?” 
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Chapter 19 Oh My Godfather 

What was the flaw? How did I realize that these seemingly separate 
events had a logical connection? 

Unlike the strange and bizarre adventures I had been on before, real-life 
logic was generally straightforward. Everything that happened in real life 
was as clear as black and white. 

First, someone didn’t want me to open the farmhouse. Second, the shop 
started to be haunted right after I opened it. Third, we saw the girl after 
closing the store that night. Hell, the supposed haunting happened the 
exact same day we saw the girl. Fourth, the girl had an accident the next 
day. Before the accident occurred, the girl told her friends that she kept 
seeing something in the bamboo forest. Fifth, when the girl had her 
accident, she said she also saw a ghost in the bamboo forest and was 
frightened. 

If this really was a bamboo ghost, then it had an especially short attention 
span. 

But if it was a person, then the logic was very clear. There was a high 
probability that someone had noticed the girl because of me. Once I had 
confirmed that fact, it didn’t matter whether the reasoning before and 
after was absolutely correct. 

The sandpit boss and I waged a silent war with our eyes for a while, and 
then he suddenly smiled. 

“How did you know it was me?” He wasn’t nervous at all. He seemed to 
think that even if I knew the truth, I didn’t have a good way to deal with 
him, so he laughed. “I’m not afraid of you. So what if the things you said 
are true? It’s not a big deal.” 

“At that time, Li Dahu came to negotiate with me. He said that when it 
came to opening a restaurant, you had to balance both the black and the 
white. This sentence basically referred to the underworld. I took out the 
girl’s cigarettes and looked at them. They’re not the same brand as the 
cigarettes she left in my friend’s clothes. When you followed us, you were 
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throwing your cigarette butts away without a care in the world. The girl 
saw them and thought they belonged to my friend. She wrapped them up 
and stuffed them into my friend’s clothes as a revenge prank. There was 
some yellow sand both on the cigarette butt and the place where you 
hold it with your fingers. I studied architecture, so I know that this sand is 
river sand.” I took a sip of beer, “Later, when I checked nearby businesses 
in Huangsha, I came across your name. Your arms are strong and you’re a 
local thug here. You’ve been sent to the detention center three times 
because of brawls and once molested the shop assistant at the footbath 
shop. Not only did you just so happen to appear on the mountain where 
that young girl disappeared, but you also have a shareholder relationship 
with Li Dahu.” I looked at him, “Li Dahu may not be willing to cooperate 
with you anymore since you threatened him into giving you shares. He 
suffered a loss because of you, so that was why he basically couldn’t look 
me in the eyes when he saw me. This person is weak and afraid of bullies. 
The only reason he came to threaten me was because you made him.” 

The sandpit boss looked at me and frowned, “Who exactly are you?” 

“The girl is fine now, but your behavior was so bad that I came to buy 
yellow sand from you in order to teach you a lesson. But you didn’t wait 
for me. I was in a good mood that day, so I wanted to forget about it since 
the girl was fine in the end. But when I thought it over, I realized that 
there will be a lot of young girls eating here. If you always try to start 
trouble with me, then maybe when you drink too much and start to fancy 
one of my customers again, my farmhouse will become the place that 
planted the evil seed. So—” I looked at him, “Unfortunately, I can’t kill 
you directly.” 

The sandpit boss laughed. He was very relaxed at this time, which made 
me angry, “That’s right, you can’t kill me. I haven’t done anything yet, so 
you can’t do anything to me. But you’re right. I won’t let you go. When 
you’re the most relaxed, I’ll come to trouble you. I don’t believe you can 
be vigilant for the rest of your life, Boss Wu. I’ll be very happy if I can 
annoy you to death. I know that you city people are here to relax, but I 
can’t let you do that. You can either leave this place or spend some time 
with me. I’m going to really enjoy it.” 
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“So, I changed my mind and led you to our house.” I finished my last sip 
of beer. “I figured I’d let my friend scare you and see if you’re the kind of 
person who will restrain themselves once you’re scared, but it looks like 
you’re not. Ah, man. You’re a real bastard. I invited you to dinner today 
just to reconfirm it.” 

The sandpit boss laughed as if I were complimenting him. “That girl, if she 
didn’t fall into the crack in the ground that day, would you have touched 
her?” I asked him. 

“That small waist…” the sandpit boss laughed. “I won’t say it. I don’t know 
if you’re recording or not. If I do say it, I’ll be guilty. But I can tell you that 
I liked her waist. If she was my girl, I’d come up from behind her and use 
both hands to pinch her waist.” 

I watched as he stood up, made an obscene gesture, and then walked 
out, “I fucking thought you were going to do something. Such a waste of 
my time. Let’s play slowly, Boss Wu.” 

He got back in his car, but before he turned it on, he suddenly started 
screaming. I took a few bites of food and smiled. I had asked Fatty to put 
a withered corpse from the Republic Era in his passenger seat just now. It 
had been found in a cave during our mountain patrol. It was well 
preserved but had no value. It should have been cremated after we 
notified the proper authorities, but I didn’t have the budget for it. 

The sandpit boss’s hair was standing on end as he rushed out of his car 
and looked at it. 

I crossed my legs and looked at him. I also enjoyed this kind of thing, so 
from today on, he would find wonderful gifts around him every morning 
when he woke up. 

If you had trouble sleeping, you’d soon fall into fatigue from insomnia. 
And once you lost sleep, you were more likely to turn over a new leaf. 
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Chapter 20 Different Meanings of Life 

The next day, the weather was exceptionally good. I opened the 
farmhouse early, cleaned the tables, and laid out the chairs. Some 
farmers in the village stopped by with their vegetables, so I picked out the 
ones I wanted, paid, and then piled them in the kitchen. 

I had been prepared for the sandpit boss to smash my shop overnight, so 
I installed a surveillance system in advance, but it didn’t happen. It 
seemed as if the sandpit boss was more afraid of what happened last 
night than he was of our previous encounter at the house. 

Up to this point, my real growth lay in not being afraid of death, but most 
living people were afraid of corpses. 

When Fatty and Poker-Face arrived later, Fatty asked me how things 
were. I shook my head and said, “Everything’s fine for the time being.” 

The sandpit boss led a relatively prosperous life. Ordinary people 
experienced all kinds of problems throughout their lifetime, but the 
sandpit boss got rich very early and wasn’t too ambitious, so he had few 
problems and a lot of time. Ordinary people who fought with him after 
being harassed would find that he was much more resilient than they 
expected. That was why it was easier to think that they’d be better off 
avoiding unnecessary trouble. 

But this kind of good life was also his shortcoming. When it came to a real 
battle, was he willing to give up everything he had just to mess with me? 
When he carefully thought about it later that night, he’d probably realize 
that it really wasn’t all that fun. 

And we were three people, three people and a dragon(1). The three of us 
had absolute trust in each other and could cooperate regardless of who 
was there. In essence, the sandpit boss wasn’t worthy of harassing us. 

Since there usually weren’t any customers in the morning, the three of us 
sat down to bask in the sun while we waited for some to show up. As 

 
(1) It’s a Chinese idiom. Kind of like “two peas in a pod”. It’s basically saying they’re super close to each other. 
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expected, we got an express delivery before we had a single customer. I 
took the package and saw that it was from the young girl we had saved. 

“Why is it endless?” Fatty asked. “Don’t tell me she wants to work here. 
Please don’t. Kids are too noisy.” 

I opened the package and found that it contained a book and a letter. 

The letter said: 

Two respectable uncles and handsome brother, 

Hello and thank you again for saving me. 

I haven’t known you for long, but I think you all have quite a few stories 
to tell. Although you do ordinary work, I think you have extraordinary 
hearts. 

In the short time we got acquainted with each other, I found a problem. 
I’m still young, so maybe it’s just a childish and naïve guess, but don’t be 
offended if what I say is completely off the mark. 

I think you’re working hard to build a life, but it doesn’t seem like you’re 
really living. 

I think if I were to live in a beautiful place, I should spend at least half of 
my daily life doing things that are ineffective. But opening a farmhouse is 
such a specific “thing”. It’s almost too specific, in fact. 

Life is in the details. For example, make a bottle of jam and eat it the next 
day. Or buy paint to decorate a wall. You can even paint some pictures 
from your memory on the wall. Do it without a plan, a set quantity, or 
even a completion time. There should only be one thing on your mind: I 
feel very happy doing this. 

You can only really enjoy life if there’s no fear of the future. Otherwise, 
you’re just trying hard to live your life. This is just my humble opinion. 

I bought a book for you. It contains all kinds of cute desserts. It’s just a 
little something to show my gratitude but I hope you like it. 
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—Bamboo Forest’s Trapped Jiaolong(2)  

I figured Jiaolong was a screen name. I handed the letter to Fatty, who 
scoffed when he read it, “Two uncles and a brother. Now the little girl is 
just being shallow.” 

I opened the book she had sent us and found that some of the words she 
had written were actually from the cover page. Isn’t the whole point of 
living to do something and make sure it happens? I’ve never really 
thought about what life is all about, I thought to myself. From the 
beginning, I was always thinking about who I was and what I could 
achieve in this life because I knew that I couldn’t go through it in a 
muddle-headed state. But later, it was all about truth, truth, truth, result, 
result, result, trap, trap, trap, and choice, choice, choice. 

But I couldn’t imagine another life where it wasn’t like this. Would it be 
right? What would it even look like? 

Sadly, my mind just now was preoccupied with how the sandpit boss 
looked like on the bamboo. I still had some doubts about why he did this 
because I didn’t think he seemed surprised when he was listening to my 
story. It appeared that my reasoning was wrong somewhere, plus, there 
was that strange story we had dug up before. But I felt like the bone story 
was more of a metaphorical thing. 

But then again, I wouldn’t ignore my gut feeling either. I never felt like my 
thinking was wrong because my past habits and experiences had already 
become an inseparable part of me. Letting go was an attitude, not a task 
to be done. 

Then there was the fear of the future. 

I looked at the sky. The weather was beginning to warm up, the cold had 
come and gone, and time continued to flow onward. Now I felt that one 
year wasn’t as long as the previous six months. I hadn’t become 
entangled in anything for a long time, but was I really not afraid? 

 
(2) Jiaolong (娇龙) can mean something along the lines of “Adorable Dragon”. 
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I closed the book and went for a walk in the field behind the farmhouse. I 
remembered that there were a lot of “cold berries” here, which were 
called sour bubbles in the local dialect. They were really just a kind of wild 
fruit similar to raspberries. I picked some, brought them back, looked up 
how to make jam in my new book, and made a bottle of jam. 

I ended up picking a lot, suffering numerous injuries from the many 
thorny plants that grew around the sour bubbles. But even though I had 
picked so much, there was only enough to make one bottle. When 
evening came, the three of us looked at this bottle of jam. 

“So this is life?” Fatty looked at me and I nodded. 

He took out some beer from behind the counter while I pulled the roast 
chicken out of the stove. We then took out a plate of roasted chestnuts, 
unscrewed the bottle of jam, and began to eat. 

There was rustling in the bamboo forest and the moon was hanging 
overhead. We could take a bath later and let time continue to pass us by. 

The young girl had actually been right, but there was another way to 
describe life—it was the time and space you created with the people 
around you. 

I had to thank her as well. I read through the book and put it next to my 
architecture books. 

Details…I also wanted them. 
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Chapter 21 Start the Hard Work 

The next day, I heard that the sandpit boss had left the village and moved 
to his younger brother’s house in Yinchuan. I honestly didn’t expect such 
a development. The opponents I had encountered in the past basically 
wouldn’t retreat, but it turned out that ordinary people would run away. 

I didn’t really have a sense of victory, but I did feel lucky. When the young 
girl’s father’s timber arrived in the morning, Li Dahu stopped by to thank 
me. He knew that I was going to build a house and gave me two big trees. 

The trees came from a courtyard in their hometown. In fact, the purchase 
price was really hard to estimate, but the cost to transplant them was still 
between forty and fifty thousand yuan. Moreover, I’d need experts in the 
forestry division to help me do it. I wanted to refuse and tell him to give 
us cash instead, but Fatty liked trees, so he accepted them and promised 
to handle the transplanting when the time came. 

He said that he had friends in the forestry division, so he could find some 
students to help move the trees for me. When the time came, the 
students could even make a nutrient solution for us, so it would be a 
bargain after all. 

It sounded like these two trees were very big, so I figured Poker-Face 
would basically be living on them once they were transplanted. He likes 
trees too much, I said to myself. Maybe we can just build him a treehouse. 

People in my generation all dreamed of having a treehouse because we 
saw them in foreign movies while lacking a private space of our own. As a 
result, we especially envied having our own space at a young age. This 
dream later extended to secret bases. I had seen too many special 
Japanese films where groups of children felt that they had special powers 
to uphold justice, so they had to establish a secret base first. They usually 
went to school, but when danger popped up, they went to their secret 
base for a meeting. 

I just didn’t expect that when I grew up, I’d get mixed up in the 
underworld and my identity would become complicated. But I finally 
became a man with a story. 



92 
 

I checked and saw that I had ordered sand, wood, and lime. They would 
be delivered today, but I hadn’t ordered the clay yet. 

We knew all too well which part of the mountain the high-quality clay 
was at, but it was illegal to mine it privately. Plus, it was very risky to do 
so. Fortunately, the village head had some left over from when he built 
his own home. It was apparently left over from when they built the 
landfill plant. Once we got it, we closed the farmhouse for a day and 
started digging holes to mix the water and materials to make sanhetu. 
While that was going on, we also started to level out the land. 

Over the past few days, I had practically designed the whole house. The 
foundation had been dug down to the old soil layer, but there was still a 
lot of time to think about the details. After we leveled the land, we found 
a worker from another construction site and gave him three hundred 
yuan to bring some equipment over. This equipment would detect the 
foundation settlement underground. In the end, the land turned out to 
be fine and there was no need to lay foundation down, but I still picked 
four points and drove eight pile foundations down. Then, we dug 
concrete trenches along the design structure of the house and set up the 
steel structure base until the whole partition had taken shape. This way, 
we could withstand all kinds of earthquakes. 

At fifteen hundred yuan apiece, those eight pile foundations meant that 
twelve thousand yuan was gone in the blink of an eye and all of the 
private money had been used up. Adding the steel structure base brought 
the total up to twenty-one thousand yuan. 

To level the foundation, the three of us tied some ropes around a piece of 
slate, shook it up and down, and used the slate to beat the ground until it 
was flattened. 

By this time, it was already evening. The manual labor made it almost 
impossible for me to straighten my waist, so Poker-Face had to help me 
back to the village. I fell asleep in about three seconds, sleeping so 
peacefully that I almost felt as if I had been resurrected. 
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I opened the farmhouse the next day to make some money, but I was in 
such a daze that I closed at noon and continued to sleep. I felt more 
refreshed that evening, so I continued to work on leveling the ground. 

I slept deeply again that night, and when I got up again, I spread a layer of 
charcoal on the backfilled soil before flattening it again. This charcoal was 
actually burned bamboo, which we then covered with a polyethylene 
moisture-proof film that cost five yuan per square meter. After that, we 
piled the sanhetu onto the packed foundation and then flattened it 
continuously until the surface was as smooth as cement. 

It probably should have been made of cement, but I was still hoping to 
use the ancient method as much as possible. Since we had placed eight 
piles down, there shouldn’t be a problem. 

In this way, my double insurance design for the house’s foundation—a 
pile foundation and a steel structure base—was finished. But we still 
needed to lay the water and sewer pipelines on the steel structure base. 

No matter how good the building was, there had to be a toilet. 

Since I wanted to connect to the main pipeline, the cost of the whole 
project would be three hundred thousand yuan. I would have to pay for it 
myself, but I was willing to do it because I preferred to be clean. 

This was such a big project that it wouldn’t be a one-time payment kind 
of thing, but I didn’t think that there would be any problems. The 
farmhouse was doing good and I managed our money well so we had a 
lot of savings. 

I felt very happy as I looked the foundation over. The happiness from 
building a house by myself was far more than what I would have felt from 
buying one directly. 

My hands were practically worn out and all three of us were tanned. I 
suggested that we shave our heads at one point, but Poker-Face didn’t 
reply. Later that evening, someone in a village more than a dozen villages 
away from us called me and told me that there was something they 
wanted to sell to me.  
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Chapter 22 Caissons 

We arrived at the village that night. This particular village was as old as 
Rain Village and I had actually looked at it back in the day, but I didn’t end 
up choosing it in the end. 

There were a lot of old houses that had been built in the 1980s, many of 
which were abandoned and rotten now. They had a few parts that were 
left over from the Ming and Qing Dynasties, but the main structure was 
built using ordinary building materials from twenty years ago. They had a 
lot of termites in them and weren’t very valuable anymore. The valuable 
corbels and lattice windows(1) had all been snatched up by antique 
dealers who rushed to the village in the early years. 

But my standards weren’t that high. I wanted something old and simple, 
but I didn’t want it to be simple and delicate. Even just one or two old 
beams and the old window shelves inside could still be used for 
decoration. 

This time, I was called because there was an old house in the village that 
was very dilapidated. If it was to be demolished as a whole, it could 
directly be used as firewood. I made a deal with the village head to buy it 
for seven thousand yuan. That way, I would be responsible for the 
demolition and could pick out the valuable timber. 

I once found a golden nanmu pillar in one of the houses, along with a 
golden nanmu door panel. At first glance, I knew that the door panel was 
a modified coffin lid. I figured that the owner used to be a colleague in 
the business. 

These two things were now in our village house; one acted as a 
supporting beam while the other acted as our door panel. Anyway, Faqiu 

 
(1) It directly translates as “flower window” but it can look something like this: 
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Zhonglang Jiang and Mojin Xiaowei were here(2), so I wasn’t afraid of any 
residual evil in the door panel. 

This old condemned house had a particularly beautiful caisson at the 
entrance, so I came as soon as I heard that it was going to be demolished. 
The rest of the house had basically been built with cement in the 1980s. 

We would have to completely dismantle the caisson and replace the 
rotten wooden parts before we could set it up at the door of our house. 

When I got to the house, I used a ladder to climb up and saw that there 
was another caisson inside this caisson. It looked like something from a 
particularly powerful ancient temple. It was very complicated and 
colorful, and the patterns on it all had Buddhist elements to them. 

It appeared this caisson had been overlooked. When I told Fatty what I 
had found, he climbed up to have a look and took a picture with his cell 
phone. After he sent it to his group of friends, they immediately 
exploded. 

“This thing is valued at more than eight hundred thousand yuan,” Fatty 
said. 

I personally thought that the outside caisson was already very beautiful, 
but it couldn’t even compare to the one on the inside. I felt that it was 
probably done during the Cultural Revolution. Someone was worried that 
this internal caisson would be destroyed, so they made a more common 
version to act as an outer layer of protection for it. 

But this meant that I couldn’t take this thing down myself. I’d have to ask 
my teacher to contact my juniors in the Department of Ancient 
Architecture and get their help. But just as I was thinking this, Poker-Face 
came up and swiped his very long fingers across several mortise and 
tenon joints that were covered in a layer of dust. He then pressed a spot, 
pushing and lifting it until the mortise and tenon below the caisson were 
dismantled. 

 
(2) Two fancy names for tomb robbers in ancient China who were trained down through the generations in 
uncovering tombs, navigating crypts, avoiding traps, etc. Could also be called “Faqiu Zhonglang General” and 
“Mojin School Lieutenant”. More info here. 

https://daydaynews.cc/en/history/494914.html
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It was only at this time that I remembered that he was a master at 
dismantling mechanisms, so taking care of a caisson should be like child’s 
play. 

“It has multi-layered joints,” he said as he handed it to me. 

I had learned this before, so my memory started to come back as soon as 
I took it. He was still holding on to the removed side with one hand, so I 
called Fatty over to help. 

There were about a hundred parts removed from the first caisson, but 
the hidden one had a lot of small structures to it. Poker-Face searched for 
a long time and finally found an air port, but he said that we couldn’t 
remove it like this. We’d have to use scaffolding or it would easily 
collapse. 

I knew that this thing would be damaged if we didn’t take it apart now 
and left it here overnight because once old wood like this was completely 
exposed, it would easily fade and crack. As a result, I was determined to 
finish the work tonight. 

“Are you going to sell it or not?” Fatty asked me. “The group is going 
crazy.” 

I looked at the caisson and said to him, “This kind of caisson must have a 
lot of history, so I want to check the ancient temples first. I’m guessing it’s 
worth a lot of money.” 
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Chapter 23 Wooden Frame 

After the foundation was finished, I didn’t plan on using cement. Instead, 
I started connecting the wooden pillars and partitions with tenon and 
mortise joints. In other words, it was time to test our skills. 

Ancient carpentry families passed down their skills through the ages, so 
the ability and creativity of using mortise and tenon joints were basically 
the embodiment of a craftsman’s ability. But if you worked on mortise 
and tenon joints yourself, you’d quickly realize that this wasn’t a test of 
one’s handiwork but of your ability to utilize geometry and space. 

When I was in college, we were given a hypothetical about a four-
dimensional mortise and tenon joint. We were told to try and understand 
the structure of the mortise and tenon joints in this four-dimensional 
space. 

Of course, I didn’t want to abuse myself, so I could just use the simplest 
mortise and tenon joints for everything. 

After we built a simple scaffold, the two caissons were removed perfectly 
intact. I didn’t know how Poker-Face did it, but there was no denying the 
fact that he was so fucking cool. In addition to his fighting moves, I found 
his extreme concentration and skills really enviable. 

I thought of myself and wondered what I was good at. Looking at people’s 
hearts? This kind of skill didn’t give off a cool feeling. 

I numbered the wooden pieces all night and then made two temporary 
cubbies out of wooden planks. After putting the parts inside of them, I 
sealed them with oil paper to help preserve them. 

As I looked at the old wooden mortise and tenon pieces in the two 
cubbies, I seriously doubted whether these caissons could be put back 
together again. 

I didn’t finish until one in the afternoon the next day. Fatty hadn’t stayed 
to help, so he went to open the shop during the day while Poker-Face 
went to man the register. I slept the afternoon away and finally woke up 
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in the evening. I knew that if I went on like this, I’d start to suffer from an 
autonomic nervous disorder. Once I started doing things, all kinds of 
accidents would start to occur in my life, which would make me uneasy. 
So, I forced myself to let go of the caisson business. 

I had done a very good job of preserving it, so it would be fine whenever I 
chose to study it or if I decided to make use of it. My main thing now was 
to focus on getting our house built. 

So, I went back alone in the middle of the night and started pulling out 
wires. I made seven or eight woven strands of lightbulbs to hang on the 
pillars and started doing some carpentry. 

I was very unskilled at first, but I slowly got the feel for it. I eventually 
finished the wood-structured load-bearing column and set it up myself. 
By this time, I felt exhausted and wanted to leave, but I suddenly saw a 
mud-covered motorcycle drive into the yard. 

The motorcyclist looked very strange, but when I took a closer look, I 
realized that it was Chen Xuehan(1). 

Why is he here? Based on the condition of his motorcycle, he must have 
come directly from Motuo. 

I was just about to go over and greet him when I saw another man get off 
the back of the motorcycle. It was a lama, one of the younger ones who 
used to entertain us in Motuo back in the day. He was a middle-aged man 
now. 

When he saluted me, it almost felt as if Motuo’s snowflakes were rushing 
over my face. 

I quickly returned the salute. Even though we were on the edge of a 
bamboo forest in Fujian, it almost felt as if we were seeing each other for 
the first time in the snowy mountains. 

 
(1) He’s first mentioned in Chapter 4 of “Tibetan Sea Flower”. He’s the guy who painted that portrait of Poker-
face in the post office in Motuo. 

https://merebear474765851.wordpress.com/2020/04/26/chapter-4-the-second-strange-thing/
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“Teacher has passed away,” the lama told me calmly. “I have something 
for the distinguished guest. I brought it with me.” 

Ah, I felt my heart clench a little bit. Yes, it’s this age. 

“I’ll take you there,” I said as I noticed a big package on the back of their 
motorcycle. 

When the three of us went back to the village, Poker-Face was just 
returning home. He immediately stopped when he saw us. 

The lama went over, gave Poker-Face a big salute, and presented the 
package to him while saying something in Tibetan. When Poker-Face took 
the package, the lama and Chen Xuehan quickly got back on their 
motorcycle and left. 

They must have traveled a great distance to get here from Tibet, but they 
didn’t bother stopping for long and just headed back. 

Chen Xuehan was like a monk now and didn’t have a sense of nostalgia. 

When we opened the package and saw a portrait, I felt my heart 
warm. Ah, it’s that painting. 
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Chapter 24 Warm Wine 

I used to not understand why old people always lingered on the past, but 
now I understood that people’s futures weren’t about wealth. Instead, 
the past was your essence. 

Of course, this didn’t apply to Poker-Face since his future and past were 
practically endless. 

I took down a painting we had on the wall and put Poker-Face’s painting 
up in its place. When I looked at it, I was reminded of the huge pressure I 
had felt during that chaotic time and place. It was a little difficult to calm 
my emotions down, but I finally managed it after a while. 

I didn’t have a deep friendship with the old lama, but he was an 
important person who was so ingrained in my memory that I suddenly 
missed him a lot. 

If he can be immortal, does that mean everything around me is immortal, 
including me? 

He left, so does that mean— 

I didn’t continue this train of thought. Instead of setting up a place for 
memorial tablets in our house, we had a lot of wine instead. This was 
because we had decided a bottle of wine would represent a friend who 
had left. On special occasions, we’d have a drink and talk about him all 
night long. 

It was said that as long as someone in the world remembered you, your 
consciousness would never disappear. But some friends were lonely by 
nature, so they needed a commemorative drinking party like the one we 
were having. 

We opened a bottle of rice wine in honor of the lama and heated it up. 

There was a lama’s robe under the painting, but I didn’t know what its 
purpose was. Maybe the old lama just wanted to tell us that things had 
come full circle and this robe had become a regular robe after all. 
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I felt a little dizzy after drinking and had a very long dream that night. I 
dreamed of snow-capped mountains and my own ending. 

It was the first time I had this kind of dream, but I knew that I would often 
dream about this moment from now on. 

In this world, everyone was a circle and Poker-Face was the only eternal 
straight line. We were strung on this straight line like Buddhist prayer 
beads, heading for the other side that Buddha could see. It was just that 
the other side was an infinite time and space. 

I knew that all worldly laws would eventually come to an end and that 
this straight line couldn’t last forever, but its end was something beyond 
anything I could imagine. 

Of course, I knew that this gift was for Poker-Face. I didn’t know what 
went on between him and Old Tashi, but the old lama must have 
considered this distinguished guest from the snowy mountains to be 
more important than me, a traveler. 

If we were in Motuo, we would chant for him, but it seemed strange to 
do it here. 

I didn’t see the lama robe the next day, but when I looked at the painting, 
it was like seeing a singularity. 

Many years ago, there was a silk book from the Warring States Period 
that caused a huge explosion, which blew up many people and things. 
Now, Rain Village seemed to be a black hole of singularity that began to 
absorb these fried things bit by bit and dropped them back into this little 
room. 

I drew some energy to bring my consciousness back to the present and 
heard Fatty say, “Why do you think the old man didn’t send the statue 
back?” 

“There’s no way it would fit on a motorcycle,” I told him. Besides, the 
statue should be left for the snowy mountains. We had the real thing 
here. 
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A week later, we set up a plastic shed to cover the construction site 
because we were afraid that the rain would corrode the wooden 
structure. We then lay the floor down and started erecting partitions. A 
bunch of people heard about what was going on and came by to watch 
the architect and farmhouse bosses use their excess energy to build their 
dream home. In order to finish the house as soon as possible, we also 
started recruiting. 

I had some experience with this kind of thing, so Fatty posted a 
recruitment notice and looked at the local job market. Our first recruit 
was a very interesting guy, so I’ll tell you a little about him. 
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Chapter 25 Lin Liuren 

The first guy who came to apply for the job was called Lin Liuren. 

I thought it was a screen name, but he explained that it wasn’t. When his 
father gave him this name, it happened to be the year when people all 
over the country liked to come up with unrealistic names. It was a trend 
to be special, so those strange names on the internet were all made at 
that time. It wasn’t like the kids could control their parents. 

The meaning behind Lin Liuren’s name was very simple. It was said that 
one out of every six people in Fujian was surnamed Lin, so his father 
decided to call him Lin Liuren(1). 

I couldn’t really understand the logic, but it sounded like he had a lot of 
brothers. He also said that no one dared to bully him too much ever since 
he was a child. 

Lin Liuren came to apply for a job as a dish washer. We settled on giving 
him three thousand yuan a month and agreed to let him live in the shop 
for the first week while he looked for a house to rent nearby. He had a 
college degree, but I didn’t know which diploma mill(2) he had gotten it 
from. He apparently studied literature, so when he moved into the 
farmhouse, he brought a lot of books. 

There were probably about six boxes of books in total. 

It wasn’t very convenient to buy books in Rain Village, so we only had a 
few in our village house. On the first night, Lin Liuren reportedly spent the 
whole night sorting out his books. The next day, I noticed that all of the 
books were placed in various spots around the farmhouse. 

Truthfully, things like books suddenly made this place look more like a 
study in a noble’s manor. 

 
(1) Lin (林)=woods/forest, Liu (六)=six, Ren (人)= people 
(2) A diploma mill is a company or organization that claims to be a higher education institution but provides 
illegitimate academic degrees and diplomas for a fee. The degrees can be fabricated, falsified, or 
misrepresented. Info here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Diploma_mill
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Lin Liuren also had a particularly good hobby, which involved collecting 
jars and cans. On the third day, he had already collected a lot of them and 
painted them with the paint I had originally intended to use on the 
furniture. 

He also planted all kinds of wildflowers, weeds, and thistles in the jars. 

But his aesthetics were very good, so all of these seemingly messy weeds 
and shrubs became like a small flower garden once he was done with 
them. I looked at the jars and flowers and felt that they were worth about 
a hundred thousand yuan. 

Fatty and I started trying to figure out what Lin Liuren’s background was. I 
tried to ask him if he wanted to change jobs and be the art director of our 
farmhouse, but he refused and kept insisting on washing the dishes. 

Fatty and I were both puzzled, but Fatty eventually said that such people 
were generally considered gods in folk tales. He was probably here to 
reward us. 

“Then why couldn’t they send the God of Wealth instead of the God of 
Dish Washing?” I asked. 

“Maybe it’s like all of those novels about strange tales where there’s a 
monster nearby that asks for less and does more,” Fatty said. “In fact, 
maybe his true form in the middle of the night is a dishwasher.” 

I touched my chin, looked at Lin Liuren’s arms and figure, and began to 
strongly suspect that this man was either Zhang Haiyan or Zhang Haike in 
disguise. 

What’s going on? I asked myself. Are you doubting me, so you came to 
check on your patriarch to see if he’s lost weight or being forced to work? 

I looked at Lin Liuren carefully, feeling very upset. 

Later, on the fourth day, I couldn’t help but ask him if he had any problem 
with my aesthetics. 
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He shook his head, “No, I think it’s very beautiful here. It’s just that I’m 
addicted to decorating things.” 

Later, I tried several times to see if he was wearing a human skin mask, 
but all of my attempts failed. 

I didn’t have time to keep checking whether he was a spy from the Zhang 
family because I became very busy with work later and had to go to town 
to buy more wood. 

Business was also particularly good today, so even if he was here to 
monitor us, he would be too busy washing dishes and would feel like he 
was stuck in a pit. 

Fine, I said to myself, wash the dishes here for a year first. It’s cheap labor 
anyways. 

But when the second employee came a week later, I found that my 
thinking had been wrong. 
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Chapter 26 Retired Athlete 

I didn’t know that Lin Liuren was a retired athlete until the second 
employee, Xue Dabao, arrived. Xue Dabao was neither tall nor old, but he 
was smooth and sophisticated in a way that wasn’t in line with his age. 

When he came to apply for the job, he looked like he could definitely take 
on us three bosses, but I knew that those who showed this kind of 
expression were all fighting five scum(1). If I put just a little bit of pressure 
on him, I knew he wouldn’t be able to think straight at all. 

I hired him because he cooked good food, especially when it came to the 
local dishes. Although Fatty had learned a lot, the locals still preferred to 
eat local food once they had eaten lots of nonnative food. 

His sea mussels boiled in chicken stock were especially delicious, but 
Fatty said he didn’t like him because he couldn’t pronounce the middle 
character of the dish name(2). He thought that Little Xue had put an 
obscene word in the dish’s name, but I told him that the word was fine 
and he was the one with the problem. 

Little Xue said he knew that Lin Liuren was an athlete because athletes 
walked differently from others. One side of their body was generally 
asymmetrical to the other side. 

“Isn’t it just from doing physical labor?” I asked. 

“There’s more than one way to tell,” he replied. 

These traces also showed up in how Lin Liuren ate and how he went to 
the toilet. They were all typical behaviors of an athlete from a provincial 
team. Little Xue said he had probably been a kayaker. 

 
(1) This is an abbreviation of the sentence “scum with only a combat effectiveness of five”, which the character 
Raditz from “Dragon Ball” said when he met a farmer. It’s generally used to describe the meaning of low 
combat effectiveness, insufficient ability, etc., which is equivalent to the often said “weak and explosive” 
fighting power. 
(2) Per Tiffany: the Chinese characters of the dish are “鸡汤汆海蚌”. “汆” means “boiled”, and it is a character 

that isn’t commonly seen, so Fatty couldn’t pronounce it and thought it was profanity. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dragon_Ball
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Fatty looked at Lin Liuren, who was washing the dishes, and said, “No 
wonder he can sit still for a long time. It turns out that he’s a 
professional.” 

“Don’t pry if he doesn’t want to talk about it,” I said. 

“No way, I just wanted to know what happened to him to make him want 
to wash dishes,” Fatty said. 

I touched my chin and asked myself, is it like a typical TV drama where he 
got hurt and gave up on himself? 

Based on Lin Liuren’s age, it should be the prime time for athletes, but 
Little Xue said that there was something wrong with his left leg. 

In that case, he’s not part of the Zhang family, I thought to myself. 

I carefully observed Lin Liuren’s left leg and felt that there was something 
wrong with his knee. He really did like to sit as much as possible, so 
washing dishes was especially suitable for him. 

“Be careful,” Little Xue said to me. “He might claim a false work injury.” 

Little Xue was the kind of person who was self-confident. In other words, 
he had to be the boss’s favorite person, so he’d try his best to create this 
kind of atmosphere. 

I didn’t like him, but I knew that some qualities were just inherent in 
people. Little Xue also liked to be lazy, but his food was really delicious 
and he had a kind of dignity when it came to cooking. 

I looked him in the eye and nodded. He was very happy and probably felt 
that he was a little closer to me now. 

I went over and sat next to Lin Liuren, who looked at me. I tapped his 
knee, “How did you get hurt?” 

He looked up at me and said, “It’s nothing.” 

“I know you have a story. You can tell me if you want. Or don’t. It’s up to 
you,” I said to him. 
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He looked up at me again, “An accident. Don’t ask.” 

I nodded. It seemed that there was a story there, and one that left a 
lingering pain in his heart. I got up, found Fatty, and told him the ins and 
outs of the matter. 

“He’s suffering and wants to wash dishes,” Fatty said. “I know you care a 
lot, but don’t interfere in his business.” 

“I won’t, but do you really think he can sit there for the rest of his life?” I 
asked. “He doesn’t belong here.” 

“Three thousand yuan says he doesn’t belong,” Fatty said. “Try to up his 
wages to three hundred thousand a month and see what he does.” 

“Then I’ll be gone.” 

As Fatty patted me, I said to him, “We’re ordinary people, ordinary 
people. We’ll limit the meddling.” He nodded, walked over, and hooked 
his arm around Lin Liuren’s shoulder. 

About twenty minutes later, Fatty came back and said to me, “Little Xue 
was right, but it wasn’t kayaking. He did track and field. He injured his 
knee, so he lost his chance to compete. After waiting for three years, his 
knee still wasn’t getting better, so he became desperate and left. He 
doesn’t plan on going back. He’s feeling really sorry for his parents and 
for himself.” 

“Can his knee really not be healed?” I asked. “What happened to it?” 

“I looked at it and think it’s unlikely that it’ll heal. The team doctor 
probably didn’t tell him the truth at that time. In fact, he also knows that 
it’s impossible for him to go to the national team. He just wanted to 
compete in the National Games one last time so that he could say 
goodbye to his athletic career. God is so cruel to do such a thing.” 

There was no rhyme or reason for why such disappointments occurred in 
the world. 
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After I nodded to show that I understood, Fatty asked me, “So what do 
you think?” 

“The past few years weren’t useless, even if they took him in a direction 
that was different from what he wanted,” I said. 

Time was an extremely powerful thing, and Lin Liuren would eventually 
come to realize that. 
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Chapter 27 The Junior Classmates Are Here 

With the help of our two new workers, the farmhouse was becoming 
more and more beautiful and a lot easier to run. 

I originally planned to buy some flowers and plants to decorate my small 
house, but since the courtyard hadn’t been set up yet, I temporarily 
placed them in the farmhouse. But Lin Liuren had high aesthetic tastes, so 
he ended up taking care of them. As a result, the farmhouse transformed 
into a very formal and beautiful garden restaurant. 

Or maybe it was more appropriate to call it a botanical garden restaurant. 
He even added plants he had dug up from various places so it looked very 
beautiful. I was a little reluctant to destroy the current layout and figured 
I’d probably just have to buy a new batch of flowers for my house. 

In the first month, we finally made over two hundred thousand yuan. 
Even after taking the expenses into account, we still had a profit of a 
hundred thousand so I considered our restaurant to be very successful. 
Our main customers were children, tourists, and students, so there were 
more and more photos taken with customers on the wall. Fatty and I 
secretly competed to see which of us had more photos. 

Some people had taken pictures of the three of us when we were busy 
working. In fact, it was very easy for everyone to distinguish between the 
three bosses and the two workers because our situations were different. 

We were more handsome. 

We continued building the house very slowly. Once the batch of timber 
was replenished, the structure and partitions were finally completed. The 
next step was to do a good job building the roof. It was going to be done 
in the Tang style, which was actually a very particular style. I couldn’t do it 
myself, so I asked one of my former teachers at the school to introduce 
me to some students from the Department of Ancient Architecture that 
would be willing to help out. 

This would help their education a lot, so the school agreed to send about 
eight people. They were actually going to arrive today, so Fatty went to 
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pick them up early since he loved lively atmospheres. I, on the other 
hand, was feeling a little nervous. 

I wasn’t a good senior and didn’t know what to say to my junior 
classmates. Should I pretend to be successful or just pretend to be a 
showoff? Let’s just pretend to be a showoff. After thinking about it, this 
was the relatively simple choice. 

There were three people in the first batch: two girls and one boy. They all 
stopped when they saw the current prototype I had built and expressed 
their dissatisfaction. I figured they thought my design was too simple. The 
boy was quick to express his opinion, “I thought this house would look 
amazing. Isn’t it just a simple wooden villa?” 

I decided I had to bring them to their knees, so I took out the caisson. 

The girls really liked the garden farmhouse and said that creating such a 
garden was their goal in life while the boy scoffed again and said that a 
man’s romance should be made of stone and cement. 

“Do you want me to make him part of the stone and cement?” Fatty 
asked me. 

On the contrary, I was actually very happy. I felt that children nowadays 
were very lively, and even if they were being a little disagreeable, they 
were at least doing it vividly. Any kind of vividness in this world was 
actually very enriching. 

They quickly began designing the roof and studying the caisson. Poker-
Face gave them some guidance, and from that point on, he became 
known as Professor Zhang. 

It definitely brought up some long-lost memories.(1) 

I estimated that the fixture-related aspects of the house would be 
finished in another month, but for now, it seemed like it would be a very 
comfortable wooden mansion. 

 
(1) This is a throwback to Vol 2 “Angry Sea, Hidden Sands” (Chapter 15, pg 73 if we’re getting specific) when 
Poker-Face was going for the Academy Award for Best Actor. 
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I lived these past few days so routinely that I felt like I was back in college. 
But just when I thought that everything would be finished smoothly, an 
unexpected person appeared. 

The sandpit boss once again came to my farmhouse, led by Li Dahu. 
When he came up to me, I noticed that he looked exhausted. 

I glanced at him. “What do you want?” 

“I came to apologize,” the sandpit boss said. “I admit my mistakes and 
have changed my evil ways.” 

I found it funny, “You can tell me about it in detail.” 

“Actually, I have something to tell you about the things that occurred on 
this land before,” he said. 
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Chapter 28 Short Story 

Do I believe that people can repent? I do. I used to be obsessed with 
things, which I regretted afterwards. 

People in this world have a need to test their status in the food chain. 
There is a time before they come of age or a time after they finally obtain 
social status through hard work when they have a strong desire to see 
which social stratum they fall under. If they always succeed, they’re 
surrounded by people who are tolerant, so they’ll be under the illusion 
that they’re at the top of the food chain. As a result, it’s easy for them to 
become bullies. 

In fact, it’s easy to feel inferior when you hit a wall too early and it’s easy 
to be overconfident and bossy when you hit a wall too late. 

I had a general idea of what kind of situation the sandpit boss was in, but 
I wasn’t his mother nor his father so I wouldn’t save him. I didn’t care 
whether he really understood what the problem with his behavior was. 

When we sat down, he was even more shocked since the farmhouse was 
completely different compared to when he had visited it the first time. He 
handed me a cigarette, as if he wanted to get closer, but I refused. 

“My family has lived in this village for six or seven generations. Before 
liberation, our house was on this piece of land. When the homestead was 
later divided, this land was distributed to others and we moved to the 
river. At that time, my ancestor already had a conflict with the village,” 
the sandpit boss said. “When Grandpa came to the village, he told them 
that he wanted to move back here but they wouldn’t let him. At that 
time, our family wasn’t in a good place so we didn’t dare put up a fight.” 

I looked at him somewhat puzzled, is there a point to all this? 

“It was a very unpleasant situation at that time and Grandpa was always 
in a bad mood. He was a teacher who just wanted this piece of land back, 
but he couldn’t come up with a solution. He eventually visited the land 
and found a bamboo forest to hang himself.” The sandpit boss paused, “I 
didn’t climb on the bamboo to scare you. I was actually squatting under 
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it. You said that I was on it, but when I thought about it, I couldn’t help 
but think that it was my grandpa.” 

I narrowed my eyes. You mean to say that your grandpa appeared? 

“My grandpa died very early so I never met him. He was said to be a very 
strict teacher, but my father often said that he was also very kind. I think 
my grandpa must be very disappointed that his grandson is like this,” the 
sandpit boss said. “Later, I tried to mess with you, but it was only after 
you talked to me that I realized that you weren’t an ordinary person. At 
that point, I just wanted to lie low first.” 

He took a photo out of his pocket, “The next day, I left town and went to 
visit my relatives. We went to a local temple to worship Buddha and then 
took a group photo. When I got back and looked at the photo, I saw this.” 

I took the photo and examined it. There were several people—all middle-
aged with buzz cuts and large gold chains around their necks—who were 
taking a group photo in front of a temple. There was a big tree behind the 
temple’s main hall that stood very tall behind them. The canopy of this 
tree was even higher than the top of the main hall. 

From a long-range perspective, it looked like there was a person hanging 
from one of the tree’s branches. 

It was vague, but it was definitely human. Plus, the clothes were easy to 
make out. 

“My dad said that this person is my grandpa and that the clothes are the 
same ones my grandpa was wearing when he hung himself.” The sandpit 
boss had turned pale. “My grandpa is disappointed in me so I came here 
to apologize to you. I want my grandpa to rest in peace.” 

Ah, it’s really easy for the power of ghosts and gods to lead people to do 
good. Compared with human persuasion, it’s easier to regulate people’s 
behavior by saying that there are strict laws of goodwill between heaven 
and earth. 

But is there really a ghost? I glanced at the bamboo forest outside. Based 
on what he had said just now, this place was really haunted. I wasn’t 
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afraid at all, but would it have an impact on our business? Was this the 
sandpit boss’s in-depth strategy? 

As Little Xue poured me a cup of tea, I convinced myself that this was the 
world of ordinary people so I shouldn’t think such complicated thoughts. 

“It’s not me you should apologize to,” I said to him. After all, his real 
malice had been directed at that young girl. 

“That night… that night I really wanted to do it,” the sandpit boss said. 
“But when I saw the girl running, there was a shadow in the forest waving 
at me. I thought someone had come into the forest, so I left. But now that 
I’ve thought about it, it had to be my grandpa. My grandpa was telling me 
not to do it.” 

I looked at him. He said that he’d go and apologize to the girl, even if he 
was beaten by her father. 

I didn’t know if he would actually go or not, but when he left, I basically 
let go of my hostility towards him. 

That evening, I lit three cigarettes and faced the bamboo forest. I also 
cooked a few dishes and put them in front of the cigarettes. 

When Fatty asked me what I was doing, I told him that I didn’t know if 
what the sandpit boss said was true—maybe it was a real ghostly 
encounter or maybe someone was playing a prank (especially if there was 
a Zhang family member watching nearby)—but the old man was really 
worthy of respect if his soul was lingering here. 

How obsessed would a person have to be with doing good deeds that his 
ghost would save people? Regardless, he deserved an honorary drink. 

Fatty opened a bottle of beer as a bunch of people gathered around. 
Some were discussing where to put the caissons, some were talking 
about the roofing materials, and some were discussing the haunting. Lin 
Liuren and Poker-Face were silent while I stared out at the bamboo 
forest. 
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The shadow didn’t appear again. Was the old man thin-skinned or was he 
actually among us? 

I never imagined that I’d one day be thinking so calmly about what I was 
so afraid of before. It appeared that I had lived to a state where I had 
nothing to fear. 

The work on the roof would begin tomorrow, marking the final phase of 
construction. At this rate, it really seemed like we could get it done. 
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Chapter 29 Three Thousand Worlds 

It took a whole month to build the roof. There were two mistakes before 
it was finally finished, but it was done perfectly in the end. Of course, our 
wood wasn’t a matte color since we had used common wood, so it didn’t 
have that majestic Tang Dynasty feel to it. As a result, I felt that it was 
somewhat lacking in style. 

I never thought that the impression left by the wood’s color would make 
that much of a difference. The ancients had deeply considered aesthetics 
when choosing wood, but it seemed that I had been too hasty when 
making my own choice. 

After the two caissons were put back together, one was placed in the 
small pavilion we had built in the yard while the other was placed in the 
living room. They were very elegant and seemed to exude an amazing 
aura. 

After the whole house was finished, it wasn’t as big as I thought it would 
be, but the layout was still particularly good. We planted some ivy 
outside, so by the time autumn came, it would feel more like we were 
living in an elegant house in the mountains. 

After that, we paved the road, tidied up the courtyard, and transplanted 
the two big trees. 

I also asked some students from the Department of Landscape 
Architecture to help me move the big trees to the yard. Placing the trees 
deeper into the ground would help make the house more hidden. 

After that, we dealt with the non-fixture items. It took us about two 
months of moving things back and forth before it was finally almost 
complete. 

By this time, Xilaimian had become a huge botanical garden with various 
stone statues that Fatty’s friends had shipped from Datong, Shanxi. When 
I looked at them lined up one by one among the plants and covered in a 
layer of moss, I couldn’t help thinking that they were ancient. Our food 
hadn’t changed, but the whole atmosphere looked very casual and 
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relaxed now. I sat in the restaurant and looked outside, feeling as if I were 
in the tropics. When the sun was shining brightly, the courtyard felt 
particularly good. 

The courtyard of our house had been connected to Xilaimian’s courtyard 
in such a way that we could see our house and the big trees in front of it 
through the various plants, small stone statues, and bamboo forest. 

We didn’t end up building a wall, but with the exception of a few lost 
tourists, few people passed through the bamboo forest anyways. It 
seemed as if it acted as a natural barrier separating the inside from the 
outside. 

I didn’t really expect to finish this project and it took longer than I 
originally planned, so my emotions at the end were very complicated. 

The back of the mountain was right behind the house, so we had a direct 
path to Rain Village. Of course, we’d still have some difficulty walking 
there. 

I did design bedrooms for us in the small house, but we still hid in our 
Rain Village house most of the time. More and more old wine and old 
objects were placed there, and the longer I stayed, the more I didn’t want 
to leave. 

Plus, that house could be used as a guest house when friends came to 
visit. It had a very spacious dining area so it wouldn’t be too cramped, 
and Fatty had placed a stove in the middle to keep the room warm. It was 
also surrounded by comfortable sofas, tables, and chairs. I had my own 
study where I could examine rubbings and literature on the Zhang family. 
I finally managed to sort the information out volume by volume and then 
asked some friends from a publishing house to print them into books so 
that I could put them on a bookshelf. There was so much information that 
it could fill up a whole wall. 

But the house was still relatively empty because we didn’t have too many 
worldly possessions to fill the place up. 
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The space was really small, but my study had a very substantial pile of 
Zhang family literature and rubbings, plus materials and manuscripts of 
various ancient buildings that I had researched. My study also had a small 
window with a clear view of the big trees outside. We didn’t end up 
building Poker-Face a treehouse, but he did sometimes lie on one of the 
trees, just as I had expected. 

I could also see Fatty sunbathing naked on the balcony. The three of us 
could see each other from our positions, the distance so close that one of 
us could toss a piece of bread over to the other two and have them catch 
it. 

It felt pretty wonderful. 

The autumn leaves were falling and many landed on the roof. I had seen 
many dilapidated old buildings in the deep mountains and forests whose 
roofs had caved in from the years of fallen leaves, but I always thought 
that they were beautiful. It almost seemed as if I was living deep in the 
mountains myself, so my heart felt very calm. 

When it came to all of the adventures and mysteries I was interested in, I 
seemed to prefer recording them and putting them on the bookshelf now 
instead of trying them out myself. 
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Chapter 30 

It took a long time to inform everyone of the official completion of our 
house. 

I didn’t invite everyone for a party since there would be too many people 
and it wasn’t easy to get together. I just sent photos to various groups 
instead. 

I was looking forward to everyone’s amazement, but most of them just 
sent a thumbs-up emoji. 

Despite this lackluster response, we still got gifts. Black Glasses sent a 
package of saveloy while Xiao Hua sent a set of matryoshka dolls that had 
a lot of inner layers to it(1). It was very heavy after it was set up—just like 
a cannonball—so I took a lot of the inner dolls out and put them in 
various places around the house. Fatty used the one in his room for 
storing melon seeds. 

“It’s all Russian stuff. Are they both in Russia?” Fatty wondered. But we 
didn’t get any replies to our WeChat messages, so they were probably 
doing something big. 

We weren’t used to eating saveloy, so we put it in a casserole and sold it 
to our customers. 

Jin Wantang sent a huge stuffed animal that was probably taller than me. 
It was a koala with a bag big enough for a person to sit in it. I had heard 
that he recently opened a plush toy shop, but I figured he was just using 
that as a cover to secretly transport antiques. The gift was especially 
boring, but Fatty liked it a lot because he could lie on it and take naps. 

I wasn’t sure whether other people’s gifts were on the way, but we did 
have three unexpected guests who came to see the house in person. 

Li Cu and his two buddies didn’t bring anything with them, but they did 
drink two bottles of wine and took away some of our old equipment. 

 
(1) Saveloy is a type of highly seasoned sausage that’s usually bright red. Info here. Matryoshka dolls are a set 
of wooden dolls of decreasing size placed one inside of another. Also known as Russian dolls. Info here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Saveloy
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Matryoshka_doll
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They were here to explore the Stagnant Water Dragon King temple. I told 
them to be careful since the place was very evil, but Yang Hao was a 
strong guy who had become the most powerful among them. He said that 
he would be the one handling the risks. 

Now that the brats were older, they basically didn’t listen to us anymore. 
Poker-Face intended to go with them to protect them on the journey, but 
Li Cu refused. 

They weren’t as inexperienced now and were full of curiosity about the 
unknown. I suddenly realized that they were almost the same age as I 
was when I first got that silk book from the Warring States Period. 

When they left, they said that a bunch of guests would come here to 
surprise me at the end of the year. Although that was still some time 
away, they told us to save money carefully because we might have to 
spend a lot of money at the end of the year. 

Fatty looked at their retreating backs and asked, “Is one generation 
inferior to another? These three aren’t as famous as us.” 

I sighed. Li Cu was too similar to me, so it was only a matter of time 
before he followed in my footsteps. I just didn’t know if there were any 
opponents like Wang Zanghai in the world that could satisfy him. 

That night, when I was in my study sorting out a new county annal about 
the Zhang family, I saw a cigarette butt Li Cu had left behind. 

He had been looking at the things in my study while smoking a cigarette. 

The cigarette butt had been thrown into one of Xiao Hua’s matryoshka 
dolls. As I stood there and simulated smoking, I found that he had been 
looking at a volume on the bookshelf. 

It was a record of the two of us in the desert. I remembered that I had 
placed a lot of photos inside. I touched it and found that the volume was 
firmly stuck in place, which meant that he hadn’t pulled it out. He must 
have just been looking at the spine. 
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At this time, Poker-Face came in and knocked on the door. It was time for 
the three of us to head back to the village. 

I put the cigarette butt to my mouth and gave it a symbolic puff. It was an 
action I had been extremely familiar with in the desert but now it felt too 
unfamiliar. 

I threw it in the trash can, went downstairs, and heard Fatty say, “Last 
one back has to boil the water!” Then he took off running towards the 
back of the mountain. 

Poker-Face and I completely ignored him and slowly followed behind. It 
was dark now, with only a thin line of the setting sun left on the horizon. 
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Chapter 1 Opening 

Before the start of autumn, several things happened. First, the house of a 
farmer who raised cobras collapsed and all the snakes escaped. The 
village committee issued a warning reminding everyone to pay attention 
to safety. 

In addition, someone rented the lot next to Xilaimian in order to run a 
farmhouse as well. I didn’t know who this newcomer was, nor whether 
they meant any harm or not, but soon after hearing the news, I saw a sign 
standing in the lot. That was when I realized that it wasn’t going to be a 
farmhouse but a bed and breakfast.  

Third, the village decided to host a lantern festival on one of the 
mountain trails. It was said that people from the TV station would come 
to cover the village’s cultural and artistic developments. The village 
secretary had never done such a thing before, so he came to me and 
asked for advice.  

During this period of time, I created a website for our guests to leave 
comments and recall their days of living here. So, I asked them for ideas 
on how to organize a lantern festival.  

Like usual, after I made the inquiry on the website, someone doodled on 
one of the photos that I uploaded. The person had chosen a long path 
with stone steps that led into the forest. This path was very old and 
probably dated back to before the Ming and Qing dynasties. We had 
discovered it in the mountain and cleared it out ourselves. It was about 
1.4 kilometers long and was wide enough for four people to walk abreast. 
It was also very flat and smooth on the sides.  

This person had drawn a variety of lanterns on both sides of the path, as 
well as many booths along the way that were selling tanghulu, flower 
garlands, fish balls, rouyan wontons, and so on and so forth.(1)  

 
(1) Tanghulu= sugar-coated Chinese hawthorn or other fruit on a bamboo skewer. Rouyan wontons= it’s a meat 
wonton but there’s a debate that they aren’t actually wontons and are more like dumplings (here’s a mini blog 
about them). 

http://kaisblog05.blogspot.com/2018/10/my-favorite-foodrouyan.html
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In the distance, the person had also added colorful shooting stars in the 
sky.  

What a beautiful vision, I said to myself. But it looked like I could fool the 
village secretary with this picture. 

Beneath the drawing, there was a short note that said: “Ancient souls 
may be encountered on ancient roads.” 

I didn’t know what that meant. 

That night, I sat outside the shop to wash dishes. Recently, the typhoon 
season had made the clouds in the sky into all kinds of exaggerated 
shapes, so the sunset was particularly beautiful. Although I was sweating 
a lot, I didn’t feel as hot anymore as I said to Fatty, “I’m planning on fixing 
up the courtyard a bit.” 

Fatty was counting the money and didn’t look at me at all. He simply 
made an “uh-huh” sound and said, “Just dig a pond and raise some koi.” 

“If I say I’m going to do it, then I’m definitely going to do it to the extent 
that all of my friends will want to visit once they see my WeChat post,” I 
said to him. 

“If you say you dug an underground palace in your courtyard, I guarantee 
your enemies will also come.” 

I snatched the money from his hands and stuffed it into my pocket. Fatty 
immediately became furious, “What the fuck? I haven’t seen cash for so 
long. Give it back, I want to touch it some more.” 

As a rule, Xilaimian had a wine that could only be bought with cash. We 
made this wine ourselves and the first batch was very small, but it didn’t 
taste all that good. But because I had taken a picture of Fatty and Poker-
Face making it, it became strangely popular.  

It was the illusion that wine made by this person should taste good. 
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We even gave the wine a rather pretentious name: Yuanshanjinger.(2) We 
originally intended to drink it ourselves, but it somehow turned out to be 
a meme. To make it more difficult to purchase, we came up with the 
cash-only rule.  

The next batch was going to be brewed soon, and since I couldn’t 
guarantee that it would taste the same, I simply decided to change its 
name. 

In fact, I realized now that running a small business gave me a strange 
sense of happiness. It was that rare feeling that every contribution I made 
was worth something.  

After Poker-Face carried all the gas tanks over, he took off his work gloves 
and walked over. His hair was getting very long and needed to be cut, so 
Fatty gave him a haircut while I fed the chickens in the courtyard 

Ah, I really do like feeding chickens. How can it be so healing? 

It soon turned dark, so the three of us squeezed onto a motorcycle 
(dangerous; do not imitate) and headed back to the village. Instead of 
sleeping in the house we had built, we planned on sleeping in the house 
we had in the village. Xilaimian’s business had been running very 
smoothly, so if a bed and breakfast was built next to it, business would be 
even better. As a result, I felt very energetic and needed some exercise to 
wear off that excess energy.  

This was probably the most satisfied I had felt in a while. 

The three of us put on our gloves, grabbed our flashlights, and headed up 
the mountain to catch cobras. If the village wanted to host a lantern 
festival, we couldn’t allow cobras to be all over the trails.  

As we set out, I said to Poker-Face, “I want to do something with the 
courtyard…?” 

 
(2) Yuanshanjinger “远山净儿” (lit: purity in the distant mountain) sounds very pretentious and ostentatious in 

Chinese.  
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He looked at me—Fatty had made his bangs very crooked—and then 
nodded, “Sure.” 
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Chapter 2 Opening 2: Guest 

The autumn insects’ calls were exceptionally clear as we walked along the 
mountain path. I could probably distinguish the calls of six or seven types 
of insects by now. When we passed by them, the insects would 
temporarily quiet down, as if we were some kind of mountain gods 
patrolling the paths. 

Fatty had a large flashlight in hand as we went to check out the snake 
cages we had set out earlier. After walking for half an hour across the 
mountain, we found that a dozen snake cages had trapped four arm-
length cobras. 

I couldn’t tell the species of cobra apart. Other than the local cobras, 
there were also exotic cobra species that couldn’t be released in the 
mountains here and could only be eaten or euthanized. We didn’t know 
whether the exotic snakes could spray venom, so Fatty simply grabbed 
their heads and put all of them into a sack.  

Snake catchers from hundreds of kilometers around had all gathered in 
this mountain. It was very dangerous for ordinary villagers to catch 
snakes, so professionals had to be brought in. But I was also worried that 
the local wild snakes would suffer; their numbers had been declining 
rapidly in recent years. 

When we got to the top of the mountain, the hazy moonlight was peeking 
out from behind the clouds. There weren’t any mosquitos around us 
because of Poker-Face, so we sat down on the rocks at the top of the 
mountain. Fatty’s flashlight was newly bought—I didn’t know what was 
going on with today’s lighting technology, but the light was too bright to 
see anything in detail. One time, when Fatty was coming back into the 
courtyard and happened to sweep his flashlight across my window, I 
thought there was a nuclear explosion. So, I asked him to turn it off now, 
and the three of us sat in the dark. 

I knew that Poker-Face could sit for a whole night and I could probably sit 
for half a night with my temperament, but Fatty could only last for about 
ten minutes. This was why Fatty usually controlled our schedule. We 
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rested quietly for a while before Fatty asked me, “Do you eat snake 
gallbladder?” 

I shook my head. At this time, Poker-Face suddenly jumped to Fatty’s side 
from where he had been sitting and grabbed something directly from the 
air.  

He stabilized himself on the ground with one hand and stood up, 
revealing a huge cobra in his other hand.  

It was probably a king cobra. I always thought this kind of snake 
originated from Africa, but it turned out to be a native of Fujian and was 
often seen in Fujian neighborhoods. 

Fatty was frightened. Poker-Fake threw the snake into the bushes in the 
distance and looked at Fatty, who was checking the area around his butt 
to make sure there weren’t any more snakes. After confirming it was safe, 
he embraced Poker-Face, “Little Brother, you’re a living Buddha! Why are 
you so amazing?” 

At this time, I heard a voice come from the darkness nearby, “The young 
man reacted so quickly that I didn’t even see what it was. Was that a 
snake?” 

We turned to look and realized that a man had been sitting in the 
darkness the whole time. He seemed to be resting as well.  

Poker-Face must have noticed the man long ago but decided to let him 
be. Fatty immediately raised his hand and shined his flashlight in that 
direction. We saw an old man wearing snake-catching equipment sitting 
silently in the darkness in front of us.  

He wasn’t a local. Based on his accent, he seemed to be from Jiangxi.  

I nodded, but that old man probably couldn’t see anything because of 
Fatty’s light. We couldn’t see him clearly either, because it was all white 
in front of us.  

Poker-Face had already started to walk away at this point, so I hurried to 
catch up with him. When Fatty saw us leaving, he quickly turned off the 
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flashlight and followed. We didn’t care about this matter anymore but we 
still checked out thirty more snake cages before going back to our village 
house.  

The next day, a snake specialist came to identify the snakes. Some of 
them were the ones that escaped and some were wild. The wild ones 
would be set free on another mountain so as to avoid being caught again 

The snake specialist was a village official and also a college student. He 
told me that a UFO had appeared here. 

Totally baffled, I wondered if kids these days were really willing to use 
such methods to boost tourism. Then, he told us that a snake catcher 
from Jiangxi was resting on the mountain yesterday and saw three people 
who were also on the mountain. There was a sudden strong light and all 
three men suddenly disappeared.  

I made a noncommittal hum as the student continued, “You’re the only 
people here who move around in a group of three. I’m so glad to see that 
you weren’t kidnapped by a UFO.” 

“Is that uncle ok?” I asked calmly. “I mean, did he get blinded after seeing 
that UFO’s light?” 

“He’s fine,” the village official said. “Oh, right! He’s the boss of the bed 
and breakfast that’s going to be next door to you. Do you want to have 
dinner with him tonight? He wants to get to know you.” 

I thought about it and looked at Poker-Face, who was looking at a street 
cat on the roof. 

This cat had been harassing us and stealing all kinds of things we had left 
out to dry in the sun. I didn’t know what Poker-Face wanted to do with it, 
but if it kept this up, I might have to take out my slingshot. 

“That boss looks like a threat to you. He’s most likely interested in your 
land and wants you to give it up for his bed and breakfast’s parking lot. I 
heard that he’s got some skills, so you’d better talk it out with him.” 
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I glanced at the village official and nodded before saying, “You can also 
give me that piece of land and ask him to build his bed and breakfast 
elsewhere.”  

“There’s no need to expand your farmhouse, right?”  

“I can build something else.” 

“What else can you build?” 

I looked at the village official. I knew that the old man and village 
committee had already come to some kind of agreement, so I teased him 
by saying, “A place to park my UFO.” 
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Chapter 3 Opening 3: A Banquet for Adults 

I went to the banquet alone that evening. 

The old man actually looked to be about the same age as my dad. I could 
see from his figure that he simply looked older and that he was actually a 
lot younger than his appearance let on. He was probably around fifty 
years old. 

He was very thin and had thick, gray hair. He was also wearing a shirt that 
not many people here in Fujian would wear, but old men in Jiangxi didn’t 
wear this style, either. I had only seen people in government agencies 
wear this kind of attire. When he smiled politely at me, I knew that he 
didn’t know that I was one of the people who got picked up by the UFO. 

The village secretary had accompanied us, but he didn’t dare look me in 
the eye. I knew that he was a traitor because my landlord had also come. 

Once we sat down and exchanged a few pleasantries, the village 
secretary began ruminating over how to tell me about this matter. He 
made several opening remarks, the first of which was an explanation that 
the village’s income hadn’t met expectations. The village committee 
wanted to implement a better plan because they thought that the 
business format of a farmhouse didn’t conform to the idea of “grand 
tourism”, but they didn’t dare tell me for fear that I would be under too 
much pressure. Luckily, a big boss who could take over for me had shown 
up, so if I changed my profession now, not only could I improve their 
performance issues, but I wouldn’t suffer much of a loss either. 
Otherwise, I might lose everything if the committee decided to ban my 
farmhouse one day. 

The old man offered assurances and guaranteed to double my investment 
as long as I gave my land up to him. 

He had a very pleasant attitude, which made me think that he was the 
kind of guy who believed that everything had a price and could be 
negotiated. I knew that I would be bombarded endlessly by his obsession 
if I gave him the impression that there was a chance. 
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I had heard that a businessman in the United States took a fancy to a 
house owned by an old Jewish couple. In order to buy the house, the 
businessman had dinner with the old couple every week and served them 
until they died. 

If I ever met someone who wanted to have dinner with me every week, 
they’d be buried in my courtyard by the third week. 

“But if I do that, then where do I park my UFO?” I asked the old man. 

He froze for a moment and then looked at the village secretary, who was 
also stunned, “U—what?” 

“UFO,” I said seriously. 

The old man was obviously very confused because I, a normal person, had 
suddenly said something crazy. 

“Is UFO the name of your farmhouse? Isn’t it called Xilaimian?” 

“The UFO is my means of transportation. It runs on coal.” I drank a 
mouthful of beer. 

At this time, the village secretary finally came to his senses, “Hey, Wu Xie, 
if you’re not satisfied with the price, just tell us how much you want. Why 
did you have to say something so strange?” 

“I’m not kidding.” I then looked at the old man and asked him, “Has your 
life been smooth sailing so far?” 

The old man was at a loss for words yet again. At this time, I suddenly 
took out Fatty’s flashlight and turned it on. 

The light made the whole dining room look like a nuclear explosion had 
gone off. I waved the flashlight around a few times as everyone staggered 
away from it. After I turned it off, everyone was temporarily blinded so I 
grabbed a handful of sunflower seeds and walked out. 

People who believed that everything would work out with simple 
communication were most afraid of people who behaved in a disorderly 
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fashion. Moreover, the old man seemed very gentle, so I believed that he 
wasn’t bold enough to be aggressive. But if he was, I definitely wouldn’t 
be afraid of him, either. 

On the way back, I was still in a bit of a foul mood just at the thought of 
being neighbors with this kind of person in the future. But this place 
definitely had a kind of magic to it. When I saw the rice fields by the side 
of the road and the sunset in the distance, I suddenly forgot all about 
what had happened just now. 

In the end, the old man simply withdrew his offer. I was brushing my 
teeth the next day when the village secretary came over and asked me, 
“What are you going to do about this? I won’t be able to meet my quota 
again. If you don’t give him your land to build the parking lot, he can’t 
operate his business.” 

“Give me the land,” I said to him. 

“Do you really have a UFO?” 

I looked at him and smiled. At this time, Poker-Face came over carrying 
the street cat he had caught last night. He got on the motorcycle, 
preparing to release it somewhere forty kilometers away. 

The street cat was completely subdued now. Poker-Face gave me a subtle 
acknowledgment before driving away. 

I spit out the water in my mouth as the village secretary looked at me 
angrily. I also looked at him until he suddenly said, “Well, if a business 
doesn’t work out, then you can take the land and plant something there. 
Whatever the case, just don’t leave it empty.” 
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Chapter 4 Opening 4: Farming 

The land next to us, which was previously going to be a bed and 
breakfast, was a paddy field. It hadn’t been plowed this year so it was all 
barren. The sign was still there, so Fatty went up, crushed it to pieces 
with his feet, and set it aside to use as kindling for our stove. 

As the three of us stood on the field’s ridge, Fatty smoked a cigarette and 
said to me, “I’m totally dumping the kitchen waste here from now on. It’s 
valuable fertilizer.” 

I touched my chin. What should I plant? Sponge gourds and cucumbers 
don’t really fit my Jiangnan scholar temperament, but there’s no way we 
can finish all the watermelons either. Rice? Flowers? Isn’t that a little too 
gaudy? 

“Have you decided yet?” Fatty asked me. I sighed, unable to come to a 
decision. 

The three of us headed back to the restaurant. The flowers and plants 
here had grown very well and were full of vitality. I busied myself for a 
while before opening a bottle of Yuanshanjinger for myself and watching 
Poker-Face doze off by the window. 

At this time, I suddenly heard a cat meowing. I followed the sound 
outside and saw that the street cat that had been thrown forty kilometers 
away had suddenly appeared in the courtyard. 

It looked to be a tabby. I sat down by the door and watched as the cat 
went to the shade and began to nap. It was obviously very tired. 

I looked at it and thought to myself, you must have a grudge against us if 
you’re willing to walk forty kilometers to come back here. 

I stared at it for a good while before I started to doze off as well. This was 
a spot where I could sleep very soundly even though it started off as a 
nap. When I woke up, the clouds were hanging low in the sky and it 
looked like it was going to rain soon. 
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I put away a few things in the courtyard, and when I looked back, I saw 
that Poker-Face had also woken up. He pulled up a chair and sat down 
beside me as the rain began to pour down, forming a curtain of water. 

The cat, which had also woken up, sat up calmly and watched the rain. 

As the two of us sat there, Fatty came over with some ice cream, so the 
three of us ate ice cream and watched the rain. 

Watching the rain in Fujian was really fascinating, and my thoughts were 
soon completely absorbed by the rain. Fatty turned on the radio and 
switched to the town’s station, which was when we heard the news 
about the UFO. 

The whole space around me seemed to have frozen at that moment and 
everything seemed to be moving very slowly. I felt like this place was so 
quiet and comfortable that even heartbeats weren’t necessary.  

I fell asleep again after finishing my ice cream, but before I fell asleep, I 
knew that it was a bad idea. If I slept too much during the day, I was 
definitely going to be restless at night. 

When I woke up again, I felt as if my energy had exceeded my upper 
limits. I saw Fatty listening to the radio very carefully, so I walked over 
and asked him what was wrong. “It seems like there’s really a UFO,” Fatty 
said. 

How’s that possible? I asked myself. But after listening to the radio, I 
realized that many people in town really were saying that they saw a 
UFO. They all sounded so sure of themselves, so I took out my cell phone 
and checked the news for any videos. Sure enough, someone had 
captured a video. On a mountain near us, there was a white light that was 
moving quickly across the treetops. 

I touched my chin, wondering what was going on. What they were 
basically saying in the video was that the white light was moving so fast 
that it had to be some kind of aircraft moving swiftly through the woods. 
Sometimes it flew very high in the tree canopies while sometimes it flew 
very low. 
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I looked back at Poker-Face, who was still watching the rain. He hadn’t 
been out much these days, so it didn’t look like it was him running in the 
mountains. 

Oftentimes, Poker-Face would run very quickly in the mountains to get 
some exercise. 

Is it really a UFO? 

What’s a UFO doing in the woods? Shouldn’t it be up in the sky? 

Just as I was thinking this, a young boy in a white T-shirt suddenly walked 
into our courtyard. He looked like a drowned rat as he just stood there in 
the rain and looked at us. 

I also looked at him, but he just continued to stand there silently and 
stare at us, neither approaching nor leaving. 

“Is he an alien?” Fatty asked. “Does he think being drenched in the rain is 
cool?” 

I looked at the boy but didn’t call out to him. Instead, I took out a handful 
of sunflower seeds and started eating them. The young boy continued to 
look at us silently. 

After having this stare-off for a while, the village secretary came in on a 
motorcycle and accidentally knocked the boy to the ground. 

That was when we finally went out. We helped the boy up and took off 
his clothes, only to find some strange bruises on his body.  
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Chapter 5 Opening 5: Young Boy in the Field 

The young boy finally woke up after we had pinched his philtrum for a 
long time. Fatty took a hair dryer and let the warm air blow on the back 
of the boy’s neck and hair until his face slowly became flushed. Then, 
Fatty mixed up a hot drink using wine and sugar and poured it down the 
boy’s throat. 

After about fifteen minutes, he finally opened his eyes and was able to 
speak. 

“Where’s your flying saucer?” Fatty asked. 

“I’m a courier,” the boy said. “The lanterns you ordered have arrived.” 

Fatty and I looked at each other as the boy continued, “They’re in the 
ditch. I was just hit by a car.” 

We frantically called an ambulance, and when it arrived, we put the 
young boy in the back. Fatty went with them, but before leaving, he said 
emotionally, “Couriers nowadays are so young.” 

Poker-Face and I immediately followed the direction the young boy had 
pointed out, and sure enough, we found an overturned delivery van in 
the embankment on the side of the road. It was almost completely upside 
down. 

The vehicle that caused the accident must have been quite big, but it had 
already run away. The ground was covered in debris from the headlights. 

Poker-Face and I braved the rain and went down to look inside the van. 
We saw that it was full of cardboard boxes, some of which were already 
wet. I reached out and tried to pull some out but found that they were 
too tightly packed together. Poker-Face asked me to help him, so the two 
of us jumped into the field and grabbed the side of the van, trying to 
overturn it with our core strength. 

We couldn’t do it since the van must have weighed about 1.5 tons with all 
the cargo inside, but a car suddenly stopped by the side of the road and 
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the people inside came over to help us. With the additional four or five 
people, we were finally able to flip the van back over. 

We thanked the people for their help and then pushed the van back to 
the open lot next to the farmhouse. By this time, the rain had finally 
stopped. Poker-Face and I were completely drenched, so we took off our 
shirts and hung them on some branches to dry. Bare-chested, we started 
removing the goods from the van one by one. 

I opened one box and found that it was filled with all kinds of wax paper 
lanterns. I didn’t remember buying these kinds of lanterns and I didn’t 
know who sent them, either. Many of the lanterns were wet, so we 
folded them and started hanging them everywhere in Xilaimian. 

Even though they were all made of wax paper, I felt that it was safer to 
hang them up to dry in case the paint on them started to bleed. 

The cat still hadn’t left yet and was looking at us calmly from the same 
spot it had been at before. 

After everything was done, I couldn’t help thinking about who might have 
sent these lanterns. Could they have been a kind gift from some former 
customers? 

Fatty was still at the hospital dealing with the courier boy, so he probably 
wouldn’t make it back after all that heavy rain. Poker-Face and I went into 
the kitchen and cooked ourselves some noodles. As we stood in the 
kitchen eating, I asked Poker-Face, “What do you think about the UFO? 
It’s not you, right?” 

Poker-Face shook his head, but said faintly, “It should be someone else.” 

“Someone who can run all over the mountain like this… is it a Zhang 
family member?” 

When we arrived in Fujian, there weren’t as many displaced Zhang family 
members who came to visit.(1) I was relatively calm at first, but I felt that 

 
(1) The term “visit” that Wu Xie uses here is “省亲” which is to visit one’s parents. I think it’s more of an olden 

term for when a woman was allowed to go visit her parents after she was married. Like she had to get 
permission from her husband or something. 
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it was abnormal not seeing any of them for a while now. It was about 
time for one of them to come and bother me. 

Plus, this thing with the lanterns was also very strange. I turned on my 
cell phone and looked at the picture I saw on the website before. I found 
that the lanterns painted in the picture were exactly the same as the ones 
that had been sent. 

The note below the drawing said: “Ancient souls may be encountered on 
ancient roads.” 

Not good. If someone from the Zhang family is responsible for this, they’re 
definitely out of their mind. 

The cat snuck into the kitchen, walked over to Poker-Face’s feet, jumped 
onto the stove, and then looked at the bowl in Poker-Face’s hand. I tried 
to shoo it away since we had a lot of smoked fish hanging above our 
stove, but it just hissed at me. 

I squatted down and hissed back at it, finally managing to scare it away. 

But as I looked at it, I suddenly realized something. While it was possible 
that the cat could have walked forty kilometers to get back here, it was 
more likely that someone had sent it back. 

But who had that much free time? 
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Chapter 6 Courtyard 1 

We decided to sleep in the other house that night. I sat alone by the 
window in the archive room, dazedly thinking about everything that had 
happened during the daytime. 

It rained heavily again, water streaking down the windows in rivulets so 
thick that I actually couldn’t see anything outside. 

In this room, I had once thought about a relatively profound question: 
why were the things I wanted in the past eventually replaced by the 
things I currently had? 

I thought it was because of my experiences. I had seen and experienced 
too many things, most of which were actually quite magnificent. Back 
then, the things I wanted to do and the things I had actually experienced 
seemed like they were from two different worlds. 

Most people’s fears and hopes came from their curiosity about the 
unknown world, but I wasn’t very curious about this world anymore. Even 
now, if a strange person were to be looking at me from the tree outside, I 
couldn’t bring myself to be interested. 

I turned and flipped through the pile of books on the side which covered 
the topic of courtyards.(1) When I opened one and began to look through 
it, I decided that I would only do what I wanted to do. Everything else 
would sort itself out. 

Courtyards like this were different from what I had written about before. 
In addition to being beautiful, they should give off a sense of detachment 
from reality. If I made a courtyard that felt like a public park from back 
home, that would definitely be a failure. 

I was hoping that when I sat at the door and looked out at the courtyard, I 
would feel like I was in ancient times, or maybe in an alternate reality. 

 
(1) Courtyard in this sense is like gardening/landscaping. Characters are 庭院 
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This was actually a very tall order, especially because it was very difficult 
to deceive me now. You couldn’t take a contemporary art piece and tell 
me that it was something from the near future. 

In this place, I neither looked forward to the future nor cherished the 
past—especially the past. After all, old objects felt too familiar to me. I 
was just trying to please myself in the present. 

Or maybe I felt that I only had the present. 

The courtyards in these books didn’t meet my requirements. My mind 
was blank, but I was very anxious and eager to figure something out. 

Fatty knocked on the door at this time, “Stop watching porn. Come down 
and watch a show with us.” 

I closed the book and went downstairs, where Fatty had set up a 
projector to watch a fishing show. Poker-Face was also watching it. The 
cat had somehow entered the house at one point, but he fled under the 
cabinet when he saw me come down. 

“Can this cat change into a person?” I asked Fatty. 

“It’s not the same one,” Fatty said. “This one is orange. It just appeared.” 

I touched my chin in thought and looked at the door. Was someone 
gathering cats and putting them around us? 

I also sat down and watched the fishing show. It was very strange that the 
three of us could patiently watch others fish at the same time. But as I 
looked at the calm lake in the show, I suddenly had an idea. I wanted a 
very large body of water with crystal clear water to serve as the main 
landform in this courtyard. 

There had to be vibrant green plants under the water’s surface that 
practically covered the whole bottom. Plus, the water had to be very, 
very clean, just like air. If you were to take a boat out on this pool of 
water, you would feel like the boat was flying. 

And there may only be one fish in it. 
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But this plan was very radical, and I didn’t know if Fatty would agree to it 
or not. Poker-Face didn’t care about worldly affairs, but Fatty’s idea of a 
courtyard might be to have trees covered in meat and pools full of wine. 

The more I thought about it, the more comfortable I felt. The sunshine 
here was particularly good, so the aquatic plants would look particularly 
beautiful when the sunlight penetrated the water. It would look just like a 
scene out of an animated movie. I paused the show and told Fatty my 
thoughts. 

He looked at me and said, “I can assure you that as long as Little Brother 
leaves the house, the mosquito population in the pond will explode. Your 
fish will probably weigh more than 100 catty after eating all that 
mosquito larva.” 
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Chapter 7 Courtyard 2 

That night, I dreamed of the pond and endless mosquitoes. 

To be honest, I wasn’t worried about mosquitoes. In fact, I hadn’t worried 
about mosquitoes for many years and couldn’t remember the last time I 
had to deal with them. But I also knew that Fatty was right. Poorly 
maintained ponds were a disaster. In fact, there were a few places I 
remembered seeing that had extremely clear water and particularly 
magnificent aquatic plants. One was in a documentary about southern 
France. I remembered that there was a particular scene in that film that 
captured a place called Roussillon. There was a river at the edge of the 
shot, the water as clear as glass. The riverbed was also full of beautiful 
aquatic plants, which made for a very spectacular sight. 

There were also pools formed by snowmelt from the mountains. The 
water was extremely clean but freezing cold, so only cold-water fish could 
live in it. Bugs couldn’t survive at all. 

But in Fujian, it probably wouldn’t take long before everything ended up 
in the water. 

In my dream, the mosquitoes and pond were in a constant struggle. I 
woke up in the morning feeling dizzy, so I made some tea and went to the 
door to look out at our simple courtyard. “I have to make a pond,” I said 
to Fatty. “Help me think of something.” 

Fatty touched his chin and said, “If you’re willing to spend 300,000 yuan 
each year on the electricity bill, I’ll help you.” 

“Why would it be so expensive?” 

Fatty pointed to the mountain behind us, “Dig a pool half the size of a 
basketball court on the mountain, cover it with asbestos roofing sheets, 
lay refrigeration pipes like they use for ice skating rinks underneath it, 
and then connect it to a refrigeration machine. Freeze half of the water in 
the pool and connect the other half directly to our yard through pipes 
and pumps so that the water temperature can be kept below 5 degrees 
all year round. The water will be circulated back to the mountain by the 
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pumps. If it’s filtered properly along the way, I guarantee this pool will be 
as clean as the ones on the snow-capped mountains.” 

“And the electricity bill will be 300,000 yuan a year.” 

“Or you could use photovoltaics instead.(1) It’s 350,000 yuan for one 
100kw set. You’ll need three sets, which will cost about 1,050,000 yuan, 
but they’ll last a long time.” 

I fell silent. There was nothing wrong with setting up photovoltaics on the 
mountain, but that much money wasn’t something I could decide on a 
whim. 

For breakfast, Poker-Face went to the town and brought back soy milk 
and youtiao, along with a box of fried buns, a box of steamed taro buns, 
and three bowls of firewood noodles.(2) I carefully discussed this topic 
with them while the three of us ate. 

“As long as you can get 1,050,000 yuan, I’ll definitely support you,” Fatty 
said. “Flowing water in front of a house is good for feng shui, but this isn’t 
a small sum of money. What are you going to do? It’s not like you can 
make that much cooking up dishes one by one.” 

“Why are you so willing to support me?” I asked him. 

“It’s good for us to have something to do at this age.” Fatty ate three 
fried buns in one bite, leaving his mouth covered in oil, “I only have 
mahjong and fishing right now.” 

I looked at Poker-Face and he looked at me. “Do you have a secret stash 
of money?” I asked him. 

He shook his head but didn’t say anything. 

After eating, we went to open the restaurant. Customers soon started 
arriving, and when they saw the lanterns hanging up, they immediately 

 
(1) Photovoltaics is the conversion of light into electricity using semiconducting materials that exhibit the 
photovoltaic effect. So think along the lines of solar panels. 
(2) Youtiao are long golden-brown deep-fried strips of dough. Steamed taro buns can be sweet as taro roots 
have a mild, nutty taste. Here’s a random recipe I found. Firewood noodles are a Fujian dish consisting of 
noodles, various meats, pig liver, and pig intestines (I think). 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Youtiao
https://www.siftandsimmer.com/steamed-taro-buns/
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started taking pictures. I sat on the door’s threshold and saw that there 
were already four cats outside today. In addition to the tabby and the 
orange cat from before, there were also two cats with tortoiseshell 
patterns on their fur. Someone had to be leaving cats in my area. 

But I didn’t care about that right now; I was more concerned about 
money. After thinking about it for a while, I went over to the counter to 
settle the accounts. But Poker-Face was already a skilled cashier. I 
couldn’t find my place there, so I found a corner of the counter where I 
could squat down and then started punching numbers into a calculator. 

After working for a while, I found that 1,050,000 yuan was a ten-year goal 
for an ordinary business. 

At this time, my daredevilish nature began to rear its head. I took out my 
cell phone, and after thinking about it for a moment, called Wang Meng 
up and asked him to help me check and see if there were any shopping 
malls with skating rinks that had closed down across the country. I also 
asked him to help me see if there were any industrial factories or mines in 
the northwest that had shut down and didn’t need their photovoltaic 
equipment anymore. 

When I was a child, there was a period of time when I dreamed of being a 
scrap king. I would pick up all kinds of parts and use them to build all 
kinds of equipment by myself. 

Who would have thought that all of my dreams would come true after 
coming here to Fujian? 
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Chapter 8 Courtyard 3 

After the passion of that day, the following days were more peaceful. 

Wang Meng needed a little time to work on this possibly fruitless task, 
but it was only around noon the next day that I began to reflect on 
whether I was being too unreasonable or not. 

If you did nothing and pursued nothing, your life would actually be very 
peaceful. But when this tranquil life reached a certain level and you 
wanted to continue building on it, you’d find that you’d have to start 
destroying some of the things that were originally there. 

As the old saying goes: building a life from scratch is truly a happy 
experience because you’re getting better every step of the way, but you’ll 
start to face many choices when you try to improve from a score of a 
hundred. 

Fortunately, I was the kind of person who wouldn’t take it seriously after 
thinking it over. 

At noon, I took Fatty’s place and cooked. Maybe my epiphany gave my 
dishes a hint of spirituality, for many customers said that the dishes that 
day had a trace of divine flavor to them. 

That night was sports day. Poker-Face didn’t need to exercise, but Fatty 
and I actually needed to do some healthy activities. Sometimes, we went 
to the basketball court in the next village over to play pick-up games. That 
place was where the cattle would usually bask in the sun, so it was full of 
cow dung. I used to think that the rural areas all used automated 
equipment now, but there were many terraces on the hillside here so a 
lot of water buffalo were still needed. Besides, many scenic spots here 
also needed bison for pictures. 

When it was sports day, the cattle would be taken away and everyone 
would clean up the cow dung before playing. The progressive youths in 
the village would play basketball with us while the regressive ones would 
play billiards. Sometimes we would be progressive while other times we 
would be regressive. 
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Poker-Face didn’t play. Instead, he’d just watch us from the sidelines 
every time. 

Fatty and I very tacitly agreed not to force him to play, because if he 
really did, the other side would suffer a total loss. Black Glasses had told 
me that he had played with Poker-Face before, and ordinary people who 
were on the same court with them could easily suffer serious injuries and 
die. 

During the game, Fatty enraged the crowd with fifteen fouls. We stopped 
after two games, but Fatty knew that he was at fault so he apologized and 
sent the other party to the doctor’s office. They ended up using two 
bottles of iodine. 

As we were walking back, I knew that our basketball career was probably 
over, but the exercise wasn’t enough. Feeling uncomfortable with the 
excess energy, we found a fish pond and skipped stones for an hour. 

Fatty found a lot of flat stones and handed some to Poker-Face, who took 
them but didn’t join in. This silent master just stood there and watched us 
vent our frustrations the whole time. When we were tired and panting, 
he finally picked a stone out and skipped it across the pond in the longest 
sequence of skips I had ever seen in my life. 

I couldn’t even count how many times it skipped. It jumped across the 
water’s surface like a living thing before disappearing all the way into the 
distance. Since the sky was already darkening, I couldn’t see when the 
stone finally came to a stop. 

Fatty and I had originally been competing to see who could get the most 
skips, but we quickly became bored when we saw this. Fatty clapped his 
hands and said, “We can see who can pee the longest.” 

“How about whose pee is foamier,” I said. 

Not only did Fatty pee in the river for four full minutes, but his pee was 
really foamy as well. I watched from the side and sighed. I couldn’t 
compare at all. I turned around and left, Poker-Face following behind with 
Fatty bringing up the rear. The street lights came on, but the ones on 
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country roads were set far apart so the shadows were elongated as we 
walked. The three of us had three particularly long shadows as we 
continued walking forward without saying a word. 

I didn’t know how long we walked like this before Fatty asked, “Are we 
boring?” 

“Yeah,” I said to him. At this time, I made up my mind to complete the 
courtyard so that we could skip stones. 

Skipping stones wasn’t all about strength, so if I practiced hard enough, I 
could probably put up a good fight. 

We decided to sleep in the village house that night. Poker-Face returned 
the stones in his hand to Fatty. As it turned out, he had brought them 
back with him. 

The three of us lay down on the lounge chairs in the courtyard and 
soaked our feet while looking at the stars in the sky. 

The environment was getting better and better, so even the Milky Way 
could be seen now. There were even some streaks of light from the 
occasional passing comet. After watching for a while, Fatty said, “Mr. 
Naïve, hurry up and build your courtyard. We’ll soon be corrupted by this 
decadent life. We need to do some labor.” 

“Ok,” I said. 

This courtyard was destined to be. 
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Chapter 9 Courtyard 4: Moss 

Everything needed a starting point. Even if it was just placing a stone 
down, it wouldn’t be a real start without this action. 

I could easily give up something I didn’t think I had really started, but I 
was very persistent about things once I had started them. 

In order to achieve the image I had in my mind, this courtyard required a 
long period of prep work, as well as some favor from God. There weren’t 
many things I could do during this period of time I was waiting for news 
from Wang Meng, but there actually was something very interesting that 
I could do. 

I could look for moss. 

There was a special type of courtyard called a moss garden, which was a 
place specially used to appreciate moss. 

Not everyone could appreciate the beauty of moss, but I knew that 
Poker-Face could. That kind of peaceful and slow-growing plant with its 
subtle green, indigo, and yellow colors would actually be good 
decorations for the ground and rocks. 

In fact, there were two types of moss that could be used to decorate the 
courtyard: hypnum moss and hoary fringe-moss.(1) These two types of 
sun-loving moss could enjoy the sunshine together with the other plants. 
I eventually chose to go with hoary fringe-moss, which could easily be 
found on the mountain behind Xilaimian, but it would still take me quite a 
while to find some good ones. 

We still got up early in the morning to work at the restaurant but decided 
to close at three that afternoon. I even put up a sign that said: The bosses 
have something to do, please come again early tomorrow. The three of us 
then went to the town to buy small plastic shovels and buckets and 
carried them up the mountain to start looking for moss. 

 
(1) Hypnum moss is also called “cypress-leaved moss”. Pic here. Pic of hoary fringe-moss here. 

https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2021/10/image-11.png
https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2021/10/image-13.png?w=300
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The three of us were just like elementary school students on an autumn 
field trip. At first, I thought about digging up as big a patch as possible, 
but later, I found that the moss here was sparsely scattered across the 
mountain. As such, I could only dig up what I saw. Fatty made the mistake 
of digging up the wrong ones at first and ended up with a lot of unknown 
ones. When I touched them, I found that they were slick. If we planted 
them in the courtyard, we could skate across them as soon as it rained. 

When we got tired of digging, we ate some wild fruits we had found. As 
the three of us rested, I found that Fatty had more white in his hair now. 

But I didn’t say anything. I knew that he would secretly color it. 

After we came back, we set the moss up in the courtyard by spreading it 
out on the ground and spraying it with water. Tomorrow, I’d have to buy 
some sand and lay out a general design for the courtyard. Although we 
had dug up two buckets full of moss, it was still far from enough to fill the 
size of the courtyard I wanted. I figured that it would take another year 
for the moss to grow big enough, but I obviously wasn’t going to wait that 
long. So, I decided that I would dig up more moss when I was free 
tomorrow. After all, the more moss I planted, the faster it would grow. 

When I was emptying out Fatty’s plastic bucket, I found some wild 
mushrooms that looked edible. Fatty asked me if I wanted to put them in 
the chicken soup we were going to have for dinner but I shook my head 
no. When I was in the study later that evening, I looked up information on 
poisonous mushrooms and found that the mushrooms Fatty had picked 
were actually a type of poisonous mushroom called trogia venenata.(2) 
We were almost killed off by Fatty’s soup, I thought to myself. 

That same evening, I made Fatty read up on poisonous mushrooms all 
night long. He was frightened by what he read and said that he didn’t 
expect so many poisonous mushrooms to look like shiitake mushrooms. 

At about nine o’clock, I looked at the courtyard outside the window and 
saw Poker-Face sorting out the moss alone. I leaned against the window 
ledge and watched him sort the moss for more than two hours. 

 
(2) Also called “little white mushrooms”. Pic here. 

https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2021/10/image-15.png
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I wasn’t sure whether he liked my plan or not, but I figured if Fatty liked it 
a lot, then he may like it a little bit. 

The next day was the same. The sand and gravel I had ordered were piled 
up in the courtyard in the afternoon, and that evening, the three of us 
took shovels and stood in the middle of the yard. I was planning on 
digging the pond first. 

The feeling of this moment pulled up memories of the past. Although it 
wasn’t a Luoyang shovel in my hand, it was still in my DNA.(3)  

“Mr. Naïve,” Fatty said, “what do we do if we dig down and find 
something?” 

“We’ll just use you to fill it in,” I said. 

“Don’t fucking joke with me. With your constitution, maybe you have a 
force field or something around you where you’ll automatically end up 
building a house on top of a tomb.” 

I glared at him, but Poker-Face ignored us and took the lead in digging. 
The three of us dug for ten minutes before I found that instead of a pool, 
we had ended up digging a grave robbers’ tunnel out of habit. 

When I stopped them, Fatty looked at the hole and asked me, “Mr. Naïve, 
isn’t this pool a little small?” 

“Yeah,” I said while thinking to myself that it was just big enough to soak 
our feet. “We have to widen the sides. Brothers, I know this will leave our 
comfort zone, but we have to be brave.” 

After I finished speaking, I started working on the sides, but things like 
habits were really amazing. Even after giving each other a reminder every 
ten minutes, we still had to work really hard to make it look like we 
weren’t digging a tunnel. Just as I was wondering what to do, Fatty’s 
shovel suddenly made a clanging sound as it hit something. It must have 
been very hard, for Fatty almost fell down from the impact of hitting it. 

 
(3) The raw actually called it a whirlwind/tornado shovel but the pics here looked like the Luoyang shovel that’s 
always mentioned in DMBJ so I used that instead. 

https://baike.baidu.com/item/%E6%97%8B%E9%A3%8E%E9%93%B2/4333928
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Completely shocked, I turned and saw that Fatty had dug up something 
that looked like a millstone. 
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Chapter 10 Courtyard 5 

When we pulled it out, we found that it was the upper part of a standard 
millstone, which looked just like a big stone pie. After digging down 
further, we found an old aluminum lunch box with a steel brand on it that 
read: China. There was also a line of small steel letters below it that read: 
Large Aluminum Lunch Box. 

I opened the aluminum lunch box and found that it contained four old 
coins with very illegible characters on them. I had studied this kind of 
thing in particular, and even though I still couldn’t understand what the 
characters said after examining them for a long time, the patina on them 
was enough to tell me that they were genuinely ancient. 

After thinking about it for a while, I said to Fatty, “This is illegal money. 
It’s counterfeit currency made by the common people back in the day. 
The characters on them are just random words.” 

“Are they valuable?” 

“Enough to buy a bottle of Coke,” I said. But something seemed a little 
off. This lunch box had been buried under the millstone and there was 
even some ancient money in it. “Come on, help me turn this millstone 
over.” 

Fatty sucked in a big breath, summoned all of his strength, and flipped 
the millstone over. I saw that there really was something strange on the 
bottom of the millstone—someone had written the character for “knight” 
in red paint.(1)  

I took a deep breath. This round millstone had the character for “knight” 
on it, which meant that this was a Chinese chess piece.(2) This thing had 
something to do with feng shui. 

 
(1) This is the character: 马. It can mean horse, horse or cavalry piece in Chinese chess, or knight in Western 

chess. I thought knight fit better in the context of the chapter than horse/cavalry. 
(2) Chinese chess is different from Western chess in terms of moves and rules. It’s also more complex. In 
Chinese chess, the pieces play on the intersections while Western chess has the pieces play in the squares 
themselves. The names of the pieces are also a little different. King vs General, Queen vs Guard, Bishop vs. 
Elephant or Minister, Knight vs Horse, Rook vs Chariot or Car, Pawn vs Soldier. More info here and here. 

https://medium.com/mindsportsio/international-chess-vs-chinese-chess-xiangqi-8c75d2a80223
https://chess.stackexchange.com/questions/5191/tactical-difference-between-chess-and-chinese-chess
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I looked back at the house as Fatty asked me, “Is there really something 
down there? Mr. Naïve, although I think this is a bit much even for you, I 
kinda like it.” 

Ancient coins could also be called ancient springs, so this feng shui array 
meant that the knight was suppressing the four springs. But what did this 
mean? Where was this knight piece supposed to go? Was it the general or 
was it protecting the lord? 

All these things were from the ‘90s. After thinking about it, I remembered 
that we had found some strange things here before, and I couldn’t help 
but feel that this land had a story to it. 

Fatty looked at me, silently asking me with his eyes what we should do. 
“Keep digging,” I said. 

The three of us dug around the area again but didn’t find anything else. 

My mind was full of questions as I continued to work, but by the time we 
were done for the day, we managed to make a rough outline of a pond. I 
estimated the amount of work left and determined that it would take 
about ten days to dig to the size I needed. Dinner that night was 
especially delicious because of the manual labor, but the millstone sitting 
off to the side was making me uneasy. I didn’t know why, but I couldn’t 
shake the feeling that that thing was watching me. 

I held onto the four ancient coins that night, wanting to be vigilant, but I 
was too tired and ended up falling asleep after only a second. I didn’t 
even dream, and by the time I woke up, it was already bright outside. 

When I went out into the yard, I found that the millstone was gone. I 
went to look for the ancient coins and found that they were also gone. 
Just as I was wondering what was going on, Fatty came out of the 
bathroom and said to me, “Little Brother got rid of the millstone early this 
morning.” 

“Did he say why?” 

“No, but something must have happened last night.” 
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“Why do you say that?” 

Fatty jutted his chin in a certain direction, silently telling me to look at the 
courtyard. I saw that a bamboo pole was now standing in the spot where 
we had dug up the millstone yesterday. The pole was very thin, but one 
of our dining bowls was somehow sitting on top of it. 

When I walked over, I saw that there was rice in the bowl, along with 
about six or seven hairs sitting on top of the rice. The hairs were being 
held down with a broken chopstick. 

“Did Little Brother do this?” I asked. 

Fatty nodded. “You think Little Brother hung out at Mount Mao?”(3)  

“Is this Little Brother’s hair?” 

“Mm-hmm. I told you there had to be something underground here, but 
Little Brother must have taken care of it yesterday, along with the 
millstone and copper coins. This piece of land should now be all cleaned 
up.” 

“Do you think he’ll tell us what happened last night?” 

“Whatever it was—even if it was an old Black Mountain demon that had 
been sealed for three hundred years—it probably stuck its head out 
wanting to suck some blood but saw Little Brother looking at it from 
outside. It was then packed up and buried in another place. I think that’s 
probably what happened.” After Fatty said that, he pointed to the toilet, 
“Do you want to use the toilet? The seat is all warmed up. If you don’t go, 
it’ll get cold again.” 

I thought about what happened last night. I slept so soundly that I wasn’t 
even aware that anything had occurred, but looking at the ground here, it 
was obvious that Poker-Face must have dug the pit deeper. 

When Poker-Face came back, we didn’t ask him what had happened. I 
knew that he wouldn’t discuss complicated things. After all, there was a 

 
(3) Mount Mao is a sacred Taoist mountain southeast of Jurong county. Some info here. Some pics here. 

http://www.san-shin.org/China-Maoshan.html
https://www.trip.com/travel-guide/attraction/jurong/mao-mountain-75749/
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limit to the number of words he would speak every day. Other people 
had their own shortcomings, but his just happened to be a lack of words. 

When we were eating dinner that evening, I choked on several hairs that 
were apparently in my rice. It seemed that Fatty didn’t want to waste that 
bowl of rice from earlier. After we finished eating, we took a break and 
then continued digging up the courtyard. At this time, someone suddenly 
knocked on the door. When I opened it, I saw Wang Meng standing there, 
smelling strongly of alcohol. “Boss, I’ve got that matter settled,” he said 
to me. “There’s just one little problem.” 
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Chapter 11 Courtyard 6 

The smell of wine on Wang Meng’s body was from baijiu. People who 
loved to drink may think that wine smelled good when it was in a bottle, 
but once it ended up in your stomach and mixed with your human scent, 
the smell became something indescribable. In wuxia novels, some 
beautiful women were depicted as smelling quite refreshing after they 
drank once their body odor mixed with the alcohol, but I didn’t really 
believe it. 

We helped him into the living room and I made him some honey tea to 
relieve his hangover. Although there usually weren’t many parties here, 
there were still all kinds of people who got drunk during the holidays so I 
kept various medicines and hot drinks on hand. 

Wang Meng took off his shoes, sat down cross-legged on my sofa, and 
looked at me with a frown on his face. “Boss,” he said, “let me tell you 
something. I’ve taken more care with the things you’ve asked me to do 
than I have with the things my own mother has asked me to do. Are there 
any more outrageous things you want to buy? Why don’t you just ask for 
the moon while you’re at it?” 

Fatty glanced at me with an expression that seemed to say, “This kid is 
showing his true colors now that he’s drunk. Since you haven’t been in 
the shop for a while and he’s been in charge of things, he seems to have 
some misconceptions.” 

Who doesn’t go crazy when they drink? I said to myself. I understood that, 
so as long as he didn’t dirty my sofa, I would be fine with it. “Were you 
able to buy it or not?” I asked him. 

“Would I be here if I wasn’t able to? Boss, I was still in Harbin this 
morning. I found the thing, but the price was twenty percent higher than 
expected. Big brother and I drank eight bottles of Lao Cunzhang(1) before 
the price was finally settled within our budget. Big brother was very 

 
(1) A cheap but popular Chinese white wine brand from northern Chinese. Its quality apparently isn’t bad 
despite being cheap. It has a soft taste that isn’t very strong and is a bit sweet. It’s basically a type of baijiu, 
which is a colorless liquor typically coming in between 35% and 60% alcohol by volume. FYI, Harbin is in 
northeastern China. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Baijiu
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happy and sent me all the way to Liancheng Airport, but I let my mouth 
get away from me and portrayed you as someone unparalleled in this 
world. Big brother wanted to visit you personally, so here I am.” 

I looked at him and instantly felt that there was something he had said 
that I didn’t quite understand. After thinking about it for a moment, I 
asked him, “Big Brother is here, too?” 

Wang Meng looked to the side, “Big brother’s right here! Huh?” 

I glanced at Fatty while thinking to myself, this isn’t good. Is Wang Meng 
imaging things or did he really bring someone here but they got lost along 
the way? 

Fatty and I immediately grabbed our flashlights and went out, only to find 
a large man lying in the ditch by the field outside. 

The big man was totally unconscious and half of his body was submerged 
in the water. Fatty and I dragged him up—the guy weighed at least two 
hundred catties(2)—and found that his body under his clothes was 
covered in leeches. 

“Wow, Wang Meng can actually outdrink this kind of guy? He’s really 
grown.” As Fatty said this, he lit a cigarette to burn the leeches off. Then, 
we dragged him back to the restaurant like we were dragging a corpse 
back. “So, this guy turned out to be a guest,” Fatty said. “Moreover, he’s 
from the same area as Little Brother. Let’s put him in the house.” 

No, I said to myself. We have to clean him off. Otherwise, my floor and 
carpet will get dirty. 

I felt the guy’s pulse and found that his overall condition was fine. Fatty 
started to boil some water, so I moved the guy to the table and stripped 
him naked. Once the water was boiled, Fatty brought a bucket over and 
we wiped the guy’s body down. 

We ended up covered in mud as we were cleaning him, but I really liked 
my clothes so Fatty and I put on aprons. After seeing how many tiny 

 
(2) 200 catties=100 kg=~220 pounds 
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leeches were latched onto his skin, we knew that Fatty’s hands and 
cigarette would be useless, so we took out a kitchen knife, sliced open his 
skin a little bit, and then burned the leeches off with a lighter. 

While we were busy doing that, I heard what sounded like a car pulling up 
outside. I didn’t think too much about it, but soon, the village secretary 
came in with another group of strangers. He had his arm slung around 
some of their shoulders and hadn’t even entered the door before he 
shouted at us, “Boss Wu, please work overtime. Our town leaders have 
some friends who came here from Qinghai. They heard about how 
delicious your food is and how popular you’ve become on the internet. 
There are about a dozen people, so please serve us some of your 
specialty dishes.” 

When he finally entered the door, he saw me carrying a bucket and Fatty 
holding a kitchen knife. We were both standing around the table wearing 
aprons, and on the table was a naked man who weighed more than two 
hundred catties. The naked man was very pale, unconscious, and his body 
was still covered in blood. 

The group of people were completely stunned when they saw this scene. 
The village secretary had a witty remark lined up, but when he saw this 
situation in front of him, he became tongue-tied and eventually 
stammered out, “So—what a coincidence. Are—are you cutting up a 
corpse here?” 

Fatty laughed—he also realized what this kind of scene looked like—
before casually asking, “Would you like a piece?” 

“No need, no need.” The village secretary almost bit his tongue and 
looked at me as if asking for help. 

I coughed, “Would you believe this is my second party?”(3)  

The tourists were completely dumbfounded; everyone was now in a 
deadlock. I took a deep breath, wanting to explain what was really going 
on, when Poker-Face suddenly squeezed through the crowd carrying a 

 
(3) Also called “Party B” in a contract. Second party is usually a service provider/seller so they can be referred to 
as a “supplier” in this case. 
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naked Wang Meng over one shoulder. He placed Wang Meng on another 
table, and I saw that Wang Meng was already sleeping like the dead. 

Poker-Face whispered to me, “He threw up. I left his clothes and pants in 
the yard.” 

I knew what he meant. He was worried that Wang Meng would continue 
vomiting and get the sofa dirty, so he carried him over here. 

He then looked at the crowd and took out some menus from beside the 
register. 
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Chapter 12 Courtyard 7 

Our Qinghai friends were different from me. Between imagination and 
reality, I would believe in my imagination more. So, if it were me, I would 
believe that I had stumbled upon a scene of somebody being 
dismembered. 

But these Qinghai people obviously had a subconscious belief that such 
things wouldn’t happen so easily in today’s world. And even if such things 
were to happen, they believed that we would’ve at least locked the door 
first. So, after a little explanation, the atmosphere finally relaxed. 
Although everyone’s faces were pale and they still seemed a little 
dubious, they sat down hesitantly to order. Fatty took some basins that 
were sitting off to the side and covered the two men’s lower bodies. 

But this ended up turning the scene into something like a hibachi grill(1) 

where the chef would cut up a roast duck on the side while everyone 
waited for the hot food at the table. As I stood there watching from the 
side, I felt as if Fatty would slice off a piece of large intestine and ask, 
“Does anyone want some human intestine sashimi?” 

Indeed, not only was this scene not good, but it also wasn’t very hygienic 
either. If someone happened to take a photo, the Health Department 
might pay us a visit. Just as I was wondering what to do, Fatty said to the 
Qinghai group, “Everyone, I’m fucking busy saving this guy. His body is 
covered in leeches and I feel uncomfortable leaving him like this. In fact, 
he could easily get an infection. If I’m to cook, you all have to give me a 
hand and help save him. Otherwise, please leave. We won’t be working 
overtime today.” 

The Qinghai friends were very enthusiastic—maybe they were really 
hungry, maybe I was really popular on the internet, or maybe they were 
just brave—and immediately came over to help. Fatty took out all kinds 
of kitchen knives and asked them to disinfect them with a blowtorch. 
Then, they hurriedly made cuts on the man’s body and held a lighter up 

 
(1) Raw had “功夫菜” which directly translates to something like “kung fu dish”. It reminded me of the 
Japanese restaurants in the US where the chef cooks in front of you. They’re called “hibachi grills” but the 
process is actually called “teppanyaki”, or grilling on a flat iron surface, so that’s basically why I went with 
“hibachi grill” in the text even though they were on a table. 
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to the leeches until they fell off. Once that was done, they disinfected the 
wounds with iodine and covered them with band-aids. 

The village secretary looked at Fatty’s kitchen knives and the bowl lying 
over the man’s lower body and asked, “Is it that difficult for us to just 
send him to a hospital?” 

“Leech bites aren’t all that serious,” I responded. “It was only after we 
cleared away half of them that we found that there were still some small 
ones. We’re all familiar with this kind of thing and know that there’s 
nothing seriously wrong with him, so we can just handle it ourselves.” 

The village secretary stared at Fatty’s kitchen knives, seemingly unable to 
move his eyes away. It was obvious that he was still very concerned. 
“Boss Wang,” he said to Fatty, “you’re going to get rid of these knives, 
right? Don’t use them for cooking later. They’ve been used to cut both 
human skin and leeches.” 

“Are you going to reimburse me for them? We can just wash them.” 

“Won’t our female guests have a problem with that?” 

“Do you get rid of your knives after cutting up large intestines at home?” 

“But that’s a pig.” 

“Are pig intestines cleaner than people?” 

“No, Fat Master, that’s not what I mean. How about I buy eight sets of 
knives and send them to your restaurant as a gift? You can use these 
knives for other purposes, so please don’t use them in the kitchen. How 
about you use this one today? It’s clean.” The village secretary picked up 
an unused kitchen knife from the side and handed it to Fatty. 

Fatty took it and handed the old knife to the village secretary while giving 
me a smug look that seemed to say he had gotten another good deal, “I 
want the best brand. Don’t give me any of that scrap iron crap.” With that 
said, he went into the kitchen and started cooking. 
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It wasn’t appropriate for the women to carve up a man, so they sat down 
and ordered food from Poker-Face. After ordering for a while, they 
thought that Poker-Face might be tired of standing while taking their 
orders, so they had him sit down. I looked at them and sighed before 
going to instruct the others on how to remove the leeches. 

After the Northeastern brother woke up, he sat there for a long time 
before slowly starting to weep. This was because when he opened his 
eyes, he found that there were a dozen large Northwestern men standing 
around him with kitchen knives, either pulling something off of him or 
saying, “Is this one a leech or is it a vein? Don’t make a mistake.” 

Fatty’s dishes were quite good and the Qinghai group had a hearty 
appetite after finishing their work. The Northeastern brother had sobered 
up a little bit by this point, but he was still a little sluggish and didn’t seem 
to understand where he was. He sat there in a daze before quickly falling 
asleep. Wang Meng never woke up at all. I arranged the two of them on a 
couple of chairs, put a blanket over them, and lit a brazier to warm them 
up. 

Once this whole ordeal was finally over, Poker-Face and Fatty went to 
bed first. I washed Wang Meng’s clothes and then looked after them until 
about four or five in the morning when Poker-Face woke up. Once he 
took over for me, I went to sleep. I woke up around lunchtime and found 
that both the Northeastern brother and Wang Meng were already awake, 
wearing Fatty’s clothes. 

I finally got to hear about what happened. Wang Meng really did buy 
those things for me and had taken the initiative to pay for them already. 
He said that it was a birthday present for me, but I looked at the invoice 
and found that he had bought them with the money from the shop. I 
didn’t know how buying a gift with funds from the shop could be 
considered a present from him. 

We held back on the drinks as we exchanged a few pleasantries, and I 
eventually persuaded the guy to go back home. Wang Meng was left 
behind to wait for his clothes to dry. Still sleepy, he told me a lot of things 
that he had apparently been trying to say to me when he was drunk. He 
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knew that he didn’t have a room here, but he thought he’d at least get to 
be a doorman. 

I listened to him silently. After he finished his story, he ate dinner with us 
and got ready to leave. As we watched him get in the car and drive off, 
Fatty lit a cigarette and said to me, “Is this kid lonely or something? There 
are so many people in the business.” 

I sighed and motioned for them to keep digging. 

Autumn was quickly passing by. After finishing this courtyard, maybe it 
was time for us to go back to Wushanju and check on the PKIs.(2)  

  

 
(2) KPI stands for key performance indicator, a quantifiable measure of performance over time for a specific 
objective. KPIs basically evaluate the success of an organization or of a particular activity in which it engages. 
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Chapter 13 Courtyard 8 

The moss was growing slowly and the pit was getting bigger and bigger. 

A perfect courtyard would probably require a year to take shape. That’s 
right, because courtyards were never built but grown. After the pit was 
almost completely dug, the whole yard would look like a mess. Those 
who didn’t have a strong mind would probably want to give up at any 
moment. 

At this time, a lot of books on courtyards that I had bought both 
domestically and internationally were starting to arrive. Even my friends 
in the Department of Landscape Architecture sent me a lot of their 
opinions. 

One of my old classmates also wrote me a passage, which I thought 
sounded very reasonable: 

“People are eager to live next to beautiful scenery, but it is a very lofty 
pursuit. If you take a moment to look up and find that you have a corner 
pond and a courtyard that look like a picture when viewed from within a 
window or door frame, then you’ll know that you’re living amid beauty. If 
you live in a place with four distinct seasons, and you happen to have the 
ability to make those four seasons appear as four separate but beautiful 
compositions in your window and door frames, then your courtyard can 
already be considered amazing. Unfortunately, in our current lives, it’s 
very difficult to carve out your own corner of the world. But you, Wu Xie, 
are free and have people who are willing to help you, as well as the 
obsession to continue pursuing these things, which is something that is 
even more difficult to obtain. I hope you can achieve your dreams! To 
withdraw from the world and live in seclusion is something reserved for 
only the greatest among humans. Mortals who enter the mountains 
become nothing but savages at most.” 

There were many detailed instructions in the letter which were very 
useful, such as not imagining what the courtyard would look like after it 
was completed because people couldn’t foresee how things that grew on 
their own would reach their final shape. 
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But this classmate didn’t leave their signature. I had sent out a mass email 
asking for advice, so there wasn’t a return address either. I didn’t know 
who this person was, but looking at the momentum of this small essay 
they had written, they were probably an upperclassman. 

In my study, I began drawing up some drafts after carefully studying the 
materials I had gotten. The grass in courtyards needed to be a 
harmonious blend of colors, so I kept looking up the grasses used in 
various landscapes. I even bought watercolors and kept painting nonstop. 

Many flowers had been planted around Xilaimian. Lin Liuren usually 
added different varieties, but after autumn passed, he seemed to have 
gotten a girlfriend and went to stay at her place. He was often absent for 
long periods of time, and when he was away, Little Xue seemed to be 
absent as well. Fatty started wondering whether the two of them wanted 
to go it alone. 

I thought it unlikely because Lin Liuren was attached to the garden here. 

But when it came to me, flowers really weren’t my style. 

To be honest, I wanted this courtyard I was designing to have more 
greenery, like moss and shrubs. I also wanted the design to be simple and 
clean yet very powerful. 

In fact, I knew that Lin Liuren had studied this subject more in-depth than 
I had. He could probably even come up with a plan that didn’t use any 
flowers, but I didn’t want others to design this courtyard. When I was first 
sorting through all the materials and pictures, I was anxious because I 
didn’t have a clue as to what I was doing. During that time, I even asked 
myself countless times whether it was wrong to be so picky. After all, it 
would be much faster to call someone to help me. 

But I persisted in the end. By the time I finally decided on a plan, a week 
had passed and all the walls in my study were covered in drafts. During 
this time, I didn’t see any more cats or weirdos. It was almost like 
everything had all been in my head. 
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I also made a list of the raw materials I needed and asked the 
upperclassmen to help me purchase them. I predicted that the courtyard 
would be a complete mess soon, so I needed to build it up to my 
standards bit by bit. 

During this period, I held several meetings with Fatty and Poker-Face to 
get their opinion on things, but they always said that the plans were fine. 
I sometimes felt that they were simply going along with my crazy ideas. 
Fatty continued to dig the pit while I was busy drawing my designs, so by 
the time I was finished, the pond was a little too deep. But I didn’t say 
anything, because according to feng shui principles, the deeper the water 
in front of the house, the better the feng shui. 

I took a picture of the mess that was the courtyard now. If this was how it 
looked in the beginning, everyone would definitely be surprised when 
they saw how it turned out in the future. 

Next summer, the three of us would be drinking tea in front of the pond 
as our shadows reflected off of the water’s surface. The fish would be 
swimming in our shadows, the aquatic plants acting as background 
decorations. 

By the way, you’re probably wondering what kind of aquatic plants I’m 
looking for, the ones that can grow in completely clear water. 

Those things grow very slowly, so if you can’t collect a lot of them, it’ll 
take ten years for them to grow into a courtyard…. 
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Chapter 14 Courtyard 9 

That night, my dreams were filled with aquatic plants. I dreamed that the 
village secretary took Lin Liuren to open another farmhouse right next to 
ours, which was called Lezhexing.(1) Then, in order to annoy me, he 
proceeded to dance with aquatic grass around his waist and encouraged 
others to follow him. 

When I woke up in the morning, I was really pissed off. In fact, it had been 
a long time since I was so angry. It was only five o’clock at this time, so I 
went and sat in the ruins of our yard to sulk for a bit. It seemed that in 
people’s dreams, all the armor and disguises we had built up after 
adulthood, along with the abilities and shrewdness we had learned, were 
ineffective. In dreams, our emotions were reduced to a childish state. 

But the most irritating thing was that I had to help the village organize the 
lantern festival. When was it supposed to take place? I couldn’t 
remember. 

When Poker-Face and Fatty got up, they saw that I had spread out a map 
of the whole city on the wall and prepared all of our equipment. Fatty 
asked me what I was doing, so I said to him, “When it comes to 
gardening, you have to be diligent. Today, we’re hunting for aquatic 
plants within a hundred kilometers of the city. We can’t miss a single pool 
of water.” 

Fatty looked at me like I was crazy, “Doesn’t our country have a thing 
called online shopping?” 

“It’s mostly because I can’t recognize the species I want just by looking at 
the small pictures. I have to see what they look like in the water.” 

“Mr. Naïve, our life of seclusion is more tiring than robbing a tomb,” Fatty 
said to me. 

I looked at him and said slowly, “It’s almost crab season.” 

 
(1) Can mean something like “to wake up happy” 
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Fatty immediately became energetic, his stomach growling almost at the 
exact same time, “While looking for the aquatic plants, we can also—” 

“Set out crab cages!” I said to him. 

“We’ll enjoy them with some hot rice wine.” 

“And osmanthus flowers.” 

“Put vinegar, minced ginger, sugar, and lard in a pan and sear over a low 
flame.” 

“The big crabs can be steamed and the small ones can be cut up. The crab 
legs can be dipped in vinegar to go with the wine. We can mix the crab 
roe and lard with rice.” 

We both looked at Poker-Face after we finished speaking. It seemed only 
logical for him to have the last word so that our impromptu skit would be 
perfect, but he just looked at us silently. We waited for three minutes, 
but he still continued to look at us. 

“Let’s go,” Fatty eventually said. 

The three of us got on a small motorcycle (dangerous; do not imitate) and 
started our journey of looking for pools of water in the surrounding area. 

We arrived at the nearest pool. We couldn’t necessarily go to other 
people’s fish ponds, so these wild pools were formed either by 
converging mountain springs or the rising water levels of wetlands that 
were formed by small rivers. Fatty went to the village to buy pork. We 
planned on bringing thirty catties of fatty meat home to extract oil, and 
the lean meat would be used as crab bait. The crab cages were made 
from wild bamboo that we directly cut ourselves. We were able to use 
the local materials to make cages at every spot, and with Fatty’s deft 
fingers, the work was finished quickly. 

We swept through seven spots that first day, so we were exhausted by 
the time evening came. I was the only one looking for aquatic plants since 
the other two were busy catching crabs. When we returned to the village 
house, we quickly fell asleep, which was a rare occurrence. 
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Only Poker-Face didn’t sleep. In fact, I had noticed during the day that 
something was wrong with him. On several occasions, he would suddenly 
stop what he was doing and look at the nearby bamboo forest. 

If this were the past, Fatty and I would have thought that something 
terrible was going to happen. 

I didn’t know what he saw— before that whole cat incident occurred, I 
couldn’t shake the feeling that there was someone around us—but if 
Poker-Face noticed something, I figured it was best to just let him deal 
with it. It probably had something to do with his family anyway. 

When we went to check on the crab cages the next day, I found that 
something was wrong. The ones Fatty pulled up in the first few pools 
were still normal and had six or seven crabs in each cage. 

We had a pit in our yard, so if we added some water and fed the crabs 
some kitchen scraps every day, even the thins ones would be fat by the 
time the northwest winds started to blow. This was the real way to eat 
crabs; it was meaningless to eat too many of them at once. 

But when it came to the fourth pool, the crab cages that were pulled out 
weren’t normal. There were several crabs in these cages with red strings 
tied to their bodies that had copper coins on them. 

Fatty untied the copper coins while muttering to himself, “Why do these 
copper coins look so familiar?” 

When I grabbed them and took a look, I was certain that they were the 
same coins we had dug up before. 

Someone had apparently gotten up in the middle of the night and tied up 
the crabs in our cages. We both looked at Poker-Face. He was the one 
who had taken care of the matter involving the copper coins. Was the 
story more complicated than we had originally thought? 

At this time, Poker-Face looked at the wild brush nearby. We followed his 
gaze and watched as a cat came out of the forest. 
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It had cattail grass looped around its neck, on which hung an old lunch 
box. It was curiously looking at the loaches in our hands—the thing about 
using crab cages was that you’d also end up with a large number of 
loaches and crayfish. 

We were familiar with that old lunch box. It was very heavy, and the cat 
actually looked like it was struggling a little bit. 

Fatty took out a loach and threw it over, “Even if two countries are at 
war, no one shoots the messenger. Come here, kitty.” 

We used loaches to lure the cat over bit by bit until it was finally in front 
of us. Fatty untied the lunch box from around its neck and opened it, 
revealing a photo inside. 

The photo was very familiar. 
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Chapter 15 Courtyard 10: Bamboo 
Lantern Festival 

Ancient souls may be encountered on ancient roads. 

This was a photo I had received a while ago, which was modified from a 
photo I had taken of a mountain path. It was covered in colorful doodles 
of lanterns, booths on both sides of the path, and shooting stars in the 
distant sky. 

I originally thought that this picture had been modified using a digital 
tablet after the person had downloaded my photo, but now I realized that 
it had been printed out and painted over using oil-based paints. And now 
I was holding the physical copy of this photo in my hands. 

A paragraph had been written on the back of the photo, followed by a 
new line of words. I could tell at first glance that these two passages were 
written at different times and with different pens. 

“Please follow the path the kitty took.” 

I handed the photo to Fatty and then helped take the collar off of the cat. 
Now that its belly was full of food, it lay down and started to lick its butt. 

Fatty clicked his tongue and handed the photo to Poker-Face, but Poker-
Face didn’t take it. 

“What kind of situation is this? What’s in the woods? Are we really 
supposed to follow the route this cat took?” 

“This person has a very special way of speaking that makes it hard to tell 
whether they’re a man or a woman,” I said to him. “I thought that there 
was a reason all of these strange things were happening around us 
recently and it turned out that I was right.” 

“So should we go or withdraw?” Fatty asked. 
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I never liked to follow a script, and there were crabs tonight, so the 
happiness of this evening had already been booked. Although this side 
issue made me curious, my rebellious nature surged up at this time. 

It didn’t matter how much this bastard like to mess around, if I turned 
around and left now, he’d definitely be left standing there dumbfounded. 
But this wasn’t a fight where lives were on the line, so did using a 
technique like that go against the principles of life? 

After I stood there thinking for a while, Poker-Face suddenly walked into 
the woods. Fatty immediately followed him. I sighed, realizing that Fatty 
was dying to check it out. 

These small interruptions in our otherwise peaceful lives were actually 
quite pleasant. It was something I had discovered very early on. To be 
honest, I figured we were all looking forward to this little interruption. 
Even if it was a small trap, as long as it wasn’t fatal, I also wanted to do 
something exciting. 

And at this moment, I figured it was just a stupid thing at most. 

I also followed them. 

This forest was a mixture of bamboo and trees without a path leading 
through it, so I actually didn’t know where the cat had come from. But 
after entering, we immediately saw that some decorative wind chimes 
had been tied to a lot of the bamboo, which led to the depths of the 
forest. 

When the wind blew, the wind chimes made various tinkling sounds. 

I didn’t expect this forest to be so deep. The three of us exchanged 
another look before starting to follow the bell-like sounds. 

“Is this one of those murder mystery things that have become popular 
recently?” Fatty whispered. 

I hadn’t played before, so I didn’t know. 
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The sky darkened as we walked further in. It wasn’t nighttime yet, but the 
sun was going down and the light in the woods was quickly fading. As we 
walked, all we could do was listen to the sound of the wind chimes to 
guide the way. 

Amazingly, in the depths of the forest, many lanterns began to appear on 
both sides of the path. They were hanging in a dense cluster about 
seventeen or eighteen meters away from us. The lanterns came on as the 
sunlight faded away, but I didn’t know whether they were controlled by a 
sensor or some kind of mechanism. 

“Not good, Mr. Naïve,” Fatty said. 

I nodded. Something of this scale couldn’t be done by a single person; it 
had obviously been done by a group of people. 

The reason I say this is because the path stretching out into the distance 
was almost completely lined with lanterns on both sides. 

“Is the village secretary challenging you with lanterns?” 

“If he had these kinds of aesthetics, he wouldn’t paint his tractor with red 
and green stripes,” I said while looking at the photo in my hand. 

After taking a few more steps, I began to frown. 

Maybe we’ll meet an ancient soul, I thought to myself. 

After all, I could see an ancient stone road in front of me. There were a lot 
of ancient roads in the mountains here, many of which were extremely 
old but still usable. 

At the entrance of this ancient road was a huge lantern structure, which 
was actually a very large archway made out of paper. The inside of the 
archway was full of colored lanterns that were all lit up now. 

But there weren’t any lanterns behind this structure, only a deep 
darkness. 
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“These lanterns are all battery-powered, so it’s not haunted or anything,” 
Fatty whispered from the side. 

I nodded, but the darkness behind the lantern-filled structure was 
starting to feel a little ominous. 
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Chapter 16 Courtyard 11 

This ominous feeling didn’t come from my danger radar—the lanterns 
were battery-operated and paranormal events wouldn’t be so logical—
but more from a feeling that I may have to face a particularly 
embarrassing situation soon. 

To be honest, I had already determined that this definitely wasn’t 
something the Zhang family would do. Some Zhang family members were 
a little eccentric, but they were out of touch with modern society and 
wouldn’t use a narrative for entertainment purposes. 

That’s right, this was a narrative. It was obviously a very hip story of a 
magical place, with an invitation from a mystical cat, a spiritual bamboo 
forest, and a gate formed by lights. 

The areas in front and behind the gate were metaphors for the real world 
and the dream world. If I went behind the gate, maybe I could walk into 
another world full of fantasy and folklore, just like many of those 
Japanese animated films. 

If there really was such a world behind it, or if there was a fake landscape 
that looked similar to it, I would also feel happy—even if it was all 
battery-operated. 

But I knew that the other party couldn’t do it. No matter who was behind 
this, the fact that they couldn’t light the lanterns in front using real 
candles showed that they simply couldn’t recreate such a story. 

It had to be a little awkward. 

I thought about it for a while before walking up to the gate and 
proceeding through it. It was actually an interesting feeling. This lantern-
filled archway was thicker than I thought, and it took me about seven or 
eight seconds to pass through it. After I walked in, I actually felt like I was 
entering another world. 
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When I came out on the other side, the area in front of me was very dark. 
I looked up and saw that the fading sunlight was blocked by something on 
top of the bamboo that seemed to be a black veil of sorts. 

That black veil was very large and covered a very large swath of bamboo 
forest. I clicked my tongue, thinking of how much this must have cost. 
What did I do to deserve being teased like this? 

At this time, the clear ringing of a bell suddenly came from in front of me. 
It wasn’t the wind chimes from before but a special bell. It was probably 
small, but the sound was very crisp and clear. 

When I looked at the place where the sound had come from, I saw that a 
very small candle had been lit and was illuminating a fist-sized area 
behind it. 

I could vaguely see that the person holding the candle was an old man 
with a hunched back. 

I squinted. The old man had to be wearing an ancient costume, but I 
couldn’t tell what style it was. 

At that moment, my heart thumped and I suddenly had a bad feeling. 

This was the first time since we started this little jaunt into the forest that 
I felt a sense of danger, because I couldn’t seem to find a logical 
explanation for what was going on. I didn’t know why this old man had 
appeared, who he was, or why would he do such a thing. What 
relationship did I have with him? 

As I was hesitating, a lot of lanterns suddenly lit up the surrounding 
darkness. 

The entire pitch-black bamboo forest was lit up in an instant, the colorful 
lights from the lanterns creating a stunning scene with their brightness 
despite being battery-operated. I felt as if I was suddenly surrounded by a 
maze of colored glass. 
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Then, I saw that the old man turned out to be a paper doll. When I 
walked over and looked at it, I was surprised to find that this paper doll 
looked kind of similar to me. 

But it was an old man. 

At this time, Fatty let out an exclamation. I found that among those 
lanterns, there were a lot of paper dolls, all of which were in the likeness 
of that old man. 

But when I looked at the paper dolls carefully, I found that I was 
overthinking it. The paper dolls were just ugly. 

“What’s going on?” Fatty asked me. 

I looked at Poker-Face, unable to figure it out. “It’s not because of you,” 
he said quietly. 

“Is it because of you?” 

He nodded and looked at the dead leaves on the ground. “Someone in 
the Zhang family is about to die.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Their life is coming to an end.” Poker-Face looked at me, “Longevity 
doesn’t last forever. Normal deaths are very rare for the Zhang family 
because our lifespans are too long. This is a big event.” 

I looked around, “This?” 

“If it was the past, the Zhang family would treat death in a celebratory 
manner. But now the old people in the Zhang family can only die alone.” 
Poker-Face looked at the lanterns, “He is preparing for his own death. 
He’s not near the ancient building, so the patriarch should cut off his 
hand and bring it back there.” 

Fatty also looked around, “Come out, there’s no charge for cutting off 
hands.” 

“He won’t come out,” Poker-Face said. “Sit down. It will soon be over.” 
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As the three of us sat down between the lanterns, I asked Poker-Face, 
“Was it really necessary to use a cat to send the message?” 

“This man, knowing that he’s about to die, has lived close to us for a long 
time. He should have some connection with cats,” Poker-Face said. 

I suddenly understood what he meant. Where did this man live? Or had 
he been hiding among us for a while? 
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Chapter 17 Courtyard 12: Grand Funeral for 
A Centuries-Old Person 

We stopped talking and sat there silently, listening to the ringing sound of 
the bell in the wind. As the sky gradually darkened, the colorful lanterns 
became brighter and brighter. 

I sat there, feeling more or less shocked. 

How long had this person lived? Two hundred years? Three hundred 
years? How would such a long-lived person face his own ending? 

This grand production had been set up all around us, but it was only to 
the extent a single person could manage by themselves. When it came to 
modern people, this kind of thing really wasn’t all that exaggerated 
because funerals in many places were much more extravagant and 
grandiose. For someone who had lived centuries, however, this grand 
funeral was actually very weak and humble. 

The real reason was because this person was all alone. 

It was extremely difficult for those in the Zhang family to have children, 
so they would have to marry outside the clan if it was difficult for them to 
give birth to children through intermarriage. Intermarriage was done 
during the period of their lives that was relatively similar to that of 
normal people. After that, it would become very difficult. The lifespans of 
those born outside the family were much shorter, and there was a fifty-
fifty chance that they would be normal. If a grand funeral was held for 
someone who had lived for centuries, they would almost certainly not 
have any descendants, and even if they did, those descendants must have 
already passed away a long time ago. 

So, what was this guy’s mood when he was decorating here? What was 
he thinking? 

I tried to put myself in his shoes and imagine what he was thinking, but I 
couldn’t come up with anything. If it were me, I’d say fuck it. I lived a long 
life and got my money’s worth. If it was time to die, I’d just die. In fact, I’d 
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go find a third-rate hospital to lie down in front of. Those corpse 
collectors were also professionals after all. 

Why should there be a sense of ceremony? Was it because of nostalgia? 
Or, was the ceremony not for this person but more for us to experience? 
After all, this person had been through a centuries-long journey, and we 
would be the ones bidding him farewell. Maybe we were fated to meet 
each other? 

I couldn’t figure it out, but these colored lanterns were like magic that 
kept lingering in my mind. This whole thing seemed to have changed 
something, but nothing had actually changed in reality. 

Someone was dying near us, but he was acting alone so no one would 
ever know his thoughts. 

Sometimes I also hated my habit of needing to find an explanation, and I 
started to ask myself, “What does it matter? Why is it so painful?” 

So, I began to think about how this person’s time had passed. 

If he lived around us, he should have seen more things than us. After all, 
he had nothing to worry about and there was only one last thing left in 
his life. 

So, he could see a lot of scenery that we couldn’t see, and he had enough 
time to get close to those cats. Maybe he observed us while hanging out 
with the cats. 

In India, there were many temples for burning corpses that were often in 
the center of a city or on the edge of a big river. 

And next to these corpse-burning temples were many hotels where those 
waiting for death stayed. These hotels were full of dying people, sick old 
people, and terminally ill patients. There were six beds to a room and 
outside the windows was the scene of burning corpses. 

Every day, they’d watch the bodies outside the windows get burned to 
ashes. Their friend in the next bed over who was watching this scene 
together with them today would be down there tomorrow. They were 
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quite calm despite this, as if this was just the last stop before the bus took 
them to the other shore. 

Sometimes they’d also go down and chat with the person who was 
burning the bodies. They knew that this person was the last one who’d be 
in contact with them, their own helmsman on the River Styx. 

I’d often dream of staying in one of those hotels, and then I’d wake up 
with a start. I definitely wasn’t so calm. It wasn’t that I was afraid, I just 
couldn’t accept this attitude towards death. 

Maybe I didn’t believe in the afterlife. 

Moreover, my next life was meaningless to me. I wouldn’t have a more 
thrilling life than this one. 

Ancient souls may be encountered on ancient roads 

At this time, I was suddenly able to piece together some of his thoughts. 
Why lanterns? Because of my post. Shouldn’t Poker-Face have known 
that he was nearby? He probably knew, he just didn’t want to delve into 
it. 

I finally stopped pondering over it because Poker-Face stood up and said 
to me, “Wait for me.” 

I nodded and watched as he moved forward, walked out of the 
illuminated area, and into the darkness. 

Soon, a fire ignited in the direction he had headed toward. 

The batteries started to run out of power and the lights went out one by 
one. Fatty and I just watched and waited until even the fire completely 
died down. Poker-Face finally came back with the old aluminum lunch 
box. 

“Is it over?” 

“It’s over,” Poker-Face said. 
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Back at the village house, Fatty silently began to make dumplings, saying 
that you had to eat them at funerals. Poker-Face put the lunch box on the 
eaves of the house and looked at me. 

“Are you going to leave?” I asked him. 

Poker-Face nodded. “I have to go back to the building.” 

“Do you want me to go with you?” 

“No need,” he said. “I’ll leave tomorrow and return in three days.” 

I nodded. 

After that day, Lin Liuren never showed up again. It was unclear whether 
he left without saying goodbye or whether he was actually a member of 
the Zhang family. 

Left unattended, the farmhouse garden withered. 

But two days after that eventful day, when I returned to the house after 
taking Poker-Face to the station on the motorcycle, I found a bag of 
aquatic plants hanging on the door. They were the exact kind I was 
looking for. 
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Chapter 18 Courtyard 13 Project 

In the period that followed, several major events happened. 

First, the equipment was shipped from Harbin, and I also bought a water 
pump. 

During the days when Poker-Face was gone, Fatty was the only one 
working. I was staring at the yard in a daze. 

I felt as if my soul had been left behind in that bamboo forest, but Fatty 
seemed unfazed. Every day, he would say a few words and fart a few 
times before continuing to work on digging the pond and collecting the 
materials. 

Slowly, my world line was pulled back to the present.(1)  

I suddenly realized that Fatty was here, and he had always been my 
baseline. The reason my soul didn’t fly around everywhere was because 
he was in the human world, guarding the Southern Heavenly Gate.(2)  

That night, we finally had our first crab dish. Poker-Face was supposed to 
come back in the middle of the night, but Fatty couldn’t wait that long. 
While we warmed up the wine and mixed the rice, I asked Fatty, “Am I 
thinking too much? Is there something wrong with me or is there 
something wrong with you?” 

Fatty just chuckled and said, “Man, it’s normal to feel a bit emotional. But 
do you plan on being this moody for the rest of your life?” 

I shook my head, “No, it’s too fucking sad.” 

“If that’s the case, you’ll recover from it eventually, right? You’ll be 
confused for a few days, and once you get back to normal, you’ll realize 
that you haven’t done any work. That’s when you’ll start working, isn’t it? 
But I saved you the hassle and took care of the middle process, so when 

 
(1) The world line (or worldline) of an object is the path that an object traces in 4-dimensional spacetime. It is 
an important concept in modern physics, and particularly theoretical physics. Info here. 
(2) The Southern Heavenly Gate is the main entrance to the Heavenly Court so it’s seen as the entrance to the 
human world and the immortal world (depending on which side you’re on). 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/World_line
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you suddenly figured it out and looked up, you found that I had done 
almost all the work. How does it feel?” 

“What do you mean how does it feel?” 

“You fall down by yourself while I stay exactly where I am. When you look 
up again, you’ll find that I’ve become a Buddha. You’ll probably wonder 
why I’m so tall and imposing, but I didn’t actually do anything. How cheap 
is my Buddhahood—do you know how hard it is to stay put? How hard it 
is for people not to torture themselves? Why are some Buddhas called 
Immovable Wisdom Kings(3), and can become Buddhas by staying 
motionless? Why? It’s because mortals are always moving.” 

“What do you mean?” I didn’t understand. “That’s not what Immovable 
Wisdom King means, right?” 

“It doesn’t matter. Let me tell you, whatever you’ve been thinking about 
isn’t going to bother you as much as me lighting the sofa on fire right 
now. So, do you want to keep thinking about it or do you want to put out 
the fire?” 

“Don’t you dare.” 

“It’s just a hypothetical.” Fatty clicked his tongue, too lazy to argue with 
me. 

I sighed, “Put out the fire.” 

“Is there any profound philosophical truth about this fire? Since it’s a fire 
set by your Fat Master, it’s incredibly tacky and no different from the fire 
used to roast skewers. Why don’t you focus on the more important things 
in your heart?” 

I laughed, and Fatty continued, “Don’t fucking think about unnecessary 
things. Everyone’s a thinker when there’s nothing to do. They all turn into 
the neighborhood committee aunt when they find out the gas hasn’t 
been turned off.” 

 
(3) Also called “Āryācalanātha”. He’s a wrathful deity and dharmapala (protector of the Dharma) prominent in 
Vajrayana Buddhism and East Asian Buddhism. In China, he’s known as “Budong Mingwang”. Info here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Acala


187 
 

I cursed angrily, “You’re the fucking aunt.” 

“I’m not saying this because I discriminate against aunts. Do you 
discriminate against them? When it comes to work, there’s no distinction 
between social hierarchies. It’s always more convenient to look for help 
from someone who manages things near you than to find someone who 
is far away. Just try and offend those aunts. Moreover, I’m currently 
around the same age as them, so I have to call them nicknames like Little 
Fang.” 

I heaved a long sigh. Yes, Fatty was right. I came here to stay still, but I 
was a person who was always changing after all. 

“Eat. We’ll pick up Little Brother in the evening.” Fatty broke a crab open 
for me, “It has crab roe.” 

That night, the moonlight was the same as always, and my thoughts 
finally returned to those design drawings. 

The next day, the three of us went up the mountain to dig a waterway 
that would lead to the pool. It was a big project, and as I was digging, I 
realized that I’d have to use cement to prevent water from seeping out of 
the channel. 

The amount of natural spring water was endless, so there was a huge 
volume of water flowing on the sandy bottom of the stream. Some of it 
would penetrate deep into the ground and become groundwater while 
some would go down underground to irrigate the mountain. The streams 
on the surface were only a small part of what constituted a real stream. 

But what I was doing was essentially trying to nourish the Sahara with a 
water hose. How much was my water bill going to be for all of this? 

After that, I bought cement and bricks and started digging the waterway. 
I then lay the bricks down and mixed the cement. 

This work took about two weeks. With regards to the lantern festival, I 
used the lanterns from the grand funeral to send the village head away so 
that I could concentrate on the courtyard. Two days later, the simple 
waterway was complete. We poured cement into a pool on the 
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mountainside, hauled the pump into our yard, and began sucking water 
away from the mountainside and into the waterway, which led back to 
the pool in the courtyard. 

This step was done without any pomp since it was just a trial run. During 
those two weeks, the three of us forgot all about eating and sleeping. It 
was no different from being in the mountains. 

This step ended up going relatively smoothly; at least, the water was 
running smoothly. The pump on the mountainside was a little noisy, so 
we built a temporary shack on the mountain to cover the pool. 

It had only been up for a day before it was captured by a satellite sweep. 
Then, the Land Management people came over and fined us three 
thousand yuan and demolished it. 

Fatty and I scratched our heads and pondered over it for a long time 
before we decided to make a greenhouse out of plastic film instead. After 
covering it with dead leaves, we used a drone to take aerial photographs. 
I breathed a sigh of relief when it didn’t show up in the photos. 

Greenhouses weren’t considered illegal structures, so it didn’t count as us 
breaking the law. Fatty piled dead leaves around the outside to act as 
soundproofing, and soon, the greenhouse became something similar to a 
hobbit hole. 

Next, I carefully and skillfully worked to design the filtration system. It 
was actually very simple—several large frames were tied together with 
iron wire, and pebbles that had been picked up on the riverbank were 
piled up inside. Then, small stones, fine sand, sponges, coarse sand, and 
thumb-sized volcanic rocks I had bought online were placed inside layer 
by layer. 

Dozens of frames were stuck in the waterway one by one. 

There was also a compressor that was equipped to cool the incoming 
water to about seven degrees Celsius. The photovoltaic hadn’t arrived, so 
the electricity was going to cost us a bit, but we were so enthusiastic that 
we did a test run at home. 
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After about five days, the muddy water became as transparent as glass 
and was freezing cold. 

Next, we started tidying up the yard. We first pumped out all the water in 
the yard and then used cement to ensure that water wouldn’t seep out of 
the bottom of the pool—I actually dreamed of having a natural pool at 
one time, but I estimated that forty tons of water was needed every day 
so I decided to forget about it. 

After the cement dried, we surrounded the whole pool with stones—
thanks to Boss Xie’s Mid-Autumn Festival gift, we got some huge 
landscaping stones that were freight-free and paid on delivery. 

Those landscaping stones were half a butt big and looked very natural. 
They must have been shipped from Guizhou. They definitely weren’t 
artificial, nor were they Taihu stones(4) (I didn’t like Taihu stones because 
they reminded me of my underground experiences). We placed them in a 
circle around the pool and then began covering them with moss. The final 
result was that all of the stones were completely covered in a one-
centimeter-thick layer of moss. 

The bottom of the pool was then covered in a half-meter-thick layer of 
volcanic black granular mud, which came from the small granular stones 
that erupted from volcanos. 

Once that was done, I went about the task of planting my handful of 
aquatic plants. 

The whole pond was finally beginning to operate. Even though it looked 
similar to a bald man now, all of the elements were still there. 

Next, in order to create a picturesque view from the doorway, I arranged 
the remaining landscaping stones according to my design drawings. 
Among the design drafts I ended up scrapping, some replicated Changbai 
Mountain’s Heaven Lake(5) and some replicated the snow-capped 
mountains. But they were all scrapped in the end. 

 
(4) Porous limestone produced at the foot of Dongting Mountain in Suzhou. 
(5) Also called Changbaishan Tianchi, it’s a volcanic crater lake on the border between China and North Korea. 
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Others would look at it and feel calm whereas we would often feel a 
headache when we looked at it. 

In the end, I chose an ordinary landscape that wasn’t based on anything. 

What was art? Art was a process plus a result. If that bit of landscaping 
was my first design, then it wasn’t worth shit. But after going through 
such a long design process and finally choosing this landscape, it could be 
considered a work of art. At this point, I could be called Art Master Wu 
Xie. 

Although ordinary, it was also very beautiful. The bases of the maple 
trees we had planted were surrounded by coarse sand, and moss had also 
been planted on top. The shrubs and maples made a great arrangement. 

The bamboo gate and walls acted as the background of the whole 
courtyard. After we were done with everything, the maple trees looked 
withered, the moss looked like someone with bald patches on their head, 
and it looked like there wasn’t anything under the water. 

Compared with building a house, we were much more proficient at 
handling the courtyard. We didn’t zealously continue working because I 
knew that the real deciding factor would be time. 

In the period that followed, we spent some time collecting moss, which 
we would use to cover up any bald patches we found. But we really 
couldn’t find any aquatic plants, and we didn’t know when our other ones 
would grow and cover the bottom of the pond. 

Since then, this small courtyard was just like a small welfare lottery. 
When I got up every day, I used a ruler to measure whether the moss had 
grown a little bit. Fatty had named every aquatic plant, hoping that they 
would have offspring to fill the bottom of the pond. 

As it turned out, happiness and gains were infinitesimal. 

Poker-Face just looked at us. Our courtyard had moss, but his courtyard 
had us and the four seasons. 
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Chapter 19 Extra 1 

The village wanted to post something on the blackboard bulletin, so the 
village secretary came to see me. 

There were three blackboard bulletins at the entrance of the village that 
were very old. Originally, loess was smeared on the wall and then painted 
black, but now the loess had flaked off, which gave it a very mottled look. 
In fact, the black background had turned into a grayish-white color now. 

There were only a few black spots left, which made me feel a little 
regretful. The black paint had lasted for more than twenty years on this 
open-air wall without any shelter. The quality of ink at that time must 
have been really good. 

I really didn’t want to take this job, so I asked where the people who 
usually took care of the bulletins had gone. Although I didn’t usually look 
at these three bulletins, I often saw that they were filled with writing 
whenever I passed by. 

The village head told me that the villagers took shifts, and the children of 
each family were in charge of them. But now it was my turn. 

So, the three of us took some chalk and walked over to the three 
bulletins. 

“Were you ever in charge of this kind of thing back in school?” Fatty 
asked. 

I nodded. People like me who had been trained in the fine arts since 
childhood often fell into this trap when showing off their talents in class: 
after showing off, any work related to the bulletin fell on me. 

Plus, I was famous for my writing skills—of course, the contents of what 
went on the bulletin weren’t within my control. 

“Why don’t you draw a big-assed girl as a special service to the widowers 
in the village,” Fatty said. 
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I looked at him while thinking to myself, have you been to a university for 
the elderly recently?(1) You can even pronounce this word. 

“There are so many children, we can’t be a bad influence,” I said to him. 
“Let’s write a story.” 

“What kind of story?” 

“A story about three ancient heroes: Wise Hero, Silent Hero, and Fat 
Hero. They’ll defeat the scum of the martial arts world and save it.” 

Fatty thought it over for a while, “Why do you two sound so cool but I 
sound lame? Can’t I be Loyal Hero instead?”(2)  

I looked at him and smiled, “You’re actually Wise Hero. I’m Fat Hero.” 

Fatty narrowed his eyes and gave me a look before sighing, “A little 
contrast is also good. Who’s the villain?” 

“Official Xie is a rich man who has a very good memory for bookkeeping. 
He and a thug who stays by his side bully and torture the innocent. This 
thug is a remnant of the Black Bear Gang and is called Black Bear.” 

“It seems a little inappropriate,” Fatty said quietly. “Doesn’t the story 
actually start with the three heroes making a mistake first, ransacking 
someone else’s place, and then settling the account with Official Xie’s 
help?” 

After thinking about it, I nodded. “Let’s change the setting so that it’s a 
story about three ancient thieves: Wise Thief, Silent Thief, and Fat Thief.” 

Fatty nodded, “Yes, crime stories are also a good theme. But who’s the 
villain of this story?” 

 
(1) Also called Senior Citizens’ Universities (SCU). They’re a kind of special university with an average student 
age of above 60 years. The curriculum is extensive but easy, offering foreign languages, computer skills, music, 
dance, photography, painting and other crafts, sports and cooking. Info here. 
(2) Took some liberties here. Fatty really says “why do you guys have 2 characters and I only have 1?”. Wise 

Hero=Congming Xia (聪明侠), Silent Hero=Chenmo Xia (沉默侠), and Fat Hero=Pan Xia (胖侠). Fatty wanted to 

be called Loyal Hero=Yiqi Xia (义气侠) 

https://news.cgtn.com/news/3d3d414d346b6a4d33457a6333566d54/index.html
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“Wise Thief, Silent Thief, and Fat Thief.” 

“Wait, I asked the wrong question. Who’s decent?” 

“Official Xie, who is kind and generous. He has Black Hero by his side. 
Black Hero is also called Black Bear or Blind Hero with a Green Onion.” 

“So what’s the main task of these three villains?” 

“The three thieves want to sneak into Official Xie’s mansion at night to 
rob it, so they tie up Official Xie to threaten Blind Hero. Once they finally 
succeed, they flee to a faraway place. But the authorities chase after 
them and surround them at Siguo Cliff.(3) The three people, refusing to 
submit, jump off the cliff and end up falling into three caves. Wise Thief 
falls into a cave with a rare book that enables him to learn a unique form 
of martial arts and gain amazing powers. Silent Thief falls into an ice cave 
where he obtains ice qi and a footwork technique that allows him to 
disappear. Meanwhile, Fat Thief falls into a sugar cave where he gains 
twenty catties. This extra body weight is the only thing he gains.” 

Fatty’s mouth tilted up in a smirk. I looked at him and said, “I’m Fat 
Thief.” 

Fatty nodded. “Ok, write it.” 

So, the three of us started writing on the bulletins. 

Of course, no one paid attention to what was written on them, so after 
we were done, nothing happened. 

Most creations ended in this way. 

  

 
(3) Siguo Cliff is a fictitious cliff from the 1967 wuxia novel “The Smiling, Proud Wanderer”. It’s the place where 
the “Five Mountain Sword Sects Alliance” annihilated the ten elders of the “Sun Moon Holy Cult”. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Smiling,_Proud_Wanderer
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Chapter 20 Extra 2 

The doctors in town came to the village to give free medical exams to the 
elderly. 

There was also a young head nurse who was very pretty. Fatty would 
deliver breakfast to them every day and quickly became a recluse who 
won the medical team’s favor. 

I asked him if he wanted to leave our warm little group, but he said no, he 
just wanted to get us free medical exams. 

He obviously succeeded very quickly, for the medical team came to our 
village house for dinner that evening. Even Little Xue came back. Fatty 
and I prepared a big feast for them to eat as they arrived. 

After eating and drinking together, it was naturally very easy to convince 
them to give us a health checkup. 

In fact, when circumstances prevented a blood test from being taken, 
they would mainly look at your teeth, ask you a few questions, and then 
check your body to see how your bones and organs were. If you had a 
fatty liver, the doctor could feel it while conducting the exam because it 
was larger compared to a normal liver. 

Fatty had a slightly enlarged liver. I thought he’d have a big fatty liver 
because he ate too much every day, but the young nurse examined him 
and said that his muscle content was quite high. In fact, it was actually 
higher than mine. 

An old doctor examined Poker-Face. He was an old expert who hadn’t 
trimmed his nose hair properly. When he touched Poker-Face’s muscles 
and spine, Fatty asked, “Director, have you ever seen such a perfect 
body?” 

The old doctor had a very meaningful expression on his face as he glanced 
at Fatty and said, “It really is perfect. One might even say that it’s very 
strange.” 
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Fatty glanced at me. To be honest, I was also curious about what was 
going on with Poker-Face’s body, so I looked at the old doctor and waited 
for him to continue. 

“The intervertebral disc and cartilage between the bones are different 
from normal people,” the old doctor said. 

“How are they different?” 

“They’re thicker and more flexible but also harder.” 

I had always wondered about this kind of cartilage tissue. Human bodies 
weren’t designed to support long lives, so how could people who lived so 
long avoid cartilage loss? 

“Do you usually take any medicine?” The old doctor asked Poker-Face. 

“Exercise,” Poker-Face said to him. 

The old doctor sighed, “Exercise is good. Look, everyone, a good 
environment and exercise can make people very healthy.” 

His young students all nodded their heads one right after another. 

He then proceeded to squeeze Poker-Face’s muscles, “Your muscle fiber 
density is even better than that of athletes. What kind of exercises do you 
do?” 

Poker-Face didn’t answer him, but Fatty spoke up at this time, “Good sir, 
do you want to hire him as a personal trainer? The sessions are one-on-
one. He can tell you all about it at that time.” 

The old man smiled, and Fatty continued, “Is this the first time you’ve 
seen such an intervertebral disc? If you publish a paper about it, I have to 
be included as a co-author.” 

“It’s not the first time,” the old man said. “When I was an intern in 
Xiamen, I also did a physical exam on someone just like him.” 

We all froze for a moment as the old man continued, “The patient was a 
girl surnamed Zhang. She seemed to have a bad temper.” 
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Fatty and I looked at each other. “Maybe you remembered wrong since it 
happened so long ago?” Fatty asked. 

“No, because she was brought in by our department head. She was very 
beautiful but her hair was white.” 

Fatty chewed on some peanuts and squinted at Poker-Face, “Do you have 
a sister?” 

“That was so many years ago when I was young. She’s probably as old as I 
am now,” the old doctor said. “She definitely wasn’t his sister.” 

After that, he checked Poker-Face’s pulse. His eyebrows were lowered in 
thought for a while before he said, “Your pulse is like that of a general. 
You mustn’t fight with others because they can never beat you.” 

Fatty gave the young nurse his hand, “What about my pulse?” 

She took it and said, “Marshal pulse.” 

“Damn, so awesome?” 

“Marshal Tianpeng.”(1)  

“Shit, spit out the chicken you ate little girl! I didn’t put in all that effort 
just to be treated like this!” 

As everyone started laughing, the old doctor silently put his hand on my 
pulse. I was a little embarrassed. There was someone who was in such 
good health here, so if anything was wrong with me, then it would feel 
just like being compared to a top student back in school. 

After checking my pulse for a while, the scene fell quiet as everyone 
looked at us. 

Tension filled the air. The old man took a deep breath several times, each 
time becoming more and more focused. I wondered if he could hear an 

 
(1) I think she’s referring to the “Journey to the West” character Zhue Bajie who held the title of Marshal 
Tianpeng. He was commander-in-chief of 80,000 Heavenly Navy Soldiers but was later exiled from Heaven and 
sent to be reincarnated on Earth, where he fell into a pig well and was reborn as a man-eating pig-monster. 
Info here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Zhu_Bajie
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army marching in my pulse or if he heard the pleasant sound of a 
fisherman singing as he took a winding path leading to a secluded spot. 

About ten minutes later, the old man finally opened his eyes. 

“What’s the verdict?” I asked him. 

“You’ve suffered from a major illness before,” the old man said. “You’re 
doing very good here, very good. Eat more warm things and take some 
supplements.” 

“Am I that weak?” 

The old man pointed to my head. “Too much thinking can be detrimental 
to your health. Learn from Marshal Tianpeng.” 

“Fuck you, you old bastard.” Fatty threw some peanuts at the old man, 
who cried out and asked for him to stop. 

That night, as I was brushing my teeth before bed, I looked at my hair for 
a long, long time. 

Hey, hey, hey. 

I didn’t find anything. 
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Chapter 21 Extra 3 

The lantern festival was about to begin. Xilaimian’s old customers and all 
kinds of young girls had seen the news on the website and said that they 
would come one right after another. 

Ancient costumes were to be worn at the lantern festival, making it 
obvious that the village secretary was determined to make this the 
tourism theme here. I was fine with it as long as these things weren’t 
done near the village. I didn’t want it to turn into a popular online scenic 
spot. In fact, I was also hoping that Xilaimian’s cultural industry could help 
improve the nearby facilities. 

For example, I hoped that in the future, a hospital with relatively good 
equipment could be built close to these dozen villages. 

The three of us were one of the festival’s sponsors. I hadn’t been in touch 
with Xiao Hua for a long time now, which was actually a little puzzling. 
Xilaimian had a stall set up selling our second batch of brewed wine, 
along with Xilaimian’s membership card. Fatty told me that there weren’t 
a lot of people, which was just perfect for me to slowly think about 
things. 

The membership card went like this: If you bought a card, you could pre-
order a bottle of our third or fourth batch of wine and get an 8.8% 
discount at Xilaimian. You could also take pictures at Xilaimian. 

If you didn’t have a membership card, then you weren’t allowed to take 
photos. 

There were no strict dynasty restrictions on the ancient costumes. Fatty 
bought three sets online, but when we got them, I found that they 
weren’t ancient costumes but some fashion brand modeled to look like 
ancient clothes. If these clothes were mixed in among modern clothing, 
they would give off an ancient charm, but when it came to real ancient 
costumes, you’d look like an ancient dockhand. 

So, I got online and asked Xilaimian’s old customers if we could borrow 
some ancient costumes from them. On the day of the lantern festival, 
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Xilaimian acted as a gathering place for everyone. Many old customers 
came here, changed into their ancient costumes, and picked up their 
lanterns. 

Some girls provided the three of us with ancient clothes that we could 
use in place of the ones Fatty had bought. They were actually three sets 
of so-called bukuai clothes, but they didn’t look like the clothes I saw Hu 
Tiehua and Chu Liuxiang wearing when I was a child.(1) I was a little 
disappointed. Moreover, there was an official insignia on my chest. 
Wearing these strange clothes, I couldn’t help but feel a little stage fright. 
Fatty’s clothes were too small, so like always, his stomach was exposed. 

As the group set off for the mountains, the three of us looked at each 
other while locking the door. To be honest, it was quite refreshing. 

“Elder Brother Zhang, lead the way.” I handed the lantern to Poker-Face 
as Fatty scratched his stomach and said, “The materials are very cheap. 
It’s making me itchy.” 

Then, we started walking. 

I originally wanted to look cool, but now that I was dressed like a villain 
escorting Lin Chong(2), I exercised restraint and focused on doing 
business. 

Everyone had on silk and satin and wore delicate makeup, but they were 
all carrying various cameras with them. The three of us soon became 
comedic characters and were asked to pose for photos. 

“Government officials aren’t allowed to take pictures when handling a 
case. If you want to take pictures, you’ll have to buy a membership card,” 
Fatty said. 

 
(1) Bukuai= bailiff responsible for catching criminals in imperial China. Hu Tiehua and Chu Liuxiang are 
characters in the wuxia novel series “Chu Liuxiang” (also adapted into a movie in 1980). They steal from the 
rich to help the poor and uphold justice in the jianghu (martial artists’ community). Chu Liuxiang is the main 
character and Hu Tiehua is his best friend. Info here. 
(2) One of the Heroes of the Marsh in the novel “Water Margin”. He’s framed by Gao Qiu for attempting to 
assassinate him, and almost dies in a fire at a supply depot set by Gao’s henchmen. He escapes and becomes 
an outlaw. Info here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chu_Liuxiang
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Water_Margin
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lin_Chong
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On that day, we sold more than nine thousand yuan’s worth of 
membership cards. Not only were the cards sold out, but a lot of liquor 
was drunk on the spot. 

At first, everyone tried to travel back through the millennium to another 
time and space, but later, everyone began to exchange clothes and take 
pictures with each other. 

All kinds of clothes were taken off, leaving many in only their underwear. 
We three bukuai were among the crowd, and a photo was taken. Fatty 
looked at it and said that this was a scene from Yihong Courtyard’s anti-
pornography campaign.(3)  

The lantern festival finally came to a successful close. From the 
perspective of the ones hosting the festival, there was no real climax. If it 
were me, I would arrange to set off some fireworks. They obviously 
weren’t allowed because they might start a forest fire, but I also knew 
that the village secretary actually did prepare some fireworks but didn’t 
dare set them off in the end. 

We went back to Xilaimian and said goodbye to everyone. Fatty set off 
those fireworks in the open space in front of the restaurant, which made 
up for the festival’s lacking climax. 

The next morning, I saw that some people began uploading last night’s 
photos onto the website, which was actually very interesting. 

I opened the restaurant, cleaned up a bit, and watered Lin Liuren’s 
flowers. At this time, I suddenly felt a sense of emptiness after the 
excitement. 

Did I want the joy to last forever? Did I crave this kind of emotion? No, 
but the sudden silence all around could make a person think that they 
had lost something. 

That was why people needed festivals. When the joy of a festival was 
over and you felt as if something was missing, you’d find peace of mind 
knowing that the next festival would come in the near future. For 

 
(3) Yihong Courtyard is a setting in the classic novel “Dream of Red Mansions”. It’s Jia Baoyu’s residence. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dream_of_the_Red_Chamber
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example, you’d know that the Lantern Festival came after the Spring 
Festival. 

In fact, the ancients divided the year into three big events—the Lantern 
Festival, Ghost Festival, and Xia Yuan Festival(4)—with countless small 
festivals set in between. This was done so that people could let loose and 
enjoy themselves for a bit.  

The Heavenly Official blessed people during the Lantern Festival, the 
Earth Official pardoned sins during the Ghost Festival, and the Water 
Official saved the people from calamity during the Xia Yuan Festival. 
These three officials were the emperor officials who lorded over the Earth 
under the command of the Jade Emperor. 

Therefore, the Faqiu Zhonglang Jiang(5) also had three official positions. 
But the Heavenly Official position wasn’t the most powerful one. Instead, 
it was the Earth Official who held the highest position. The logic for this 
was actually very clear—since the Earth Official was a member of the 
netherworld’s government, going to rob a tomb was actually more like 
you were conducting a search and seizure of someone’s house. As a 
result, the demons and ghosts had no choice but to retreat. 

Fatty came out and asked me what I was doing and why I was in a daze. 

“Do people in Fujian ever celebrate the Xia Yuan Festival?” I asked him. 
“How do they celebrate it?” 

“It’s not really a mainstream festival. Are you interested in doing 
something with it?” 

“It’s said that there are special festival foods.” 

“That’s fine. What does the main festival entail?” 

 
(4) Lantern Festival= 15th day of the 1st lunar month 

Ghost Festival= 15th day of 7th lunar month when offerings are made to the deceased 
    Xia Yuan Festival= 15th day of the 10th lunar month. Celestial emperor’s birthday. 
(5) Remember, it’s basically like an official tomb robbing position in the dynastic governments. There were two 
posts specially set up: Faqiu Zhonglang Jiang and Mojin Xiaowei. Zhonglang Jiang and Xiaowei were the two 
military commander positions at the time. The position of Zhonglang Jiang is second only to the general, which 
is a bit similar to the reserve of high-level generals. 
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“Apart from offering sacrifices to ancestors, I only remember two things 
that are more memorable. One is offering sacrifices to the dead—that is, 
offering sacrifices to all the lonely souls—and the other is helping those in 
need.” 

This was a festival with the theme of helping others, just like how the 
Water Official saved others from calamity. 

Fatty nodded. “Great, it just so happens that we might need help from 
others.” 

I patted him. It seemed like I was overthinking things; it didn’t matter 
how you understood it. If I returned to a child’s way of thinking, I would 
really start to care about festivals, but what was wrong with that?  
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Chapter 22 Extra 4: Nine Sounds to Sleep 
Peacefully To 

There’s a scenic spot in Hangzhou that I really like a lot. It’s called 
“Evening bell ringing at Nanping Hill”.(1)  

When the ancients chose names for scenic spots, they definitely didn’t do 
a sloppy job. Instead, they chose beautiful and majestic names. 

Words are the medicine that guides human thoughts and imagination. 
Language—even if it’s just a word—carries power in human society. Even 
names are a kind of spell, which can freeze the scenery at a certain 
moment in time. Just look at the two words “evening bell”. When the 
solemn and lonely sound of the bell rings out at sunset, you can’t help but 
feel emotional. 

In the village, I also tried to choose some names to memorialize certain 
moments in time. For example, there were times when the sun was 
setting over the fields or when it was sinking behind a waterfall. But 
whenever I saw the most beautiful sunset, I often felt that the beauty of 
nature was overbearing and my words were inadequate. After thinking 
about it for a long time, Fatty and I eventually came up with the name 
“Great Water Rushing Towards the Sun”. When I recalled it the next day, 
the image that popped into my head was that of a giant called Dashui 
charging towards Japan.(2)  

I soon gave up on this troublesome idea of trying to name the beautiful 
scenery. 

In the village, the only things I felt that I had succeeded in naming were 
nine kinds of sounds. I never drew the window curtains because the fresh 
air here enabled me to sleep well. As a result, I basically didn’t feel sleepy 
when I woke up at sunrise. Every night before going to bed, I would look 

 
(1) Pinyin is “Nanping Wanzhong”. There are some pics and people’s reviews here. In olden times, the temple 
bell resounded throughout Nanping Hill every day, summoning people to pray for good fortune at Jingci 
Temple. Emperor Kangxi once said that the temple rouses one into deep thoughtfulness, and modern monks 
of Jingci Temple still adhere to their daily sutra-chanting and meditation. 
(2) Pinyin for “Great Water Rushing Towards the Sun” is Dashui Benri (大水奔日). Dashui can also mean flood. 

Characters 日本mean Japan. 

https://www.trip.com/travel-guide/attraction/hangzhou/nanping-wanzhong-scenic-resort-75765/
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out the window at the moonlight, the lights in the courtyard, or the 
lightning. 

At that time, I would enter a kind of meditative state. I eventually 
concluded that there were nine kinds of sounds that helped me enter this 
meditative state. 

I won’t mention the regular sounds of rain, wind, and thunder, but on 
typhoon days, the patter of rain was very reassuring. Even your heart 
would feel at ease when you heard the sound of the wind blowing. After 
all, knowing that you and everyone else couldn’t escape it, you worked 
hard to reinforce the house you had built. This was a feeling that came 
from knowing that the fruits of your labor were protecting you. But it also 
felt like you were an animal burrowing into the ground in order to avoid a 
natural disaster. And in the face of thunder—the sky’s pulse—you would 
accept your own insignificance. 

After all, accepting your own insignificance was good for your health. 

One rain, two wind, three thunder and lightning. 

Burning bamboo in the fireplace could easily dehumidify the room when 
it was particularly humid. When burning, the oil from the bamboo would 
make a crackling sound. The heat and the crackling sound, combined with 
reading a book that was kind of boring, would soon make you feel sleepy. 
Of course, it was necessary to sleep on the sofa. 

During the summer, the sounds of insects calling could be heard one right 
after another. Crickets would get into the cracks of the village house’s 
walls, so you could hear them from the other rooms. There were also big 
insects, golden bell crickets, and long-horned grasshoppers under the 
house. As long as they weren’t on your window, they were very effective 
at putting you to sleep. Moreover, if there were fireflies at that time, 
you’d feel like you were living in a fairy tale. 

If there were no other noises, you could even hear the sound of the 
waterfalls from the village house during the rainy season. It was a sound 
that easily soothed people. Of course, if it was raining in the mountains, 
that meant it would soon rain in the village. 
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Four fireplace, five insects, six falling water. 

The last three kinds of sounds all required a certain state of mind. 

The seventh type was the house groaning. When a wooden house 
expanded with heat and contracted with cold, it would create some 
strange noises that were a bit like the sound of marbles clinking together. 
When we were building the house, we put cattle hair at the joints to 
avoid any loud noises, but the softened noises sounded like the house 
was whispering. 

The eighth kind was falling snow. This could only be heard when it 
snowed, but that was a very rare occurrence. The sound was very slight, 
so there needed to be silence between heaven and earth. That was the 
only time when you could hear the sound of falling snow. 

The ninth kind was rustling leaves. In terms of names, falling snow was 
definitely the coolest, but when it came to sound, the friction between 
the trees and the leaves blowing in a small breeze was what made people 
feel that life was better. You would feel like something had come, passed 
by your window, and then left again. 

Seven groaning house, eight falling snow, nine rustling leaves, ten 
fingertips. 

In fact, there was actually a tenth one, which was the sound of your 
fingertips turning the pages of a book. 

But in the end, for some unknown reason, I only used nine instead of ten. 

Fatty once asked me why wind chimes or frog calls weren’t included in 
my list. 

This was because when it came to sleep, I was subjective. I couldn’t fall 
asleep when frogs were calling. In fact, if there were frogs around me, I 
would get up and grab a broom to drive them away. As for wind chimes, 
they didn’t have a magical effect on me. 

Fatty also asked me if the sound of him getting up at night counted as a 
peaceful sound to sleep to. 
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He then proceeded to add a few more according to his own ideas: 

Eleven frequent night urination, twelve apnea (snoring is a syndrome of 
apnea), thirteen live broadcast that hasn’t been turned off, fourteen cats 
caterwauling at night, fifteen Little Brother getting up early. 

Based on Fatty’s selections, you could actually include the sound of him 
cooking to the list. As you laze on the sofa, listening to the sound of water 
and oil sizzling and smelling the fragrance permeating the air, you would 
find yourself feeling drowsy. You would slowly fall into a daze, only 
waking up when you heard the sound of his chopsticks moving around. 
Fatty would scold you by saying, “Sleep, sleep, sleep. If you sleep 
anymore, you’ll die.” 
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Chapter 23 Extra 5: Weight 

After taking a shower, I looked at myself in front of the mirror and felt 
that I was a little different from before. 

But what was different? 

After looking for a long time, I found that I was a little thicker. 

Fatty and I had bathed together. He came out patting his stomach, which 
caused the fat to jiggle. He looked at me standing there blankly in front of 
the mirror and asked, “What’s the matter?” 

“Do you think we’ve been eating too many fatty foods recently?” I asked 
him. 

Over the past few days, all we had eaten was lard rice with crab meat. In 
fact, crab meat and lard rice went best with wonton noodle soup. The 
best situation was to eat wontons and soup dumplings and then eat the 
lard rice afterwards.(1) 

But because no one ate wontons by themselves, and there weren’t any 
soup dumplings—this kind of thing really required some craftsmanship 
before it could be made—we ended up eating wontons with crab meat 
and lard rice. 

It was indeed very delicious, but it seemed that we had been eating it too 
many days in a row. 

“Why doesn’t Little Brother have any flab on him?” I asked Fatty as I 
looked at Poker-Face who was passing behind us, ready to take a shower. 

“He patrols the mountains every day. Maybe he eats too little compared 
to the amount of exercise he does?” 

 
(1) Soup dumplings are a steamed dumpling consisting of a paper-thin wrapper enveloping a seasoned pork, 
beef, or crab filling and hot, flavorful soup. You get the soup into the dumpling by creating a rich pork aspic 
using pork skin and neck bones. The aspic is basically the soup in solid form, allowing you to fold it into the 
filling. Once steamed, the gelatinous aspic returns to its liquid form, creating hot soup that you can slurp out of 
the sides of the dumpling. Here’s a recipe I found. 

https://thewoksoflife.com/steamed-shanghai-soup-dumplings-xiaolongbao/
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“How much did he eat yesterday?” 

“The same amount as you.” 

“Then if he patrols the mountains every day, he must not be getting 
enough nutrition. Why isn’t he scrawny?” 

“There are fruits in the mountains,” Poker-Face said from inside the 
bathroom. Then, the sound of water started. 

I looked at Fatty, and Fatty looked at me. 

“Little Brother has to pick his own fruit to eat. Mr. Naïve, we’ve been too 
negligent. We have to give Little Brother extra food.” 

“Understood. He has to gain some weight.” 

Fatty and I both started to smirk. The next day, I started thinking about 
the kinds of recipes that were bound to make people fat. 

I finally settled on a new dinner menu. 

Poker-Face’s taste was very ordinary. He liked normal dishes, whereas 
some people had special preferences. For example, if he had a sweet 
tooth, then all of the dishes here would need to be sweeter. But Poker-
Face didn’t have a preference like that at all. If anything, I felt that his 
taste leaned more towards ancient dishes. In other words, dishes during 
the old days were generally very bland because salt was still a precious 
resource. But, for example, if it was something freshly pickled, then it was 
necessary to say that he would expect the thing to taste like it was freshly 
pickled. 

So if it was a candied banana, then it should taste sweet. 

He wouldn’t think that there would be another flavor to the candied 
banana, and he wouldn’t think that freshly pickled things could be 
sweeter. 

Of course, this was only a conjecture. He may simply eat what he had. 
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But it was true that he didn’t eat things that were hard to eat. And he also 
gave people the impression that he ate very little—in fact, I figured he ate 
a lot; otherwise, how could he maintain his strength? It was just like how 
he slept—he slept a lot, but you just didn’t know it. 

So, the new menu needed to guarantee that he would gain weight. It 
should be carbohydrates + fats, but simple carbohydrates instead of 
complex carbohydrates. When this dish was invented, its appearance 
should be such that he lowers his guard. 

Steamed rice with crab. 

Peas, ham, cooked glutinous rice, soy sauce, shrimp, green onions, and 
diced radish would all be combined together in a bowl. This mixture 
would then be placed in a skillet and stir-fried with lard. It should be stir-
fried quickly, but not overcooked. 

Then, sea crabs and giant mud crabs with crab roe would be put on the 
top layer of the steamer. The fried rice would go on the bottom layer. 

As it started steaming, all the juices from the crab meat would melt and 
drip onto the glutinous rice below. 

After it was done cooking, the crab meat would be dug out, mixed with 
the glutinous rice, and a hint of black vinegar would be poured on top. 

This was the most supreme and unrivalled plus version of crab meat 
bibimbap.(2) The fragrance alone would be completely irresistible. 

But the most amazing thing was that there would be very little scorched 
rice at the bottom of the pan with the first batch of fried rice. If there was 
some, it could be taken out, soaked in a bowl of soup, and eaten as you 
go. 

My drool was overflowing as I conceived this dish, and I had to wipe it 
away with my hand. 

 
(2) Bibimbap is a Korean dish. It’s served as a bowl of warm white rice topped with namul or kimchi and 
gochujang, soy sauce, or doenjang. Various images here. 

https://www.google.com/search?sxsrf=AOaemvI7Nfr-C3XCaOwKeKk7MmF_5Wwhyw:1636499972981&source=univ&tbm=isch&q=bibimbap&hl=en&client=firefox-b-1-d&fir=QhFN1PI4Gi3m0M%252CAaVaswHVnfDGMM%252C_%253BAdzma_xItXCvjM%252CK3BuPxqo0VGPtM%252C_%253BjLLa6W84GY0h7M%252CbBY-bvst7HFEJM%252C_%253B8kmRTbg23jYEBM%252CK3BuPxqo0VGPtM%252C_%253BoCqhfCLW6xjJmM%252CSZmcXBip7cchqM%252C_%253B3cyOhgunrbD0XM%252C5FSHKnuUGh4D9M%252C_%253BpRf_5Bct1d2ZAM%252CsevpqtxBXMrZyM%252C_%253BQxj8smYOTRmVvM%252CFJ76tVaMO26CyM%252C_&usg=AI4_-kQiTVCdsd4MAo409GfQol1bOnrK3A&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwjMt8G8tYz0AhUEAZ0JHdP-DZIQiR56BAhHEAI&biw=1536&bih=711&dpr=1.25
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For the next week, we were all eating this dish. Even Xilaimian’s business 
was several times better when we cooked this dish since many passersby 
would stop to see what was going on. 

But this thing was really a calorie bomb. 

A week later, Fatty and I both had round faces but Poker-Face hadn’t 
changed at all. 

Why? 

This was just another unsolved mystery this place had. 

  



211 
 

Chapter 24 Extra 6: The Blackboard Bulletin’s 
Second Story 

This is the blackboard bulletin’s second story. 

Poker-Face once dictated a story about Changbai Mountain, but I couldn’t 
remember when he did it. 

All I knew was that the story happened in modern times, when people 
were still alive. At that time, there were two hunters, which we’ll call 
Wang Yi and Zhang San for the time being.(1)  

Both of them were employees at the forest farm. They usually liked to 
hunt and both worked well together. One used pellets in their gun while 
the other used marbles, but both guns required gunpowder before they 
could be shot. 

The area all around Changbai Mountain was full of primitive forests that 
had been closed off for many years. There were a lot of wild animals 
inside these forests, so the two men went deeper and deeper, hoping to 
gain something. Their main target was actually a roe deer, but on that 
day, they saw an elk. 

It was still summer at that time, so everything could be seen clearly. The 
two men raised their guns at the same time and fired, the marbles aimed 
towards the elk’s neck while the pellets were aimed towards its legs. 
Their habit was to shoot at the same time so that they could basically kill 
their prey in one shot. 

But on that day, neither of the two men’s guns fired. 

The elk didn’t seem to notice them, so they immediately reloaded the 
gunpowder carefully. But their second shots still misfired. 

At that time, Wang Yi already felt that something was wrong, but Zhang 
San thought that the problem was with the gunpowder. He especially 
took out the gunpowder at the bottom of the bag which he thought was 

 
(1) Fun fact: Zhang San is the name for an unspecified person. Kind of like “John Doe” in the West. 
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dry, checked it first to make sure it was effective, and then reloaded the 
gun for the third time. 

The third shot from both guns was also a dud. 

Wang Yi found it all very strange. When he looked at the elk in front of 
him, he felt that it wasn’t normal, but Zhang San just continued reloading 
his gun. 

Wang Yi had no other choice but to help Zhang San continue. Indeed, 
they had gone too deep into the forest. If they didn’t manage to kill this 
elk, he’d actually have to go back empty-handed. He was also hoping to 
gain something. 

They needed to look down when reloading—this time, they loaded 
everything very carefully—but when they looked up again, they found 
that the elk had already arrived in front of them. 

Wang Yi was so scared he almost peed his pants. In his words, the elk in 
front of them was as big as a wall. 

It was a huge animal that was many times larger than a normal elk. It 
covered the sky like a walking wall. 

Even if it was an herbivore, if it looked like this, it would definitely be 
enough to scare people out of their minds. As a result, Wang Yi and Zhang 
San immediately dropped their guns and ran, stumbling and crawling 
their way back to Erdao Baihe. 

Wang Yi was fine, but after that day, Zhang San had a fever for a month. 

After this incident spread, it was said that they had met Changbai 
Mountain’s mountain god. This was now a legendary story of Changbai 
Mountain, and many people had heard of it. 

I asked Poker-Face what he thought about it and whether he had ever 
met a mountain god in Changbai Mountain. 

Poker-Face told me that he had heard of such stories, but they were from 
some strange people. 
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If you lived in Erdao Baihe at the foot of Changbai Mountain for a period 
of time and talked more with the locals, you would find a certain kind of 
people who would tell you that they had been living and cultivating on 
Changbai Mountain for hundreds of years. But you normally wouldn’t see 
them when you headed into the mountains. 

These people were very inconspicuous, and some of them had foreign 
accents. When they said “hundreds of years”, they were referring to their 
own age. 

“Are they part of your Zhang family?” I asked Poker-Face. 

Poker-Face shook his head and said no, those people weren’t Zhang 
family members. The Zhang family was visible while these people were 
invisible. 

I was actually very confused by the idea that there were still some long-
lived people on Changbai Mountain who weren’t the Zhang family. 

Poker-Face told me that those people were just making self-
proclamations and that he hadn’t verified anything. 

In addition to all that, in the ancient county annals near Changbai 
Mountain, there was a legend about a water monster in Changbai 
Mountain. It was supposedly a deer with a dragon’s face. 

In fact, in ancient legends, that thing was a Qilin. It usually lived in the 
water, but it would sometimes be seen by people who were standing at 
the water’s edge. The record had been written by a forest guard in the 
Qing Dynasty. 

All the above records are true. 

Changbai Mountain had many tiny crevices that were covered by dead 
leaves. A lot of them were big enough for a person to fall through, so it 
was very dangerous to walk on Changbai Mountain’s wild paths. Under 
the crevices were cliffs, which were dozens of meters high. These strange 
crevices looked very inconspicuous on the mountain, so once someone 
fell in, they’d disappear completely. There were many disappearances in 
Changbai Mountain in those days, so Poker-Face also speculated that 
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there were many corpses in the mountain that had accumulated over 
time. 

Legend had it that the god of Changbai Mountain was a relatively gentle 
mountain god, so anyone who respected nature would be blessed. But 
Changbai Mountain was actually a dormant active volcano, which may 
erupt again at any time. 

Qilins nestled in fire, so it wasn’t like everything was based on groundless 
information. Fatty believed that the mountain god would definitely be 
found at the bottom of Changbai Mountain, but Poker-Face didn’t 
answer. Instead, all he said was that with our physique, we couldn’t reach 
the true bottom of the mountain. 

I also speculated that based on the position of the bronze door, there 
must be something down there, but there wasn’t enough room left on 
the blackboard bulletin so I had to write it here. 

Group 2 Helpers—Written by: Wu Xie, Illustrated by: Your Dad, Dictated 
by: Your Father 
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Chapter 25 Extra 7: Dream 

During my time in Rain Village, I had seven big dreams. 

There were many wonderful stories in my dreams, many of which 
occurred during thunderstorms. I felt that maybe they weren’t dreams 
but things that had happened in another universe. 

There was one big dream in particular that left such a deep impression on 
me that I remembered it even after I woke up. In the dream, I seemed to 
be walking along a very long wall. 

The wall was very long and stood solitary in a forest. When I came upon 
this wall, I was very surprised because it seemed to be the first man-made 
thing I had encountered after being trapped in this forest for a long time. 

The wall was very ordinary and didn’t look like an ancient wall. It didn’t 
seem to be a special structure either. It was just like the wall of an old 
school building from the past—mottled, lacking aesthetic paint, moldy, 
and deteriorated. 

It seemed that there had been an old building here that was torn down, 
leaving only this long wall behind. 

There were windows every ten meters or so on the wall. Some of them 
were closed, so you couldn’t see the forest on the other side, but some 
were open. There were also some that didn’t even have any glass at all. 

At the base of the wall, there was actually a concrete sidewalk, which was 
very dirty. There were all kinds of things graffitied on it. 

But the scary thing was, most of the graffiti was just a sentence repeated 
over and over again: squat down when you pass under the windows; 
don’t let it see you. 

There seemed to be something in the forest on the other side of this wall 
that would see me through the window. And if it saw me, something bad 
would happen. 



216 
 

Although confused, I was still very obedient in my dream—I was in the 
habit of recognizing the metaphysical—so I squatted down at the base of 
the wall and started heading in one direction. 

Of course, I could jump directly through one of the windows to get to the 
other side of the wall, but this was just a dream. I wasn’t that rational, so 
I didn’t think about it during the whole process. In other words, I didn’t 
want to jump through the window at all, I just wanted to look for the end 
of the long wall. 

My instincts were telling me that if there was a first part to this dream, 
then I must have wandered into this forest and experienced terrible 
things, so that was why I seemed so obsessed with man-made objects. 

It was like the concrete had a magical power that could protect me. 

Still squatting, I passed one window after another. I didn’t look up; I 
didn’t have any interest in seeing what was on the other side of those 
windows. 

During the whole process, I kept telling myself that I must definitely 
accomplish my goal and that I couldn’t be distracted by other 
information. 

I continued following the wall in search of its end, passing by window 
after window. 

After walking for a few hours, I suddenly stopped because I intuitively felt 
that there was something behind one of the windows in front of me. 

I hadn’t felt this way with any of the windows I passed by before. Even 
though I felt a slight prickling sensation at the back of my head, I didn’t 
look up because I didn’t feel any real abnormalities. 

But I had a strong feeling in my gut that there was something standing 
behind one of the windows up ahead. 

I hesitated in that spot for a long time, but I eventually started moving 
forward because I knew that I couldn’t hesitate here for the rest of my 
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life. But I was very careful this time and tried not to make any noises even 
though my whole body was breaking out in goose bumps. 

The whole process lasted about thirty minutes. When I passed by a 
certain window, I suddenly stopped because all my hair was standing on 
end. 

In my dream, I clearly felt that something was leaning out of the window 
and looking down at me. 

It was so close to the back of my head that I could practically feel its 
shadow. 

Every time, I would wake up at this moment. 

I didn’t know what this dream meant, what the wall meant, what the 
windows represented, or what was on the other side of the forest. 

Fatty told me that walls represented a series of concealments that others 
used to hide things, windows represented various flaws, and the other 
side of the forest may be some kind of truth. 

And the person leaning out of the window was supposed to be the secret 
guardian who was searching for those who spied on the secrets of the 
world. 

This was a reflection of my subconscious mind. We had actually 
experienced a lot and there was a lot of information in my brain, so 
maybe there was a truth hidden in there. My subconscious mind had 
discovered the existence of this truth, but I had yet to realize it myself. 

But the truth was so terrible that it might provoke a ridiculously powerful 
force—the person who leaned out of the window. 

So, my subconscious mind didn’t intend to tell me what it had found and 
was stopping me from having a sudden flash of inspiration. 

It was also possible that my subconscious mind was greedy for the peace 
here and didn’t want me to discover anything. 
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What Fatty said was reasonable, but I believed this story had another 
meaning. 

Maybe it was only after I wasn’t afraid of the person who leaned out of 
the window that I could spy on this profound meaning and dream the 
second half of this dream. 

But at this time, I still couldn’t pass this level. 
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Chapter 26 Extra 8: Previous Story in a Bottle 

When I first arrived here, I found a bottle with a short story about bones 
in bamboo. 

It said that the second half of the story was still in the bamboo grove, and 
you could dig it up if it was destined to be. 

Of course, I didn’t go digging around deliberately. After all, didn’t it say 
that people might dig it up if it was destined to be? I was just more 
concerned about destiny rather than what the second half said. 

Everything in the courtyard was growing slowly. Although I had been 
mentally prepared when we first set it up, after waiting for several weeks, 
I probably had my own predictions—I figured it would take more than a 
year for everything to fully grow. 

In order to speed things up, I kept going to the mountains to look for 
moss. There was even a short period of time when I felt that the moss on 
the mountains was hiding from me. 

The things that grew the slowest were the aquatic plants. I had entrusted 
my junior schoolmates with the task of seeing if there were any seeds we 
could plant in the garden, but they hadn’t replied yet. 

At long last, the photovoltaic was finally installed and my wallet was 
empty. Now that I was poor, I focused more on working and spent more 
time in the restaurant. Our steamed crabs and rice dish had also been 
added to the menu and quickly became popular online, so business was 
getting better and better. I didn’t bother listening to the wind, rain, and 
snow before falling asleep now, so I had fewer dreams. I didn’t participate 
in the village activities either. 

I learned a lot during this period of time. As it turned out, the ancients 
had little time to meditate and do their own things during the day since 
they were so busy ensuring that they would have full stomachs. Between 
brewing wine, preparing food, washing dishes— washing dishes was like 
exercise; since I needed to wash all those heavy stone pots, my arms 
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were much thicker now—cleaning, answering questions online, and 
handling the accounts, I was very busy. 

But even so, I had proved that I could run a good business. My experience 
in Xilaimian also helped me support Wushanju. Under my wise reform, 
Wushanju’s furnishings and business operations were also reformed, and 
great changes had begun to take place. 

In the dead of night, I summed up my whole experience here in Rain 
Village. Starting up a farmhouse, building a house of my own, and 
creating my own courtyard were actually quite symbolic. 

In fact, in ancient times, people faced three problems when they first 
reached adulthood, which were basically: surviving, finding shelter, and 
having their own surroundings. 

But after I graduated from college, I didn’t actually experience this. I lived 
the first half of my life like a vagabond, and all that was left were a few 
friends, a bunch of bad debts, and good karma. 

In fact, after doing all these things, I finally had an answer in my heart as 
to what I was doing with my life. 

This answer was something that outsiders didn’t have to know; I was the 
only one that knew what it was. 

Sitting at the door and looking out at the courtyard, I sometimes 
wondered what would happen during the latter half of my life. 

With this kind of question hovering in the back of my mind, day after day 
passed by until one day, Fatty dug up a new bottle while repairing the 
greenhouse and cleaning up the bamboo forest. 

There was also a note inside this one. We unfolded it and saw the ending 
of the story: 

“Since we are so destined, I will tell you that I hid the gem in the bamboo 
forest at the back of the mountain. 
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“It doesn’t really mean anything to me, but before I tell you where I hid it, 
I want to tell you my story. 

“Bamboo is a very magical thing. The parts you see aboveground are tall 
and straight, but the parts underground are ugly and twisted, just like a 
deformed snake slithering underground. 

“This kind of thing is very similar to humans. My family has lived on the 
edge of the bamboo forest for generations. When I was born, my bones 
were weak and hollow, so my family cut bamboo down to make a brace 
to protect me while I got treatment. At that time, it was like bamboo was 
growing out of my whole body. 

“Later, I really did get much better. During the long-term treatment, I 
learned a lot of things that others didn’t know. 

“For example, there is a kind of insect called bamboo maggot. Sometimes 
when you pry open a relatively tender piece of bamboo, you’ll see a lot of 
white bugs densely packed inside. They really freaked me out when I was 
a child. 

“These white bugs are the bamboo bees’ larvae. The bamboo brace on 
my body always made noise, and when I peeled it off and saw so many 
insects inside, I was greatly shocked. 

“At that time, I always felt that the bamboo maggots would stay on my 
body and enter my hollow bones. 

“Of course, this was pure nonsense. After I finally recovered, the only 
reminder of this period of my life was a green mark at the base of my 
thighs. 

“To tell you the truth, I don’t know how this green mark came to be, but 
it was the green color of bamboo. 

“The doctor said that it was some kind of bruise caused by internal 
bleeding, but I didn’t think so. My flesh was very thin there, so I believed 
it was the color of my bones—my bones must have become a bamboo-
like green color.” 
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As this person grew older, they began to have a strong belief that they 
were going to turn into a bamboo forest. 

This was neither an illusion nor a fantasy. It was a strong instinct. This 
person even felt that they weren’t going to turn into a single piece of 
bamboo but a whole bamboo forest. This was their final destination. 
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Chapter 27 Extra 9: Previous Story in a 
Bottle 2 

The people at that time came to a very simple conclusion regarding this 
person’s belief—schizophrenia. 

This person had a strong desire to communicate, hoping that others could 
understand their strange ideas, but they soon became a famous madman. 

Over time, this person also learned to stop talking about it. Everyone 
thought that this person had returned to normal, and this incident 
gradually became a joke. 

In the end, the only remnant of this person’s strange idea left in the world 
was the nickname “Bamboo Madman”. But the reason why this nickname 
appeared was completely forgotten. 

Despite all this, there was no change in this person’s heart. They still 
believed that they would eventually become a bamboo forest, and as 
they grew older, they knew that this day was getting closer and closer. 

They also began to frequently roam the mountains, looking for a place 
where they could transform. 

If you thought about it carefully, you’d find that this was a very amazing 
thing, but it was also a mental journey that was difficult to simulate. If 
you were someone who grew up knowing that you would become a 
bamboo forest when you reached a certain age, what kinds of things 
would you think about? 

It was different from choosing a cemetery because cemeteries were more 
for future generations, but turning into bamboo wasn’t the same as 
dying. Moreover, this person seemed to believe that after turning into 
bamboo, their consciousness would still exist in the bamboo stalks. 

They would have to face the inconvenience of changing from a mammal 
to a plant. They wouldn’t be able to move or avoid damage to their 
“body”, wouldn’t be able to speak, and it wasn’t clear whether they 
would retain their senses or not. 
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If it were me, I would want to transform deep in the mountains where 
there weren’t any pandas. It was best to be in a high scenic spot off the 
beaten track. 

The rain and dew should also be abundant. After transforming into a 
bamboo forest, I might be able to hold a lot of bamboo frogs. They could 
live in my forest and eat the bad insects on my “body”. 

If I thought about the transformation like this, then the whole process 
was quite poetic. 

The person who wrote the letter in the bottle chose many places before 
finally settling on the land Xilaimian sat upon. They said that after they 
transformed, bamboo stalks would grow from their body, so all of their 
scattered bones might appear in the hollow bamboo growing out of this 
stalk. Their skull might be the only complete bone, with the oldest 
bamboo stalks growing out of the eye sockets. 

This person also knew that a part of their body would become a gem. In 
other words, that green mark at the base of their thigh was their first 
bamboo-like bone, which should have turned into a stone by now. 

Before transforming into a forest, this person put two letters inside 
bottles to tell their life story. When others saw the letters in the bamboo 
forest, they would know that the bamboo forest around them was what 
this person had transformed into. 

After reading this story, Fatty and I were silent for a long time. 

To be honest, I liked this story a lot, but it was really hard to believe. It 
was more like something a schizophrenic patient would make up. 

Even though I had experienced so many incredible things during my 
lifetime, I didn’t believe that people could turn into a bamboo forest. 

But the story this person told really had a strange and unusual 
romanticism to it. 
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Fatty looked up at the bamboo forest in front of him. At this time, it gave 
off a very different feeling. “Is this person a man or a woman?” Fatty 
asked. 

It was actually hard to tell. Logically speaking, this bottle was so ugly that 
I figured this person might be a male. 

Fatty said, “When we first came here, there were a lot of bamboo shoots, 
which were big and thick. I ate a lot of them, but now that I know they 
might be a part of this person, I feel a little disgusted.” 

“Then consider this person a girl. You might feel better that way.” 

“Ugh, now it just feels disrespectful.” 

When the two of us walked up to the bamboo forest earlier, it seemed 
very unremarkable. The wind blew and swayed the bamboo gently, giving 
it a lively air. 

I thought it was amazing how such a story could make me feel so 
different from before. 

I actually felt like this person was smiling and waving at me. 

“If it’s true, then let’s get along,” I said to the woods. “I don’t want your 
precious stone. I liked your story a lot, so I’ll let everyone know that 
you’ve really become a bamboo forest.” 

In the few days that followed, I went to a stone factory to buy a stone—
don’t be surprised, when you go to the suburbs of any city, there are 
places where you can buy stones and have them carved according to your 
specifications. 

I designed a pattern of a Bodhisattva with bamboo branches on its body 
and had the factory carve it—after all, Bodhisattvas had no gender. 

It was a simple carving, which was placed outside the bamboo grove in a 
small structure made out of sanhetu. This little structure looked just like 
those small earthen temples they used to have back in the day. 
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If I watered the small structure and statue every day, moss would soon 
start growing on it. 

“If what you said is true, a bamboo shoot will grow next to this 
Bodhisattva statue next year,” I said to the woods. 

Even though I knew without a doubt that this was basically just a story, I 
believed anything was possible when it came to metaphysics. 

“Please also consult with our aquatic plants and moss so that they don’t 
slack off,” Fatty said from the side. 

If possible, I would also like to turn into a bamboo forest that would 
blossom in 120 years, the flowers blooming and dying without leaving 
behind a sense of nostalgia. 

You could say it’s neither a long nor short period of time. 

It’s a pity that I’m a mortal. 
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Chapter 28 Extra 10: Award Winner 

Xilaimian won an award in a restaurant competition. 

We didn’t agree to participate in this competition, but we were still 
forced to take part in it anyways. There were so many things to take into 
consideration—Lin Liuren’s garden, the house we had built in the back, 
the bamboo forest with its small shrine (with a particularly interesting 
story attached), as well as our signature dishes: the not-so-delicious but 
healthy stone pot chicken dish and the particularly unhealthy steamed 
crabs and rice dish. 

Of course, there was also the male boss who was skilled in literature, art, 
and architecture, the ethereal cashier who seemed more like a celestial 
being than a human, an ordinary fat chef, and a local assistant chef. 

There were also many cats. 

There were too many elements to factor in, but they obviously hit the 
pulse of the times. 

That award seemed to be called “Fresh Folk Talent”, but in any case, 
Xilaimian changed the day after winning it. People in the surrounding 
towns all drove by to check out the bustling scene. 

I didn’t want to have such a busy business for a hobby, so I only sold a 
limited number of dishes that we could handle every day. At first, this 
farmhouse turned into a restaurant where you had to make a reservation, 
but with my unremitting efforts and bad attitude, this award was later 
revoked. 

We once again resumed our previous idleness. The village head and 
village secretary thought it was a great pity, but I was finally able to relax. 
After this day, I came up with a plan—anyone who came to tell me that 
he had an award behind his back would get a deliberately burned dish. 

However, after this farce, our Yuanshan wine sold better than before. In 
fact, sixty percent of our income started to come from this not-so-
delicious wine. 
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With a house in the village, the house we had built ourselves, a courtyard, 
a garden restaurant, and a bamboo garden, I had enough space to do my 
activities and meditation. I realized that I was someone who had 
extremely high standards when it came to my living space, but this was 
enough; I couldn’t expand anymore. 

For city people, these things were too extravagant, but in a village, it 
actually wasn’t difficult to obtain them. 

Fatty wasn’t satisfied. He took care of the cats. Although they were 
strays, Fatty took care of them like they were his own, but he still thought 
that it was time to buy some pets. 

If he wanted a dog, I could have the breeding facility send hundreds of 
dogs over. But there were many children in the village and my dogs were 
aggressive, so it was best to avoid trouble. Fatty thought about it for a 
long time and eventually bought a cow. 

I was speechless when I first saw that cow. 

The cow was actually quite intelligent. It ate by itself during the day, came 
back on its own at night, and started to rest as soon as it entered the 
bamboo forest. 

But within a few days, the cow’s original owner regretted his decision— it 
was difficult for people to give up something they had affection for—and 
bought the cow back. Fatty watched the cow go, still a little reluctant to 
give it up. 

From that day on, our lives seemed to have reached a perfect balance. 
But the courtyard was still ugly and everything was growing slowly. It was 
just like a scar on a good life, but at the same time, it was also like a 
breath of fresh air. 

On the second day of the month, the first few customers appeared in the 
restaurant. They came back again but were dissatisfied with their meal 
and left in disappointment. 

After this busy period of time, two of the first kitchen stoves cracked and 
couldn’t be used. 
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Back then, Xilaimian was like a newborn baby which brought joy to 
everything. When it was first built, I felt that there would never be any 
problems with it, but now, with the passage of time, the foundation and 
equipment that I had built by myself all had problems one right after 
another. 

The bathtub in the earliest village house also cracked, so it had to 
undergo major repairs. 

This was reality, but I was still patient and continued to tinker with it. I 
knew that this place would get older and more dilapidated, but its initial 
beauty would never be forgotten. And if I could do anything to preserve 
it, I would repair the place damaged by time. 

This notebook, which records the little bits and pieces of the construction 
process, should have a chapter of idyllic poetry describing the beauty of 
the courtyard after its completion. But the courtyard was still slowly 
moving towards its own perfection amid the torrent of time. I didn’t 
know how long it would take to be completed, or if working on the 
courtyard was something that would never be completed since it was 
growing all the time. After all, not counting the changes that took place 
with the four seasons, every day was very different. 

Like this, I would never get the chance to write the last chapter of the 
courtyard, and there would never be a final chapter in this notebook. 

But this was different from my notebook recording all my previous 
adventures, so I could write a grand ending. One’s life might be 
unconventional and endless, but it was the most far-reaching and exciting 
adventure. 

I can only hope that my friends will have such good luck in their 
respective lives. Rain village is always here, and they are always welcome. 
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Chapter 29 Encore: Additional Extra (Finale) 

The young nurse came back to see Fatty later, wearing a short skirt 
instead of her nurse outfit. She looked young and lovely, but Fatty didn’t 
see it. 

The young nurse sat in the restaurant, refusing to leave, but I was the 
only one who was finally able to persuade her to go back. 

As she was leaving, the young nurse asked me why I wasn’t encouraging 
my friend even though she came all the way here. Was he the type of 
man who didn’t dare take this kind of opportunity? 

I didn’t know how to answer. 

But even I couldn’t encourage Fatty, let alone Fatty himself. 

In fact, such things happened all the time. Fatty could be considered 
attractive among fat people—probably because he was funny—but he no 
longer cared about such feelings. 

In his words, it wasn’t that he was dead set against it, it was just that the 
time had passed and he had to be more considerate to the other party. 

In the past, I used to think that I’d see Fatty waiting for me to come back, 
smoking a cigarette and looking at me like he was saying goodbye to the 
one he adored, but in fact, that never happened once. Fatty would always 
fall asleep, not even thinking about what he had missed. 

Fatty was getting better with the cats. I seemed to remember that he 
didn’t like cats before and always thought that they were spoiled animals. 
He liked dogs because they were obedient. 

When we weren’t busy, he and I started playing Chinese chess in front of 
the restaurant. Both of us drank beer and were soon reclining on the 
couch, sleeping until a visitor came and woke us up. 

The village secretary’s father-in-law passed away, so on this day, we went 
to help out with the funeral. We also took care of the dishes for the 
banquet, which was commonly known as Chixi. 
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Fatty and I cooked a big pot of food and watched as the old man’s coffin 
was lowered into the ground. 

The old man had been very kind to us, so after he was buried, we lit some 
incense for him. If the old man knew our identities, he probably would’ve 
shivered in fright. 

The next day, some family’s kid was getting married. We cooked the same 
old dishes and added a little red soy sauce before we passed them off as 
wedding dishes. 

Fatty no longer sighed with emotion; that was just how life and death 
were. I always felt that Fatty had changed, but I couldn’t say how. 

Later, we went to get physical exams and met the young nurse again. She 
treated us very well but seemed estranged from Fatty. 

We also saw that she had a boyfriend now, who appeared to be a 
colleague. The two were quite the match. 

“They won’t last long,” I said to Fatty as we were leaving. 

“I think they’re a perfect match,” Fatty said. 

Poker-Face didn’t come to the physical examination. He didn’t need it and 
he wasn’t interested in getting one anyways. 

That plot of land next door to us, which Fatty and Poker-Face had been 
taking care of, now had a good harvest. 

It was mainly rice, but there were many vegetables as well. 

Rice you had collected yourself and wine you had fermented yourself 
really did taste different. 

I sent a lot to the young nurse without telling Fatty. In fact, it was nice to 
have a familiar person in the hospital, so we needed to maintain our 
relationship with her. 

Later, the nurse broke up with her boyfriend and came to Xilaimian again, 
sitting alone outside the restaurant. 
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The scene was really heartbreaking, but Fatty remained hard-hearted. He 
cooked lots of food for her but didn’t come out of the kitchen. Then, the 
young nurse said that she wanted to quit her job, so Fatty came out 
cursing and persuaded her to give up the thought. 

Later, the young nurse got married, but I couldn’t tell whether it was for 
love or not. 

She didn’t post as much in WeChat Moments. 

Then, she had a baby and excessively shared the pictures on her social 
media. At that time, we basically weren’t in contact with each other, but 
we could see that she was looking happier later on. Even if she didn’t 
marry for love at that time, we could tell that she finally got along with 
her husband and fell in love. 

Fatty was as immovable as a mountain, so we also didn’t say anything. 

Then, on a very special day, the young nurse brought her husband and 
child to have dinner with us. They appeared to be on a trip. We 
discovered that her husband was from the northeast, which was hard to 
imagine since a marriage between the north and the south wasn’t easy. 

Fatty was holding her baby and chatting happily. 

He said that the meal was on the house, and the young nurse didn’t 
refuse. 

At that time, we were certain that she was happy. 

Everyone drank a lot of our Yuanshan wine, and after we finished eating, I 
watched it all quietly from the side. 

I actually wanted to ask Fatty, “All of this could have been yours. Now 
that you’re looking at it, do you regret it or feel sorry that you gave it 
up?” 

But I didn’t ask; I knew what Fatty would say. 
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The husband from the northeast was actually a bit similar to Fatty, so 
while I was daydreaming, it was like I could see Fatty living a happy life in 
that man’s place with Poker-face and I watching from the side. 

I could see all this, so Fatty could probably see it even more realistically. 

Time passed by and the young nurse didn’t visit again. It seemed that she 
had been transferred to Zhejiang. 

Fatty was the same as usual. In fact, we were all the same as usual. 

We just continued to mind our own business. 

Heaven is when nothing disturbs our minds. Those who drink wine alone 
are also immortals. 

I paced alone on the road across the field while the sunset was hiding its 
last gold like a miser. 

The daylight sank deeper and deeper into the darkness, and the widowed 
land, whose harvest had been reaped, lay silent. 

Suddenly a boy’s shrill voice rose into the sky. He traversed the dark 
unseen, leaving the track of his song across the hush of the evening. 

His village home lay there at the end of the wasteland, beyond the sugar-
cane field, hidden among the shadows of the banana and the slender 
areca palm, the cocoa-nut and the dark green jack-fruit trees. 

I stopped for a moment in my lonely way under the starlight and saw 
spread before me the darkened earth surrounding with her arms countless 
homes furnished with cradles and beds, mothers’ hearts and evening 
lamps, and young lives glad with a gladness that knows nothing of its 
value for the world. 

-Tagore(1)

 
(1) Rabindranath Tagore (1861-1941), Indian poet and writer. This is titled “Home” from the “Crescent Moon” 
collection, which Tagore translated from Bengali himself. I took it straight from here. 

https://www.ibiblio.org/eldritch/rt/cmoon.htm
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Chapter 1 Traveling Notes (Trail Reading) 

Should we go out? 

Fatty had been asking this question since the Chinese New Year, but it 

wasn’t until several months later that I started to think about it seriously. 

The painting that had been sent here from Motuo was leaning against a 

wall in the annex.(1) It was a little out of place because of its size, but I 

hung it up anyway. The painting actually kept making me wonder if I 

should go back and travel around. 

Had I ever looked back? Not really. The world was so big and I had been 

chasing Poker-face for most of my life. Plus, it was difficult for me to 

reminisce about what had happened in those places. 

Many people I knew kept lots of photos that they treasured more than 

anything, but I never seemed to have this kind of habit ever since I was a 

child. I did have a few photos, but they didn’t turn out too good. 

Xilaimian’s customers, however, took a lot of photos of us and would 

sometimes develop the pictures and send them back to us. I pinned them 

all up in the annex’s living room. Without them, I wouldn’t have had so 

many group photos of the three of us. 

The customers must have felt that there was something mysterious about 

us since they sneakily took pictures of us. I knew what they meant by 

this—the three of us were indeed different from ordinary people. We had 

been through so much that it almost seemed like we were haunted by 

countless ghosts and gods even if we were only sitting next to each other. 

As a result, those photos were exceptionally good. In Fatty’s words, they 

were like the humanist photographs Europeans and Americans took of 

African tribes in the past.(2)  

 
(1) FYI, this is the house they built. 
(2) Humanist photography is a French movement which appeared at the end of World War II. It focuses on 
photographing everyday human experiences by capturing personal anecdotes and spontaneous moments of 
daily life. You can think of it as “street photography” or “candid photography”. Info here and Wiki here. 

https://contrastly.com/humanism-in-photography-its-meaning-importance/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Humanist_photography
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But these photos were all in Xilaimian so it was like I was able to forget 

the many painful memories of the past and let my own memory start 

from here. 

Of course, there were some photos of Motuo because I had taken a 

camera with me as I was gathering information at that time. 

When Fatty mentioned going out, it was obvious that he was talking 

about going to Motuo. 

In fact, Motuo was a place to cleanse your soul, but it wasn’t a good place 

to take a vacation. If you didn’t have a particularly strong physique, your 

body may experience many adverse reactions while trying to cleanse your 

soul and relax your body and mind there. 

Fatty didn’t mean for us to go back for a vacation but to go back and 

travel around. After all, we had never tried going back there. In fact, there 

were some places that we had been to once but could never revisit, 

including Xisha and Changbai Mountain’s three snow-capped mountains. 

But out of all those places, it was much easier to go to Motuo. 

When Fatty broached the subject, I was already tempted to go. 

But there was a lot going on and we had been busy preparing receptions 

that the villagers had requested. For some reason, we had been 

particularly busy this year so Fatty ended up dropping the subject. 

When I saw the oil painting again, I remembered that Fatty had wanted 

to go traveling so I brought the subject up with him again. 

Fatty sighed, “You finally remembered. My original plan was to go during 

the Chinese New Year since our restaurant was closed anyway, but now 

the tourist season is coming. We’ll have to close the restaurant if we go 

there.” 

I hesitated again but soon made up my mind. 

I was the kind of person who was hesitant at first but was able to keep 

pushing forward eventually. 

“We leave in two days.” 
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“Are we going back to inherit Little Brother’s business there? Then we 

don’t have to run a restaurant anymore. When we come back to the 

village, we can level our place to the ground and build a temple on top of 

it. We’ll make a Zhang Qiling Bodhimaṇḍa.”(3)  

“We’re going back to look at the snowy mountains. We aren’t doing 

anything else.” 

Just go back and look around. 

“Then we can travel around and have fun,” I said. I had never traveled 

with my friends without any specific purpose before. 

“So no equipment?” 

“Definitely no.” 

“Don’t regret this.” 

“Never.” 

“How do we get there?” 

“We drive.” 

“Wow, you’re so decisive, Mr. Naïve. Did you drink some tonic to become 

this confident?” 

Although it was a little far from here, it wouldn’t be difficult for us to 

travel. We could definitely make it there in a week. And now that the 

roads were all built, traveling around Motuo wasn’t as arduous as before. 

“Maybe we should ask Little Brother if he wants to go?” Fatty asked. 

I thought about it and agreed with him. Poker-face had gone to explore 

the mountains again but should be back tomorrow based on his usual 

pattern. We really did need to ask him if he wanted to go because 

traveling was only meaningful to mortals. For him, this kind of life was 

called wandering so I wasn’t sure if he was interested. 

“If we start traveling, I’d like to go back to Banai,” Fatty suddenly said. 

 
(3) Bodhimaṇḍa, a term used in Buddhism meaning the “position of awakening”. Wiki Link. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bodhima%E1%B9%87%E1%B8%8Da
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“Ok. We’ll go there after Motuo,” I replied. The image of snowy 

mountains appeared in my mind like a picture scroll unfurling, the dry and 

icy air rising up from the depths of my memory. 

I didn’t know why, but there was a sense of excitement in my heart. That 

same indescribable feeling washed over me just like it did the last time I 

went there. 

That was the place where I started walking into the darkest period of my 

life. 

You can look back now, Wu Xie.(4)  

  

 
(4) Pan Zi told Wu Xie to go forward boldly and not look back as he sacrificed himself to save Wu Xie in Banai 
(Vol 8, Chapter 62). Now Wu Xie is able to look back. 

https://merebear474765851.wordpress.com/2020/04/06/chapter-62-permeating-fog/
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Chapter 2 Traveling Notes (Trail Reading) 

When I talked to Poker-face about our trip, he looked into my eyes and 

nodded. 

I felt that he took some time to think about it, but it also didn’t seem like 

he thought much about it at all. I didn’t confirm with him at that time, but 

I later found that he started packing so I knew he was ready to go without 

much hesitation. 

Fatty and I began preparing things. This trip was going to take a long time 

so we asked the local people to help us take care of our restaurant. But I 

still felt a sense of urgency, thinking that we could return early if we set 

off as soon as possible. That way, we may be able to make it back in time 

for the tourist season. 

The first thing we did was buy a used car in town. Fatty had asked if we 

should have Wang Meng get a car for us and drive it here, but I dismissed 

the idea after thinking about it. After all, Wang Meng needed the car for 

business. Although my Jinbei was strong for an old car, it might break 

down in the middle of the road on our way to Motuo. 

It was better to buy a used car and sell it when we came back. The price 

was similar to that of renting a car but it was much more convenient. 

After shopping around for cars in town for a long time, we eventually 

bought a Beijing Warrior.(1) The vehicle was in good condition but the 

leather was all worn out. We paid thirty thousand yuan for it and bought 

a bunch of accessories, including aromatic floor mats and so on. Fatty and 

I drove it around for a while to get familiar with it. We didn’t think there 

was any big problem with it so we drove it back to Xilaimian. 

As we packed our stuff later that night, we didn’t talk much. I took out my 

camera equipment bag from my Guan Gen period. Although the lenses 

and equipment were very old, I was at least familiar with them. 

 
(1) A Jeep that is produced by the Beijing Automobile Works. 
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Fatty was preparing food and emergency kits while Poker-face was 

preparing clothes and sleeping bags that could be used to keep us warm. 

It was like we were preparing to go grave robbing, but we weren’t 

bringing any shovels with us. 

I charged the camera and started taking photos of the yard to practice 

getting good pictures. The moss had grown a lot, and the aquatic plants in 

the water were already spread out like a middle-aged person’s hair. After 

this summer, the yard should look exactly as I imagined it to be. 

We got up at seven the next morning and set off immediately, heading to 

Motuo with the help of the GPS. 

Fatty’s phone had all the weird songs that I liked. Some were from 

different movies while others were songs that Fatty had overheard and 

added to his collection. There were also some disco songs that he liked. I 

picked a song and started playing it on loop, but I gradually got irritated 

with it. 

I had read through a lot of material while I was in Motuo at that time so I 

listened to these songs when I was tired. I would lean against the window 

to watch the heavy snow outside. As the sound of the songs bounced 

around in my heart, I didn’t know where they would end up. At that time, 

the more I listened to these songs, the more surreal I felt. 

But as I listened to these songs now, they sounded a little noisy to me. It 

was probably because my heart had become full during these past few 

years so I didn’t need these things to fill it. 

While I was driving, Fatty was sitting in the passenger seat talking on the 

phone with his friend in Motuo. He twisted his body around a little 

because he didn’t want me to hear the voice on the other end. I sighed to 

myself—he was definitely planning an itinerary that I wouldn’t approve 

of. 

“That’s right. Three people. Please arrange it for us, pal.” 
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“Yes, yes. He will be there. Yes. We’ll all be there. You have to be 

prepared. No. If what you’re saying is true, then we can immediately fix it 

for you when we get there. But the thing is, I think you’re lying.” 

“Dude, if you aren’t being honest, I won’t be fucking responsible for any 

consequences. You know my friend. He’s the Houhai(2) Murder King. You 

don’t want to mess with him.” Fatty hung up the phone and began 

snacking on some melon seeds. 

I glanced at him and asked, “When did I become the Houhai Murder King? 

What does it have to do with Houhai?” 

“He doesn’t know either. Let him think about it. The more he thinks about 

it, the more mysterious we are.” 

“What exactly are you planning? Aren’t we going on a trip?” 

“We are going on a trip. Don’t worry, it won’t spoil any fun for you. I’ve 

found an experienced Tibetan who can give us an in-depth tour.” 

I sighed, “Was our last trip not in-depth enough?” 

Fatty lit a cigarette, opened the window, and exhaled a mouthful of 

smoke. “It’s going to be more comprehensive than our last trip.”

 
(2) Houhai is a lake and its surrounding neighborhood in Xicheng District of central Beijing, China. Wiki link. 

https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Houhai
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Chapter 3 Traveling Notes 

I sighed, ultimately deciding to just ignore him. But I couldn’t help but feel 
a little curious—was this surprise going to be something nice or 
something terrifying? 

When going on a real trip, it was actually kind of nice to have something 
to look forward to. 

We set off for Motuo, but we didn’t realize how far it was until we 
actually hit the road. 

The original plan was to take our time. After all, we had seen enough 
mountains and rivers. In the past, when I saw such magnificent 
landscapes and the wonders of the abyss, I thought that the beauty of the 
world was endless and I would never be able to see it all. 

But I knew now that the world did actually have an end. In fact, 
everything had an end. Compared to beautiful scenery, there was actually 
one thing that could be considered a much more enriching experience—
eating delicious food. 

Fatty realized this half a lifetime earlier than I did. He had a food guide 
that Xilaimian’s top hardcore fan prepared for him, so we ate as we 
traveled along, taking it one day at a time. 

Over the past few days, I was still full of the same happiness I felt when 
we first set out, but on the third day, I suddenly began to miss Xilaimian. I 
scrolled through Xilaimian’s Weibo page and told Fatty what was new. It 
became our regular morning routine every day of the trip. 

Finally, on the fourth day, we passed through the Gao’ersi Temple tunnel 
and entered Yerengou, which was the sign that we were approaching 
Motuo.(1)  

We stopped at a rest stop to eat some instant noodles. There were two 
ham-and-sausage-flavored brands: Sanhui and Yingong. At first glance, 

 
(1) Map visuals: Zoomed out view here. Zoomed in view here. 

https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/08/image-2.png
https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/08/image-4.png?w=1024
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they looked like the brands you would see everywhere, but after careful 
consideration, I felt that there was something wrong with them. 

While we were there, Fatty’s friend, Lao Guang, showed up. He was a 
handsome young Tibetan guy who looked about eighteen or nineteen 
years old. He was dark-skinned, very thin, and his eyes were as bright as 
stars. I couldn’t figure out why he was called Lao Guang.(2)  

His Tibetan name was Jiang Bai Qijia, which left me feeling even more 
confused when I heard it. After all, qijia in Chinese meant “dog shit”. To 
Tibetans, such a humble name meant that their family was dying out and 
the parents were afraid that their children would die. This was a custom 
that Han-Chinese people also had when picking out names. But the name 
Jiang Bai was relatively rare. 

He took us to Bajiaolou Town. We planned to stay there for the night and 
then head directly to Motuo early the next morning. 

Poker-Face and I didn’t ask any questions the whole way and just left it up 
to Fatty, who kept whispering to Lao Guang the whole time. I didn’t know 
what I, the Houhai Murder King, was supposed to do here, but the 
atmosphere was very good. 

We arrived early and headed straight to Jiang Bai Qijia’s house, which was 
very stylish. It seemed this young man’s family was quite wealthy. 

We walked to the backyard, where we were met with a beautiful view. 
There was a valley directly behind the yard that had a stream flowing 
down from its upper reaches. It actually looked more like a small river 
than a stream. 

There was a stable next to the backyard that had about seven or eight 
horses inside, four of which were already saddled. 

Jiang Bai Qijia led us over to the horses and said, “Uncle’s already told 
you everything, right?” 

 
(2) The characters for Lao Guang are “老广”. Lao (老) can mean old/experienced or be used to indicate the 

order of birth in a family. Guang (广) can mean wide. 
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“No,” I immediately said while looking at Fatty suspiciously. 

“Don’t tell them anything,” Fatty said. “Of the three of us, I’m the one 
making the decisions here. If I agree to anything, they’ll definitely agree 
as well. Right, Mr. Naïve?” 

I looked at Fatty and Fatty looked at me. “And if they don’t agree,” Fatty 
continued, “it’s not like I can force them, right? It’s better to agree first. 
That way, there’s still a fifty percent chance of success.” 

“What kind of activity are we doing?” I asked Jiang Bai. 

“In ten days, there’s going to be a competition here, called the Mounted 
Shooting Competition. It’s our local competition where you get to ride 
horses and shoot guns. It was originally supposed to be held during the 
Chinese New Year, but it was delayed until now because of various 
reasons. The town is going to give away two hundred sheep as a prize. 
This year, a meat company in Tibet is sponsoring the event and there will 
even be a live broadcast to promote the region’s culture. That’s why a 
team from another place outside the region needs to participate.” 

I glanced at Fatty, “Mounted shooting? What is that? We’ve never done 
anything like that before.” 

“Don’t worry, you’ll definitely get the hang of it in no time,” Fatty said. 
“The gun is a matchlock so you’ll put the gunpowder into the barrel and 
then ignite it using a burning piece of rope.(3) The more times you fire 
within the specified time-frame, the better chance you have of winning.” 

“Wouldn’t it be hard to shoot while riding a horse?” I asked him. After all, 
it was hard to drink water from a canteen when riding. 

“The three of us can do it,” Fatty said confidently. “We’re not trying to 
win, we’re just participating. Their competition is called the Grand 
National Mounted Shooting Competition, so it would look ridiculous if 

 
(3) Info on matchlock guns here. Like Fatty explained, a matchlock is a historical type of firearm wherein the 
gunpowder is ignited by a burning piece of rope that is touched to the gunpowder by a mechanism that the 
musketeer activates by pulling a lever or trigger with his finger. Basically a very cumbersome process just to 
fire off a shot. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Matchlock
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only locals participated. That’s why teams from all over the nation have 
been invited to join. Now, let’s look alive. We’re the Fujian team.” 

I sighed and gave Fatty a look, “Does Fujian even know we’re here?” 

“I don’t know, but the Beijing team will come anyway. Wanna take a 
guess at who’s coming?” Fatty asked with a smirk. 

I looked at him, a vague premonition in my heart. 

“How many people did you fool into coming here?” 

“More than you think.” Fatty picked one of the horses and climbed onto 
its back. “Come on, I’ll take you to a flat piece of land. Once you try it out, 
you’ll realize how fun it is.” 

I glanced at Poker-Face and saw that he also seemed to be asking for my 
opinion. 

“You never get up early unless there’s some kind of profit, yet you say the 
goal is just to participate?” I pressed Fatty. “Why don’t I believe that?” 

Fatty turned around and looked at me with the eyes of a prairie prince, 
“My foolish, naïve friend, when you have dinner tonight, you’ll realize 
what my purpose is. We’ll go to Motuo tomorrow like we originally 
planned. This won’t affect your trip.” 

Poker-Face and I exchanged another look before we both turned towards 
the horses. After we mounted, I saw that Jiang Bai Qijia looked very 
happy, “Welcome, Fujian team.” 

I couldn’t help but smile, “I thought we’d be the Zhejiang team.”(4)  

The four of us rode straight out of Jiang Bai’s backyard and headed 
towards the river, steering the horses deeper into the valley. 

The blue sky was full of white clouds and the green water was crystal 
clear. Our destination wasn’t a dangerous place that would leave us in 

 
(4) Hangzhou is the capital of Zhejiang province in east China. 
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dire straits with no possibility of return. Instead, it was a place where the 
rural folk were living their normal lives. It definitely felt very different.
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Chapter 4 Traveling Notes 

We rode the horses past a small dam. The water here had a milky white 
sheen to it under the sunlight, so it looked very magical. Once we reached 
the cement road at the top of the dam, I saw a woman handing out 
gunpowder and guns. 

“Since guns are dangerous, they’re managed by the local government. 
You can pick one up during practice,” Jiang Bai said to us before 
motioning for us to dismount. We filled out the necessary paperwork, 
gave them our fingerprints, and then each received a gun. 

This matchlock gun was very short, which was quite different from what 
we were expecting. Once we all had guns in hand, the woman came up, 
wrapped a headscarf around each of us, put three matchlock cords(1) into 
our headscarves, and spoke to us in Tibetan. 

The words were very simple, so we could all understand them. She 
essentially told us that there was a lighter at the practice ground further 
ahead, which we could use to light these matchlock cords. Once the ropes 
were lit, we could use them to light the gunpowder. 

Then she gave each of us a strange thing to hang around our necks. 

Fatty knew as soon as he smelled it that it was gunpowder wrapped in 
small paper tubes. All the paper tubes were tied to a rope that hung 
around our necks. This meant that during the competition, I’d have to 
hold the paper tubes in my mouth because I knew my hands wouldn’t be 
able to catch the rope—or the gunpowder tubes—while on a galloping 
horse. 

As we got back on the horses and rode on, I realized how multi-faceted 
Fatty was. He explained that while holding the gun in one hand, you’d 
have to break off one of the small paper tubes hanging from the rope 

 
(1) Matchlock cords can also be called “slow match”, “match cord”, “matchlock rope”, etc. They’re a slow-
burning cord or twine fuse used by early gunpowder musketeers, artillerymen, and soldiers to ignite matchlock 
muskets, cannons, shells, and petards. Matchlock cords were most suitable for use around black-powder 
weapons because a slow match could be roughly handled without going out, and only presented a small 
glowing tip instead of a large flame that risked igniting nearby gunpowder. It was usually chemically treated to 
make it burn slowly and consistently for an extended period of time. Info here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Slow_match
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around your neck, stuff it into the gun’s barrel with the other hand, and 
then immediately light it with the matchlock cord. 

This whole operation could only be done by taking both hands off the 
reins, which meant that you could only rely on your two feet to steer the 
horse. 

“Why is there a fork on the end of this thing?” Fatty asked while looking 
down at his gun. Our matchlock guns were different from any of the guns 
I had used before, and these even had two forks on the end. 

“This is a characteristic of a Tibetan gun. These forks can be used as 
bayonets or as a gun rest when you put your gun down,” I told him. 
“Fatty, what kind of competition is this?” 

“You’ll know when you see it,” Fatty said. 

At this time, we began to hear the sound of guns being fired in front of 
us. Jiang Bai became so excited that he sped his horse up and rushed to 
the front. The three of us immediately followed behind him. 

After leaving the dam, we rode the horses to a dirt road on the opposite 
side. We followed this road down to the small river in the valley, which 
we crossed over before moving on. 

Thirty minutes later, we rode up a hill. After coming down the other side 
of it, we saw a wide area in front of us, where many people were riding 
past on horseback. I immediately saw what a mounted shooting 
competition entailed. 

The rider steered the galloping horse with both feet while firing the gun 
with both hands. The whole process was very quick—he would put the 
paper tube into the gun’s barrel, quickly light it with the matchlock cord, 
and then fire. As soon as the flash of light appeared in the air, he’d 
immediately put the second gunpowder tube into the barrel and light it 
again. 

As the horse continued galloping, the rider kept firing his gun. After 
running some distance, he eventually stopped and someone would tell 
him how many rounds he had fired and how fast. 
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“In the actual competition, will there be a group of people riding 
together?” I was practically speechless as I watched the whole thing. 
“And the goal is to see who’s faster and who fires off more rounds than 
anyone else, right?” 

Jiang Bai looked back at us and said, “Everyone rides alone now. It used to 
be a group event where everyone would ride together, but it’s still 
dangerous even if the gun isn’t loaded.” At this time, someone came over 
and lit the matchlock cord for us. 

As soon as the cord was lit, I started to feel uneasy at the thought of 
having it hanging right by my head when I had gunpowder hanging 
around my neck and was planning on holding the gunpowder tube in my 
mouth later. 

“Ready to try it?” Jiang Bai encouraged us. 

“I think we’re going to die.” 

“Don’t be afraid,” Jiang Bai said with a smile. “Try it at a slow pace first. 
Don’t worry, the horse will go slow.” 

Fatty liked guns, so he immediately put the gunpowder directly into the 
barrel, pointed it directly at the sky, and fired off a shot. 

The horse remained completely indifferent as if it were used to this kind 
of thing. 

Fatty immediately became excited and let out an exuberant shout. 
Holding the gunpowder tube in his mouth, he rode his horse forward and 
rushed onto the practice field in front of us. 

I glanced at Poker-Face. He was wearing the competition’s designated 
outfit, which was kind of hilarious but also full of local spirit. 

My headscarf looked very simple while his looked like the one worn by 
the village chief’s son. That woman was clearly very biased. 

“What do you think?” 



252 
 

“I’ve done this before,” he said to me. 

I was a little surprised, but then again, this was Poker-Face we were 
talking about so there was nothing new there. “Should we try it?” I asked 
him. 

He nodded and looked at the gun in his hand. As I began trying to stuff 
the gunpowder into my own gun, I saw Poker-Face’s horse suddenly rush 
forward. During those six or seven steps his horse took, his hands moved 
in a blur and he fired off four shots in rapid succession. 

The action was completed in one go, those four shots fired so fast that 
everyone on the sidelines all turned to look at us. 

He also seemed to be surprised at how fast he was and looked at the gun 
suspiciously. 

“Wuke Jiabo?” I heard an old man watching from the sidelines suddenly 
cry out as he looked at Poker-Face in surprise.
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Chapter 5 Traveling Notes 

I glanced at the old man, who was looking at Poker-Face very 
suspiciously. 

It was the look of someone searching for a face in their memories. Poker-
Face’s actions just now may have sparked some distant memory in the 
old man’s mind, but his face was too far away to be recognized. 

The old man’s voice was lost in the loud sound of the gun going off, so 
Poker-Face didn’t stop or look back at the old man at all. Instead, he kept 
riding his horse forward. 

I followed after him, taking a second to look at the old man when I passed 
by. He was very old—really old, in fact—and his eyes were full of distress, 
confusion, and anxiety. 

He knew this young man, but he was too old to remember. No one would 
understand his mood at this time, except maybe me because I had 
noticed. 

Poker-Face and I joined Fatty and practiced a few times. It was exciting 
and fun, but also very dangerous. When Jiang Bai saw Poker-Face’s 
technique, he had a surprised expression on his face and said that it was a 
shooting technique only used by the most skilled masters. It certainly 
wasn’t something used for competitions. 

As it turned out, Poker-Face’s shooting technique was the kind that was 
actually used during war, because his movements included a step where 
the lead ball would have normally been loaded into the gun—of course, it 
was just for show since we didn’t have any actual lead balls on us. 

I looked at him and thought to myself, dude, were you a soldier? 

After about an hour of practicing, I was already feeling exhausted. My 
back wasn’t in the best shape on a good day, but now it felt as sore as if 
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someone had given me two injections of hyaluronic acid—Fatty’s usual 
joke.(1)  

When we were leaving, I asked Jiang Bai what Wuke Jiabo meant. “It 
means the king of guns,” he explained to me. “It refers to someone who 
can shoot those kinds of guns consecutively. In times of war, the most 
powerful soldier was called Wuke Jiabo.” Then he looked at me and 
pointed to the old man, “Did you hear him say that?” 

When I nodded, Jiang Bai said, “That old man always gets excited 
whenever he sees a good shot. Don’t worry too much about it. He’s a bit 
senile now.” 

I nodded, feeling slightly relieved. 

It would be really sad if Poker-Face met an old friend at such a time. 

When we passed by the old man, I looked at him and saw that he was 
staring at Poker-Face. In the sunlight, the old man’s deep-lined face 
almost looked like an artistic photo that could win an award. 

At dinner that evening, I had already forgiven Fatty for acting on his own. 
After all, his arrangement made me think that my friends were going to 
gather here—although I didn’t know who he had invited, it helped ensure 
that I wouldn’t get too wrapped up in my emotions while being here. 

I had to be in a completely different frame of mind as we brought Poker-
Face along to look at all the sights together. After all, I couldn’t be crying 
bitter tears everywhere we went. 

“I’m just worried that you’re old and your eyesight has gotten worse, but 
I can find you some activities for young people.” 

“I never thought that I was old,” I said to Fatty. “If anything, you’re the 
one who keeps talking about your younger days and saying things like 
‘when I was young’.” 

 
(1) Hyaluronic acid can cause redness and soreness when injected into the joint. 
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Fatty was the one who made me realize the truth of the matter—it was 
fucking awesome to flaunt your old age and seniority in front of 
everyone. In fact, it was totally worth it to start doing it now. 

The dinner was hosted by the executive of the largest meat processing 
company in the area, a Tibetan businessman who was also the sponsor of 
this competition. It was very clear that he was the richest man here, but 
as it turned out, he was also Xilaimian’s supplier. 

Here’s a piece of information I suddenly remembered— Xilaimian had a 
yak jerky snack, which sold very well, especially in the online shop that 
had been opened in the village. And this guy’s face was the trademark 
image that appeared on the snack packaging. 

That thing actually sold really well, and since Fatty knew him, he must’ve 
been in charge of purchasing it. 

“Wait, I thought we were going on a fun trip. Are we actually here to do 
business?” I asked, surprised. “Are we Party A or Party B?”(2)  

“Party A.” Fatty poured me a cup of butter tea. “All our partners are 
here.” 

“Do you have any other conspiracies to throw at me? Don’t scare me 
anymore,” I said to him. 

“There’s one more,” Fatty admitted. “You’ll see at dinner. I wouldn’t say 
it’ll shock you but it’ll definitely surprise you.”

 
(2) Party A in a contract is usually the one making the offer/putting forward their goals and requirements. Party 
B is usually the one who accepts Party A’s terms and tries to guarantee a way for Party A to achieve their goals. 
During the implementation of the contract, the main task of Party B is to find ways to complete the terms 
stipulated in the contract, and the main responsibility of Party A is to supervise the other party to achieve the 
established goals. 
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Chapter 6 Traveling Notes 

I ate and drank a lot of wine to the point where I felt dizzy, and that was 
when Fatty told me about the other surprise he had prepared. There was 
a documentary team filming Tibetan animal husbandry in the local area, 
and the boss here had recommended us as one of their subjects. The 
name of the documentary was going to be “From Southern China to 
Western China”. 

Although the interview would be short—only about twenty seconds—and 
they would have to go to Xilaimian later to shoot some source material, 
Fatty said that our shop would definitely be famous on the internet then. 

To be honest, I already felt that Xilaimian’s business was good enough. 
After all, retirement life shouldn’t be more tiring than going on an 
adventure in the woods. After arguing with him for a little bit, we 
eventually decided to let Jiang Bai take our place. He was also good-
looking, so he could be our western promotion ambassador. 

We all ended up drinking a little too much while discussing it, so we 
headed back to the guesthouse to sleep. When we arrived, we saw a few 
old customers from Xilaimian who happened to be there. They had also 
come to Motuo to travel, so we exchanged pleasantries for a while and 
then went to our room and fell asleep. 

The plan for the next day was to go to Motuo. We had already agreed to 
participate in the competition, so we’d come back here and take part 
when the time came. The rest of the time, we were free to do whatever 
we wanted. 

I got up very early the next morning. Poker-Face always got up earlier 
than me, so he was long gone. I didn’t know where he went, but Fatty 
was still snoring away nearby. 

I went up to the rooftop and silently looked off into the distance—it had 
actually snowed last night, and all the hills had turned white overnight. 

I couldn’t help but feel an indescribable emotion. Although snow during 
this season wasn’t very rare, it wasn’t that common either. It should be 
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several more months before the probability of such an overnight 
spectacle increased. 

This snow would soon melt. By noon, the overnight accumulation would 
probably return to its original level, and the melted snow water would 
converge together and flow into the small streams and rivers, increasing 
their size and nourishing everything around them. 

Was this snow Motuo welcoming an old friend? But who was it 
welcoming, me or Poker-Face? 

I figured these mountains were welcoming the young man who had 
journeyed through them for countless days and nights. 

I heard the other tourists start murmuring in astonishment, but the locals 
didn’t seem surprised at all. After following their gaze, I could see a black 
spot on the mountain in the distance, heading towards the back of the 
snowy peak. I wondered if it was Poker-Face. 

Fatty didn’t fully wake up until around eleven o’clock. Once Poker-Face 
came back, we all started preparing to leave. 

“You have to practice,” Jiang Bai said as he helped us with our luggage 
and watched us leave. 

From here, the journey to Motuo was very quick.(1) There were more and 
more snow-capped peaks on both sides, but the road wasn’t the same as 
the one I had taken back then. I closed my eyes. Even though Fatty had 
kicked up a fuss yesterday, I couldn’t help but feel uneasy as I looked at 
the road signs that kept appearing. 

“I fucking knew you’d act like this,” Fatty started scolding me. “You’ve 
had enough time to adjust. If you pass out again, it’s your funeral. And 
the altitude here is high, so if you shed a few tears, you might just wind 
up with pulmonary edema.(2) You need to take care of yourself.” 

 
(1) Idk what’s quick about a 23-hour drive but ok Wu Xie. 
(2) Pulmonary edema is a condition caused by too much fluid in the lungs. It’s usually caused by a heart 
condition, but can also be caused by pneumonia, exposure to certain toxins and drugs, and being at high 
elevations. Just FYI, but smoking at high elevations is also a VERY bad idea. 
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I looked at my hands and found that they were shaking. 

What did Motuo mean to me? 

I hadn’t thought about it before, but at this time, countless memories 
that I didn’t want to recall all started surfacing in my mind. I looked down 
at my hands and realized that what happened in Motuo must’ve been 
more important in shaping my life than I originally thought. 

“Then enlighten me,” I said to Fatty while showing him my hands. 
“What’s wrong with me?” 

Fatty glanced at Poker-Face, who was looking out the window at the 
snow-capped mountains all around us. It was very quiet, the kind of 
quietness that was abnormal. He definitely didn’t see such a scene when 
he went in and out of Motuo before. It must’ve been more spectacular 
and quiet than what we saw, just like a sanctuary. 

Now he was staring out the window the whole way, but he couldn’t seem 
to find the memory of that time. Although his eyes were indifferent, they 
still made me feel distressed because in them, I could see that there was 
confusion regarding the old man I saw before. 

Even if he tried to recall the distant memories, they were all very vague 
since most of them had escaped into the void. 

“You were alone when you went to Motuo, but when you came back, you 
were a different person,” Fatty said to me. “People never really know 
how they’ve changed. Your memory of Motuo is certainly not as clear as 
mine.” 

“Because I changed in Motuo?” 

“Yeah, but I didn’t think you could change back,” Fatty said to me. “I 
watched you the whole time. You don’t know how thrilling it is to see you 
from my point of view. It’s not something on the outside, but something 
in your heart.” 

“Is that why my hands are shaking?” I looked at Fatty. 
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Fatty handed me an oxygen canister, “No, your hands are shaking 
because of altitude sickness. Here, take a breath.”
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Chapter 7 Traveling Notes 

After inhaling the oxygen, my condition really did seem to improve. 

I didn’t know if it was really because of the lack of oxygen or because we 
were revisiting that old place, but since my condition was improving, I 
decided not to think about it. 

Actually, I couldn’t think at all. I leaned my head against the window as a 
throbbing headache slowly made itself known. 

Based on what I did here in the past, I definitely would’ve died if I felt 
even a little altitude sickness. But here I was, going with my friends on a 
relaxing trip, and I ended up getting altitude sickness. 

God, you must really like drama. 

Halfway through the drive, Fatty woke me up. In a daze, I sat up straight 
and saw that Fatty had slowed down and was heading towards a roadside 
station. 

The mountain road around the small station was full of lamas, who were 
all quietly standing in orderly rows and looking at our car with attentive 
eyes. When our car stopped at the small station, Fatty and I got out first, 
followed by Poker-Face. 

All the lamas began saluting and chanting sutras as Poker-Face looked at 
them. Then, a lama walked out of the crowd—it was the one who had 
sent the ashes before—and nodded to Poker-Face. 

I was shocked by this scene. The lama offered him a cup of buttered tea 
and said, “Distinguished guest, you’re here again.” 

“Yes,” Poker-Face said. 

Fatty touched his chin and said to me, “Fuck, look at all this pomp. My 
God, this is so damn good. Mr. Naïve, quick, take a picture for me.” 

But when he glanced back at me, he suddenly froze, “Don’t cry. You’ll get 
pulmonary edema.” 
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I touched my face and found that I was crying; I wasn’t even aware of it. 

I’m sorry, I just can’t bear to hear those words. 

Then, the lama led Poker-Face up the mountain. 

There was still a long way to go before we reached Motuo, but the lama 
said, “We’ll take the original road. You should prefer it.” 

Poker-Face nodded and followed after him. As Fatty and I moved to 
follow, we saw those rows of lamas on the mountain road split apart to 
let Poker-Face pass. After he passed, they all moved to follow him. 

We walked among the crowd and re-entered the old mountain road 
leading to Motuo. 

As we walked into the mountains, I found that my words escaped me. 
Nothing I could say would do justice to describe this meeting of heaven 
and earth or this group of people chanting sutras. But the most difficult 
things to control were my emotions whenever I heard them use the 
phrase “honored guest” to address him. 

“Honored guest, you’re here again.” 

God knew how far away Poker-Face was from us when I read that 
sentence at that time. It really seemed like a lifetime ago. 

Honored guest, you’ve finally come back. 

Between this meeting of heaven and earth, the chanting, and the snow-
capped mountains all around us, there was nothing else to say about the 
rest of the journey. When we got to the top of the mountain, it snowed 
again. As the snow continued to fall heavily, everyone steadily walked on. 

I was completely in a trance-like state, my perception of time and space 
so distorted that I felt as if I was watching him when he left here with his 
mother’s ashes, watching as he walked through the snow to find his 
destination… it seemed that I had entered a very intense state of hypoxia 
because I was seeing one hallucination after another. 
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“Fatty, am I going to die?” I asked him. 

“No, there are hundreds of people here who can carry you. You won’t 
die,” Fatty said. 

“Is Little Brother still there?” 

“He’s at the front of the group. We’ve fallen more than three hundred 
meters behind.” 

“Can you help me take a picture of him? When we set off, we agreed that 
I would put it on the photo wall in the restaurant,” I said. All the things I 
was currently seeing were phantoms, so I didn’t know which one was the 
real him. 

“I’ll take it, I’ll take it,” Fatty promised. 

“Why do I feel like we’re going to another world right now?” I started 
babbling nonsensically, not even knowing what I was talking about. 

“Little Brother wants us to follow.” 

“Three hundred meters? I can only run three meters.” 

“Are you going to run?” 

“Give me the oxygen,” I said to Fatty. “Let’s take a group photo. Use the 
selfie stick and make sure everyone’s in it.” 

“You’ve got backbone, but wipe off the foam at the corner of your mouth 
first.” As Fatty lifted me up, I suddenly felt another strong pair of hands 
supporting me on the other side. 



266 
 



267 
 

Chapter 8 Traveling Notes 

When I arrived at Jila Temple, I went to my room, where I did a lot of 
things back then. After dropping off our luggage, we made plans to rest 
first before having dinner. 

During the many years I had been away, no one had stayed in this room. 
Everything was exactly the same as it was when I left, but I could see that 
it had been cleaned not too long ago. 

I told the two of them that I’d like to stare into space for a while, and 
then I had no memory of what happened after that. I must have fallen 
asleep at one point—maybe it was the warmth from the stove, maybe I 
was just tired, or maybe it was the altitude sickness. 

When I woke up again, it was already the next morning. The sunlight was 
streaming in through the window and I could hear the sound of someone 
walking outside. My whole body felt sore all over, so I stretched all my 
muscles, heaved a big sigh, and finally got up. 

Both Fatty and Poker-Face weren’t in the room. I sat on the edge of the 
bed and looked around—there were scones and highland barley next to 
the stove and hot butter tea in a pot. 

I closed my eyes, took a few breaths, and found that I had fully adapted. 
It seemed my body had quickly found its balance because I looked at my 
hands and saw that they had stopped shaking. 

I suddenly had the impulse to go and take a look outside, but I restrained 
myself. 

This kind of feeling was almost like someone was standing in front of me, 
pointing at my nose, and saying, “How can you be so impulsive? You 
know the rules!” 

It was in this room that I realized I must never follow any impulsive urges 
that my mind or body came up with. 
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I started moving all my sore muscles to get the blood flowing until I was 
sweating a little bit. Then I sat by the fire and patiently finished my 
breakfast and drank all the butter tea. 

Now I felt like I was finally back to normal. 

When I opened the door and went out, my earlier eagerness had 
disappeared and been replaced with a serene calmness. I saw Fatty and 
Poker-Face leaning against the wall by the door, waiting for me. 

“What are you guys doing?” I asked. 

“I thought you were dead, so I was waiting for the old lama to come over, 
perform a ceremony, and then drag you off for a sky burial,” Fatty said. 

“No, seriously,” I said to him, “what are you two doing at the door?” 

“Discussing an issue,” Fatty said. “There’s a situation that I think you 
might want to know about it.” 

“Go ahead, I won’t pass out again. I think you were driving too fast and 
the altitude was too high,” I said to him. 

“You know Deren, right?” 

I nodded. Of course I knew. In fact, I knew better than anyone else. “Is 
that tradition continuing?” 

“It’s started up again,” Fatty said. “Now there’s a Deren in the temple.” 

“That’s great,” I said. “Did you guys eat last night? Why didn’t you wake 
me up when I fell asleep so suddenly?” 

Instead of answering me, Fatty said, “You have to know who this Deren is 
first before deciding on whether it’s a good thing or not.” 

“Who is it?” 

“I don’t know. This Deren told the people in the temple that when we 
came here, they can’t tell us who it is. So, we won’t know who the Deren 
is until he comes back from the mountains,” Fatty said. 
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“Oh.” I nodded. “Deren is a great master after all. Those people are 
bound to have a weird temperament.” 

“I don’t think it’s right. I think this Deren has some aspirations. Will he 
swallow up Little Brother’s property rights and not give them to us?” 
Fatty wondered. 

I glanced at Poker-Face, knowing that this definitely wasn’t what they had 
been discussing just now. Fatty might have changed the subject, but I 
didn’t want to know either. They were probably discussing my health or 
something like that. 

“I feel fine now. Did you take a look around yesterday? What’s changed 
here?” I asked. 

Fatty shook his head and said, “Nothing’s changed. It snowed again last 
night, though.” 

I looked around and found that the top of the temple and the places 
where people usually didn’t walk were indeed covered in a thick layer of 
snow. 

My perception of time and space suddenly became distorted again. 

Since nothing had changed here, there were no traces of the passing of 
time, which meant that it was easy to get distracted. 

“So what’s the plan? Should I show you around and tell you about all the 
things I saw in those days, or do you want to show us around and talk 
about what happened to you back then?” I asked Poker-Face. 

“Let’s meet the current head lama first,” Fatty suggested. “We all turned 
in pretty early yesterday.” 

I nodded and started heading to the head lama’s room out of habit, but 
Fatty quickly grabbed me. 

“The former head lama has passed away, and the new head lama’s room 
is in a different direction,” he said. 
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I paused. Oh, that’s right. Fatty pointed in the other direction, so the 
three of us started making our way over. There were still many people 
out on the paths, but when they saw us coming, they immediately made 
way and saluted us. 

There wasn’t a hint of shyness in their eyes as they stood there, waiting 
to see Poker-Face. 

There were probably hundreds of people along the way, but no one said a 
word. The only sound that could be heard was the snow falling from the 
temple roof.
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Chapter 9 Traveling Notes 

The new head lama was probably in his eighties, and I realized that I had 
seen him before. He wasn’t the one who came with Chen Xuehan on the 
motorcycle to bring us the news, but I knew that he was a lama I wasn’t 
very familiar with at that time. 

“Nothing strange has happened.” After we sat down, the head lama gave 
Poker-Face a status report. 

The system here was similar to the Western Archives in that it mainly 
monitored various events in the western region. But no major events had 
happened over the years, only the occasional small incident here and 
there. According to the head lama, the new Deren could handle those 
himself. 

“We’re just traveling,” Poker-Face said to the head lama, who nodded 
and said, “It seems that the distinguished guest can finally take a break.” 

As the three of us exchanged a glance, the head lama continued, “It’s 
truly a pity that there aren’t many old friends left. When do you plan on 
leaving for Kangbaluo? Deren can meet you there.” 

Poker-Face didn’t answer and just looked at me. 

“When we want to go, we’ll head there on our own,” I said to the head 
lama. 

“The road is still not easy to walk.” 

“How’s the weather lately?” 

“It’s been snowing rather strangely,” the head lama said. “There may be 
news tomorrow. If the snow stops, you can head out.” 

When I nodded, the head lama looked at me and said, “Since you’re here, 
I have something I need your help with. Can you come with me?” 
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Seeing the puzzled look on my face, the head lama added, “We’ve 
discovered something in the mountain behind the temple. The patriarch 
must decide how to deal with it.” 

The three of us looked at each other again, and Fatty winked at me, 
“Sounds exciting. Let’s go and take a look.” 

So, the three of us followed the old lama out. We silently passed through 
the crowd and walked to the back of the temple. 

Before liberation, it was said that there was a sky burial platform at the 
back of the temple, but it was later abandoned. This happened so long 
ago that proof of its existence was long gone. I hadn’t been there before, 
but I also heard that the back mountain was full of several small caves, 
where practitioners could practice their cultivation. 

It wasn’t easy moving through the temple since we had to go up and 
down a lot of steps, and many of the rooms were dilapidated or in 
disrepair. In fact, Jila Temple had the funds to repair them, but the lamas 
didn’t think it was necessary. As a result, many areas were left completely 
deserted, which gave them a bleak and gloomy atmosphere. 

We went out through the back door—in fact, there really wasn’t a back 
door—and came to a towering cliff, which had very small steps only 
about half a foot wide carved into the stone. Although I called them 
steps, they were really no more than small grooves that could fit half of a 
person’s foot. There was a thirteen-meter-high wooden scaffold that 
stood against the cliff and could be used to climb up to these small 
grooves. In fact, if the scaffold was removed, it would be absolutely 
impossible for people to climb up to the grooves. As I looked, I found that 
the steps stretched about thirty meters up the cliff 

To be clear, the surrounding area was nothing but steep cliffs with 
overhangs cut at an angle of more than ninety degrees, so the area was 
completely isolated. The only passable area was that thirty-meter stretch 
from the temple to the cliff, which meant that it was impossible to reach 
this place from any other area. 
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After more than thirty meters, we had basically reached the lower part of 
the mountain where Jila was located. Of course, there was still a long way 
to go to get to the top of the mountain, and there weren’t any roads 
here, but there were many mountain dens—i.e., small caves—in the area. 

In fact, no one knew how many mountain dens there were because the 
snow stayed all year round, and even during the hottest part of the 
season, the area was covered in snow dens. No one knew whether these 
were actually cave entrances hidden under the snow, but they did know 
that at least two or three appeared on a daily basis. 

The head lama walked fast and soon led us into a cave. The entrance was 
low so we had to bend over as we moved forward. We could see that 
there were a lot of daily necessities inside that had obviously belonged to 
modern people, but they looked so decayed that it was obvious no one 
had used them for a long time. 

“This doesn’t necessarily mean that they’re still alive,” the head lama said 
to us. “Some people go up the mountain for a long time but don’t come 
back down. They might have died more than ten years ago.” 

“So you’re saying that when I arrived here for the first time back then, all 
these people might have already been dead?” I asked. 

“It’s possible, but we don’t know for sure. Even if we do an in-depth 
investigation, we probably won’t know whether they’re still alive or not.” 

As we walked further inside, we found a loess wall at the back of the 
cave. A stove had been built into the loss, but it was broken now, 
revealing a hole in the wall. 

In other words, this had originally been the end of the cave, but someone 
had broken through the loess wall and discovered that there was still 
space for another room behind it. 

When we bowed our heads and went in, I found that the hole was 
relatively deep and the walls were surrounded by wooden beams. 

These beams were quite large and seemed to be smeared in some kind of 
oil for preservation. 
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“This seems to be wood left over from when the temple was built. It’s 
very old,” the head lama said to Poker-Face. 

Fatty touched the wood and suddenly sniffed the air, “No, there’s 
something else in here.” 

With that said, he immediately walked further inside. I touched the big 
beams, thinking about how such large trees could be used as building 
materials back in those days. The trees must have grown for several 
hundreds of years. 

“Were these beams processed before liberation?” 

“Long before that, probably sometime during the late Qing Dynasty,” the 
head lama said. 

“Mr. Naïve,” Fatty suddenly called from deeper inside the cave. “Come 
and take a look at this.” 

I walked in the direction of his voice, and after about two or three 
minutes, I finally saw the end of the cave. As I got closer, I suddenly felt 
the temperature of the whole cave rise rapidly. Then, a hot spring pool 
appeared in my line of sight. It wasn’t big—probably about fifty square 
meters—but the most amazing thing was that I could see sunlight 
streaming down from overhead. 

I looked up and saw that instead of a ceiling hanging above this hot spring 
pool, there was a clear view of the sky. 

Fatty squatted down and put his hand in the water, “It’s a little hot, but 
it’s ok.” 
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Chapter 10 Traveling Notes 

The head lama briefly explained how the cave was discovered—one of 
the younger lamas came here to cultivate and ended up stumbling across 
it, although no one was inside of it. This so-called discovery actually lasted 
for half a year, but during that time, the young lama didn’t see anyone 
come by the cave. 

Since the daily necessities in the cave were still relatively organized and 
didn’t look like they had been depleted during that time, the head lama 
thought that the person living in the cave must have climbed to the top of 
the mountain. 

The cliff was so sheer that it was practically vertical, so if you wanted to 
reach the top of the mountain with your bare hands, you’d have to climb 
for three days. It was also completely covered in snow. 

“There’s a high probability that the person fell to their death and their 
body was eaten by the mountain vultures,” the head lama theorized. “We 
left them a letter, but we didn’t receive any response so we began to 
clean out the cave and restore it to its original appearance. As a result, 
when we demolished the mud wall, we found those wooden beams 
hidden behind it.” 

“Do these beams hold any kind of significance to the temple?” 

When I asked the head lama this, he shook his head and said, “No, they 
don’t. The only noticeable thing is that the color of the wood is the same 
as that of the wood used to build the temple.” 

This matter really was so trivial that they honestly didn’t need Poker-Face 
to make a decision at all. I looked at the head lama, suddenly feeling that 
there must be something he hadn’t mentioned yet. 

He silently met my gaze for a long time before he finally spoke, “These 
wooden beams seem to have been used to enclose this hot spring. This is 
a medicinal spring, and in these beams, there should be hibernating 
medicinal snakes.” 
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The head lama unloaded all that information on us without making a 
conclusion and then sat down at the entrance of the cave, looking out at 
the distant scenery while waiting for our answer. 

The three of us remained in the cave. Fatty looked towards the entrance 
and whispered to me, “His cultivation level doesn’t seem that high. Isn’t 
his speech a bit…?” 

“It’s not mystifying enough, right?” I finished for him. 

Fatty nodded, “If you think about the old head lama, he was a high-
ranking monk who achieved the Dao.(1) When talking to him, you’d think 
you understood what he said, but when you left and thought about it 
later, you’d realize you couldn’t make sense of what you heard at all. But 
this guy…it seems like he’s just not very good at explaining clearly. What 
medicinal snakes? Do you understand what he’s talking about? I don’t 
understand a thing at all.” 

“Have you heard of Dezhong Hot Spring?” I asked him. “It’s in Dezhong 
Village in Menba Township in Mozhugongka County. It’s not only a 
bathing place for the locals but also a medicinal spring specially used to 
treat diseases. That hot spring is said to be very powerful. You can soak in 
it even when it snows, and it can also cure tumors. There are stones next 
to the hot spring where snakes reside. The snakes will enter the hot 
spring and soak their venom in the water, which increases the medicinal 
properties of the water.”(2)  

“What does that have to do with these wooden beams?” 

“If the medicinal snakes don’t appear for many years, people will go up to 
the mountains to find dead old trees and put them by the edge of a hot 
spring. Soon, the medicinal snakes will appear again. It’s said that the 
snakes lay eggs in the trees, so if you put the dead wood by the hot 
springs, the warm temperature will help the eggs to hatch and then the 

 
(1) In super simplistic terms, following the dao (or “tao” as it’s also referred to) means to follow the flow of 
nature. Dao can mean path/way, and is the source of everything and the ultimate principle underlying reality. 
Here’s an article I’ve linked before and here’s the wiki article on Daoism/Taoism. 
(2) Dezhong Hot Spring is a real place but I honestly wasn’t finding much about the snake thing. Here’s a 
scientific blog/article that talks about the history but nothing about the supposed medicinal properties of 
these snakes.  

http://afe.easia.columbia.edu/special/china_1000bce_daoism.htm
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Taoism
https://snakesarelong.blogspot.com/2013/05/hot-spring-snakes.html
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snakes will come out of the trees. Those medicinal snakes have never 
hurt anyone.” 

“So—” Fatty looked back at the hot spring. “The hot spring is a big deal 
for the people here.” 

“Only those divine springs that can cure diseases. I think what the head 
lama is trying to say is that these wooden beams are special and that 
there may be medicinal snakes in them. So, the hot spring here must have 
been identified as a divine spring by the people who came here at that 
time.” 

I looked at Poker-Face. If this were indeed true, then it really was a big 
deal. But it wasn’t something for us to decide; it was up to Poker-Face to 
choose how to deal with this hot spring. Whether to ignore it, expand it, 
or block it back up was all up to him to decide. 

As I was lost in my thoughts, Fatty had already stripped naked and 
stepped directly into the hot spring. He then leaned back, looked up at 
the sky, and hummed happily, “It really is a divine spring. Truly divine.” 

I wasn’t in a position to decide what to do for Poker-Face, so I silently 
pondered over it instead. But as I was thinking, I suddenly saw Poker-Face 
walk out. 

I didn’t think it was appropriate to listen in on his conversation with the 
head lama, so I glanced at Fatty, took off my clothes, and jumped into the 
hot spring as well. 

I instantly felt relieved as that warm water enveloped my whole body and 
flooded it with warmth. 

Fatty looked at me lying down next to him and said, “Oh ho, I didn’t think 
you’d dare come in here until tomorrow at the latest. You should be more 
reserved on a day like today. Why are you suddenly following my example 
now?” 

As I lay there in the hot spring, looking up at the hole in the ceiling above, 
I could see the blue sky and clumps of snow falling down from above. As 
soon as those clumps entered the warm cave, they instantly disappeared. 
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“Dezhong Hot Spring… I remember that it can also cure sadness,” Fatty 
said. “I wonder what this spring will cure?” 

“Fatty, I’m not sad,” I said as I looked up at the sky. “I’m just happy. 
Everything is going well so I want to do a little more to make it better.” 

“Oh, then in that case, you can actually open a training school and train 
people who are in a similar situation to you,” Fatty said. 

“I’m not a good teacher,” I argued. 

“What do you think Little Brother will do with this hot spring? Will he let 
us open a hot spring resort?” 

“With the little savings from our restaurant, we can’t even afford to 
invest.” 

“True. You can sell Wushanju,” Fatty said. 

I looked up at him, only to see the head lama coming back in and waving 
at me.
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Chapter 11 Traveling Notes 

The head lama took off his shoes and put his weather-beaten feet into 
the hot spring. He then smiled at Fatty and me and said, “The patriarch 
has made a decision.” 

Fatty looked back at the head lama and said, “Master, your expression is 
a little weird. What’s wrong?” 

“The patriarch has decided to give these things, including this cave, to the 
two of you.” 

Fatty and I looked at each other, neither of us expecting such a 
development. “But we’re Little Brother’s family,” Fatty said. “Brothers 
from another mother.(1) There’s no such thing as a gift between family. 
We already own shares in your temple.” 

The head lama’s smile turned even brighter, “You two are not surnamed 
Zhang so you don’t have shares in the temple. But the patriarch is willing 
to give you this cave.” 

I looked at the head lama’s twitching face and said to him, “Are you 
unhappy with the disbursement of temple assets? If so, we can tell your 
patriarch not to do it. Besides, your patriarch has such a long lifespan that 
people like us will end up returning those things back to him within forty 
years at the most.” 

“I’m not dissatisfied, and I hope you two distinguished guests can live a 
long life.” Although the head lama said this, his face finally stopped 
twitching after he heard what I said. 

“Right, right, right. We’re just CEOs appointed by Little Brother for a little 
while,” Fatty chimed in. 

“In short, you two will be the only people in charge of this place. Other 
than using it for business, you can do with it as you will.” The head lama 

 
(1) The term Fatty uses is benjia (本家), which means a member of the same clan/a distant relative with the 

same family name. I couldn’t think of a good English equivalent right now since sworn brothers didn’t seem 
right either so I went with the age-old “brothers from another mother”. 
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looked up at the sky and added, “I still hope that the monks in this temple 
will be allowed to use this place when you all are not here.” 

Fatty quickly nodded, “Of course, of course.” 

The head lama wiped his feet dry, put on his shoes, and left. 

Fatty and I looked at each other again. After a moment of silence, Fatty 
said, “I still say he’s not good enough. Have you seen ‘Journey to the 
West’? Do you think he’s going to set fire to us tonight and steal our 
cassocks?”(2)  

“Then there must be a black bear spirit around here,” I said to Fatty. 
“Bajie, for what purpose did Master give us this place?”(3)  

“Elder martial brother, no matter what Master’s purpose is, this place 
belongs to us now. Although Master won’t come out and say it, he’s 
thinking about the two of us. So, let’s start a business in Motuo.” 

“Didn’t he just say we’re not allowed to use it for business?” 

“He didn’t say that we wouldn’t be allowed to bring our friends. Picture 
it—those VIPs who spend more than a hundred yuan in Xilaimian can get 
a ticket to visit the hot spring at the top of a snowy mountain near a 
remote temple in Motuo. Once there, the store manager will make tea on 
the side, Little Brother will sell popsicles, and Fat Master will scrub their 
backs.” 

“Three escorts?” 

 
(2) The Jinchi Elder is the abbot of the Guanyin Monastery and the antagonist Black Wind Demon’s companion. 
He met Tang Sanzang and his disciple Sun Wukong who stayed at his temple for one night. At the monastery, 
Sun Wukong bragged about his master’s cassock so much that the Jinchi Elder wanted it for himself. He set fire 
to the temple to burn Tang Sanzang and his disciple. When the Black Wind Demon came to the burning 
temple, he saw Tang Sanzang’s cassock and stole it. Wiki link here. 
(3) The Black Wind Demon’s true form is a black bear but he appears as a dark-complexioned man armed with a 
Black Tassel Spear. Zhu Bajie is one of the main characters in the novel and 1 of Tang Sanzang’s 3 helpers. He 
looks like a terrible monster, part human and part pig, who often gets himself and his companions into trouble 
through his laziness, gluttony, and propensity for lusting after pretty women. In many English versions of the 
story, Zhu Bajie is called “Pigsy” or “Pig”. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_Journey_to_the_West_characters#Black_Wind_Demon_and_associates
https://villains.fandom.com/wiki/Black_Wind_Demon
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Zhu_Bajie
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“Three escorts, but it’s all legitimate. We’ll only be selling our bodies, not 
our skills—ah no, I mean we’ll only be selling the hot spring, not our 
skills,” Fatty said. 

I looked up at the sky, thought about it for a while, and decided that it 
sounded very reasonable. Poker-Face still hadn’t come back in, but I 
highly doubted that he was giving the head lama a hundred-page 
business plan right now. After all, it was hard to imagine him coming up 
with such an idea for this hot spring. 

After we finished soaking, we climbed out of the water and sat down 
nearby while we waited for our bodies to dry. A layer of sulfur covered 
our skins, but it actually felt quite comfortable. When I put my clothes 
back on and walked to the entrance of the cave, I saw Poker-Face sitting 
on the edge of the cliff, looking down at Jila Temple and the snow-capped 
mountains off in the distance. 

Ordinary people may never see such a view in their lifetime. 

“Thank you, boss, for your trust,” Fatty said to Poker-Face. 

“I’ll live up to your expectations and manage the business well,” I chimed 
in from the side. 

Poker-Face glanced at me before turning to face me and saying, “I’m 
going somewhere. For two days.” 

I instantly knew where he was going and what he was doing. 

I nodded as Fatty said, “Let’s go together.” 

I patted Fatty, silently telling him that we couldn’t follow. 

In that place, it was better for him to go alone and stay alone. 

When we got back to the room, Poker-Face started packing. I dug up a 
pen and a piece of paper—during that time, I kept all manner of 
notebooks and sketchbooks in the room so there should be enough for 
me to work with now. 
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When Poker-Face set off an hour later, Fatty immediately asked me, 
“Where is he going and why can’t we go?” 

“Baima,” was my only response. 

Although I was just guessing, I assumed he was going to pay his respects 
to his mother.(4) Not everyone wanted a lively atmosphere at such a time. 

Fatty nodded, instantly feeling relieved. 

I spread out the paper and began drawing the outline of the cliff. When 
Fatty asked me what I was doing, I pointed to the snow den I had drawn. 

“I want to draw out the hot spring water from inside and have it flow into 
this snow den. Once the snow is melted, it’ll turn into an open-air hot 
spring. Then we can use the wooden beams to build a small house and 
half of a snow shed around this open-air hot spring. The snow shed can 
cover half of the top of the hot spring. On the one hand, it can prevent an 
avalanche from burying the hot spring from above; on the other hand, 
when it snows heavily, half of the hot spring will be sheltered so you can 
still view the scenery in the distance.” 

“Then you can soak in the hot springs and see the snow-capped 
mountains on snowy days. But what do we do when the water 
overflows?” 

“Continue down to Jila Temple. We’ll get rid of the felt blankets hanging 
up between the monk’s rooms at the back of the temple to make a sun 
room, and then lead the water there to make a hot spring garden.” 

Fatty thought for a moment before asking, “What’s that wooden house 
for?” 

“I didn’t think that far ahead.” 

“So there will be three pools: the one in the cave is our original one, 
which is dedicated to Little Brother; the one outside will be for 

 
(4) Baima is his mama’s name. Mentioned in “Three Days of Silence”. 

https://merebear474765851.wordpress.com/2020/09/19/tibetan-sea-flower-three-days-of-silence/
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sightseeing; and then the hot spring garden at the bottom will be for the 
head lama. Ok, it’s very thoughtful. You should be the Deren.” 

“Just call me a well-rounded master(5),” I said. “I think it can be finished in 
three days, but I need workers. That part is up to you. The more people, 
the better. After that, I want to go to Kangbaluo.”

 
(5) Per Tiffany: Direct translation is “Balancing the Water” Master. “Balancing the water” is a Chinese idiom, 
which refers to someone who is smooth and manages not to offend anybody. In this context, it’s also a pun 
because they’re talking about water. 
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Chapter 12 Traveling Notes 

In fact, the best material to guide the water from inside the hot spring to 
the outside wasn’t wood but bamboo. 

There was bamboo local to Motuo, which was called Motuo Fangzhu.(1) 
One of the locals took me and Fatty to a place with bamboo, but when I 
looked at the trees, I suddenly had a very bad feeling—this bamboo 
looked different from all the bamboo I had seen before. I took out my cell 
phone and looked it up, only to find that it was Motuo Fangzhu. It was 
listed on the International Union for Conservation of Nature Red List of 
Threatened Species, and its protection level was endangered. 

We almost went to jail, I thought to myself. Fatty and I filled out a form 
on the website to apply for the protection of the area, respectfully bowed 
to these bamboo trees, and left silently. 

In snowy areas like this, you had to think before doing anything. After all, 
you may not be familiar with many of the things here. 

Our local guide told us that we could go to Beibeng Township to buy 
bamboo since there were industrial bamboo forests with many kinds of 
bamboo there. We went by motorcycle and bought bamboo as thick as a 
wrist, along with some rattan for weaving. The two of us then tied it all to 
the motorcycle and rode back to the temple, looking much like Don 
Quixote.(2)  

Fatty called on a few tourists in the temple—the kind who worked and 
traveled—and lured them into making a simple water diversion system 
for us with the promise of a hundred yuan a day. The first part of the plan 
involved moving a bunch of stones up to make a kind of stone sink and 

 
(1) Fangzhu (方竹), or chimonobambusa quadrangularis, is more commonly known as square bamboo. The 

culms of square bamboo have flat sides and rounded corners, giving them an almost square shape. Pic here. 
(2) They put them vertical like the lance in this pic. Don Quixote is a 17th-century Spanish literary character, the 
protagonist of the novel “Don Quixote” by Miguel de Cervantes. In short, he was a would-be knight errant 
whose delusions of grandeur made him the butt of many practical jokes. Longer explanation: he was almost 50 
years old and a member of the lowest nobility who read so many chivalric romances that he either lost or 
pretended to lose his mind in order to become a knight-errant to revive chivalry and serve his nation. He 
recruited a simple farmer as his squire. In the first part of the book, he imagines the mundane world of the 
Spanish countryside as something more exciting and dangerous. In one memorable episode, he attacks a row 
of windmills, believing them to be gigantic knights. 

https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/08/image-7.png
https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/08/image-6.png
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Don_Quixote
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then sticking the bamboo into it. The ends of the bamboo were cut in 
such a way that they could be connected together and then sealed with 
yellow mud (the yellow mud came from the dismantled loess wall, which 
we repurposed after mixing it with water). Once that was done, Fatty put 
one end of the bamboo into the hot spring while the other end went into 
a large snow pit by the entrance of the cave. 

This snow pit wasn’t far below the cave and was about thirty square 
meters in size. In fact, you’d pass right by it when climbing up the 
mountain. 

He then took a water jar and put it into the snow pit. To fill the jar with 
water and get the siphoning process going, we sucked the hot spring 
water through the end of the bamboo tube and then placed the tube into 
the water jar.(3)  

The water was so hot that it quickly melted the snow, and soon filled the 
water jar to the brim. As the hot water overflowed, all the snow around 
the jar quickly melted. 

I didn’t know if it was just me, but as Fatty and I squatted on the edge and 
watched the snow pit turn into a spring pool little by little, the whole 
process made us smile happily. 

This was a good way to decompress. 

When the entire snow pit melted completely and became a hot spring 
pool, we found that the bottom was full of sharp stone gullies and a 
bunch of daily necessities. It seemed that this snow pit wasn’t the kind 
that lasted for ten thousand years. When it melted with the changing 
seasons, some people must have thrown their household garbage inside. 

Fatty and I went into the pool to clean it up, but it didn’t take long at all. 
Once that was done, we took our first dip. 

Under the bright sunlight, all I could see were the snow-capped 
mountains. Plus, the sharp stones under my feet and butt were kind of 

 
(3) Reminds me of siphoning gas from a car. 
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uncomfortable. Although it made it hard to sit still, it kind of felt like a 
foot massage.  

I had to admit, it was pretty nice being able to soak after doing all that 
labor. I never thought that I could build a hot spring myself. 

This kind of experience was definitely pleasant. 

Next, we went down the mountain and started to look around for some 
Motuo ceramics factories. We found a lot of materials and ended up 
choosing the kind that were relatively smooth. We carried them up the 
mountain and put them next to the hot spring pool so that people could 
put their clothes on them to keep them warm. This was especially true for 
the felt blankets that were used here. After getting out of the water, you 
could put one on and sit on the rocks nearby as you waited to dry off. 
Since the blanket and rocks were both warm, you wouldn’t feel cold at 
all. 

We worked until about two o’clock in the morning. The head lama even 
sent people over from time to time to take a look at our progress. 

That night, Fatty and I were so tired that we slept like the dead. Although 
the work was very simple, it was all manual labor. I suddenly realized how 
different Jiangnan(4) was compared to this place—carrying rocks from the 
waterway was a lot easier than carrying them up the mountain on foot. 

I originally wanted to put up some decorations around the stones, 
because I saw that other Tibetan hot springs had a lot of colorful flags 
around theirs that looked very beautiful. But after that first day, I didn’t 
want to do anything anymore. In the end, I decided that it was good 
enough as it was. 

The next day, we decided to take a break because all the people who 
helped with the hot spring project couldn’t get up. 

Fatty and I were also paralyzed. Fatty said that men relied on eating to 
recover while women relied on sleeping so we should go eat. 

 
(4) Jiangnan is south of the Yangtze river. 



290 
 

So, in the evening, our little group went down to Motuo and ate a sheep 
before heading back to our rooms to continue sleeping. Once again, we 
all slept like the dead. On the third day, I touched the stubble on my face 
and knew that my physical strength had returned. 

The hair had actually grown a lot. 

This was a sign that my body had rapidly recovered. 

I shaved and did a few stretches, suddenly feeling a lightness that was a 
lot different from the laziness I felt in Fujian. Life in Fujian moved very 
slowly and revolved around looking forward to tomorrow, the day after 
tomorrow, and every day in the future. Life here, however, moved very 
fast, and the people only focused on what happened today or what would 
happen in the next life. 

On the third day, a foreigner joined our little construction team. She was 
a young girl from Germany whose father came here and died 
unexpectedly. So, after graduating from college, she came here to have a 
look for herself. 

Fatty and I exchanged a glance but didn’t dare probe any further. This 
young German girl studied architecture, but her Chinese was very poor so 
she could only work as a laborer in the end. 

She could, however, saw wood. We picked out the wooden beams we 
wanted to use and had her saw them. Once that was done, I used the 
leftover wood to make mortise and tenon joints, and soon, the wooden 
shack was built. 

The bottom of the sawed beams went directly into the stones we had 
piled up. This way, the base of the structure would be very sturdy. The 
top of the shack was made of bamboo and wood, which we cut to make a 
simple layer of tiles. After that, we went to the village and found some 
grass that we could weave together to make a turf roof. After weaving it 
little by little, we finally had enough to cover the top of the shack. 

These were all skills that I had learned in my spare time, so it was nice 
that I could use them all at once like this. The young German girl didn’t 
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think that the shack was sturdy enough, but when I asked everyone on 
the construction team to try pushing it, it didn’t move an inch. 

This shack was practically seamless, so if a snowstorm came through, all 
you’d have to do was pour water on all the stones around the base. Once 
the water froze, there was no way that the shack would collapse or blow 
away. Other than that, the only significant thing was the heavy snow 
accumulation, but that wasn’t anything to worry about. 

If you found it painful to do something, it just meant that you weren’t 
skilled enough to do it. 

By the time we finished working, the sun was starting to set. As its dying 
light turned the mountains a bright golden color, we stayed at the 
construction site and ate the food in our lunch boxes (they were really 
just aluminum alloy basins). The sticky rice cakes we brought from the 
temple were filled with big black melon seeds, and a young lama brought 
us butter tea from the head lama, which he put into the hot spring to 
warm up. The young lama also scraped some sulfur from the cave and put 
it into the tea, saying that it was good for our stomachs. 

We didn’t really know if that was true, but he didn’t put much in there so 
we decided not to worry about it. Instead, we focused on watching the 
sun set over the golden mountains, eating our lunch boxes, and drinking 
the butter tea. 

In fact, butter tea was relatively rare in Motuo. The reason why we could 
drink it at the temple was because many believers brought it with them 
when they came to visit. 

Although the sun was going down, Poker-Face still hadn’t come back. I 
counted the number of days he had been gone and couldn’t help but 
start to feel a little worried. 
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Chapter 13 Traveling Notes 

We worked late that day, and around ten o’clock that night—almost 
eleven, really—we noticed that all the workers were looking at the snow-
capped mountains in the distance. 

Fatty and I also looked up and saw that a star had appeared on one of the 
snowy mountains. 

It must’ve been Poker-Face’s flashlight because it was moving very fast. 
Even as it traveled along the top of the mountain, down the cliff, and into 
the valley, it seemed to maintain the same speed. 

As everyone stood there puzzled, the German girl came up with a strange 
theory: it was Totoro’s bus traveling along the snowy mountain.(1)  

I didn’t know what she was talking about, but it did sound familiar. 

The star almost looked like a ghost wandering around the snow-capped 
mountains because it would appear for a while before disappearing 
behind the other mountains. Then, it finally jumped down from the cliff 
right by Jila Temple’s gates. 

I looked down at my watch and saw that it was 11:47. 

At this time, everyone started to realize that the star was actually a 
person. 

We decided to call it a day. As everyone rushed to see the star, Fatty and I 
took a little dip in the hot spring to relieve our exhaustion and then also 
went down. 

Back in the room, Poker-Face had already fallen sleep. Apparently, the 
journey was very hard even for him. Fatty and I also lay down, and I 
started to think about what to do with tomorrow’s project. On the one 
hand, the spring water had continued to overflow after it reached the 

 
(1) “My Neighbor Totoro” is a 1988 Studio Ghibli film that’s super famous. It tells the story of a professor’s two 
young daughters (Satsuki and Mei) and their interactions with friendly wood spirits in postwar rural Japan. 
Totoro is the large spirit they befriend and he takes them on a giant cat bus to go visit their mom in the 
hospital. Pic here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/My_Neighbor_Totoro
https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/08/image-8.png
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snow pit and was now flowing directly down the cliff into the temple, 
seeping under the bluestone slabs on the temple floor and making a big 
pool. 

The project in the temple may be more urgent, but I wanted to hurry up 
and build a second-floor room above the shack we had just built by the 
hot spring. 

In other words, I wanted to use the existing shack as the foundation and 
build an attic above it. 

There was no need for a stove in this attic space because the hot spring 
would be right below it. The whole building would be very warm and the 
floors would all be hot, which could help treat back pain. 

These two projects were both big endeavors. 

But before I could make up my mind, I fell asleep within seconds. 

That night, I had a beautiful dream where a huge furry bear was carrying 
what looked like a lantern dango made up of more than thirty lanterns.(2) 
The bear had a lot of pouches on it—much like a kangaroo—and each of 
us hid in one as it took us on a wild ride around the snowy mountains. 

All that running made the bear hungry, so it dragged Fatty out of the 
pouch with its claws and ate him. 

I was so frightened that I jerked awake. That bear wasn’t trying to be a 
mother, I thought to myself, we were just snacks! 

Even though I had woken up early, I was still in good spirits. I glanced 
around and saw that Poker-Face was still sleeping, which was rare, and 
Fatty was still snoring away. I quietly got up and walked outside the 
room. 

 
(2) Dango is a Japanese dumpling made from rice flour mixed with uruchi rice flour and glutinous rice flour. 
Dango is usually round-shaped and three to five dango are often served on a skewer. Pic here 

https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/08/image-9.png
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I returned to the construction site, climbed up, and soaked in the hot 
spring for a while. Once I had warmed myself up, I went and sat on one of 
the nearby rocks, which still kept me very warm. 

I looked off into the distance, where the snow-capped mountains 
shimmered under the starlight. The Milky Way was especially bright 
here—since Jila Temple was completely dark at this time, the magnificent 
stars looked like they were right in front of me. As long as you looked up 
at the night sky, you wouldn’t only see shooting stars but a vast expanse 
of stars as far as the eye could see. 

I was completely empty as I lay against one of the wooden posts with a 
felt blanket wrapped around my naked body and warm stones under my 
butt. 

Those stars slowly seemed to morph into various animals and people 
from all kinds of stories. It was like the sky was putting on a show, and all 
the stars were acting out a resplendent epic. 

In a trance, I saw a star-studded band of light emerging from the 
mountain and slowly approaching Jila Temple. The band of light was like a 
train going up and down the snowy mountains. 

I wasn’t entirely sure if I was imagining it, because from that point on, I 
started to become drowsy and then fell into a deep sleep. 

When I woke up again, I found that a young lama who had arrived early 
had mischievously painted a lot of Tibetan characters on my body. When I 
took a closer look at them, I found that all their meanings had something 
to do with laziness. This lama was from the Menba ethnic group and was 
very young. He always made fun of me for being lazy, but he did bring me 
breakfast. 

I sat with him by the edge of the hot spring and ate my breakfast while he 
told me Menba folk tales. Ever since the sun first started rising over the 
golden mountains, the Menba people’s literature was mainly focused on 
“Zhuo Bagulu”, which meant “the shepherd’s song”. The young lama had 
already taught me “Taibo Galie” three times, so I could almost recite it 
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backwards.(3) But he was a talker who would always start chatting with 
me whenever he saw me. I figured he was just using me to practice his 
Chinese. 

I was halfway through listening to him talk when I decided to find an 
excuse to interrupt him. “Is there any recent news in the temple?” I asked 
him. 

The young lama didn’t mind the interruption and said, “Deren came back 
last night and brought the people of Kangbaluo with him.” 

 
(3) Basically sounds like an oral tradition. “Taibo Galie” is a long narrative poem that’s a large-scale and widely 
spread work. I couldn’t find anything in English but the Chinese sites seemed to say that it was about Taibo 
Galie, the ancestor of animal husbandry. In response to the prayers of the people, he brought them a sacred 
cow and vividly described the labor process of animal husbandry to them. The poem is in free form, with three 
or five lines in each stanza, with varying syllables. The singing is accompanied by dances. One person disguised 
as a shepherd, namely Taibo Galie, holds a cow and dances while singing. I got that info from here. 

https://www.erlishi.com/book/17794/321386.html
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Chapter 14 Traveling Notes 

I wasn’t in a hurry to find Deren. Although I was curious why a Deren had 
suddenly reappeared, I knew that my purpose for being here was simply 
to travel. 

But traveling in Tibetan areas was a little special—eating, drinking, and 
looking at the scenery all required physical strength. Although it was very 
tiring to build things here, the physical exertion was actually very normal. 
My shoulder muscles quickly swelled up, and when I was in the hot spring 
earlier, I felt as if I was a little bigger. 

I got dressed and went straight back to work, deciding that I would ignore 
the overflowing water and start work on the attic above. 

But after making a batch of boards and testing their strength, I realized 
that this job would take a long time. It’s hard to explain the difficulty of 
building in a place like this, but I’ll try. The first problem had to do with 
the foundation. This place was full of rocks, and I didn’t want to make 
holes to act as anchor points for the foundation because that would 
destroy the geological structure here (truthfully, I wouldn’t be able to 
penetrate the rocks even if I wanted to). 

The original plan was to build a second-floor room directly above the 
shack, but I found that the wood wasn’t up to standard. It would 
definitely crack if we simply used it as flooring, so I needed more lateral 
beams to act as a support. 

I didn’t have enough wood for the beams. If I used what I had to make 
them, then I wouldn’t have enough material for the floor and façade. 

So, the best course of action was to go to Motuo and buy steel beams. 

But as soon as those beams were put up, the second floor would become 
extremely heavy and two more pillars would need to be added under the 
shack for support. And the best place to put these two pillars was right in 
the hot spring, which was too unrealistic. 
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Moreover, I had already put down straw on top of the shack. When I first 
laid it down, I thought that this second-floor room and the shack would 
be connected kind of like how a staircase was. The room on the second 
floor would be set up against the mountain while the shack below would 
act as its skirt. 

The whole building should be set up against the mountain to form one 

side of the “凸” character, but this brought us back to the first problem: 
there was no way to lay the foundation. 

As I was thinking hard, the young German girl suddenly showed up. We 
drew sketches for a long time before she eventually asked, “Actually, is it 
possible to just scrap the whole idea?” 

I immediately got lost in thought. 

Was it possible to just forget it? For me, this was a constant struggle I had 
to endure throughout my life. 

Just forget it. 

“You’re right,” I suddenly said to her. “Who cares about the second-floor 
room?” 

“Then what about the wood you’ve already cut?” 

“We can use it to make a beautiful staircase that can reach this hot 
spring,” I said. 

When Poker-Face and Fatty arrived, I was already designing the stairs. 

That day, Fatty continued to connect the bamboo water pipe while the 
young German girl took one of the other workers and used the wood to 
make a large square bath. There were a lot of stones on the outside while 
the inside was waterproofed using a collage of wood. Then, beams were 
erected between the two structures below. It was originally supposed to 
be covered with glass so that the prototype of a sunbathing room would 
be formed, but the lamas here brought up a lot of linen and spread it 
directly over the top, forming a bathing place that seemed like an open-
air bath but wasn’t. 
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Now, countless linen cloths in varying colors were hanging down from 
above. 

The wooden collage bath needed to be oiled and sealed to prevent leaks, 
which took a long time. We had more than forty people on the 
construction site that day, so the rough shape was completed by evening. 
But when night came, everyone just ignored that the bath was still 
leaking and connected the bamboo water pipe from the hot spring and 
began filling it with water. When the workers saw where the water was 
leaking, they covered some of the linen in a local sticky mud and plugged 
the holes. 

It probably wouldn’t leak now that it was plugged, so everyone started 
testing the bath out. The water soon filled up, and the whole room 
became humid. 

These dark-skinned, muscular people couldn’t stop playing in the water at 
all. They were so happy and lively that it almost seemed like there was no 
tomorrow. 

I made a rule with everyone that the girls would soak in the morning, the 
boys in the afternoon, and the lamas in the evening. But before that, 
we’d definitely have to renovate this place tomorrow. 

They asked me if they could go to the area above the little shack to see 
the snow-capped mountains and all soak together. After thinking about it 
for a moment, I ultimately refused. In any case, we wouldn’t be able to 
stay here long so I wanted to enjoy it by myself first. 

That evening, dinner for the three of us was delivered to the open-air hot 
spring on the cliff by the young lama. As the three of us finally soaked in 
the water together, I could see that Poker-Face’s tattoo was slowly 
starting to appear and Fatty had about six or seven strings of beads 
around his neck that he had dug up from various tombs in recent years. 
The medicinal properties of this hot spring must be strong enough to 
exorcise evil spirits and cure corpse poisoning, I thought to myself. 
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The young lama mentioned again that Deren had returned, and I began to 
realize that this Deren must have wanted to see us, but he was reluctant 
to take the initiative to approach us first. 

I didn’t answer him, instead thinking to myself, forget it. Let’s keep him 
waiting. 

As we looked out at the setting sun, it was silent and peaceful. The sunset 
that night was very beautiful, as if yellow-orange, fiery red, purple-red, 
and all kinds of other colorful pigments had spilled over the clouds. The 
whole sky was filled with the bright colors of the setting sun, as if the blue 
dome of heaven was splitting apart. 

It wasn’t something that could be captured on a cell phone camera; you 
could only see it with the naked eye. 

“Little Brother, the statue that you carved back then seems to have 
disappeared. Have you found it?” Fatty asked Poker-Face before jokingly 
adding, “Are they going to turn against you? Where could such a valuable 
statue have gone?” 

Poker-Face looked into the distance and shook his head, “That’s their 
stone.” 

That statue was a beacon I saw on my journey to find him, a beacon for 
him to pursue his own life. But for the lamas here, it was just another 
statue carved from stone. 

“But the statue is very heavy. Where is it? They couldn’t just throw it 
down the mountain, could they? Wouldn’t that harm the flowers and 
plants?” Fatty wondered. 

Poker-Face looked at the rocks around the hot spring. My eyes widened 
in shock as I thought to myself, fuck me. Did those people smash it apart 
so we’d have rocks for the hot spring? I’ve committed a grave sin! I 
immediately wanted to check the rocks one by one, but after checking for 
a few seconds, I suddenly decided to let it go. 

It was their stone. 
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Although I hoped that the statue had merely been moved to an 
abandoned room in the temple, if it had really been broken apart and 
spread around us, then I suddenly felt that it was acceptable. 

It almost gave the place a zen-like feeling. 

The young lama had been continuously giving us tea, but when the snow-
capped mountains in the distance turned into black silhouettes, he 
bowed and prepared to go back down to the temple. We had only built 
part of the stairs so they weren’t completely finished just yet. When the 
young lama reached the edge of the cliff, he suddenly turned around and 
said to us, “Deren Lama’s common name is Zhang Haike. Maybe you all 
are familiar with him.” 
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Chapter 15 Traveling Notes 

I didn’t like change. There were too many changes that occurred in the 
first half of my life, so now I hoped that everything would be fine in the 
world and nothing new would happen. 

Of course, the only constant thing in this world was change itself. This 
was the truth that I realized long ago, and it was also an important 
philosophy taught by our ancestors. 

After the young lama left, I continued to soak in the hot spring. I had been 
quite relaxed before, but now I felt a little anxious. 

Fatty pondered over the young lama’s words as he ate dinner. After 
thinking about it for a while, he eventually said to me, “Mr. Naïve, you 
said that you’ve been studying the history of the Zhang family, right? 
Then that makes you the Deren! But now that he’s the Deren, doesn’t 
that mean that everything—including all of Little Brother’s memories—
has to be told to him? On what grounds?” 

“I’m not the Deren. Although I’ve been studying the Zhang family, the 
longer I study them, the less I want to become a member of the Zhang 
family,” I said to Fatty before sinking my head into the hot spring. I stayed 
under until I couldn’t hold my breath anymore and then resurfaced and 
sucked in a deep breath. That wasn’t the point. The point was who the 
hell approved him to be Deren? 

Did he go through some kind of process? 

“Fire him.” Fatty looked at Poker-Face, “Little Brother, I’m not just saying 
this for nothing. If it were me, I definitely wouldn’t be able to tolerate it. 
I’d fire him right away. Being a Deren in a place like this is similar to a 
government official taking up a post at the border region. How can you 
take up your post without reporting to your superiors? If you don’t fire 
him, he’ll be the patriarch before you know it.” 

As soon as he finished speaking, we suddenly heard a noise, and then a 
man climbed up from the edge of the cliff, “Being Deren is a punishment. 
You can’t fire a sinner.” 
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I was expecting to see a bald head, but when his face appeared above the 
cliff’s ledge, I remembered that lamas didn’t have to shave their heads. 

Then, Zhang Haike appeared in front of us. He had cut his hair short and 
was wearing a lama’s robe, but his skin color still looked different from 
that of the locals. 

The moment I saw him, my blood pressure shot up, but then I realized 
that there was a difference between his appearance and mine. “What 
happened to your face?” I asked him. 

“There’s no need to continue looking like you, is there? If I don’t do 
anything, I’ll gradually revert back to my own appearance,” Zhang Haike 
said. “The bones can’t change back to the way they were, but the skin 
texture will change as long as you don’t work hard to fix it.” 

As Zhang Haike spoke, he began to undress and then walked into the hot 
spring. It had originally been just the three of us, but now it suddenly 
turned into four. 

He glanced at Poker-Face as a way of greeting, and Poker-Face also 
glanced back at him. After a moment, Fatty said, “For those named Zhang 
Haike, the fee is ten times the usual.” 

“My name is Deren now,” Zhang Haike said to Fatty. “The person you 
don’t like didn’t come out of the snowy mountains.” 

Fatty was so angry that his blood pressure soared, but Zhang Haike 
turned to Poker-Face and said, “Now that the patriarch is here, we can do 
some official business so that I can record it.” 

“There’s nothing to record,” Poker-Face told him. 

Zhang Haike was silent for a moment, “It seems that the world is at 
peace.” 

Poker-Face nodded. 

“Why did you become a monk?” I asked Zhang Haike. 
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“Have you seen the sunset here?” 

Fatty and I looked at each other. No wonder the head lama didn’t seem 
clever and mystifying when we were talking to him, I thought to myself. 
This Deren likes to do just that. Others might think that they’re copying 
each other. 

“The patriarch always wants to see the Deren and always comes here to 
Jila Temple. Whether you come here for travel or business, this stop is 
unavoidable,” Zhang Haike said. “Besides, you can see such a beautiful 
sunset here. This place is actually the Zhang family’s tomb. There are 
fewer and fewer members of the Zhang family, but when they come here 
before they die, I can tell them where the patriarch is so that they can 
have a final destination in mind. After all, the Zhang family’s ancient 
building isn’t a place where you can meet people. Things decay very 
quickly there. After a while, this place will be the only one left.” After he 
finished speaking, he looked at me and said, “I heard that you’re doing 
some data collection, yes?” 

“That’s right.” 

“I found some things in the temple. I’ll send them to you.” 

“If they’re antiques, they’ll get damaged during transport. Are you sure 
you want to do that?” 

“I meant that I’ll take pictures of them and email them to you.” 

“Do you even know my email address?” 

“I know your shop’s email address.” 

That would work. 

He took out a small notebook from his pile of clothes, put it next to me, 
got dressed, and then said to me, “That’s a guidebook. All the places in it 
have beautiful scenery and contain some relics of the Zhang family. If 
you’re here to travel, you might as well go and take a look. And since the 
world is at peace, I’ll head back first. I eat in the dining hall every day, so 
you can come talk to me when you have time.” 
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He looked at me as he spoke, as if he was calling me out, but I didn’t 
bother responding. He then waved at Poker-Face and left quietly. 

It almost felt like he had been passing by and stopped to have a casual 
chat with us. 

The three of us remained silent for a while. He had come and gone in 
such a hurry, almost like he was embarrassed to some extent. We had 
made it obvious that we didn’t want to see him, nor were we curious 
about Deren Lama. So, in the end, he merely went through the formalities 
by seeing us quickly and getting the job done. 

We all knew that this actually didn’t conform to etiquette at all. It seemed 
like we had a lot of things to talk about, but when I thought about it 
carefully, I realized that there wasn’t really anything to talk about at all. 
What he ended up saying was good enough. 

If I took the initiative to find him, I honestly didn’t know what I would say. 

But everyone seemed to be at peace now. 

Fatty suddenly broke the silence, “When he was soaking just now, he 
farted. Did you smell it? I saw the bubbles.” 

Fatty just wanted to embarrass him by arranging such an ending, but I still 
laughed anyway. 

Zhang Haike—no, Deren Lama—must’ve had a thousand words to say but 
only ended up farting and staying in the spring water? 

I opened the notebook he left behind and flipped through it silently. 
There were a lot of places, many of which would be difficult to reach. 
Some photos were mixed in with the pages, and some places were 
accompanied by detailed descriptions. This notebook hadn’t been written 
by him but must have come from the various Zhang family members 
scattered all over the place. They probably kept passing it on after writing 
down the local customs and scenery within its pages, filling each page 
one by one until it finally reached Zhang Haike’s hand and he passed it on 
to the patriarch. The scenery was full of empty valleys and secluded 
orchids while the words were like a sigh of a thousand years.
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Chapter 16 Traveling Notes 

This was a beautiful story for the Zhang family and showed how a 
journey’s significance could sometimes be found in the midst of change. 

Now that I thought about it carefully, I always wondered what it would be 
like for the three of us to meet Zhang Haike together, but I never thought 
that it would be like this. 

At this time, I tried my best to keep my thoughts from spiraling and just 
lay there lazily, as if nothing had happened just now. 

I tried to tell myself that Zhang Haike coming and going was all just a 
fantasy. Although his visit was very sudden, he had a peaceful home here. 
It was a little strange, but it was fine as long as I didn’t think about it. We 
still hadn’t gone to Kangbaluo yet and the trip had just begun. It was 
better not to think too much about it. 

“Is something wrong?” Fatty didn’t cooperate with me and just asked me 
directly. 

I closed my eyes and pretended not to hear him. 

Fatty looked at me and then splashed water in my face, “Mr. Naïve, at 
this time, you normally start talking. Hurry up and start the show.” 

A lot of information started flashing through my mind, but I immediately 
stopped thinking and told myself, peace. The whole world is at peace. 

After remaining quiet for a while, Fatty couldn’t stand it anymore and 
asked, “Mr. Naïve, can you stop trying to escape?” 

“What am I running from?” 

“Although we’re here to travel, it’s not like you can force your brain to 
stop working,” Fatty said to me. 

I looked at him and knew that he wouldn’t accept my efforts to escape. 
“If I use my brain, can we wrap this up in three days?” I asked him. 
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Fatty fell silent, pondering over it for a while, before saying, “It’s normal 
to be worried when traveling. How about this? You do the analyzing and 
I’ll handle whatever comes after that.” 

I’ll admit that I wanted to escape. After all, life in Rain Village was so 
comfortable that I really didn’t want to go back to my old way of thinking. 

I just wanted to be a simple person, but after thinking about it a little, I 
realized that Fatty was right. This was actually quite serious. 

“Making this place a relay station for the Zhang family so that they can 
find Little Brother is actually a good idea,” I said to him. “The sunset here 
is also very beautiful. If this is all true, then I hope that the person just 
now really was Zhang Haike. If he is, then we can travel as planned. But to 
be honest, I don’t think he’s Zhang Haike. If he’s not, then I don’t know 
what happened to Jila Temple or how long we’ll have to stay here.” 

“If he’s not Zhang Haike, then that would be a big deal.” 

“I know, so can’t you let me escape for an hour or two before I have to 
face reality?” I asked Fatty. “Just look at this scenery—we’ve got the 
Milky Way, the snow-capped mountains, and the lights from Jila Temple.” 

“The three of us—master and disciples—are on a journey to the Western 
Paradise to obtain the Buddhist scriptures and came across this Guanyin 
Monastery,” Fatty said. “The Jinchi Elder here must have some plans for 
us. In fact, there may be a black bear spirit at the back of the mountain, 
just waiting for his chance to take the master’s Buddhist cassock. You 
can’t run away.”(1)  

I sighed, lay down on one of the rocks by the pool, and looked up at the 
stars shining brightly in the distant sky. 

This Deren Lama, who had been wanting to see us, had been laying the 
groundwork for a long time now. In fact, from the moment we first got 
here, everything seemed to be leading to some kind of event. It was all 
obviously intentional. Then, when we were building the hot spring in the 

 
(1) This is referencing their “Journey to the West” joke back in Chapter 11. 
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temple, a lama came to tell us that we could dig up the bluestone slabs. 
After digging, we all realized that there was a space under the temple. 

We pretended not to find it so that we wouldn’t be interested in seeing 
what was under the temple. 

This incident was actually a bad coincidence for me. If it was in the past, I 
would have immediately started thinking about whether there was any 
danger behind it. But I didn’t this time because I hadn’t encountered any 
danger for a long time now. I would rather come across an event that had 
a high probability of happening, such as digging up something from such 
an old temple. After all, that kind of thing was totally normal. 

But if it wasn’t a coincidence, then there were people out here who were 
hoping that we would stumble across the secrets beneath Jila Temple and 
explore further. 

Someone was trying to lure us into exploring the area beneath Jila 
Temple. 

At the same time, when we got here, we were told right away that Deren 
Lama had reappeared. I thought it was strange at the time, but ever since 
then, the word Deren kept coming up, as if someone was constantly 
trying to remind us. 

Deren Lama was basically the manager here, and this position was of 
great importance to Zhang Qiling. So, logically speaking, it made total 
sense for us to pay him a visit when we got here. 

But the other party didn’t expect that we wouldn’t want to visit Deren at 
all. 

Just now, in order to get us to meet Deren, the young lama raised the 
stakes by telling us that Deren’s name was Zhang Haike. 

After that, Zhang Haike immediately appeared and quickly gave us this 
book. 

I asked him a bunch of practical questions throughout the whole 
encounter, but he avoided answering them directly. 
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If I were to analyze it, then this was a very special move. His ability to 
disguise himself wasn’t good enough, so I instantly discovered that 
something was wrong with the details of his face, but his quick response 
helped him avoid further inquiry. Then, he did something that was very 
strange—he immediately went into the water and soaked in the hot 
spring with us. 

It was dusk here, and there was only a lantern on the side so the lighting 
was actually very dim. He appeared quickly, entered the hot spring 
quickly, gave us something quickly, and then left quickly. 

When these two events were put together, it basically showed that there 
was a problem. 

This was a very bold plan, because if it took a little longer, then all three 
of us would immediately know that this person wasn’t Zhang Haike. 

So, was he Zhang Haike or not? He did everything so quickly just now that 
although I was very confused, he left before I had time to think about it 
deeply. Then, Fatty began to question me. He had clearly finished 
thinking quickly, but I hadn’t even started. Maybe my brain had slowed 
down and become lazy these days. 

But I really wasn’t expecting to encounter this kind of thing when coming 
here. I came to see the beautiful scenery and relax. 

Fatty actually saw it, and so did Poker-Face, but I was hoping that nobody 
had noticed. 

At this point, we both looked at Poker-Face. He got up, draped a felt robe 
over his shoulders, and said to us, “It’s not him.” 

I sighed. There was a fake Deren in Jila Temple who was trying to lure us 
into exploring the area beneath the Temple and even gave us a book 
filled with various places. 

What was the motive behind it? Whatever it was, it certainly wasn’t a 
trivial matter. 
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I couldn’t go back to Rain Village with such a conspiracy at work. My life 
there would be ruined. 

This was exactly why I was reluctant to think deeply about this matter 
and face it head-on. Of course, I wouldn’t run away for long, but Fatty 
didn’t even give me fifteen minutes. 

Fatty stood up, “One thing is for certain, this man must know Zhang Haike 
if he’s able to imitate him.” 

“But he’s not a professional.” 

“How do you know?” 

“If he really farted, then that means that he wasn’t in a good state of 
mind and was very nervous,” I said. 

This incident made me very upset, but Poker-Face handed me a Tibetan 
robe and said, “I know who he is, don’t worry.” 
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Chapter 17 Traveling Notes 

There should’ve been a sleepless night ahead of me, but Poker-Face told 
me not to worry. 

As I watched him calmly fall asleep, I figured that although the whole 
situation was odd, it must be different from what I had originally thought. 

And thinking along those lines, after drinking so much butter tea, Fatty 
and I would have been poisoned long ago if someone truly wanted to kill 
me. 

I opened my eyes and looked at the ceiling, which was a bit rotten. It 
seemed to be snowing heavily outside again because I could see small 
snowflakes falling through the cracks. 

Looking at that small notebook again, I couldn’t shake the feeling that the 
sincerity with which it had been made was genuine. 

I woke up the next day and found that everything was covered in snow. 
We sighed, put on our Tibetan robes, and followed Poker-Face to the hot 
spring garden. I saw that the people who had been following us had 
picked a lot of Gesang Meiduos(1) from all over the place and embedded 
them in the stone crevices using a special mix of dry moss. These flowers 
could apparently survive on the water vapor coming from the hot spring 
garden. 

There were a lot of stones here, so we were able to use them to build the 
sides of the bath and the seats on the side where people could sit while 
they steamed themselves. Overnight, countless small flowers of varying 
colors appeared between the stones. This kind of beauty unique to Tibet 
had suddenly made this hot spring garden seem extremely wild. 

 
(1) “Gesang Meiduo” is the Chinese phrase for the Tibetan “flower of happiness” (also called “Kelsang Metok”, 
“shrubby cinquefoil”, or “Dasiphora fruticosa”). It’s said to bring good luck and hope to people who see it. The 
Gesang Meiduo is a kind of common flower growing on highland areas with altitudes of about 5,000 m. 
According to this website, the flower’s message is “the one in front of you is far better than your dream girl”. 
It’s the symbol of love and happiness and an everlasting pursuit of all the Tibetan people, so it’s believed that 
whoever finds this flower with eight petals finds their life-time of happiness. Pics here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dasiphora_fruticosa
http://www.china.org.cn/travel/2011-10/26/content_23727620.htm
https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/09/image.png
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The whole top of the hot spring garden had also been elevated. I always 
thought that it was a bit low before, but now it stood about six meters 
high. The linen cloths at the top were blown around by the wind so they 
couldn’t stop any snow from falling down, but they also ensured that the 
people below wouldn’t be drenched in heavy snow. 

The hot spring garden had originally looked strange with the cloths 
overheard, but now that they were more elevated, the whole place 
looked extremely divine. All the cloths even had scriptures written on 
them, making them look just like giant prayer flags. 

I can’t describe how picturesque the snow falling from the fluttering linen 
clothes overhead was. Rather than a traditional sense of beauty, it was a 
very special kind of beauty, one that was unique to Jila Temple. 

There were flowers everywhere, covering all the stones we had piled up 
yesterday. When I looked at our hot spring on the cliff in the distance, I 
saw that it was covered in flowers as well. 

Both places had been decorated by people sometime last night. 

“There are some very capable people here,” I said to Fatty. 

He squatted down to look at the flowers next to him, “This is really fine 
work. These roadside wildflowers have grown into the rocks here. They 
must have been collected from low-altitude places and then replanted 
here. Since these stones are warm, the flowers are able to survive.” 

“This place has been designed to be very aesthetically pleasing. The 
stones, Gesang Meiduos, and linen prayer flags overhead are all very 
common things by themselves, but even if they’re put together, they 
won’t look so divine unless they’ve been purposefully designed that way,” 
I said. 

A gust of wind blew, flipping the linen cloths over and sending a flurry of 
snowflakes tumbling down. But before they could land on our heads, they 
all melted and turned into dew. 

I looked at Poker-Face. He touched the stones and said to me, “Actually, 
he wants you to dig down.” 
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“There must be a space below. But if there’s a space, then that means 
that there are secrets. And if there are secrets, then we have to check 
them out. But if we do that, our trip will be ruined,” I said to him. 

“There’s a lot of gold buried under Jila Temple.” Poker-Face looked at the 
wooden bath and added, “It’s at this spot. It’s income from when the 
Chamber of Commerce was doing business here for many years. Before 
the temple was built, the excess gold was made into gold bricks and used 
as the foundation, except for some that were used to take care of the 
expenses.” 

I looked at Fatty, and Fatty looked at me, “Gold bricks as the foundation? 
Wouldn’t they oxidize?” 

“There’s a liquid medicine that protects the gold,” Poker-Face said. 

Fatty and I looked at each other again, both feeling a little dizzy. I secretly 
wondered if it was because the smell of sulfur was too strong. 

“So, this fake Zhang Haike set up this scheme in the hopes that we would 
dig here and find the gold brick foundation?” Fatty asked. “Why is this 
fake Zhang Haike so kind?” 

“He probably thinks that I forgot about it,” Poker-Face said. 

I rubbed my face, “How much is there, about two or three catties?” 

“When it was dug, the number of Buddhist ritual tools placed down there 
would indicate how many levels were down below. One level is about 
three meters high,” Poker-Face said. 

I looked at Fatty, “H-h-how many levels are there?” 

“I-I-I-I don’t know. You presided over the digging. Don’t you know?” 

“I-I-I-I-I…” As I looked at the snow as far as the eye could see, the colorful 
Gesang Meiduos all around, and the sacred prayer flags overhead, my 
mind was a little confused. 

“Pinch me, Mr. Naïve!” Fatty kept banging his head against my chest. 
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I looked at the bath, where the hot spring water kept seeping down over 
what must be layer upon layer of old gold that was black and yellow in 
color. 

“If we tear this down and keep digging, we’ll find the golden bricks.” Fatty 
lay down on the stones again, “My God, no wonder when I was standing 
here, I felt as if the gravity of this place was greater than anywhere else. 
The area below us is a place where time and space are massively 
distorted.” 

I looked at the Gesang Meiduos beside me and asked Poker-Face, “Who 
the hell is that person? Couldn’t he just tell you that there’s something 
buried down here, and the thing that’s buried is gold?” 

Poker-Face didn’t answer. 

I thought about it for a while before suddenly looking at Fatty, “Fuck me, I 
got it.” 

Fatty got up and looked at me, “It doesn’t matter, Mr. Naïve. But as 
someone who went to college, can you tell me if this gold is Little 
Brother’s? That’s all I want to know.” 

“Does this Zhang family member feel that his patriarch is running a 
farmhouse because he’s forgotten that he has a source of income?” I 
asked Fatty. “But he can’t ask Little Brother directly, so in order to save 
Little Brother’s face, he decided to try this method.” 

“Why can’t he ask?” 

“Just think about it,” I said. “If your dad is someone with a lot of self-
esteem and you discover that he’s secretly delivering food, would you 
directly ask him, ‘Dad, are you short of money recently?’ This definitely 
wouldn’t work. The old man has a lot of self-esteem, so he’d simply tell 
you that he’s fine and he’s not short of money. If you want to give money 
to honor your father, what would you do?” 

“Just say it.” 
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“I’d secretly put the money in his pocket. When he asks me where it came 
from, I’d say I didn’t know. If I refused to confess, he’d simply think that it 
was a pleasant surprise, some money he put in his pocket before and 
ended up forgetting about,” I said. “The nature of that situation is similar 
to what’s happening here—this is a way to give Little Brother money.” 

“He thinks that Little Brother is suffering with us,” Fatty suddenly realized 
what I was saying. “But the cashier is already the highest position in our 
company. Just think about it—you’re the waiter and I’m the cook, but the 
cashier only needs to point to the QR code.” 

Then he looked at the wooden bath, “How should we go about doing it? 
Do we need to tear it down?” 

“Demolish it?” I looked at those Gesang Meiduos, which had been 
carefully dug out from the grassland at the foot of the mountain one by 
one and shaped here bit by bit with dirt and moss. 

If we wanted to tear it down, then all these flowers would have to be 
replanted again. 

I looked at Poker-Face, who shook his head. I nodded in understanding 
and said to Fatty, “Forget it.” 

Fatty looked at me, “Really?” 

I wrapped my Tibetan robe tightly around my body and blew out a puff of 
white air. 
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Chapter 18 Traveling Notes 

There was nothing to do today. In fact, the old gold that was used as the 
foundation here wasn’t dug up in the end, so I didn’t know if it was still 
there or not. We stayed by the edge of the hot spring for a while until the 
women came to soak, at which point we had to leave. The three of us 
then started wandering around the temple in our Tibetan robes. 

According to Poker-Face’s memory, this whole affair regarding the gold 
should be news from a very long time ago. These things weren’t actually 
precious metals but more antiques, and their value was incalculable. 

Many old brokers who followed Uncle Three back in the day—including 
Jin Wantang—liked old gold because it was much more expensive than 
gold itself. They liked to keep it as it was when it was first unearthed by 
cleaning one side until it was bright and leaving the other side black 
because they felt that it gave it a special flavor. 

But the temple was renovated so long ago that it was hard to say whether 
the gold was still down there or not. Since that Zhang family member 
recommended that we dig, did that mean that he had already confirmed 
that it was still there? 

I had so many questions. 

Poker-Face said that it couldn’t be confirmed because there were very 
few people who knew that there was something down there. But there 
was also another possibility—when the Zhang family fell apart, all the 
support from the overseas family members was actually handled by the 
west. This was around 1920, so if the old gold was no longer below, then 
it must have been used up at that time. 

It was an era of famine and war after all. 

But no matter how much was used, there would definitely still be some 
below. If we wanted to know how much was left, we’d have to dig it up 
and see. 
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The snow stopped falling around ten in the morning, and then the sun 
came out. While we sat in the sun, more and more people came by to 
salute us. Many of them gave us Gesang Meiduos, and we were soon 
covered in flowers. 

“Mr. Naïve,” Fatty said, “don’t you think this feels a bit like they’re paying 
their respects to the dead?” 

I sighed. Although I did feel very respected, it really was a bit like the 
spirits of three ancestors sitting on a tombstone and celebrating the 
Qingming Festival.(1)  

The three of us ate some barley baba(2) and began to wander around the 
temple again. Fatty rubbed his ears and scratched his cheeks, clearly very 
restless. 

I asked Poker-Face, “So, who is that Deren? Since very few people know 
about the situation under the temple, why does this Deren know about 
it? And why did he pretend to be Zhang Haike just to tell us?” 

Poker-Face looked at Jila Temple’s prayer wheels sitting there in the sun 
and said, “He can only appear as Zhang Haike. He’s not sure if you know 
what he did to you.” 

I was silent for a moment, immediately understanding what he meant. 

“He’s not disguised. His face was also made to look like mine,” I 
murmured. “These people who look similar to me have done some things 
that have more or less hurt me. He’s not sure how much I know or 
whether I bear a strong grudge against him. So, if he wants to see me 
with that face, it’s only safe for him to use Zhang Haike’s identity.” 

“How did he hurt you? Do you know? Although he gave you gold, you 
have to take revenge,” Fatty said. 

 
(1) Qingming Festival, or “Tomb-Sweeping Day” is a traditional Chinese festival where Chinese families visit the 
tombs of their ancestors to clean the gravesites, pray to their ancestors, and make ritual offerings. Offerings 
would typically include traditional food dishes and the burning of joss sticks and joss paper. Info here. 
(2) Baba is a type of thick, round, heavy bread that is prepared either plain or with various fillings. It can be 
sweet or savory. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Qingming_Festival
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I shook my head, “So many things have happened that I can’t find out 
everything they did. The worst thing I can think of is that some of them 
might have used this face to try and kill my Uncle Three.” 

“But he can come to you after changing his face.” 

“It would be very difficult for a Zhang family member whom no one knew 
much about to act as Deren,” I said. 

“Does Little Brother know who this person is?” Fatty asked. “If they really 
are such a character, then they should be beaten to death with a stick.” 

Poker-Face nodded, “I know who it is. It’s fine.” 

With our minds at ease now, we took out the small notebook, “Then it’s 
true.” Fatty and I looked at each other. 

We didn’t draw any conclusions about the gold in the end, but to be 
honest, this was something only Poker-Face could handle. 

I didn’t plan on thinking about this matter anymore. Deep in my heart, I 
felt that these things wouldn’t run away so it was better to just leave 
them alone, but in truth, old gold was hard to sell. 

After a while, Fatty and I wouldn’t need this kind of stuff anyways. 

In the afternoon, the three of us separated to do our own things. There 
wasn’t a single angle here that wasn’t beautiful, magnificent, or divine, so 
I took some photos and sent them to some friends I had made back in my 
Guan Gen period. 

Fatty went to a bar while Poker-Face went somewhere. 

I sat in front of the temple and lit a cigarette until Fatty sent me a text. 

I glanced at the message and saw that Fatty was telling me to go to him 
immediately, saying that something was wrong. First, the gold was 
definitely gone. Second, something had happened to our stone pot 
chicken.
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Chapter 19 Traveling Notes 

I looked at the location and found that Fatty was in the temple, but Fatty 
told me that he wasn’t actually in the temple. As it turned out, he was 
under the temple. Somewhere along the long stone steps leading up to 
the temple was a path that was only wide enough for one person to walk 
through—this so-called path was a small, walkable ledge sticking out from 
the mountain wall. There was a stone protrusion about every half-meter 
or so above this path that could be used as footholds to climb up. 

The stone looked like it had been carved thousands of years ago, and the 
path led to the foundation of the temple. 

Jila Temple was built on the side of the mountain, so in order to level the 
slope, the initial builders brought up a lot of rocks, abruptly raised the 
low-lying part of the mountainside, and made the ground level. 

Anyone who has done construction would know that it was impossible to 
form a huge plane, but forming a series of terraced planes like terraced 
fields would work. These terraced planes would have to be very flat so 
that buildings could be constructed on them. 

As a result, Jila Temple was spread up and down the mountainside. From 
the temple’s highest point to the top of the mountain was our cliffside 
hot spring while the lowest point was the temple’s entrance. There were 
about six or seven levels separating them. 

Rather than saying that this path led to the temple’s foundation, it was 
better to say that it was a path the locals used to enter the mountain 
before the temple was built. It was the kind of path that herbalists who 
collected caterpillar fungus(1) would take. 

It just so happened that this path now passed through the temple’s 
foundation. When we were in the temple, we walked to the edge and 
looked down. In theory, you would think that we’d be able to see the side 

 
(1) Caterpillar fungus (scientific name: Ophiocordyceps sinensis) is also known by its more prominent names 
dōng chóng xià cǎo (literally “winter worm, summer grass”) or yartsa gunbu. It’s mainly found in the meadows 
above 3,500 metres (11,500 ft) on the Tibetan Plateau in Southwest China and the Himalayan regions of 
Bhutan and Nepal. It parasitizes larvae of ghost moths and produces a fruiting body which used to be valued as 
an herbal remedy and was used in traditional Chinese medicine. Info here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ophiocordyceps_sinensis
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of the foundation—like a tall wall made of stone—but the temple walls 
were so high that we couldn’t see anything. 

From this path, however, it was possible to reach the temple’s 
foundation. I braved the snow to find the path, moving bit by bit until I 
saw Fatty beckoning to me from a gap in the foundation’s stone wall. 

When I came to the gap, I found that there was a very narrow stone crack 
in the foundation that was almost wide enough to allow one person to 
pass through. “What the hell are you doing?” I asked Fatty. 

“Just confirming something.” 

“Did you come here to dig for gold?” As I squeezed into the gap, I found 
that the ceiling was very low so I had to stay hunched over. “How did you 
even find this place?” 

“Just think about it. When we were digging up top and found those 
Buddhist ritual tools, we could see that both they and the stones were 
very old. I figured that meant that this place hadn’t been touched, but 
Little Brother said that they might have wiped out the gold in the 1920s. 
So much gold can’t be used up all at once. If you have to take it often, 
then you’d frequently need to be digging and smashing through the rocks 
here, which means that there would be traces left behind. So, my thinking 
was that if the gold was still there, then I could just pretend that I didn’t 
come up with any theories about it. But if it was gone, then it must have 
been taken from the side of the foundation, which meant that there was 
a secret passage nearby. So, I went looking for the entrance,” Fatty said. 

I looked at Fatty while thinking to myself, ok, you must have reached a 
conclusion. 

“The things are gone?” 

“See for yourself.” Fatty led me through the gap in the foundation. After 
walking a little bit, a big space suddenly appeared in front of us—it 
seemed to stretch about six or seven meters both up and down. 

It looked like we were in the middle of a well wall, as if we had opened a 
window to peek inside the well. The shaft to the top was about six or 
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seven meters while the shaft to the bottom also seemed to be about six 
or seven meters. 

I knew that it was right below our hot spring because we could see that 
all the stones were wet and I also recognized the smell. 

I could even hear the people bathing above talking amongst themselves. 

Fatty dragged me to the bottom of the well, where I saw that there were 
a bunch of metal rods as thick as a finger sitting in the stone crevices at 
the bottom. I pulled one out and knew right away that it really was old 
gold, but the purity wasn’t very high. The rod was a blue and white color, 
which meant that the gold content only made up about half of it, and 
there were many Tibetan inscriptions on it. 

Although there were a lot of them in the crevices, I knew that as a whole, 
their value probably only added up to less than three hundred thousand 
yuan.(2)  

A lot of text in various languages and from different ages had been carved 
on the slightly flattened stones all around us—they were basically the 
withdrawal records left behind by the people who took the gold. 

Water kept dripping on our heads so we climbed out again. Fatty had 
wrapped a few of those gold bars in his clothes. He and I looked at each 
other. 

“The landlord’s house also doesn’t have any surplus grain,” Fatty said to 
me. “I’ll take some with me as a souvenir for Little Brother.” 

Maybe Deren didn’t want to give us any gold or silver and just wanted to 
tell us that there was some gold under the rocks here that we could take 
to pay the electric bill first. 

“What happened to the stone pot chicken?” I asked Fatty. 

 
(2) About $43,311 USD. 
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Originally, the stone pot chicken was no longer important when faced 
with a mountain of gold, but now the stone pot chicken had become very 
important. 

“Come down the mountain with me,” Fatty said. “There’s a new shop 
here. You have to try their chicken.” 

“What’s it matter if the chicken in other people’s shops here is delicious? 
Our restaurant is in Fujian. Is there any competition?” 

“Yes, of course there’s competition,” Fatty said. “All the materials for our 
restaurant come from here. Now, look.” Fatty took out his cell phone and 
showed it to me. I looked at the shop’s information and found that in 
addition to dining in, customers could also buy chilled stone pot chicken 
ingredients and stone pots. 

The text on the webpage said: All of Xilaimian’s stone pot chicken 
ingredients are purchased from here. You can buy it chilled directly and 
make Xilaimian’s signature dish at home. 

It was followed by a row of small characters below: The proprietress’ 
secret recipe can’t be eaten at Xilaimian. 
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Chapter 20 Traveling Notes 

Fatty and I went to downtown Motuo, entered that shop, and Fatty 
ordered me a stone pot chicken. 

This was what he was so insistent about. 

I didn’t know what his intentions were, but Fatty kept insisting that I try 
it. When the chicken soup was brought over, I knew as soon as I smelled 
it that Xilaimian had lost. 

The chicken soup’s aroma was so strong that it immediately aroused 
one’s appetite (I never had much of an appetite when in Motuo so I 
usually didn’t eat much). 

Moreover, the chicken soup was very clear. The restaurants here were all 
about taste and quantity, so they didn’t pay much attention to the food’s 
appearance. But this chicken soup was very clear. I didn’t believe that we 
had been given special treatment, which meant that this stone pot 
chicken soup was this clear as soon as it came out of the pot. 

Fatty wanted me to take a bite first but I took a sip of the broth instead—
the combination of the medicinal and savory flavors was very special. 
Generally speaking, the savory flavor came from amino acids, but this 
palm ginseng’s medicinal flavor enhanced the savoriness so that it tasted 
very different from how it would south of the Yangtze River. 

Hangzhou and Fujian people preferred mild flavors—just boil some 
shrimp in plain water, add a little bit of vinegar, and you get a savory dish. 
But if people preferred heavy flavors, then such mild tastes would seem 
very strange. 

This was because in any dish, the savoriness would immediately be 
pushed to the back as long as there was another flavor. 

But this stone pot chicken soup’s medicinal flavor made the savoriness 
more apparent. 
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I grabbed another bowl, poured some of the soup into it, and then added 
a bit of the local mushroom chili sauce. The savoriness was still very 
strong even with the added spiciness. 

Delicious! 

I took a bite of the chicken, which shredded apart so easily that after 
chewing it three times, it dissolved into the chicken broth still in my 
mouth. As the savoriness exploded on my taste buds, I found myself 
practically salivating. 

I looked at Fatty and Fatty looked at me, “Are we done for?” 

If all the stone pot chickens sold in the chilled bags here tasted like this, 
then Xilaimian really couldn’t compete. 

“These people have real skills,” I said to Fatty. “What else can we do? This 
must be the best Motuo stone pot chicken in the world.” 

“What’s the difference between this chicken and what we make?” Fatty 
took another bite, feeling very confused. “Why is the flavor so different, 
so…strong?” 

I looked at the ingredients in the soup and found that it was similar to 
what we made in Fujian, except for the chicken. This was Tibetan chicken, 
not Fujian chicken, but using different chicken shouldn’t affect the flavor 
this much. 

The proprietress had a special secret recipe. 

When Fatty looked at me again, I said to him, “That’s somebody’s 
intellectual property. You’re not Plankton(1); you can’t steal their secret 
recipe.” 

“I can be different from her,” Fatty said, “but Xilaimian can’t lose. This is 
our main dish.” 

 
(1) This is a reference to Plankton from Spongebob. His main goal is to steal Krabs’ secret formula for Krabby 
Patties and running Mr. Krabs out of business. Info here.  

https://spongebob.fandom.com/wiki/Sheldon_J._Plankton
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I took another sip of the stone pot chicken soup—it really was delicious—
and then turned my head and looked at the wall. There were some 
photos hanging there from when a Tibetan TV station came to interview 
the shop. In fact, if you paid careful attention to the flavors, you would 
realize that the soup contained sheep’s bone marrow, but the flavor was 
very light and there was no smell at all. 

Truthfully, this did stress me out a little bit. I ate all the chicken, drank all 
the soup, and then returned to the temple with that savory flavor still 
lingering in my mouth. Back at the temple, the three of us gathered 
around the stove and began to ponder over the problem. 

Fatty was very worried. Poker-Face had eaten dinner in the dining hall 
while we were gone. I wondered if he talked with that Deren about the 
missing gold, but I didn’t bother mentioning it. In short, everyone was in a 
daze as they sat down and warmed themselves by the stove. 

In the end, we couldn’t come up with any solutions to these problems. 
The time for the competition was quickly approaching. We knew that if 
we didn’t go to Kangbaluo, it would be too late, so we set off for 
Kangbaluo the very next day. 

After it snowed, the road was very difficult to walk so we had no other 
choice but to take the long way and hike through the snowy mountains. 
Sometimes we’d enter valleys that weren’t covered in snow while other 
times we’d go above the snow line. 

I took a lot of photos. The three of us were sometimes half a kilometer 
away from each other, but we weren’t worried. At night, we would sleep 
in a tent. In the past, such trips always had an end destination, but this 
time, we were just passing by. As we got closer, blue-robed Tibetans 
came out to pick us up. 

It’s too inconvenient to describe the whole reception process, but during 
this period of time, I noticed that Kangbaluo’s food had the same 
savoriness as that proprietress’ stone pot chicken. The blue-robed 
Tibetans gave me two sheep and two Tibetan chickens and said to me, 
“Go to the 96K Nature Reserve, rent a piece of land, and raise a bunch of 
snails and slugs. There are a lot of fireflies there. Since there are so many 
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snails, the area is full of firefly larvae. If the Tibetan chickens eat those 
firefly larvae, they’ll have that unique flavor.” 

Although I didn’t know what else the proprietress put in the soup, the 
blue-robed Tibetans said that the savory flavor could definitely be 
brought out in this way. 

While we were there, the blue-robed Tibetans sparred with Poker-Face, 
but it felt like I didn’t see a thing at all. 

My eyes couldn’t keep up with their movements, but this kind of sparring 
was more like a performance, one which could be classified as banquet 
entertainment. I didn’t think they were using their full strength, but I had 
also drunk a lot that day. 

When the blue-robed Tibetans sent us on our way, they followed us for a 
long time. 

And just like that, before we knew it, our journey to Motuo gradually 
came to an end. 

Fatty’s next stop was Agui’s house. He said that there might be fewer 
chances to go later so he wanted to stay for a month. 

Guangxi was not like Motuo. When traveling in Motuo, no matter how 
relaxed your journey was, there was a huge paradoxical atmosphere of 
tranquility and coldness coexisting together. 

Traveling in Guangxi, however, was very easy and we didn’t need to do 
anything. Of course, before I went there, I still had a snail farm to build 
and a competition to take part in.
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Chapter 21 Traveling Notes 

It was snowing on the mountain but the temperature at the bottom of 
the mountain was still very high. There were a number of snack kiosks set 
up at the 96K Nature Reserve. It was already dark when we came out of 
the mountains and arrived at the reserve, so we were able to see that 
there really were a lot of fireflies there. 

There were a bunch of tourists there, all trying to take pictures of the 
fireflies with their cell phones. We asked the boss of the local meat 
industry company to help us meet the leaders of the development office 
so that we could submit our proposal to build a chicken farm near the 
96K Nature Reserve. The leaders recommended that we use another spot 
of land that was about ten mu.(1) The rental price for this land was very 
cheap—seven hundred yuan per mu. If we rented ten mu for a year, then 
the total cost was seven thousand yuan. 

After we arrived, we found that there were chicken farms all around, but 
they weren’t large-scale. The farms were all free-range so the chickens 
were running around everywhere. 

“Eagles always swoop down and try to catch them, so the owners built a 
lot of shacks and raised a bunch of dogs. As soon as an eagle got close, 
the dogs would bark and the chickens would hide in the shacks,” a 
neighboring chicken farmer named Yangqian Cuomu said to us with a 
smile. “Later, the dogs were also carried off by the eagles. If you want to 
raise chickens, it may be better to raise mules as well. Mules can also 
make loud noises to alert the chickens, but the eagles won’t be able to 
carry them away.” 

Fatty handed over a cigarette as we inquired more about it. The supply of 
Tibetan chickens for the local area wasn’t enough, especially the free-
range chickens near here, which ate all kinds of insects from the nearby 
mountains. There was even some propaganda saying that these chickens 
ate caterpillar fungus. Local tourism was also booming right now. We 

 
(1) 1 mu= 1/15 of a hectare or 0.1647367761672 acres. So 10 mu= 2/3 of a hectare or 1.65 acres. 
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might be able to take one or two of these chickens back with us, but it 
would be hard to form a large-scale enterprise here. 

Of course, there was a large Tibetan chicken farm further south in Linzhi, 
but the chicken tasted different because they were fed fodder. 

We also met several other amazing people here, who were engaged in 
the business of making rainforest terrariums. There was a rainforest in 
Motuo that contained a lot of semi-slugs(2) and many strange snails. In 
order to raise these things, the people would put water and foliage inside 
the glass terrariums they built so that the environment inside would have 
the same humidity levels as the rainforest outside. 

“If slugs are being raised by people now, then their material life is indeed 
prosperous,” Fatty said. 

When I asked them whether slugs were easy to raise or not, they told me, 
“These things are very particular when it comes to the temperature and 
humidity of their surroundings. It’s not difficult to raise them, but it’s 
considered a disgusting job. The current retail price of slugs is about a 
hundred to three hundred yuan per catty.” 

I sighed. That’s more expensive than our signature dishes. 

As we squatted by the side of the road and chatted, we ended up learning 
a lot of information. For example, the kind of barren fields that were 
surrounded by wooden fences, full of weeds, and difficult to cultivate 
were great places to raise slugs. 

All you had to do was cover the wooden fence in greenhouse film and 
then brush it with a mixture of salt and lime to keep the slugs inside from 
escaping. A hole would initially be cut in the film in order to attract wild 
slugs to come inside the enclosure, but it could eventually be blocked 
with a basin of salt water. 

What was the bait to lure them in? Beer. As long as the weather wasn’t 
dry, if you placed a jar of cheap hops in the center of that field, then the 

 
(2) Semi-slugs are land gastropods whose shells are too small for them to retract into, but not quite vestigial. 
The shell of some semi-slugs may not be easily visible on casual inspection, because the shell may be covered 
over with the mantle. Info here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Semi-slug
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whole area would soon be full of slugs. The side of the hop jar would be 
covered in such a dense cluster of them that you wouldn’t even be able 
to see it. 

Slugs ate rotten grass leaves, so any grass leaves that had been weeded 
out by the farmers could be thrown directly into the enclosure. Slugs also 
had an amazing reproduction rate. When the man showed me a picture 
of their farm, Fatty immediately threw up. After only seven months, I felt 
that their farm was already full without any room to spare. 

It was a sea of slugs, among which were a lot of giant snails that turned 
out to be an invasive species of African snails. 

“There’s nothing we can do now. Those big snails are everywhere, and 
the biggest ones are about the size of a fist. There are said to be even 
bigger ones out there, probably bigger than your head. African snails not 
only carry a lot of germs but also eat up all the herbs, drive out the native 
species, and alter the local ecosystem’s food chain.” 

“This snail looks very bulky. Can it be used as food to raise other 
animals?” 

“Like giant Amazon snails, this thing is too big.(3) It’s difficult for ducks to 
eat and it has no medicinal value; it’s a complete ecological disaster. It 
reproduces very fast—much faster than slugs—and its growth and eating 
speed are so fast that native plants can’t grow quickly enough to keep up 
with it. So, we can only find people to go in every once in a while, pick 
them out, and smash them into pieces to feed to the ducks.” 

“Can you raise fireflies?” I asked him. 

 
(3) The giant African land snail (GALS) is one of the most damaging snails in the world and consumes at least 
500 different types of plants. The snails also pose a serious health risk to humans by carrying the parasite rat 
lungworm, known to cause meningitis in humans. The adult snail is around 7 cm (2.8 in) in diameter and 20 cm 
(7.9 in) or more in length, making it one of the largest of all extant land snails. Giant Amazon snails is a species 
of large freshwater snail with gills that devastated rice paddies in China since their introduction in the 1980s. 
The size of the shell is up to 150 millimetres (6 in) in length. Pic here (African snail on left; Amazon snails on 
right) 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Lissachatina_fulica
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pomacea_canaliculata
https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/09/image-1.png
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Although he didn’t know, he was very familiar with insects and said that 
the slugs could be food for fireflies. But African snails were too big; there 
was still a question of whether the firefly larvae could even prey on them. 

“Why do you want to raise fireflies?” He asked me. “Do you want to 
restore the firefly population or something? But that’s very difficult to do. 
As long as the environment is polluted, fireflies can’t reproduce. Their 
larvae live for ten months before the adults emerge, but they die quickly 
and are very fragile.” 

When I told him that I wanted to breed firefly larvae to feed chickens, he 
said, “That’s extremely difficult. There are a lot of fireflies here so the 
chickens can eat some of the wild species, but if you breed on a large 
scale, how many do you have to raise?” 

My studies back in school had been focused on the sciences, so after 
doing the math, I realized that this endeavor really wasn’t realistic. There 
were many types of fireflies in Fujian, but if we wanted to reach the scale 
where we could raise chickens, it would take us more than ten years. This 
kind of insect bred once every ten months, which was very inefficient. 
Moreover, the guy also said that breeding fireflies domestically was 
ethically controversial. 

That was enough for me to drop the idea, but Fatty said that we could still 
go back and try it. I knew that African snails had caused some problems 
near the village recently. If we wanted to stabilize the ecosystem, we 
could use beer to attract the African snails, which would in turn attract 
the fireflies in the area. Then we could breed some Tibetan chickens and 
kill some snails. It all sounded pretty feasible. 

One of the chickens given to us by the blue-robed Tibetans was named A-
Mu while the other one was named A-Gong.(4) One male and one female, 
they were breeding chickens representing the hope of the whole village. 

 
(4) A-Mu (阿母) can mean grandmother/ polite address for an elderly female relative. A-Gong (阿公) can mean 

grandfather/ polite address for an elderly man. 
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There were also two sheep, one male and one female. Fatty was planning 
on eating them when we got back instead of raising them so he didn’t 
bother naming them. 

“Then do you plan to eat A-Mu and A-Gong’s children?” I asked Fatty. 

He wiped the drool from his mouth and said, “You know, by the end of 
the year, we’ll have hundreds of chickens. We’ll definitely need to help 
reduce the burden on those two.” 

Afterwards, Fatty went to get us another vehicle. Our original car would 
no longer work since we had a bunch of animals now, so we got a pickup 
truck instead. It took a bit of work to fit the chickens, sheep, and feed in 
the back, but then we finally got back on the road. It was very late when 
we returned to the temple, but I could see that the whole temple was lit 
up. 

Oil lamps had been lit everywhere, and people looked like they were 
preparing for some kind of festival. The young lama ran over and told us 
that this was because the temple wouldn’t begin preparations to formally 
welcome us until a few days after we arrived here (it was some kind of 
complicated algorithm). 

When we walked into the temple, we were presented with colorful 
hada,(5) and everyone was welcoming us. 

“While it’s true we just arrived, we came here before. But it almost seems 
like we didn’t,” Fatty wondered. 

 
(5) Hada is also known as khata, a Tibetan ceremonial scarf. 



336 
 

Chapter 22 Traveling Notes 

When we walked into the temple, all the people who had come to meet 
us when we first arrived watched us walk in and then began to sing. It 
seemed to be a kind of prayer scripture, but with all their voices 
combined, it sounded extremely ethereal and pleasant to the ear. 

They crowded around us as we walked toward the head lama’s room, the 
surrounding temple filled with little spots of light. At first, Fatty and I 
were puzzled. This was the kind of scene I had been expecting when we 
first arrived at Jila Temple—surrounded by people all the way to the head 
lama’s room, where we would then have a deep, zen-like conversation. 
But these things didn’t happen. (Well, maybe they did but I just wasn’t 
aware because I was in a coma at the time.) 

After that, my trip to Motuo should’ve been full of zen. Every day, I 
should’ve either been thinking about problems in front of the snow-
capped mountains, reading Jila Temple’s abundant collection of 
information, or asking Little Brother about his past experiences. That way, 
I could figure out which of the stories I saw here were real, which were 
fake, which were still missing, and which ones had the actual facts. 

But in the end, after we came here, we built a hot spring, constructed a 
hot spring garden, gained some gold, lost it, discovered a conspiracy, and 
then found that there actually wasn’t a conspiracy at all. We also wanted 
to rent land to raise fireflies, but we failed to rent it in the end. 

After all the twists and turns, a grand festival was suddenly held in the 
temple to welcome our arrival just when we were about to leave. 

As Fatty said: we had been here a few days and were getting ready to 
leave, but now it seemed like we had just arrived here. It felt a little 
weird. 

But we soon relaxed. In fact, I was able to quickly relax when it came to 
unexpected things now because what else could I do? The young lama 
had also mentioned that this was their custom, and since it was a custom, 
we might as well respect it. 
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We continued listening to the people around us chanting those heavenly 
scriptures until we reached the door to the head lama’s room, which was 
filled with oil lamps. 

When we were led inside, we found the head lama and Deren waiting for 
us, both wearing lama robes. We went in and sat down by the stove, 
where all the other lamas were. 

The head lama looked at me, and I looked at him. The chanting outside 
became relaxed and free as various voices began singing. I could hear the 
answering phrases of duets, as well as folk songs; it seemed that 
everyone was starting to feel festive now. 

“Welcome to Jila Temple,” the head lama said to me. 

“Weren’t we already here?” Although I saluted him, I couldn’t help but 
ask the question. 

“We didn’t know if it was really you,” the head lama replied. 

“You mean, you didn’t know if I was the real Wu Xie or somebody 
pretending to be,” I said while thinking to myself, does this problem still 
exist? 

“No, we know you’re Wu Xie, but we didn’t know if you were the Wu Xie 
who came to Jila Temple for the first time that year.” The head lama 
pushed the charcoal in the stove in front of me to make me warmer. “The 
Wu Xie who just arrived at Jila Temple back then was like a rough jade, 
looking for direction on how to be carved. My master told me that this 
person may have the opportunity in the future to erase all the nicks 
engraved on his body and return to the rough jade he was before. If he 
can do that, then Jila Temple should welcome him with a grand festival 
the next time he comes. This is something my master felt he owed him.” 

I didn’t quite understand what he was saying and glanced at Fatty, who 
said, “Then what am I? If Mr. Naïve is a rough jade, then what am I? Pork 
belly?” 
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I put my hand on Fatty, silently telling him to stop talking nonsense, and 
then asked the head lama, “So this festival was arranged by the Great 
Master?” 

“Yes, my master came up with this gift for you before he passed away,” 
the head lama said. 

Deren finally spoke up from the side, “The old lama you met back then 
told us about the future before he died. He said that a few nights after a 
heavy snowfall, we would meet the patriarch on the mountain—as well 
as the ignorant stranger—and welcome him back.” 

An indescribable feeling came over me as I seemed to understand what 
he was saying. 

At that moment, it was like I could see the old lama smiling right in front 
of me. 

“Did he foresee that we would come back?” 

“Yes. At that time, we thought that when you got that painting, your 
relationship with this place would be cut off since there was no need for 
you to come back again. But you really did come back, just as the Great 
Master said you would.” The head lama handed me a cup of warm tea, 
glanced at Poker-Face, and then poured him some tea as well. 

“On that first day, we already conveyed to the patriarch what the Great 
Master wanted to say. But before his death, there was also a question he 
wanted to ask you.” 

I nodded and glanced at Poker-Face, who was so quiet that he seemed to 
completely fit in with the atmosphere here. 

“Do you want to hear the question?” 

“Yes, please.” 

“When you first came to Motuo, it was very lively. You accompanied the 
patriarch with us, walked through several snow-capped mountains, and 
then came to this temple. But you spent a few days looking troubled and 
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restless and then did hard labor. Now that you’re leaving here, you’ve 
seen another lively festival where everyone is welcoming you. It seems 
that you’re back to your original self. If I may ask, which of these days will 
you remember when you leave Motuo, and which will you forget?” 

As I gave him a blank look, the head lama added, “If you know the 
answer, you know it. But if you don’t, it’s not like it will affect how we 
enjoy today. If you do know it, though, please don’t say it; now isn’t the 
time to answer it.” 

I was still sitting there in a daze when the head lama handed me a 
steamed bun, “My cultivation is limited so what I say isn’t as pleasant or 
impressive as what the Great Master would say, but it should be easier to 
understand.” 

While I did understand it on a surface level, I didn’t seem to understand 
the deeper meaning behind it. 

“Look at his expression,” Fatty said, “he obviously doesn’t understand. 
Please explain it again.” 

“When things are peaceful, sometimes it’s good to be ignorant,” Deren 
said a little sourly. 

I took the steamed bun, feeling that there were too many different 
meanings hidden within this question. It seemed more like a question 
directed at the future me instead of the current me. 

Great Master, how much more have you seen? I couldn’t help but smile 
bitterly and look at Poker-Face, who also took a steamed bun, broke it in 
half, and silently asked me if I wanted it. 

“What about me? What about me?” Fatty asked the head lama. “Did the 
great master mention me?” 

The head lama looked at Fatty and said, “Yes, he said that if the fat man 
comes, we should lock the gates and hide all the thangkas.(1) Moreover, 
he wishes that fat immortal XXXXXXX.” 

 
(1) Thangka=Tibetan Buddhist scroll painting. Info here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Thangka
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The last bit was spoken in some Tibetan that we didn’t understand. 

The people outside were singing again, the sound like a mixture of 
chanting scriptures, happy melodies, and the sound of snow falling on the 
roof amidst the silence.
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Chapter 23 Traveling Notes 

When it was time to really leave, no one saw us off. The three of us drove 
the pickup truck to the water filling station we arrived at when we first 
came here. 

As usual, when we got in the vehicle, Fatty drove. The two Tibetan 
chickens and two sheep were stowed in the back of the truck. The two 
sheep kept sticking their heads in and out of the back of the truck, but 
they were very well-behaved considering the fact that they weren’t fully 
grown yet. Poker-Face leaned in the corner of the backseat while I sat in 
the passenger seat. 

Fatty also packed a lot of dried palm ginseng(1) and decorated the truck 
with a bunch of prayer flags. The three of us were heading home fully 
load. 

We kept the windows down as we headed back to Bajiaolou Town. Those 
prayer flags must’ve had a special symbol on them that was important to 
the locals because everyone who saw them saluted our truck. 

Jiang Bai, who had come to pick us up, was waiting by the side of the road 
with a bunch of horses. It was already evening by this point so we 
entrusted the sheep and chickens to him and then checked in at the 
hotel. He told us that the Beijing team had arrived and was staying on the 
first floor with us. 

There weren’t many rooms on the first floor of the hotel, so I went up to 
the third floor to take a look around. The doors were all open, and I could 
see Xiao Hua leaning on the stair railing typing on his cell phone. 

When Fatty went up to greet him, Xiao Hua looked up at us with eyes that 
were as calm as ever. It was almost like we had made an appointment to 
meet here. 

 
(1) Palm ginseng is ginseng that is shaped like a palm/hand. It’s mainly used for medicinal purposes. 
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“Hey stranger,” I said, feeling a little surprised. How did such a small-town 
folk competition manage to attract his attention? What kind of sorcery 
did Fatty pull? 

Xiao Hua patted me on the back, “Let’s talk on the roof.” 

I suddenly had an ominous premonition, but I set my luggage down and 
followed him up to the next floor, which was actually the roof where I 
watched the snow fall before. 

I could smell the barbecue before I even reached the roof, and then I saw 
Black Glasses fiddling with something on a grill. There were all kinds of 
meat and vegetables cooking on a grill, along with a set of lounge chairs 
sitting next to it. There were also several large buckets full of snow and 
beer. The setting sun was shining overhead, encompassing everything in 
its dying light. 

While Jila Temple was built at a high altitude, the temperature here was 
actually quite warm so Black Glasses was very comfortable in a tank top. 

When we greeted each other, Black Glasses smiled at me and said, “I 
heard that Jila Temple put on a big show for you guys. Did you have a 
good time?” 

“My mental state is a little weird right now,” I said to him. “But if you 
guys are here, did something happen?” 

“We’re just here to have some fun.” Black Glasses laughed and threw a 
bottle of beer directly to Poker-Face, who raised his hand to catch it. 
Fatty was so happy that he went over to replace Black Glasses at the grill 
and started barbecuing a row of kidneys. 

We all sat down. Below the small town was a huge snowy creek with a 
bridge stretching over it. Our hotel was right on the edge of that bridge, 
so we could see the snowy creek stretching off into the distant snow-
capped mountains that were almost melted. It was quite beautiful here. 

Black Glasses quickly grabbed a few more beers and threw them to the 
rest of us before tossing one to Fatty. Although Fatty managed to catch it, 
it looked like the impact hurt his hand. 
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Looking at the two of them, I suddenly felt as if the repressed melancholy 
in my heart was instantly relieved. After taking a sip of beer, I asked 
them, “Did you guys really come here to play?” 

“Yes,” Xiao Hua said to me. “We just flew back and came to meet you. 
Since Fat Master invited us, let’s have some fun together.” 

“It’s really not like that.” 

Xiao Hua looked at me, “You say your mental state is a little weird right 
now but that shouldn’t be happening. Tell me what’s bothering you.” 

“I can’t really explain it.” 

“He’s just been living a peaceful life for too long,” Fatty said. “He always 
has to be thinking about something or preparing for something that 
might happen. When he was in Fujian, there were actually a lot of things 
to do so he was busy but relaxed. Once he came out to play, though, he 
seemed a little lost. Plus, he experienced altitude sickness, went through 
several events at the temple, and was reminded of how much pressure 
he was under back then. Mr. Naïve, young comrade, can’t you lie back 
and relax for one fucking day?” 

I leaned back in the lounge chair, “Yes.” 

At this time, Xiao Hua suddenly took out a pack of cigarettes and handed 
it to me. I froze—this guy usually said that I smoked too much, so why 
would he take the initiative to bring cigarettes today? 

“Are you here to collect the debt I owe you?” I asked tentatively. 
Whenever something unusual happened, it was usually the work of the 
devil. 

“Your weird mental state may have something to do with smoking.” As 
Xiao Hua said this, he actually lit one of the cigarettes and started 
smoking it. “Try it.” 

I really had been craving a cigarette recently, but under Fatty and Poker-
Face’s strict watch, I was abstaining from smoking. Of course, I would 
always sneak a smoke every once in a while. 
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I hadn’t felt any discomfort in that place. 

I lit one of the cigarettes and took a hard drag. As a strong pungent scent 
rushed into my lungs, I coughed a few times and then laughed. 

Damn, Xiao Hua was right. All those emotions immediately disappeared 
and a sense of calm filled my body. I laughed again. 

“You started smoking like crazy here, didn’t you? In your memories of this 
place, that feeling of a nicotine rush is very strong. What that means is 
that you don’t have a sense of security here without nicotine,” Xiao Hua 
explained. “Your body has been craving this feeling.” 

I exhaled a mouthful of smoke. “I’d feel even safer if you wouldn’t collect 
that debt I owe you.” 

“Tell me about Jila Temple,” Xiao Hua said to me. 

“How about you tell me about Russia first,” I said to him. “It’ll only take 
two or three sentences to explain what happened at Jila Temple.” 

As we started chatting, we drank the beer and ate the grilled meat. While 
Poker-Face listened to Black Glasses talk about their Russian experience, I 
noticed that he would make eye contact with him from time to time. This 
made me think that Poker-Face knew the hidden story behind these 
events. 

Of course, I thought the whole story was a bit exaggerated. 

After drinking a few more beers, Black Glasses asked Poker-Face if he 
wanted to take the horses out for a test run since the race was going to 
be held tomorrow. Poker-Face agreed. 

We didn’t know that we could take the horses out for a test run, but Black 
Glasses said that when you came to have fun in Sichuan and Tibet, you 
couldn’t act the same way you did in Fujian. The five of us rode into the 
valley and urged our horses into a gallop. Although the two of them were 
swiftly running in front of us, the rest of us weren’t that far behind. The 
five of us traveled far into the valley, sweating profusely. 
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The place was full of fireflies. 

The lanterns we carried with us seemed to blend in with the stars up 
ahead.
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Chapter 24 Traveling Notes 

The next day’s competition was a friendly match. With the exception of 
Black Glasses and Poker-Face, who both displayed a bit of PK power, the 
rest of us were dragging our feet. Although Xiao Hua seemed to have an 
innate talent for it, his performance wasn’t particularly amazing. 

Without professional training, it was impossible to master the art of 
shooting matchlock guns consecutively, but by the end of the 
competition, Xiao Hua and I gradually got the hang of it. By that time, 
however, it was already too late. Clearly, training and talent were 
indispensable when it came to such complex sports. 

As a result of this, the more well-rounded local teams ended up 
competing for first, second, and third place. We did receive points 
because of Black Glasses and Poker-Face, but we didn’t end up placing 
because the rest of us dragged them down. They both got a lot of cheers, 
though. 

The whole event was very fun, and Jiang Bai took a lot of embarrassing 
photos for us. 

Eventually, Jiang Bai went to see us off. It looked like he wanted to say 
something but was hesitant, so I asked him what was wrong. “Can you 
not go to Guangxi?” He asked me. 

“Why?” 

He looked at us silently for a while before saying, “It’s nothing. I’m just a 
little reluctant to part with you all.” 

Men in this region showed sincere emotions, but it was obvious to see by 
the look in his eyes that he wasn’t really reluctant. 

Xiao Hua and Black Glasses were going to Vietnam and Cambodia. I didn’t 
know what they were going to do there, but it seemed as if there were 
still some remaining problems they had to deal with. They were heading 
in the same direction as us for part of the way so we’d be traveling 
together for a while. We’d obviously be taking two separate vehicles, but 
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I was still very happy since it was always better to have more people 
when you were out having fun. 

Fatty told me in the truck that there were many famous lamas in Jiang 
Bai’s family, all of whom were eminent monks. In the local area, they 
were even regarded as famous mystical figures. I couldn’t help but 
wonder if he saw something. 

Then I suddenly remembered that when we were leaving, he and Fatty 
had been talking to each other. “What did he say to you?” I asked Fatty. 

“He said that sometimes when we go to a place, others need to meet us 
instead of the other way around,” Fatty said. “Anyway, you know that 
they all talk in riddles like that.” 

There was a time when I made a lot of predictions and came up with a lot 
of plans. If you made a plan, the key thing was how you actually relayed 
it. If you could clearly say what you could see or foresee, then the 
trajectory of the whole plan would change. 

So, I could understand why these people liked to sound so mysterious. 

Our two vehicles headed towards Guangxi and then separated in 
Kunming.(1) After that, we continued making our way to Guangxi. 
Throughout the trip, we ate, drank, played billiards, cooled off in streams, 
had picnics, and drank tea by the various lakes (thanks to the fact that 
they were well-equipped). Xiao Hua said that people like us spent our 
whole lives on the road but never actually traveled. 

The whole point of traveling was to see a new world, but we were 
actually revisiting old places we had been to before. The main reason for 
our trip was to see our friends and relatives and talk about everything 
that had happened over the years. 

 
(1) Visuals here (I just did a super general location search if you couldn’t tell and drew a line from Kunming to 
Guangxi). 

https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/11/image.png
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For example, we could visit Dingzhu-Zhuoma’s grandson Tashi.(2) But after 
thinking about it carefully, I realized that there was a high probability he 
wouldn’t want to see us again, so I decided to drop the idea. 

Seeing the scenery and experiencing a new world… we had already seen a 
lot of beautiful scenery, and although this road would never end, it 
shouldn’t be the main theme of our trip. 

For people like us, traveling traditionally meant that you would bring 
something back whenever you went out, kind of like hunting. So, I made 
an agreement with Fatty that we would make a new menu for Xilaimian 
and bring some dishes we found along the way back with us. This actually 
wasn’t an easy task, because we had to bring back the ingredients for 
those dishes as well. 

Going to Guangxi was actually part of the route we would take to get 
home to Fujian. For our last stop, I wanted to go to Hainan to take a look 
at the southernmost Fei Kun Temple.(3)  

The trip to Guangxi exceeded our expectations, and I soon understood 
what Jiang Bai’s words meant. 

Throughout the whole trip, there were some very relaxing and pleasant 
parts, but there were also some very confusing and creepy parts. 

The main reason was that in Vietnam and Cambodia, the geographical 
location and prevalence of spirit mediums in villages led to a very 
complex and fanatic religious system that basically amounted to “one 
village, one religion”. 

Based on the data I had seen, the main god worshiped in one of the 
villages over there was Teresa Teng.(4) There were also people who 
worshiped half-corpses, and some who worshiped people who had 
deformities. In any case, they had everything over there. Most of these 

 
(2) Dingzhu-Zhuoma and her grandson Tashi were the ones who guided Wu Xie and the squad to Tamutuo/the 
Qaidam Basin in English Volume 5 “Deadly Desert Winds”. Tashi’s first mention is Chapter 20 and his grandma 
is Chapter 17. 
(3) They’re basically Poker-Face temples. The information about Fei Kun Balu Temples can be found in Daomu 
Biji Extra 7.14 (Little Brother Zhang and Zhang Haiqi infiltrate a wedding procession at Potluck Capital). 
(4) Teresa Teng (1953-1995) was a super famous Taiwanese pop idol who achieved cult status in Hong Kong, 

Taiwan, Mainland China, and Japan. The pinyin of her name is actually Deng Lijun (邓丽君). Info here. 

https://merebear474765851.wordpress.com/2021/01/25/chapter-7-14/
https://merebear474765851.wordpress.com/2021/01/25/chapter-7-14/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Teresa_Teng
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small-scale religious systems adopted a form of fuji,(5) and since these 
villages were mostly concentrated in the deep mountains where little 
traffic came through, it was very easy for the people to blindly obey and 
accept such practices. The local spirit mediums had a lot of authority and 
handled things in strange ways, and the believers were all very religious. 

These bizarre religious systems all competing against each other began to 
infiltrate into the country, resulting in all kinds of bizarre tragedies. 

This information sets the stage for how our trip to Guangxi started. 

This trip is something that has chills running up and down my spine even 
when I think about it now.

 
(5) Fuji is a method of “planchette writing“, or “spirit writing“, that uses a suspended sieve or tray to guide a 
stick which writes Chinese characters in sand or incense ashes. Info here. If it helps, the weird little tool you 
use with Ouija boards is called a planchette. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Planchette
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Automatic_writing
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fuji_(planchette_writing)
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Chapter 25 Traveling Notes 

When we arrived at Agui’s house, we found that he had already prepared 
a large table of dishes, and all the surrounding neighbors gathered to eat 
with us. 

Half of the houses here had been built by Fatty, who lived here for a long 
time and took care of Agui during that time. 

All the farmer’s houses had a living room, and when I entered Agui’s, the 
first thing I noticed was that the idol statue that had been there originally 
had been switched out. 

I wasn’t familiar with this particular idol statue—it wasn’t the more 
common image of Madam Ban, but an idol I had never seen before.(1) The 
statue was very detailed, with many elements carved on it. It also looked 
like it was repurposed from a Buddha statue—the base was a clay Buddha 
statue but there were many strange things stuck on it. 

These strange things appeared to be scales from various animals, such as 
snakes, fish, and others that I couldn’t quite figure out. 

The Buddha statue was very old—it only took one glance to tell that it 
wasn’t modern—and it didn’t have a face. Instead, the Chinese character 
for “Yuan”(2) had been engraved where the face should have been. 

The Buddha statue had been placed on a plate with a lot of sun-dried 
things on it. 

“What’s this?” I asked Agui tentatively. 

“I brought it back from Vietnam,” he responded. 

 
(1) Not finding anything in English. According to Baidu, Madam Ban was a famous Zhuang heroine in the 
Longzhou area of Guangxi during the Eastern Han Dynasty. One legend said that the emperor dispatched 
troops to the area but there was problem with their food rations so Madam Ban donated all the food she had 
grown (it was meant to be sold to support her dowry) and then mobilized a bunch of other women to donate 
the food they had grown as well. Another legend said that the troops weren’t used to the air in the south and 
often suffered from seasonal diseases. Madam Ban ordered the villagers to use herbal medicines to help them. 
The troops recovered their combat effectiveness and quickly defeated the rebels. 
(2) This is the Chinese character 元, and it can be considered a surname or have the following meanings: 

currency unit (esp. Chinese yuan) / first / original / primary / fundamental, etc. 

https://baike.baidu.com/item/%E7%8F%AD%E5%A4%AB%E4%BA%BA/1271328
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I took a closer look and found that all the dried things on the plate were 
actually frogs. 

Feeling that something was a little off, I exchanged a look with Poker-Face 
and Fatty. Fatty said that we could deal with things tomorrow; today, it 
was better to finish enjoying the food and wine. 

I tried to immerse myself in the local atmosphere as much as possible. 

We drank the wine until very late in the evening and played cards for a 
while. With the exception of that strange Buddha statue, the atmosphere 
here in the countryside was very pleasant and normal. The reason why I 
was so concerned with that statue wasn’t so much because I felt 
uncomfortable, but because I felt as if it was looking at me. 

The next morning, I more or less got permission to smoke. This was 
because cigarettes were distributed so frequently around here that even 
if I said I didn’t smoke, I could still gather enough cigarettes to add up to a 
pack or two. Moreover, the amount of second-hand smoke wasn’t 
insignificant since everyone smoked around here, so I might as well 
smoke too. 

I lit a cigarette and went with Fatty to eat breakfast at the breakfast shop 
by the village entrance. He told me that he stayed with Agui last night. 
Agui said that the idol statue was a Vietnamese Bodhisattva that had a 
scaled body. If he offered it sacrifices to a certain extent, he could go to 
the underworld and meet Yun Cai. 

I knew this was nothing more than pure superstition. After all, Agui was 
very lonely, so it made sense that he was easily influenced by such things. 
So far, I hadn’t found anything to indicate that this thing was harmful. At 
most, the people in Vietnam probably charged him more than four 
thousand yuan when he asked for this thing, which was a bit expensive 
compared to its worth. 

I gave a thoughtful hum but didn’t pursue the matter any further. 

When we went to Yun Cai’s grave that afternoon to pay our respects, 
however, I found that this matter definitely wasn’t as simple as Agui had 
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made it out to be because there were six or seven of those Buddha 
statues on Yun Cai’s grave. In addition to the offerings to Yun Cai, there 
were also offerings next to these Buddha statues. 

The offerings were practically piled up, which meant that Agui must have 
been coming to pray at least once a week. 

These offerings were also very strange. If they only consisted of fruits or 
paper figurines, then that would be fine, but all the offerings here were 
things that I had never seen before. They all appeared to be fingernails of 
various things, but many were clearly human fingernails. 

I knew it wouldn’t be an easy feat to get so many fingernails. Even if the 
whole village came together and cut their fingernails, it still wouldn’t be 
enough. Agui said that this Bodhisattva wanted fingernails as offerings, 
and so these nails were all bought from Vietnam. 

I picked up one of the fingernails, which was about an inch long—it had 
either been cut from a woman who grew her nails out or cut from a 
corpse. After all, if a body decayed slowly after it was buried, the 
fingernails would continue to grow for up to half a year. 

I didn’t directly question this matter when I was paying my respects 
because Agui was very religious. 

After we were done, I looked at the graveyard from the top of the hill and 
saw that there were many tombs with similar statues on them. It seemed 
that this thing had been popular in the village for a while now. 

On the way back, Agui kept telling me, “You can really go to the 
underworld. Several people have already been there.” 

I remained silent but gave Fatty a look. “How did it get here from 
Vietnam?” Fatty asked Agui. 

Agui told Fatty that someone was doing business in Vietnam and brought 
it back from there. The Vietnamese village where this Buddha first 
appeared was right on the border, and now this Buddha and another god 
were fighting fiercely all along the border. 
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At that time, I felt that something was wrong but I couldn’t quite put my 
finger on it. 

Later that night, we all sleep at Agui’s house. It had been built using 
concrete and had an attic on the fourth floor, but the attic wasn’t finished 
yet so we slept on the third floor. Although it was pleasantly cool, I didn’t 
feel comfortable staying in that house. 

I also noticed that Poker-Face wasn’t acting right either. He was 
constantly touching the walls everywhere, which made me wonder if he 
had found something.
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Chapter 26 Traveling Notes 

That night, I went into the living room. It was very dark in the 
countryside, and no one liked to use bright lights so the light in the living 
room was very dim. A black-and-white photo of Yun Cai was hanging on 
one of the walls. This was a common custom to show that she was once a 
part of the family. 

There were no candles or electronic candles on the shrine, but there was 
a strange little box. After picking it up and looking at it, I found that it was 
an automatic chanting device. Such things were usually placed behind the 
tombstone in the cemetery to play Buddhist scriptures on loop. They 
would stop playing when the battery died, so they were usually only good 
for a one-time use. 

In order to increase the playback time, some people installed sensors on 
them. This way, as long as someone passed by, the device would start 
playing automatically. One time, a child picked one of these things up and 
threw it down the community center’s garage stairs, which caused people 
to think that the place was haunted. The story even made it on the news. 

I turned on my cell phone’s flashlight and looked at the shrine—that idol 
statue was making me feel particularly uncomfortable. 

On the way back, I used my cell phone to do a search for information on 
the scaled Buddha, but I couldn’t find anything. This was apparently a cult 
with no history and strange practices. 

I looked carefully at the Buddha statue and saw that there were a lot of 
yellow papers pressed under the base, which were very old. These papers 
had Vietnamese characters written on them that were all handwritten. I 
couldn’t understand what the words meant, but it was obvious that they 
had also been bought from Vietnam. 

I moved a chair over, sat down in front of the statue, and called Xiao Hua 
to chat for a while. 

Black Glasses had done a lot of research on this matter. He told me that 
some cults had no foundation at all and were purely made up. But 
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because rituals were a filter of cultural knowledge and the things made 
up by ordinary people weren’t, many cults still retained their origins. 
These rituals were mixed together, and sometimes produced unexpected 
results that caused many unexplained problems. 

There was no real easy way to explain cults because they weren’t part of 
some larger system. The ancients just went off their own personal 
experiences. For example, when children cried at night, a notice would be 
posted telling people to read Yekulang poems.(1)  

This was something the ancients turned to from experience, but no one 
knew the actual reason why it worked. Xiao Hua told me that it was 
actually similar to advertising that “something in my house is disturbing 
the children”. Gods were present in people’s hearts, so the more people 
who passed by and saw these poems, the more they would unconsciously 
meditate on them and the gods in their hearts would learn about the 
matter. 

There were many gods in the human body. If someone used their own 
body as a temple for an immortal deity who was powerful enough, they 
could do a chivalrous deed and drive the problem away. 

Although I didn’t know whether this explanation was true or not, it was 
still considered an explanation. Cults, however, didn’t have an 
explanation. 

In many cases, even the founders of cults didn’t know what they had 
come up with. 

After I hung up the phone, I looked at the Buddha statue and tried to 
remember where I had felt such an uncomfortable feeling before. It was 
that same feeling I got when I was in a tomb and felt that something was 
about to rise up, but this time, the feeling was very strong. 

 
(1) According to this, Yekulang refers to a child who loves to cry at night, and also refers to hearing strange cries 
outside at night. There’s an old folklore that says if people recite the Yekulang poem three times, the child will 
sleep peacefully until dawn. Apparently the poem can be found posted on notes and telephone poles around 
town. 

https://www.baike.com/wiki/%E5%A4%9C%E5%93%AD%E9%83%8E/20252347?prd=attribute&view_id=quqc9jhohxc00
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Not only this Buddha statue, but the whole house was making me feel 
uncomfortable. 

Poker-Face had been touching the walls here, so maybe he also felt it and 
was looking for the source of this feeling. 

As soon as I thought of this, I made a move that I would never do before: I 
went up to the idol statue, turned my back to it, and sat down with my 
back completely flush to the shrine. 

In an instant, all my hair stood on end. With that idol statue right by the 
back of my head, I turned on my cell phone and put the camera on selfie 
mode. 

Because the surrounding light wasn’t bright enough and the contrast was 
very high, the details of the Buddha statue couldn’t be seen clearly. The 
only thing that could be seen on the fuzzy screen was the statue’s outline. 

If this were a horror movie, having your back turned to the evil object 
would definitely be grounds for the first scary scene, but in fact, I wanted 
to see if something strange would happen when my back was turned to 
it. 

But when I turned the camera, I didn’t even have time to see if the 
Buddha statue behind me was really haunted before I noticed that 
something wasn’t quite right with the living room ceiling. 

An unremarkable mirror had been taped to the ceiling. The mirror was so 
small that it would hardly be noticeable during the day. 

When I walked over and looked up at the small mirror, I could see that 
the strange Buddha statue’s face was reflected in it. 

In terms of optical logic, this also meant that the Buddha statue could see 
the tops of everyone’s heads through this small mirror. 

Just as I was standing there pondering over my new discovery, Poker-Face 
came down and asked me to go back upstairs—he had also found 
something. 
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When we reached the stairs leading from the third floor to the fourth-
floor attic, I immediately noticed a lot of shoes sitting on the steps. 

They were all girls’ shoes ranging from ethnic minority styles to modern 
styles, and all were covered in dust. Moreover, all the toes were facing 
outward, which meant that these shoes weren’t stored here but could be 
worn right away if someone came down from the attic. 

There was no light on up here, so I turned on my cell phone’s flashlight 
and found that the attic door was open—Poker-Face must have pushed it 
open earlier. Seeing that he had already entered, I glanced at him and 
saw him motion for me to go in. This meant that there shouldn’t be any 
great danger. 

When I walked in, I found that the attic was very simple—usually, attics 
were the last part of the house to be decorated—and the ceiling was 
covered in tiles. Various objects had been stored here, but they were all 
just household furniture that wasn’t used frequently. 

As soon as I entered the attic of Agui’s house, however, I found that it 
wasn’t a storage space but a very small living space, with a bed, table, and 
moldy bedding. Moreover, there was also a shrine here, with another 
Buddha statue just like the one downstairs. 

There didn’t appear to be anyone living here, and no one had been here 
for a long time considering how everything was covered in dust. 

“Did he rent this room out?” Feeling a little confused, I walked over to the 
bed. The attic’s ceiling was high in the middle and low on both sides. The 
bed was pushed up against one of the walls, so I had to bend over to get a 
better look at it. 

The sheets were covered in ink marks. They were common old plaid 
sheets with a little lace around the edges, but now they were covered in 
ink marks. 

I went to look at the walls again, and found that all the blank spots in the 
room had been painted with ink. These patterns, which were on the 
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walls, the floor, the upper beams, and the tiles, were covered in dust, 
which obviously meant that they had been painted a long time ago. 

This wasn’t Yun Cai’s room; the house didn’t exist when she died. But this 
room in the attic of Agui’s house was obviously for girls, so who exactly 
had lived in it? 
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Chapter 27 Traveling Notes 

There was no need to be too polite with Agui, so I went directly to the 
second floor and knocked on the door. Not only did people in the 
countryside usually go to bed early, but he and Fatty had drunk too much 
that night so they had gone to bed a little earlier than normal. They woke 
up at my insistent knocking and opened the door. When we went in, I 
asked him what was going on in the attic. 

Fatty thought we were acting a little out of line at first, but after he went 
up to take a look, he came down and joined us. 

“Agui, are you turning into a pervert? Please tell me you’re not hiding a 
beautiful girl in the attic. You mustn’t become a pervert,” Fatty said to 
him. 

Agui was very embarrassed and obviously didn’t want to talk about it, but 
he felt that the relationship with us—especially with Fatty—was so deep 
that he couldn’t not talk about it. After hesitating for a long time, he 
eventually said, “This is amei’s Yuanchen Palace.” His accent was so 
strong that I had to ask him to write it down before I realized that he was 
saying three distinct words. 

Amei was referring to Yun Cai.(1)  

“What is this Yuanchen Palace?” Fatty asked. 

“I don’t know. The master(2) is the one who said it.” 

I knew what a Yuanchen Palace was; it was actually very common in 
southern Fujian. It was a term used in Guan Luo Yin. 

The so-called “Guan Luo Yin” was a ritual where a master would take a 
person’s soul into the underworld to look for their relatives.(3) Everyone 

 
(1) Amei (阿妹) in Mandarin means “younger sister” but I’d say in Agui’s dialect it’s probably just a sign of 

endearment. 
(2) Master in this context is fashi (法师), one who has mastered the Buddhist sutras. 
(3) Guan Luo Yin is a Taoist ritual used for the purpose of seeing how life is going for dead love ones (parents, 
children, relatives) in the underworld, or for visiting your house in the underworld. Guan Luo Yin is to be 
conducted in a temple which has a god’s blessing and protection. Every participant has their eyes covered with 
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had a Yuanchen Palace in the underworld. This place was difficult to 
describe, but you could think of it as a symbolic mapping of your life. 
Different masters would show you different Yuanchen Palaces. For 
example, if you were an ordinary person, they would show you a house, 
and then let you see whether the rice jar was full and whether the lights 
inside were bright or not. If you weren’t an ordinary person, they may 
show you more than a dozen stone tablets in a house to see how well the 
articles were written and whether the handwriting was legible or not. 
These scenes would reveal all kinds of information about the owner of 
the Yuanchen Palace. 

Agui began to cry, saying that he couldn’t go down to look for amei yet, 
but several people in his village who worshipped this god had already 
gone down. He asked them to find amei to see if she was doing well. They 
did find her Yuanchen Palace, but they couldn’t find Yun Cai. 

They didn’t know where she went. 

Agui became very anxious and asked the master about it. The master 
asked the person who went down to the underworld to draw all the 
details of Yun Cai’s Yuanchen Palace. Later, they said that it wasn’t 
enough to just draw it and that it would be better to restore it in the attic 
to see if there were any clues that could tell them where Yun Cai had 
gone. 

If no one was found in the Yuanchen Palace, then this was indeed very 
strange and seemed to indicate that the Yin body’s condition was 
abnormal. 

“There should be a book in the Yuanchen Palace with a lot of information 
in it,” I said to Agui. “If the Guan Luo Yin ritual is real, then this book—” 
As I was talking, I suddenly realized that I had made a mistake. That book 
only recorded the events in the living world and was said to be useless 
after a person died. 

 
a talisman, are blindfolded with a piece of cloth, and will be seated with their shoes removed. They will be led 
on their journey to the underworld by the Chief Taoist Master. Every living person, past and present, has a 
home in the spirit world, known as a Yuanchen Palace, where the condition of each room is symbolically 
related to a tangible aspect of the believer’s life. Here’s an article and here’s a blog that discuss the ritual in 
more detail. 

https://www.taipeitimes.com/News/feat/archives/2007/07/01/2003367697
http://taoist-sorcery.blogspot.com/2014/03/taoist-tour-to-hell-to-visit-dead-guan.html
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“The master asked me to lay everything out in the attic according to the 
drawing, and then he looked for clues. But after searching for a long time, 
he couldn’t figure out what really happened.” Agui’s tears were cloudy as 
two or three drops fell from his eyes. “Later, the master—that is, the 
businessman who came back from Vietnam—said that there was nothing 
else he could do but to go back to Vietnam to find the village spirit 
medium to deal with it. But I don’t have that much money.” 

We were all silent. Agui looked at Fatty and said, “I don’t know if 
something happened to amei. Do you think she’s being bullied down 
there?” 

Fatty’s face was livid, “A nice person like amei must have been 
reincarnated a long time ago. Where is that Vietnamese man? I’ll send 
him to hell right now.” As he spoke, he pulled Agui up and moved to pick 
up the bench, but I quickly stopped him. 

“Show me that drawing,” I said to Agui. 

He took out a piece of yellow paper from one of the drawers in the 
wardrobe. When I unfolded it, I saw a picture that had been drawn very 
clumsily with a brush. Despite this, it was clear to see that this Guan Luo 
Yin guy had clearly worked hard to draw everything in detail. 

It was indeed the room in the attic. 

I let Agui go back to bed and then squatted by the door to smoke. Fatty 
followed me down, neither one of us saying a word. 

First of all, I didn’t know whether Poker-Face was considered a guru in 
this system, but I knew that there were many taboos in the underground 
that even he wouldn’t mess with. He was a living immortal, but he wasn’t 
Zhong Kui.(4) Otherwise, that strange Buddha statue would have blown up 
as soon as we entered the door. 

Secondly, this kind of thing would be difficult to explain clearly. One was 
the emotional weight of the parties involved in this matter, which could 

 
(4) Zhong Kui is a mythological figure who’s supposed to drive away evil spirits. He is depicted as a large man 
with a big black beard, bulging eyes, and a wrathful expression. Zhong Kui is able to command 80,000 demons 
to do his bidding. Info here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Zhong_Kui
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have taken a positive turn depending on the outcome. If the others in 
that ritual said that Yun Cai was doing particularly well, then I could have 
accepted it. But the result of this feudal superstition was making people 
uneasy, which was very troublesome. 

Now, if my grandfather came to me in a dream and told me that he was 
poor, I would obviously try my best to burn paper money for him. After 
all, it was basically difficult for ordinary people to escape this kind of 
behavior. 

I didn’t know if this businessman who came back from Vietnam was trying 
to cheat Agui out of his money, but if that were true, then we should do 
as Fatty said and take him to the mountain and bury him. 

But looking at the situation in the village, there were quite a few people 
who seemed to believe in it. This showed at least one thing—this person 
had a trick up their sleeve. 

The anxiety in Agui’s heart wasn’t easy to dispel. Even Fatty and I may not 
be able to do it. 

Caring about others was so messy. 

“What do you say?” Fatty asked me. “Should we get involved?” 

“It depends on which problem you want to solve. Do you want to deal 
with this Vietnamese guy, or do you want to solve Yun Cai’s 
disappearance?” I asked him. 

It was purely a question of where Fatty’s worldview was. 

“There’s not much to think about. Didn’t they say that people can go 
down to the underworld? Then let’s go down and see what this master 
can show us. If it’s all nonsense, I’ll send him to the underworld on the 
spot,” Fatty said. 
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Chapter 28 Traveling Notes 

Dealing with this kind of problem was inherently troublesome. I rubbed 
my face, feeling that what Fatty said made sense. 

Of course, we couldn’t directly tell Agui that we didn’t believe this, so we 
told him that there were people in the underworld we wanted to see, and 
we wanted to go down and meet them with the help of this master from 
Vietnam. 

Agui was very nervous at first, afraid that we would object to him 
engaging in this kind of superstitious thing, but now that he saw that we 
wanted to participate, he let out a sigh of relief and said that he would 
arrange it for us immediately. 

It seemed that this master was one who liked to collect money for his 
work and didn’t pick his clients himself. He should be a novice. 

In the afternoon, we helped with the farm work and picked up giant 
Amazon snails in the fields. The snails here had become a menace and 
there were pink eggs everywhere. With each snail the size of a lemon, we 
ended up picking enough to fill two whole baskets. We took these giant 
snails to Agui’s duck pen, added some stream water, and let the ducks 
and geese swallow them whole. 

Watching from the side, I felt that every duck seemed like it was going to 
choke to death, but their throats were much bigger than I thought, and 
most of them swallowed just fine. After a while, nearly all the smaller 
snails were swallowed up. I asked Fatty if eating so many snails would 
cause the ducks to be full to the point of bursting. 

Fatty said that the ducks’ stomach acid was very strong, so these snails 
would melt immediately after being eaten. Plus, they were rich in 
nutrients so the eggs the ducks lay would be particularly delicious. 

We watched transfixed as the ducks ate about half of the giant snails, but 
the remaining half were too big for them to swallow. So, Fatty smashed 
them with a brick before giving them back to the ducks to eat. A-Gong 
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and A-Mu had fully integrated into the local life here and also gathered 
around to eat the snail meat. 

As the three of us chatted on the edge of the field, I asked Poker-Face if 
this kind of thing was his specialty. Wasn’t it true that there was 
shamanism in the Northeast?(1) Poker-Face told me that in this circle, 
Black Glasses was the one with the most knowledge. Of course, the Zhang 
family had their own way of doing things, but they couldn’t use their own 
faces. 

At first, I didn’t understand what he meant when he said that they 
couldn’t use their own faces, but after talking about it some more, I 
realized that the Zhang family’s dirty faces were originally used for this 
purpose. The dirty faces were something that made people feel 
extremely frightened. Although used to cover the face when Zhang family 
members were out performing secret missions (which caused people to 
associate them with horror), in the beginning, they were actually used to 
intimidate evil things. 

But these were very old things, and the Zhang family rarely used them in 
modern times. It was said that they were used a lot in earlier times, 
though. 

We talked until dinner, where we ate all the leftovers from Agui’s house 
because we worked up an appetite doing farm work. Then we took a bath 
in the stream and went to find the master. 

The master’s house was very ordinary. There were two colorful lanterns 
hanging at the door with two Taiji drawn on them.(2) After I went in, I saw 
a middle-aged man who handed us cigarettes and looked at us with 
narrowed eyes. 

There were other people who were attending the ceremony together. I 
heard that there were fire trees in the underworld that were very 
beautiful, and there were even underworld tour groups in Taiwan. These 

 
(1) Shamanism here is also called tiao dashen (跳大神), which is a ritual of Manchu shamanism wherein the 

shaman dances to pray to the gods, offer sacrifices, expel evil spirits, cure diseases, etc. 
(2) Taiji looks like this. 

https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2020/11/image-8.png?w=150
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tour groups supposedly did nothing when they went down and just 
looked around. 

We sat there cracking melon seeds and chatting since the ceremony 
wouldn’t start until midnight. The altar was in the master’s courtyard and 
everything was ready, but we couldn’t enter yet. 

There were all kinds of people here, including middle-aged women, old 
men, and local entrepreneurs. Many people were smoking, so I also 
smoked. The Guangxi dialect was difficult to understand, so I listened to 
get the general idea while Fatty translated for me, “This is to see my 
mother, this is to see my son, this is to see my husband, and this is to add 
rice for myself.” 

The so-called “adding rice and oil” just meant finding the rice jars and oil 
bowls in your Yuanchen Palace. The rice jars were your wealth and the oil 
bowls were your longevity. The entrepreneur brought a lot of money to 
bribe the Yin messengers(3) into adding more rice into his rice jars. 

I found it quite magical that so many people still believed in this sort of 
thing in the twenty-first century, but I was also a bit curious. After all, 
none of these people looked like they were here for the first time. 

Soon it was around 11:30, and everyone began to prepare. As the 
master’s son told us about the precautions we should take, the master 
came up and kowtowed directly to Poker-Face, saying that this person 
couldn’t go down. 

We all stood there dumbfounded as the master continued, “He can’t go 
down, and I dare not make trouble in front of him. Sir, I don’t know what 
you are or what I’ve done wrong, but please just say it directly and then 
leave us alone.” 

This word choice was very interesting. The phrase “I don’t know what you 
are” meant that he didn’t know if Poker-Face was a god or a monster, but 
in short, he didn’t think that Poker-Face was human. 

 
(3) Yin messengers, also known as ghost messengers, are officials in charge of extraditing dead souls in the 
underworld. 
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Fatty was a little annoyed. I held him back and glanced at Poker-Face, 
who nodded and went outside to wait for us. 

The master knelt down and handed Poker-Face some food, made him tea, 
and handed him all kinds of other good things as if trying to win his favor 
and then took us to the backyard. 

I noticed that the master was covered in a cold sweat, which I found quite 
interesting. 

When we reached the backyard, we all covered our eyes with red cloths. 
The master put a spell on the cloths and then began performing the 
ritual. 

“After you go down, you’ll go to the person you want to see, but you 
won’t be able to see each other,” the master said. “I will also follow you. 
If you meet any acquaintances, you must ask me first before you speak. 
You can speak only when I tell you to speak. Otherwise, if something 
follows you, you may not be able to return. You must keep this in mind.” 

This time, we all wrote that the person we wanted to meet was Yun Cai. I 
originally wanted to write down my grandpa or Pan Zi’s name, but Fatty 
said that there were many masters out there so this time, it was mainly 
about Yun Cai. If I didn’t go to Yun Cai’s Yuanchen Palace with him, he 
would be all alone and might miss something. So, in the end, I agreed. 

The master began to recite a mantra in Vietnamese as he walked around 
us. We also recited his mantra. The scene was a bit funny, but I managed 
to endure it.
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Chapter 29 Traveling Notes 

It’s very difficult to describe the Guan Luo Yin process, because it’s almost 
like you’re in a half-dreaming, half-waking state the whole time. 
Afterwards, I suspected that the master put something in the food he 
gave me that affected my willpower. 

Agui kept talking about his eldest daughter’s marriage to a Vietnamese, 
but I couldn’t really understand him. It seemed that his eldest daughter 
also had a lot of troubles and asked a lot of questions. 

Sure enough, it seemed like everyone had their own troubles they were 
dealing with. 

After that, the master kept asking me what I saw. He wanted to know 
whether I saw lights or a god, or if I smelled something special. 

As I said before, anything strange that happened was merely a result of 
medicine. Although it was an opportunity to enter the underworld, not all 
opportunities were set in stone. Some people would hear a rooster 
crowing while others would see a ball of fire. Once this happened, you 
had to tell the master immediately so that he could tell you what to do 
next. 

I didn’t see anything, but I kept thinking that this seemed like a situation 
where after taking some kind of drug, the master had a way of 
determining whether you were hallucinating or not. There were many 
psychiatric drugs where, after the patient started hallucinating, they 
could be influenced by the language of the people around them. Your 
hallucination would constantly be shaped by external information 
because you had self-consciously given up all areas of the brain where 
your feelings formed. 

The people around me soon began to say that they saw things, so the 
master pointed them in the right direction one by one. Then I heard Fatty 
shouting, “I see it, I see it.” 
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“What is it?” I asked, but Fatty didn’t answer me. It was almost like he 
couldn’t hear me. He only said, “It’s a pond, master. It’s a pond full of 
mosquitoes.” 

“Go on,” the master said to him. 

He seemed to be able to hear the master’s words and said, “There are 
many people floating in it.” 

“Don’t worry about them. They will touch you, but you’ve accumulated a 
lot of merits in your previous life. They’re all here to show you the way. If 
you thank them, the karma between you will be cleared.” 

After that, Fatty kept repeating “thank you, thank you”. I still couldn’t see 
or hear anything but Fatty continued speaking, “They’re showing the 
way.” 

“Swim over,” the master urged him. 

Fatty seemed to have to swim for a while, so the master walked over to 
the others and talked to them for a bit. Some people were more familiar 
with the process and had already entered the Yuanchen Palaces. The 
master would recite a sentence, and that person would repeat it. This 
seemed to be a way for him to teach them how to communicate with the 
people below. 

Soon, some people began to cry while one guy in particular let out 
strange howls. The master went over to pat him awake and then gave 
him a refund, saying that his visa had expired, and the people below 
wouldn’t let him return. He would have to go back and worship the 
strange Buddha statue again and then come back at a later time. 

So, I thought to myself, this Buddha statue is actually a visa officer. 

At this time, I suddenly felt someone touch my hand. 

“Master, is that you?” I asked while secretly wondering if he was trying to 
give me special treatment. 
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The hand grabbed me and started walking in a certain direction in the 
dark. I hesitated before realizing that the sensation was actually quite 
strange. 

Then I noticed that I couldn’t hear any of the voices that had been 
surrounding me just now. “Master,” I shouted, “It’s starting. Someone 
took my hand.” 

But there was no response; I couldn’t hear anything at all. 

That hand continued to pull me forward. 

What happened next was very similar to a dream. As I walked, I found 
myself in a corridor. It was an ancient corridor with courtyards on both 
sides, and it was raining heavily. 

I had never been to a place like this before, and I had no idea where it 
was. 

The courtyards were full of strange trees with beautiful flowers blooming 
on them. The rain hit these flowers, sending water droplets flying 
everywhere. The flowers were very colorful, so when the rain fell, the 
water was instantly dyed with a touch of color. Then it quickly turned 
back into ordinary water droplets. 

I was still being led along, but I couldn’t see who the person in front of me 
was so I continued to let myself be dragged around the corridor. 

I called for the master again, but there was still no reply. That was when I 
began to realize that something wasn’t quite right here. 

I started struggling, trying to get rid of this hand, but I found that I 
couldn’t break free at all. 

By this point, I could already see the end of the corridor up ahead. There 
was a door there, and the doorframe was a tunkou—it looked just like a 
huge, gaping mouth.(1)  

 
(1) A tunkou is a monster in Chinese legends that has one leg and one foot. At the knee of this leg is its face, 

with a wide-open mouth, canine teeth protruding, wide-open eyes, and a fierce look on its face. It usually lives 
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The whole doorframe looked like it was covered in fangs. The door was 
open, and I could see that there was a shrine inside with a large Buddha 
statue. It was about as tall as a person and very old. At first glance, it 
looked like it had been dug out of the earth. The area behind the door 
was very dark and scary. 

There were two talismans stuck to the Buddha’s eyes, which was very 
strange. This definitely wasn’t part of the Buddhist system. 

I felt as if something was going to happen and kept chanting all kinds of 
mantras in my heart, but it was useless. 

At this time, I suddenly heard someone behind me shout, “Little Master 
Three!” 

I turned around and saw that it was Pan Zi! He was wearing a strange 
costume similar to the ones worn in local folk dramas. He ran after me at 
a very fast speed while shouting, “You evil spirit! Let go!” 

The sound was so loud that my consciousness began to blur, and I saw 
Pan Zi’s whole body glowing with a golden light. As he rushed right 
towards me, all the surrounding trees turned into hands and tried to grab 
me. But when Pan Zi rushed over, those hands turned into smoke and 
disappeared. Then he grabbed my shoulder and shouted, “Get away!” 

 
in water, and will lure people close to it into the water. Got that from here. This page said it’s able to swallow 

all disasters and demons, bless the weather, avoid evil, and relieve disasters. The term also refers to a collar 

piece often found on Chinese blades. Here are some different representations. So the door probably just looks 

like a big mouth with sharp teeth or something. 

https://zh.wikipedia.org/zh-hant/%E5%90%9E%E5%8F%A3
https://www.baike.com/wikiid/6559451936983664512?view_id=9fxs62yiesw00
https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/11/image-1.png
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Chapter 30 Traveling Notes 

When I suddenly opened my eyes, I was already in Agui’s house, 
surrounded by Agui and a group of people from the village health clinic. 
As soon as Fatty saw me open my eyes, his whole body suddenly went 
limp as if he had been very nervous. 

I was very weak, and the memory of what happened just now quickly 
started to disappear from my mind. I gathered the last of my strength and 
said to Fatty, “I think I saw Pan Zi.” 

Fatty said something to me, but I still couldn’t seem to hear him. 

I quickly fell asleep, and when I woke up again, it was already noon on the 
third day. Poker-Face was watching me from the side. 

I tried to move a little bit and found that all of my muscles hurt more than 
they usually did when I came back from a trip to the mountains. 

When I came down for lunch, I could see that Fatty was relieved to see 
that I was awake. I wanted to ask about what happened, but Fatty told 
me not to bother and to focus on eating first. A-Gong and A-Mu had 
started laying eggs. These eggs were originally supposed to hatch chicks, 
but Fatty decided to cook them for me first so that I could get some 
nourishment. 

I looked at the scrambled eggs with green peppers on the table and took 
a few bites. It was really delicious. Agui also went to some of the nearby 
villages and bought me a lot of local herbal tea, saying that I might have 
suffered from heatstroke. The room where the ritual took place was very 
hot after all, so I must have fainted. 

These herbal teas were slightly sweet, but they definitely did help me feel 
a lot better. When I asked Fatty what happened during the ritual, he said 
that he successfully saw Yun Cai’s Yuanchen Palace, and it was exactly the 
same as what Agui had built in the attic. 

Masters from all over the world had their own opinions and theories 
about Yuanchen Palaces, such as what kind of Bodhisattva was 
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worshipped, and whether you should repair your palace or not. But Fatty 
checked through the information and found that there were very, very 
few palaces like Yun Cai’s. The master also couldn’t explain what was 
going on, and only said that every time he went down to the underworld, 
he couldn’t see anyone in this Yuanchen Palace. According to him, there 
was only one possible explanation for this situation— the person wasn’t 
dead. 

Another possibility was that the birthdate given to him for the ritual was 
wrong. But even if it was wrong, the Yuanchen Palace wouldn’t appear at 
all. 

When they came back from the underworld, they found that I couldn’t 
wake up and my body temperature was very low. After they moved me 
back to Agui’s house, I woke up once and then fell into a deep coma. 
Later, Poker-Face went out and found some herbs for me to eat, and only 
then did I stabilize. 

When I told Fatty what I saw, he asked me, “Did you see Pan Zi, too?” 

“You also saw him?” 

“Yes. When I came out of the water, I saw him at the intersection. There 
was a stream on the other side of the pond. We walked along it. The 
master said that I met a heavenly official. Did Pan Zi become an official 
down in the underworld? 

“Did you get to talk to him? I told him that you came as well, and asked 
him to give you a surprise later. But as soon as he heard that you were 
coming, he suddenly disappeared. I walked to the end of the road and 
came to a village, where there was a fair going on at the market. I 
followed the master’s instructions and found Yun Cai’s palace.” 

I touched my chin in thought. Fatty asked me what happened, but I just 
shook my head and immediately went to the town hospital for a blood 
test. The equipment here couldn’t detect anything, but they could still 
freeze it for me. I planned to send the blood sample to Beijing since Xiao 
Hua knew some people that could help test it for me. 
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As Fatty and I squatted and smoked by the hospital entrance, Fatty asked 
me what I thought of the whole thing. “I heard my uncle say that when he 
was in Vietnam, the Vietnamese were at war with Burma and Cambodia,” 
I said to him. “At that time, they would use an herbal medicine to make 
people enter an intense passive state of mind and then use suggestions to 
make those people see things.” 

“Do you think that master used that kind of thing on us?” 

“I think so, but there are two other problems regarding this matter.” 

Fatty didn’t understand, “Mr. Naïve, are you still not well? Your speech is 
full of mistakes.” 

That was because of the mixture of local dialects here. I took a puff of my 
cigarette. This short-term stimulation instantly returned me to the 
moment when my brain was running at high speed, which actually made 
me feel very happy. 

“The master is one problem; that Buddha statue is another,” I said. “The 
master didn’t have to harm me, but in my hallucination, that Buddha 
statue wanted to hurt me. Pan Zi was the one who dragged me back.” 

“Don’t you think you’re overthinking it? What we saw must’ve been 
hallucinations, because when we talk about going to the underworld, 
we’ll both definitely think of meeting Pan Zi. As a result, we both must’ve 
had a collective conscious.” 

“There’s something wrong with that Buddha statue,” I said to him. “I 
don’t know what the specific problem is yet, but give me some time and 
I’ll look into it.” 

On the way back, I used my cell phone to draw the corridor I saw before, 
and then started searching online, comparing my drawing with photos of 
old buildings in various places to see if there were any similarities. 

It was going to take some time. 

“What do you think about the master?” Fatty asked me. “How could he 
tell that Little Brother is different?” 
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“It’s not that hard. I thought he was strange when I first saw him,” I said. 

“But it’s not to the point where you’d go up and kowtow to him,” Fatty 
said. “The first time you met Little Brother, did you kowtow to him? 
Wouldn’t you say this master is a little capable?” 

“I don’t believe in any of this stuff, but if he really does know, then there 
must be something that told him.” 

Although I didn’t believe in magic, if something said that this Buddha 
statue was evil in nature and could relay some kind of information to the 
master, then I would totally believe it. But I felt that the master’s sixth 
sense was actually quite sensitive. 

After all, he did say, “I don’t know what you are.” 

The amount of information revealed in this short sentence was very large, 
because it showed that he could sense that Poker-Face was different 
from ordinary people. If he was just a run-of-the-mill superstitious 
person, he would have said, “I don’t know which god you are.” 

But what he said was, “I don’t know what you are.” 

I don’t want to dwell on my whole reasoning process, but my conclusion 
was that I figured Poker-Face had a similar aura to that Buddha statue. 
The master must have been able to sense the unusual state of the 
Buddha statue before, but he didn’t expect to sense this same state in a 
living person so that was why he was so panicked.
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Chapter 31 Traveling Notes 

This time, I was very patient. I looked up the information at Agui’s house 
while waiting for the test results to come back from Beijing. During this 
time, we also went to the fields to dig up those giant Amazon snails every 
day. It almost seemed like we’d never finish digging them up since they 
were everywhere, and each time we went out, we’d come back with two 
big baskets full of them. 

Agui told me that as long as the geese and ducks ate snail meat while 
growing up, they would be willing to eat giant Amazon snails. But if they 
ate shrimp and rice, they would never eat snails again. It was obvious to 
see that these things tasted disgusting, but not only were they really big, 
they were high in protein and the eggs laid by the geese and ducks after 
eating them were very good. 

We went digging for snails every morning and fed the ducks in the 
afternoon. There were a few times after digging up the snails when we 
would soak them in white wine to get the worms out, dig the snails out of 
the shells, and then wash them. Once that was done, we would take half 
of the snail meat and some pork and mix them together with lard to form 
a ball. Then we would stuff the ball back into the snail shell and stir-fry it 
with scallions, oil, and hot peppers. 

I was from south of the Yangtze River, so although many people weren’t 
used to the taste of snail shells, I actually found them to be quite sweet. I 
talked with Fatty about possibly adding this dish to Xilaimian’s menu but 
he disagreed with me. He felt that the snail shells tasted earthy instead of 
savory. If I could find a way to get rid of the earthy flavor, then the snail 
meat would definitely taste even more amazing. 

But that would turn into a time-consuming research and development 
project. In any case, I happily ate a bunch, and even Agui seemed fine 
with them, but Poker-Face and Fatty didn’t eat much. 

Agui told me that the snails’ earthy flavor actually depended on where 
you dug them up from. If you picked them up at a spot where water was 
flowing, then the earthy flavor wouldn’t be as strong. All you would have 
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to do was clean the inside and outside of the snail shell with a steel wool 
ball after fishing it out of the water. 

I pondered over the idea. The price of this dish would be at least eighty 
yuan, but the labor cost may be more expensive than the material cost. 

The days passed by peacefully, and three days later, A-Mu began to 
incubate her eggs. Fatty was really looking forward to the arrival of the 
first wave of chicks. There were three eggs in this clutch, all of which 
should be fertilized. It seemed that A-Gong was in good health. 

On the fourth day, I finally received my test results from Beijing. After 
looking them over, I found that I really did have a special hallucinogenic 
compound in my body. It was a kind of psychedelic drug commonly used 
in Southeast Asia. It was also used as an herbal medicine, but taking too 
much of it could be harmful to the human body. 

Fatty and I looked at each other. Now that we had the evidence, we could 
finally make a move. 

I found a shovel by the door while Fatty went to the kitchen to get a 
kitchen knife. Then we went all the way to the master’s house, dragged 
him in front of the shrine, and gave him a lecture on the legality of his 
actions. After looking at my test results, the master broke out in cold 
sweat but refused to say anything. 

“Either go to jail or tell the truth,” I said to him. “Did you put too much 
medicine in the food you gave me and almost killed me?” 

The master didn’t say a word. I stared at him, watching his body 
movements, and found that his neck kept tilting towards the idol statue, 
as if he wanted to see it but didn’t dare to. 

I pulled the statue over and set it directly on the ground before saying to 
him, “If you remain silent, I’ll smash it.” 

The master’s body started to tremble, but he looked at me and smiled, 
“Then you will die.” 
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That expression of intense fear mixed with coldness gave me pause. “If 
you desecrate the scaled Buddha, you will surely die,” he continued. “In 
fact, you will die a very miserable death. I can see it all. When you die, 
you will be skinned alive and your body will be covered in leeches.” 

I looked into the man’s eyes and knew that he wasn’t lying. 

I started to think that we should tread a little more carefully, but Fatty 
suddenly picked up the bench and smashed the Buddha statue into 
pieces. 

A deafening silence filled the space in front of the shrine. I didn’t know if 
it had been hit by flying fragments of the shattered Buddha statue, but 
the glass window off to the side suddenly cracked. 

The master looked at me with hate-filled eyes and then began kowtowing 
repeatedly to the broken fragments, all while saying something in 
Vietnamese. 

I suddenly realized that this person wasn’t as normal as he appeared to 
be on the surface. This man didn’t have the mentality of one trying to 
swindle others with a Buddha statue, but instead seemed to actually 
believe in it. 

I turned on my cell phone, recorded the Vietnamese he kept chanting, 
and then sent it to Black Glasses. He had many friends in Southeast Asia, 
so it would be easy to ask what the general meaning of those words was. 

Fatty signaled me with his eyes, silently asking whether we should 
continue interrogating the master or not, but I shook my head. If he 
believed in it to this extent, then nothing we said or did could make him 
talk. Fatty picked him up and said, “Well, let’s go. We’re sending you to 
jail.” 

The master didn’t resist at all and just looked at me with eyes full of 
hatred. It wasn’t ordinary hatred, but the kind of hatred where he looked 
like he wanted to swallow me alive. 

Later, the police came and found about two hundred kilograms of that 
herb in his room. As news began to spread throughout the village, 
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everyone was feeling very conflicted. They didn’t know whether to 
continue worshipping the statue or throw it away. The police informed us 
that this kind of idol belonged to feudal superstition, but because it was 
worshipped on such a small scale, the authorities didn’t initiate an 
extensive education program throughout the region. 

I thought the whole incident was over after that, but in fact, the terrible 
situation had just begun. 

Since A-Mu was incubating the eggs, and it took twenty-one days for a 
clutch of eggs to hatch, we had to stay in Guangxi longer. 

Things continued like normal for seven days, but on the eighth day, when 
we got up and went down to the field, we saw the master hanging from a 
tree in front of Agui’s house. In Agui’s duck shed, half of the ducks were 
dead and there were flies everywhere.
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Chapter 32 Traveling Notes 

Fatty immediately went to check on A-Gong and A-Mu and found that the 
two sacred chickens from the snowy region were just fine. Some of the 
other ducks and geese were also fine, but they were staying very far away 
from those dead ducks, which had me wondering what they were afraid 
of.  

The master had hanged himself. His tongue was sticking out and his eyes, 
which were fixed on Agui’s house, were full of resentment. 

These ducks were one of the most important sources of income for Agui. 
He squatted next to the shed and kept making calls, hoping that there 
was a way to sell these dead ducks. There were crocodiles around the 
area, so the dead ducks could be used as feed for them. 

We didn’t move the master’s body for fear of damaging the scene. 

I squatted next to the dead ducks and poked their carcasses with a 
bamboo stick. There weren’t any wounds on the ducks, which meant that 
their deaths weren’t caused by any animals, but their stomachs were very 
bloated. 

I took one of the dead ducks to the kitchen, cut open its stomach, and 
found that it was full of soil. There was so much soil that it looked like the 
duck had suffocated. 

When Fatty called the police to report the case, the policeman said that 
he didn’t know what happened. The master had been detained but 
suddenly disappeared last night. Who would have thought he’d be found 
hanging from a tree in the morning? 

Of course, we couldn’t see the surveillance feed, but the news spread 
quickly throughout the area. We soon heard that the surveillance 
cameras in the detention center caught the master kowtowing to the 
corner of the room nonstop until he passed out and was taken to the 
infirmary. The camera outside the infirmary was broken, so that may 
have been where he made his escape. 
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The surveillance cameras in front of the village showed that he entered 
the village by himself. Several households in the village had cameras 
installed, but they only showed him walking in the dark or stopping at 
every corner, which was very strange. 

Because he was alone. 

Before the police came to collect the body, I stood under the tree and 
looked up at him. When Fatty asked me what I was thinking, I said to him, 
“Look at his clothes.” 

Ink patterns had been drawn on the master’s clothes. Upon closer 
inspection, they looked exactly the same as the ones painted on the 
sheets and walls of the Yuanchen Palace replica Agui had set up in the 
attic. 

“You’d better explain because I don’t have any experience with this kind 
of thing.” 

I didn’t have any explanation either. 

While eating later that evening, we heard more gossip saying that during 
the autopsy, it was found that the master had a very serious case of 
cancer. His whole body had been eroded by cancer cells, and it was 
impossible for him to continue living in this world. But when we saw the 
master before, we felt that he was no different from ordinary people. 

This sounded like some kind of supernatural plot device, but there was no 
way to tell if it was true or if the villagers were just making it up. 

In the living room that night, I used my laptop to conduct a wider search 
for information regarding this matter. To be honest, I didn’t care that 
much about this kind of thing before since I felt that the three of us 
couldn’t possibly be afraid of such things at this point. 

But when I thought of the look I saw in the dead master’s eyes today, I 
couldn’t help but feel that I shouldn’t take this matter lightly. 

First, I checked a lot of information about Guan Luo Yin and learned some 
of the basics. For example, shoes represented the guests who entered the 
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house. The number of shoes you saw represented the number of guests 
in the house. If words were written in the house in ink, there was a saying 
that the owner would owe a lot of debt. There was also another saying 
that these words were some of the things that the owner had to 
remember, even after being reborn. 

Although this kind of thing was impossible, it at least showed that the 
owner of the Yuanchen Palace knew a crucial secret that couldn’t be 
brought into the coffin. 

But the characters used in the underworld were different from those 
used above, so what Yun Cai had written just looked like circles. 

Most people’s Yuanchen Palace was a courtyard-style house, but Yun 
Cai’s was a single room. I consulted many masters for a fee, but none of 
them had any answers. They all said that they had never encountered 
such a thing before, and that it should be impossible. There was only one 
possibility: that room wasn’t a Yuanchen Palace. 

If that were true, then someone tricked Yun Cai into living in a Yuanchen 
Palace that wasn’t her own. Yun Cai was still young when she died, so she 
had to wait until she lived out her life in the Yuanchen Palace before she 
could reincarnate. 

But if Yun Cai’s Yuanchen Palace had been hidden from her and she was 
forced to live in a strange room, then who was living in her Yuanchen 
Palace? 

Just listening to these things made me feel like I was living in a magical 
fantasy. 

That night, I had a strong premonition that something was going to 
happen, so I planned to sleep early in order to be ready to deal with it. 

If it wasn’t the master’s intention to retaliate against me by using his own 
life—this was obviously impossible since no one was really that narrow-
minded—then he must’ve had some reason for dying in front of Agui’s 
house. 
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Later that night, I said to the two of them, “Be on guard tonight. I’m going 
to sleep in the attic bed.” 

Fatty looked at me, “You’ve become brave, but don’t you think you’re 
overdoing it a bit?” 

“I need more clues to solve this thing. Before I go to sleep, I’ll video call 
you on my cell phone and you guys can watch me. If there are any 
problems, you can come in,” I said to them. “I have to give the other 
party—whatever it is—a chance to mess with me.” 

Fatty plucked a few stalks of foxtail grass from the temple outside the 
village and weaved a strange thing for me, saying that it would protect 
me. We discussed the matter until midnight, when I happened to glance 
out of the window and saw a vague shape hanging in the same spot 
where the master had hanged himself. 

I immediately illuminated it with a strong flashlight, but there was 
nothing there. The spot was completely empty. 

My heart was as calm as still water, and I realized that I was truly worthy 
of being a man who had seen the world. 

Instead of going out to investigate, I went up to the attic, made the video 
call, and then sat on the dusty bed. As I looked at the shrine sitting off to 
one side, I couldn’t help but think that the Buddha statue looked even 
more rotten than before. 

After staring at it for a while, I eventually turned off the light, plunging 
the room into complete darkness. 

Fatty’s voice suddenly came over the video call, “It’s so dark there. What 
exactly do you want us to watch for?” 

The only light I had was what was coming from the video. “Don’t just 
worry about me,” I said to Fatty. “Something could happen on your end.” 

Fatty lit a cigarette and said to me, “Have a cigarette. Let’s get a little wild 
tonight.”
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Chapter 33 Traveling Notes 

The reason why Fatty said to let loose was probably because he thought I 
may not be able to make it through the night, so I should eat whatever I 
wanted, drink whatever I wanted, and smoke without any scruples. 

Cigarettes were a very important prop for us. I remembered that the 
reason why I became so addicted to them was because they had many 
uses. For example, the smoke could be used to test the airflow when 
opening coffins. They could also be used as lead wires for homemade 
detonators, and in some sensitive cases, you could use the floating smoke 
to see things that were normally invisible to the naked eye. 

I lit a cigarette and leaned back against the headboard. 

If I were this evil god, what would I be thinking right now? 

Probably something along the lines of: this person isn’t very normal. 
There’s no fear in his heart, and he’s very eager to see a terrifying scene. 

Could this evil god see through my heart? If it could, then that meant that 
it could see my whole plan. After carefully studying it, this god would find 
that my plan was impeccable and difficult to deal with, so it should take 
the initiative to back down. 

If it couldn’t, then it would soon wonder why evil gods were hunted by 
humans. 

Come on, come on. 

Let something show up. 

I sat there in a trance as these thoughts quickly flew through my mind. 
But right as I came back to my senses, I suddenly saw the shadow of a 
person standing there in the darkness next to the bed. 

The person had their back to me, but I could tell that they were holding a 
pair of shoes by the door. 

The shadow didn’t move and just stood there motionless. 
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The light switch for the old incandescent lamp in the room was on the 
wall next to the bed. I quickly stretched my hand out and turned it on, 
only to find that in the lamp’s yellow light, that figure turned out to be 
Agui. 

That’s odd, I thought to myself. Isn’t he supposed to be out drinking with 
the others? Why did he come back? 

“Agui?” I tentatively called out. 

He seemed a little dazed as he looked back at me and then at the Buddha 
statue. 

“I saw the master,” Agui suddenly said. 

“Say what?” 

“On the way back. I saw the master standing at the top of a telephone 
pole, but the trees were blocking his face,” Agui explained to me. “He told 
me that he saw the Bodhisattva. His Yuanchen Palace is huge and 
spacious, and there are three Buddhas in it. The first one is that Buddha 
with a scaled body.” 

I looked at Agui and then asked him, “What were you doing just now?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t know what’s going on, so I came back.” 

“Is the master here to show off his wealth to you?” 

“He wants you to go down and find him,” Agui answered. “He said that 
you have to go down and meet his master. His master will take you to 
him. If you don’t go, he’ll kill someone.” 

“But if I go down to find him, won’t he kill me?” 

“He wants to take you to see the Bodhisattva so that you can personally 
atone for your sins,” Agui said. “If you sacrifice yourself, we’ll all be fine.” 

“Generally, in this kind of situation, he’ll definitely do something to make 
you feel that what he said is true. So, he must be planning to do 
something to me.” 



396 
 

Agui suddenly looked at me and said, “There are times when he doesn’t 
even have to do anything to you and you’ll still do as he says.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I don’t know, but that’s what he told me,” Agui said. 

At this time, my cell phone suddenly rang. I looked down at the caller ID 
and saw that the incoming call was a strange Vietnamese number. 

I picked it up and suddenly heard a child crying on the other end of the 
line. 

“Who is this?” I asked. 

The other party said something in Vietnamese, which I couldn’t 
understand, so I tried communicating in English. To my surprise, the other 
person could actually speak English. As it turned out, they were a 
kindergarten in Vietnam. When they bathed the children earlier in the 
evening, they found number-shaped rashes on many of the children’s 
backs. The string of numbers was obviously a phone number, and 
thinking that it was a prank, they decided to call and check. 

The person also told me that they had called the police. Since the 
kindergarten was located on the border, they called the police on both 
sides, thinking that I had used some malicious tricks to leave my phone 
number on those children. 

I told them that I didn’t know anything about it, and asked them to take a 
photo and send it to me. 

I soon received more than a dozen photos, each as shocking as the last. 
The rashes on those children were very severe and definitely in the shape 
of numbers. Moreover, their arrangement really did turn out to be my 
phone number. It almost looked like someone had picked it out with their 
fingers.
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Chapter 34 Traveling Notes 

We immediately set off for the Sino-Vietnamese border. At this time, we 
couldn’t get through even if we followed the proper protocols, so we 
made an appointment with the kindergarten people to meet in the trade 
zone at the border. Even though our side could come to this trade zone, 
and so could the Vietnamese, the only thing we could do was move 
around the area. 

Based on the information sent by the other party, it was a very common 
kindergarten in the local area. There weren’t any surveillance systems 
installed, so no one knew what happened that night. 

When we were traveling, there was a certain moment when I glanced at 
Poker-Face in the rearview mirror and found that his expression was 
suddenly alert, as if he had thought of something or sensed something. 

The look on his face at that moment gave me a very bad feeling. 

After that, he kept looking in a certain direction. 

I knew that something must have happened far away, and he had either 
sensed it or remembered something. 

“If something’s wrong, you can tell me,” I said to him. 

He continued to look in that direction while saying, “I can’t say for 
certain. If something happened, someone will come tonight. If no one 
comes, then it’s fine.” 

The Zhang family had an intelligence network that was still functioning 
despite being weakened over the years. What Poker-Face was saying was 
that someone might deliver a message, but he wasn’t sure right now. 

This little episode was making me feel uneasy, especially because it 
sounded like something else had appeared even though we hadn’t dealt 
with the current issue. Judging by his reaction, however, it seemed as if 
he remembered something important. 

But no one came that night, so I decided not to worry about it. 



399 
 

After arriving at the border, Agui’s eldest daughter came to pick us up 
and took us to the guest house at the trade zone. 

The trade zone was a place where businessmen from both sides engaged 
in a lot of trade revolving around fruit and dried fruit. Chinese electrical 
appliances, such as small household appliances and razors, were also sold 
there. 

The guest house was very chaotic and even had a line drawn down the 
middle, with China on one side and Vietnam on the other. You could cross 
this line at will, but the laws on both sides were different. 

We went to the Vietnam side to eat rice noodles and met the teacher 
who worked at the Vietnamese kindergarten. She was only nineteen 
years old and could speak a little Chinese, but her accent was too strong. 
Her English, on the other hand, was much better. We communicated with 
each other using a mix of all three languages. Agui’s eldest daughter also 
helped us translate since she could speak Vietnamese as well. 

The teacher’s narrative didn’t really have any useful information. She was 
a teacher who lived in the dormitory. At that time, all the children had 
already fallen asleep, but then they suddenly began crying one by one. 
When she rushed over with several other teachers, they found the rashes 
on the children’s bodies. 

The rashes were so unbearably itchy that the children scratched 
themselves to the point that the teachers had to put gloves on them. 

The police from both sides also came later. My whereabouts were easy to 
check so I was quickly ruled out as a suspect, but they also asked me a lot 
of questions about any enemies I might have. My first thought was that if 
I had enemies in Southeast Asia, it could only be those two—I still owed a 
lot of money after all —but they certainly wouldn’t do such a thing. 

The teacher had also brought a child with her, a social butterfly in the 
kindergarten who was so energetic that she refused to sleep at night. We 
bought her food and asked her what happened that night. 

The little girl said (in Vietnamese), “It was hát tuồng.” 
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“Hát tuồng?” 

“Yes, there’s a person in hát tuồng who plays a tortoise that crawls on the 
roof. A big tortoise,” the little girl said. 

Fatty and I looked at each other. Fatty said he didn’t understand; this 
wasn’t something he was familiar with. 

“And then what?” 

“There was an incense burner on the tortoise’s back, just like the ones 
used when praying.” 

“What is hát tuồng?” I asked Agui’s eldest daughter. 

“It’s a traditional local opera in Vietnam,”(1) she said. “It’s just like zaju.(2) 
It’s also called hát chèo.” 

Fatty tried to do an internet search on his cell phone, but there was very 
little information on it. 

“If we want detailed information on this kind of thing, we’ll have to ask 
people on the other side of the trade zone and do some research at the 
library. There aren’t any pictures on the internet, only simple 
introductory information,” Fatty explained to us. 

I figured the little girl was too young to draw us a picture, so I asked her, 
“Where on the tortoise’s back is the incense burner? Is it on the neck, the 
head, or the back?” 

“On the neck,” the little girl said. Then she pointed to my neck, “You have 
one, too.” 

 
(1) Hát tuồng or hát bội is a form of Vietnamese theater. Hát tuồng is often referred to as classical “Vietnamese 
opera” influenced by Chinese opera. Stories in the opera tend to be ostensibly historical and frequently focus 
on the rules of social decorum, and can include legends from either Chinese or Vietnamese history. Tuồng is 
distinct from the older hát chèo genre of Vietnamese theatre which combines dance, song and poetry, and the 
more modern cải lương folk musical. 
(2) Zaju was a form of Chinese opera which provided entertainment through a synthesis of recitations of prose 
and poetry, dance, singing, and mime, with a certain emphasis on comedy. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tu%E1%BB%93ng
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/H%C3%A1t_ch%C3%A8o
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vietnamese_theatre
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/C%E1%BA%A3i_l%C6%B0%C6%A1ng
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Zaju
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After saying this, the little girl’s expression turned cold and she stared 
straight at me. I froze for a moment, but then she suddenly returned to 
normal. 

I touched the back of my neck and asked her, “What did you just say?” 

The little girl gave me a puzzled look. I glanced at Fatty, who shook his 
head and said, “She didn’t say anything. Is something wrong with you?” 

I turned to look at Poker-Face, but he also shook his head. 

I suddenly wondered if I had been hallucinating just now. 

In the end, we gained nothing from this meeting. I lay down on my bed in 
the guest house and looked at the opposite wall, lost in thought. My 
brain, which had been frozen because of the good life I’d been living, 
finally began to regain its former agility. 

This kind of thing really was too difficult to deal with. It wasn’t enough to 
rely solely on your IQ and shrewdness; you needed to have the ability to 
follow multiple lines of thought at the same time. 

Right now, there were two lines of thought I was focusing on. The first 
was a question of whether this kindergarten had been randomly selected 
or not. If it was random, then that meant that the force at play here must 
be human. 

As for the reason, I really couldn’t explain it clearly. It was just something 
that came from long-term experience. 

If it wasn’t random, then there must be some reason why this force chose 
this kindergarten, and this reason would be the key to everything. 

Unfortunately, I couldn’t go to the scene myself. I asked the teacher to 
take pictures of all the corners in the kindergarten and send them to me. 
But since I needed to observe the whole scene as well as the details, I 
asked her for videos in addition to the photos. 

I told her to do this again during the day and to not let anyone know 
about it. 
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That night, I waited for Poker-Face’s scout again, but no one came by. 
When midnight rolled around, I was relaxed and ready for bed. 

But at this time, my phone suddenly lit up. I glanced at the screen and 
saw that it was the female teacher’s phone number. 

I looked at the clock and then at the phone, instinctively feeling that the 
situation might have changed.
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Chapter 35 Traveling Notes 

I waited about two or three seconds before picking up the phone. At the 
exact moment I answered, an intense wave of anxiety suddenly swept 
through my whole body. 

I heard the female teacher crying on the phone. As soon as the call 
connected, she couldn’t control her emotions and kept crying nonstop. 
There was nothing I could do but comfort her as I asked her what was 
wrong. 

“Something strange happened, so strange,” she said. “They all stopped 
talking and just stared at me.” 

“Can you be more specific?” I couldn’t understand what she was talking 
about. 

“The children were all looking at me but wouldn’t speak. I talked to them, 
but no one responded,” the female teacher explained. “When I asked 
them what was wrong, they kept looking behind me and telling me not to 
speak. But, but, I didn’t get it then, and—” 

The more she spoke, the more unclear it became. This in turn made me 
more anxious, but I kept my temper in check as I said, “Don’t worry. Take 
a deep breath and try to calm down. I can only help you if you explain 
things clearly.” 

She tried taking a few deep breaths, and slowly, her breathing calmed 
down. “Try explaining now,” I said to her. 

But she didn’t speak. “Try explaining now,” I repeated. 

She still didn’t speak, but I knew that she was still on the phone because I 
heard her trying to open her mouth several times. 

I figured she must have seen something or encountered something. 

Then, the call suddenly disconnected and all I could hear was a busy dial 
tone. 
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I got up from the bed and put on my clothes, but Fatty quickly grabbed 
me, “You can’t go there; you’ll be shot and killed. It’s not like this is no 
man’s land.” 

After thinking it over, I sat down in frustration, but then I suddenly 
remembered what Jiang Bai had said. 

I immediately understood the potential meaning behind his words. He 
wanted to tell me that in many cases, things wouldn’t necessarily happen 
to me, but to others. 

Those things could be really troublesome if they happened to someone 
you cared about, or someone you felt responsible for. In fact, they might 
be more troublesome than if they happened to you. 

But because the person involved wasn’t you, and people all acted 
differently, you couldn’t predict what they would do. 

After pondering over it for a while, I called Agui’s eldest daughter and 
asked her for help. She went to contact the Vietnamese police, so we 
were left with nothing to do but wait. 

After about half an hour, she called me back and said, “That female 
teacher is dead.” 

She didn’t have any photos of the scene or any information to give me. 
The kindergarten was now closed. “Go away,” she said to me. “Every time 
you come here, people die.”  

I sat on the steps of the guest house and smoked. Fatty, who was 
accompanying me, asked me what I was thinking about. I blew out a 
mouthful of smoke and said, “Tomorrow, go see if there’s a Guan Luo Yin 
master here. I’m going down to meet him.” 

“Do you believe in ghosts?” 

“No, but now I have no other choice but to follow the other party’s line of 
thought and adapt to the situation.” 
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Fatty also seemed to be lost in thought. I glanced over and saw that the 
cigarette butt in his hand had burned down to the point that it was about 
to burn his fingers. 

“I think, if this thing is really evil, then it may want you. It seems to be 
very interested in you,” Fatty said. “Otherwise, why are you the only one 
suffering these mishaps?” 

It didn’t matter. From the very beginning, everyone was only ever 
interested in me. I was used to it. 

At this time, my cell phone suddenly vibrated. I picked it up and saw that 
it was a call from our side of the border. They must have found 
something. When the call connected, I heard Wang Meng’s voice. 

“Do it like usual?” 

“Yep.” 

“I’ll finish dictating as soon as possible. You can stop me at any time if you 
don’t understand,” Wang Meng said. “This is a very new religion, which 
has only recently emerged in Vietnam. It originally came from an ancient 
temple, which should be deep in the mountains somewhere in Cambodia. 
The things inside this temple were later moved to Vietnam. The main 
body of the scaled Buddha was discovered from a clay Buddha statue 
during the relocation process.” 

“Give me a little more detail.” 

“There was a clay Buddha statue in that ancient temple that was just a 
normal Buddha statue. When it was being transported, the outer shell 
cracked, and the workers found that there was another Buddha statue 
inside of it. That was the scaled Buddha. The scales on the Buddha’s body 
consisted of all kinds of scales, including fish and snake scales. The 
Buddha statue was also taller. It wasn’t small like the one you sent me.” 

I pondered over this new information. If that were true, then this Buddha 
had actually been hidden in the body of the real Buddha and worshipped 
for a long time. 
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“The locals thought this thing was magical, so they started worshipping it. 
It’s said to be very spiritual, and will give you whatever you ask for,” 
Wang Meng continued explaining. “That smaller Buddha statue was made 
by the monks later, and would only be given to believers after being kept 
with the big Buddha for about half a year. Rumor had it that more and 
more snakes appeared on the mountain where the ancient temple was 
located, so the Vietnamese government closed the temple down. It later 
became a hidden place.” 

“Are there any outside theories or inside information from the 
believers?” 

“A research group said that this Buddha wasn’t actually a Buddha, but a 
deity of another religion in Cambodia at that time. The legend of this 
deity is also very strange. Unlike what we usually encounter, this deity 
can harm people. And the way it harms people is related to the victims 
themselves.”
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Chapter 36 Traveling Notes 

I continued smoking my cigarette as I quietly listened to Wang Meng. 

This particular Cambodian religion was always in a very awkward position 
since Cambodia’s major religions—especially Buddhism—had been in a 
very strong and stable position for a long time. The native religions were 
almost entirely extinct, and if any survived, they were the religions 
handed down by special tribes in the jungle. 

It could be argued that the earliest primitive religions in Cambodia were 
the ancestor worship and nature worship of the primitive tribes. 
According to Black Glasses, there was even another kind called spectacle 
worship.(1)  

Since information about the deities of these primitive tribes was almost 
impossible to find on the internet, we had to find experts on Cambodia, 
but their research barely scratched the surface. 

During the colonial period, many primitive god statues were brought out 
from the extinct tribes. Some were transported to museums in the 
colonizing countries, while some were directly converted into Buddha 
statues. 

However, it should be noted here that the ancient people’s moral values 
were different from those of modern people, and their sect requirements 
were completely different. Among the gods that the ancients prayed to, 
there were evil gods who were used to plunder and attack others. 

Those who worshipped these Buddha statues weren’t all good people. 
Moreover, these ancient Buddha statues weren’t real Buddhas and were 
very evil in nature. Over time, these temples began appearing deep in the 
mountains, especially in some of the mountain valleys. Although the 
monks in these temples were also monks, they were actually different 
from normal monks. They were able to gradually discover the correct way 
to worship these gods, but the method was very strange. 

 
(1) He means spectacle as in an impressive sight, not spectacle as in glasses (to be honest, I totally expected him 
to make such a joke). 
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So, if you were hiking in the jungles of Cambodia and came across a valley 
with an isolated Buddha statue made of clay (it would usually be deeply 
hidden in a place with dense vegetation so you would need to use a high-
powered lens to see it), then it was most likely this kind of thing. 

It was said that if you kept looking at this Buddha statue, you would be 
able to see the statue’s original appearance, which was both strange and 
creepy. 

This scaled Buddha would look at the top of your head through a mirror. 
When it wanted to hurt you, its behavior would be very similar to your 
own. 

To be more specific, this evil thing was like a mirror that reflected your 
own behavior. 

“Did you find anything in the historical records to indicate whether this 
thing is intelligent or not?” 

“I don’t know, I can’t find anything. I don’t know what it really wants. But 
it’s apparently easier to succeed if you pray to it or perform some kind of 
evil ritual for it,” Wang Meng said. “The papers written by the person 
researching it can be divided into two periods. At first, they were still 
discussing it objectively, but later, they basically kept emphasizing that 
this thing was a righteous god. Their judgement was clearly abnormal.” 

I took a puff of my cigarette and scrolled through the materials Wang 
Meng had sent me, “So the scholar who studied this thing also became an 
avid believer.” 

“Mm-hmm.” 

“And they concluded that this thing is so aggressive because—” 

“Because you’re very aggressive. It wants to kill you, and is mirroring your 
own strength to do so.” 

“Is there a precedent for resolving this kind of thing?” 
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“No. Ever since this thing came into being, there have been 3,042 deaths 
recorded. It’s easy for the believers to die, but the families of the 
believers are the ones who are most likely to die. This is because they 
generally discourage the believers, and then start to die in large 
numbers.” 

“Have you consulted a Taoist priest?” 

“I did, but they said that they can’t control what happens in Vietnam,” 
Wang Meng answered. “They said that in their system, Vietnam is a place 
that no one manages so that thing can do whatever it wants. If you go 
back to the mainland, it should leave you alone.” 

“It hasn’t hurt me but achieved its goal by hurting others,” I said to him. 
There was no point in me leaving here since many innocent people would 
die because of me. 

“Oh, by the way, many of the believers’ family members were killed by 
the believers themselves. They all went crazy. I got in touch with a person 
who is a master of the Cao Đài Sect in Vietnam.(2) This sect is quite special. 
I went ahead and made an appointment for you. They’ll meet you at the 
guest house tomorrow.” 

I hung up the phone and sent the address of the kindergarten to Wang 
Meng, telling him to ask the master to visit the kindergarten before 
coming to see me. 

Since we couldn’t go there ourselves, we could have that person examine 
the scene for us. 

When I walked back into the room, Poker-Face looked at me. I asked him 
if anyone had been here, but he shook his head no. 

“In your opinion, what kind of person do you think I am?” I asked him. 
The reason I was asking this was because according to what Wang Meng 

 
(2) Cao Đài (also known as Caodaism), is a syncretic, monotheistic religion officially established in the city of Tây 
Ninh, southern Vietnam in 1926. Cao Dai uses ethical precepts from Confucianism, occult practices from 
Taoism, theories of Karma and Rebirth from Buddhism, and a hierarchical organization (including a Pope) from 
Christianity. The info in this link was easier to digest but here’s the main Wiki article if you prefer it. 

https://simple.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cao_Dai
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Caodaism
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said, if the Buddha wanted to deal with me, it had to use my own 
strengths to do so. 

Poker-Face looked down as if he were thinking. I thought about my 
question just now and decided to ask in a different way, “If I were to fight 
with someone, what do you think my best skill is?” 

“Discovering their weaknesses,” Fatty spoke up casually from the side, 
and even Poker-Face nodded for the first time. 

Being praised like this was a rare occurrence, but I couldn’t help but sigh 
in my heart. This meant that my opponent should also know my 
weakness very well. 

But what exactly did it want to do? 

I thought about everything that had happened here and soon came to a 
realization: this was an attempt to recreate the nightmare I had 
experienced here before. 

Did it think this was my weakness? 

At this time, my phone suddenly rang again. But when I looked at the 
screen, I immediately froze—it was a text message from the female 
teacher’s phone number. 

I opened it and found that she had sent the following text: “It’s waiting 
for you below. Are you ready to come down?”
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Chapter 37 Traveling Notes 

I didn’t reply to the text since I didn’t know if it was a trap or if it would 
leave any evidence behind. 

Besides, I didn’t really believe that we could talk. 

The Cao Đài master turned out to be an old lady, who was a little fat. She 
came alone and was carrying a plastic bag. 

This Cao Đài religion was very strange. The deity they worshipped was an 
illusory god named Cao Đài the Ancient Sage and Great Bodhisattva 
Mahasattva. Confucius, Buddha, Jesus, Laozi, Avalokiteśvara, Li Bai, Guan 
Yu, Jiang Ziya, Isaac Newton, Victor Hugo, William Shakespeare, Winston 
Churchill, Georges Clemenceau, Sun Yat-sen, and many others were all 
objects of their worship.(1)  

Not only was the information about Cao Đài very complicated, but their 
system could also be considered very complete. Basically, everything that 
could be consecrated in the world was included in their teachings, which 
made it extremely comprehensive. 

The old lady came back from the kindergarten and showed me some 
pictures she had taken. Although the kindergarten had been emptied, I 
noticed that there was a niche under one of the trees, where a scaled 
Buddha statue had been enshrined. 

 
(1) Confucius (551-479 BC) was Chinese thinker and social philosopher. Buddha was a wandering ascetic and 
religious teacher who lived in South Asia during the 6th or 5th century BC and founded Buddhism. Jesus (c. 4 BC 
– AD 30 or 33) was a 1st-century Jewish preacher and religious leader and major figure in Christianity.  Laozi (c. 
500 BC) was a Chinese philosopher and the founder of Taoism. Avalokiteśvara is the Bodhisattva of 
Compassion or Goddess of Mercy. Li Bai (701-762) was a famous Tang Dynasty poet. Guan Yu (-219) was a 
general of Shu and blood-brother of Liu Bei in “Romance of the Three Kingdoms”, a fearsome fighter famous 
for virtue and loyalty, and posthumously worshipped and identified with the guardian Bodhisattva 
Sangharama. Jiang Ziya (c. 1100 BC, dates of birth and death unknown) was a partly mythical sage advisor to 
King Wen of Zhou and purported author of “Six Secret Strategic Teachings”, one of the Seven Military Classics 
of ancient China. Isaac Newton (1642-1727) was a British mathematician and physicist. Victor Hugo (1802-
1885) was a French Romantic writer and politician.  William Shakespeare (1564-1616) was an English poet and 
playwright. Winston Churchill (1874-1965) was a UK politician and served as prime minister from 1940-1945 
and 1951-1955. Georges Clemenceau (1841-1292) was a French statesman who served as Prime Minister of 
France from 1906-1909 and 1917-1920. He was a key figure of the Independent Radicals and opposed 
colonization. Sun Yat-sen (1866-1925) was a Chinese statesman, physician, and political philosopher, who 
served as the first provisional president of the Republic of China and the first leader of the Kuomintang. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Confucius
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Buddha
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jesus
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Laozi
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Avalokite%C5%9Bvara
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Li_Bai
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Guan_Yu
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jiang_Ziya
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Isaac_Newton
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Victor_Hugo
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/William_Shakespeare
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Winston_Churchill
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Georges_Clemenceau
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sun_Yat-sen
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“The dean is a believer.” The old lady told me that the dean had been 
taken away by the police for investigation. Apparently, he had a high 
status in this system. 

I looked at the kindergarten in the photos and began imagining what that 
female teacher encountered during her last moments. “The dean 
confessed,” the old lady continued. “He killed the female teacher. He said 
that the scaled Buddha told him to do it.” 

There was something in the old lady’s eyes, which was different from the 
eyes of the old Vietnamese women I usually saw. As I continued smoking, 
the old lady looked at my cigarette and shook her head. 

“Do you have any suggestions for dealing with this matter?” I asked her 
politely. 

“Go back,” the old lady said. “If you forget about this matter, it won’t 
continue.” 

“What do you mean? Will that thing actually leave me alone?” 

“If you leave it alone, it will leave you alone,” the old lady said. “That’s 
how this thing operates. The more aggressive you are, the more 
aggressive it will be. If you aren’t aggressive, it won’t be aggressive.” 

I thought back on the whole incident and began to wonder when I had 
the mentality of “I want to destroy this thing”. 

In fact, the idea probably came into being when I was worried about Agui 
and thought that this was just a simple matter we could quickly handle. 

“How are the children?” 

“They’re slowly recovering. I performed a ritual at the place where 
they’re staying. They’ll be fine.” 

I asked her about various possibilities of dealing with this matter, but the 
old lady kept shaking her head, “Go back. Go back and don’t ask about 
this matter again. It’s not something you can handle.” 
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The old lady obviously didn’t want to get deeply involved in this matter 
and thought that it could still end smoothly as far as the present situation 
was concerned. 

But I didn’t give up and asked her some other questions, such as where 
the ancient temple was now, how to get there, and whether this kind of 
thing was common in the local area. 

I had seen the photos of that ancient temple, which looked like it was 
hundreds of years old. The main structure was located in a grotto deep in 
the mountains, with a shack built outside. But there were piles of 
sacrificial offerings everywhere outside, all of which were rotten. 

It was also the first time I saw that female teacher’s personal information. 
Ah, such a pity. 

The old lady took the money we offered and then left. The money was 
mainly to cover the cost of her cleaning up the situation at the 
kindergarten, but she wasn’t aware that what I actually valued was the 
information we got from her. 

I had experienced this kind of helpless situation many times before, so I 
knew that there was no greater pain in life than this. But when I looked 
through the photos, I found that this incident had some flaws. 

One of the photos of the kindergarten had been taken in a corridor with a 
courtyard on one side and several classrooms on the other. 

At the end of the corridor, it was pitch black. Since the photo had been 
taken on a cell phone, it could be enlarged to take a closer look at the 
details. Although the pixel resolution of the old lady’s cell phone wasn’t 
particularly good, it was enough for me to see a vague outline in the dark 
when I enlarged the photo. 

It was a window. 

Now, if there was a weird thing reflected in the window, then it would be 
fine, but as it turned out, there was actually a young man reflected in the 
window. The reason I knew this was because the image itself and the way 
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the person was holding the phone indicated that they definitely weren’t 
an old person. 

With the photo being taken at this angle, the photographer would clearly 
be reflected in the window. This showed that the old lady didn’t go to 
kindergarten, and someone else had taken the photo instead. 

If the old lady didn’t go, then that meant that she either came to swindle 
us out of our money, or she was the type to do something in a very 
perfunctory manner. She probably asked her grandson to go in and take 
some photos to send them to me and then lied to us, saying that she 
performed a ritual. If that were the case, then her performance just now 
was almost on the level of a professional con artist. 

But con artists usually held a lot of contempt for those they were 
deceiving. 

Plus, there was another contradiction here: if she was a con artist, then 
she would definitely keep the con going, but she sincerely advised me to 
leave this place. 

In other words, she didn’t want to continue conning me, which didn’t fit 
in line with my perception of swindlers. 

I glanced at Fatty and showed him what I had found. Fatty reacted very 
quickly, all those years of tacit understanding helping him reach the same 
conclusion as me almost immediately, “Fuck, someone set us up?” 

“This cult is now developing in Guangxi. By using psychotropic drugs, 
people are led into the so-called underworld. Since we discovered this 
matter, they killed the master,” I said. “This cult has killed many people, 
and it seems to be a common practice for them. Moreover, to convince 
the villagers of the evil god’s abilities, they make it a typical event.” 

“But the master found Little Brother unusual, which—” 

“I don’t think he noticed it; he’s just a huckster.(2) Someone in his family 
must really be the one in charge,” I explained. “That person may have 

 
(2) The characters are “神棍” and can be literally translated as “god stick” or “spirit stick”. It’s a term that 

essentially amounts to a scam artist who focuses on religion or folk beliefs to target people. 
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some skills, or maybe the master became alert when he noticed that 
Little Brother wasn’t affected by the herbs in the food. It’s also possible 
that he noticed something else.” 

“Then after this person killed the master, they contacted someone here 
in Vietnam and put on this show?” Fatty asked. “But why?” 

“To cover up a careless mistake.” After saying this, I pondered over the 
matter for a while. “No, we can’t think of these people as normal. I feel 
like the master really believed in this thing, so he’s not an accomplice. 
Let’s think of it in a different light. What if the master didn’t know that 
there were herbs in the food? If he always firmly believed that he could 
guide others to the underworld, then it can be inferred that he actually 
took some of those mind-controlling herbs himself, which led to his own 
abnormal behavior. When we showed him the lab report, his faith 
collapsed. His hate-filled eyes at that time may not have been aimed at 
us, but at those who lied to him.” 

“Why?” 

“Money. That man must have contributed a lot of money, so after he 
escaped the detention center, he had an argument with the real person 
in charge. What would that person do?” 

“Kill him!” 

“I’m not so sure about that,” I replied. “Let’s lower the difficulty a bit. If 
the person in charge is his wife, she would tell him to try again, so the 
master would perform Guan Lou Yin by himself. But this time, the person 
in charge gave him a stronger dose of medicine to deliberately silence 
him. Or, maybe there was an accident and the master somehow died, so 
the person hung his body in front of Agui’s house to make others think 
that he committed suicide.” 

Even though it was a bit complicated, it still fit in line with this world’s 
logic. 

“Here’s another detail to think about: when the master was hung up, he 
wasn’t actually dead but in a deep coma. So, after he died, he lost control 



419 
 

of his bodily functions and all the excrement and urine came out. Agui’s 
ducks must have come out and eaten the poisonous excrement and urine 
and also got poisoned.” I continued my deduction, “The reason why the 
person in charge did this was because the master had been cheated out 
of a lot of money, so there was a good chance he would take the initiative 
to reveal a lot of things.” 

“Ok, but now we’re here in Vietnam. Why would they get a Vietnamese 
kindergarten involved?” 

I looked at the female teacher’s photo and said to Fatty, “Don’t you think 
this girl kind of looks like the master?”
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Chapter 38 Traveling Notes 

Fatty took the phone and looked at the picture, “There’s a bit of a 
resemblance.” 

Because of the existence of human skin masks, I had strictly trained 
myself and even learned photography in order to better understand 
human facial features. So, I could tell at a glance that this girl's and the 
master’s facial features were very similar, which meant that they must be 
related. 

As for what their exact relationship was, I didn’t have a clue. She may be 
the master’s niece, illegitimate daughter, or some distant relative. 

“So, you think this is a cover-up?” Fatty asked. 

I nodded. This was either a murder committed to silence those involved, 
or there was some kind of emotional dispute. For example, the master’s 
wife used this sect to create a supernatural event where the evil god 
exacted revenge, killing her husband and his illegitimate daughter, and so 
on. 

Actually, there were some men here who had families on both sides of 
the border. 

“These are all just guesses, not concrete theories. You need to think 
carefully. You’ve been so careful for so long. Don’t make a rash decision 
and ruin the whole thing,” Fatty said. I nodded; this was indeed just a 
guess on my part. If I could go to the other side of the border, I just 
needed to look at the scene to know if my guess was right. But the 
problem was that I couldn’t pass through right now. 

But I was ninety percent sure that I was right, especially given how 
confident I was when it came to recognizing faces. This kindergarten 
teacher and that master had to be related by blood, which was too 
coincidental when thinking about the whole “evil god incident”. 

I called Beijing and relayed my guesses to Xiao Hua’s underlings. They said 
that they would find a way to check with the relevant people. 
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Once that was done, I called Agui again and asked him to visit the 
master’s house. After about five minutes, Agui sent me a text saying that 
the master’s family was leaving to go to the ancient temple in Vietnam to 
make atonements. 

I thought that they were planning to run away, so I said to Fatty, “Find 
out if there’s another huckster of this cult nearby, and tell them that I 
want to participate in the Guan Luo Yin ritual. Tell them that I want to go 
down and meet the true body of this scaled Buddha. But before the 
ceremony begins, I need Little Brother to sneak up to the altar and 
change the incense.” 

“Then we pretend to eat the food and drink the tea like normal,” Fatty 
added. 

We came up with a plan and went to meet the master the next morning. 
Logically speaking, when this master received the news, he should have 
planned on putting on a big show. That was why I kept feeling like he was 
too attentive as soon as I saw him. 

Poker-Face and I exchanged a glance as the three of us played to our 
strengths to gain a thorough understanding of the surrounding terrain. I 
also determined that the incense they used was available in the local 
area, so if there was any medicine on them, then they had been soaked in 
advance. 

We exchanged pleasantries for a while before making an appointment for 
the three of us to officially participate in a Guan Luo Yin ritual the next 
day. This time, it seemed like Poker-Face was able to participate. 

This inconsistent behavior had me feeling a little puzzled, but it ultimately 
didn’t matter. 

That night, Poker-Face climbed over the wall to change out the incense. 
When morning came, I asked someone to send it to Beijing for testing. 

After dinner the next day, we arrived at the master’s house as scheduled. 
That was when Fatty suddenly pointed out a flaw in our plan—if the 
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master also needed that medicine to hypnotize himself, what should we 
do? 

I said that it was the master’s own problem. In any case, he probably 
never would have thought that we would replace things in the middle of 
the night without anyone noticing. 

Since the three of us were in the master’s house, we ate and drank like 
normal, but it was all basically for show since we went to the bathroom to 
spit out the things we ingested. When it was almost midnight, 
preparations for the ceremony began. The master drew a spell, covered 
our eyes with a red cloth, and began chanting something. 

This time, my mind was very clear and I retained my awareness. No 
matter what hints he tried to give me, my four senses remained sensitive 
to the changes in the surrounding environment. 

After about half an hour, the three of us still couldn’t see anything, and 
the master started to panic. 

Knowing that he was feeling a little anxious, I started making things up. 

I told him that I was at a farmer’s market, but it was an ancient farmer’s 
market. There were many people buying food, and some were buying 
fireworks and paper dolls. 

The master gradually relaxed, so I continued to make things up, saying 
that I saw a man who looked like an official waiting for me. He was 
holding a sign with my name in his hand. 

The master seemed a little confused by this—it appeared this kind of 
scene rarely happened—but he still said, “Look at his eyes. Are they 
vertical or are they the same as ours?” 

“He’s blindfolded,” I said. “His hair is white and standing up.” I started 
making things up like crazy. 

The master was even more baffled now. He thought for a moment before 
saying, “Maybe the Buddha specially arranged to pick you up. What did 
he say to you?” 
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“He said he was going to my Yuanchen Palace.” 

“Then follow him.” 

“I see my Yuanchen Palace,” I continued. “It’s a big house full of books. It 
looks like a study. After going in, I see an altar—wait, why is the Buddha 
statue on the altar facing away from me?” 

“Is it the Buddha?” The master asked. 

“I think so. It has scales all over its body.” 

“Can you see what the offerings are?” 

“It’s a pile of tortoise shells, and there are many land deeds there, all 
written on yellow paper.” I wasn’t sure how I was able to do such a good 
job making all this up. 

The master went to check on Fatty and Poker-Face’s progress, but they 
weren’t as good at making things up as I was, so they said that they still 
couldn’t see anything. 

“It seems that the Buddha only wants to talk to you,” the master said to 
me. “These tortoise shells are used for divination, and the land deeds are 
the wages that the Buddha promised you. It seems that the Buddha is 
very optimistic about you. As long as you apologize to the Buddha, it will 
make you a dharma protector.”(1)  

I pretended to be surprised, “Dharma protector? Do I deserve such a 
position when I’m so lacking?”  

“That doesn’t matter. I work in the tobacco and alcohol industry, yet the 
Buddha still gave me a position anyways. You, however, are very 
extraordinary. The Buddha wants you to be a dharma protector and 
continue to carry this sect forward.” The master continued, “To tell you 

 
(1) A dharma protector, or dharmapāla, is usually known as a type of wrathful god in Buddhism. They are also 
known as the Defenders of the Justice, or the Guardians of the Law. They protect Buddha’s teachings and are a 
protector of Buddhist law. Temple donors can also be referred to as dharma protectors.    

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dharmapala
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the truth, you have to agree now no matter what. If you don’t give the 
Buddha face, the Buddha will take away your predestined lifespan.” 

“Then I will definitely agree,” I said. “But after I do, I’ll become a dharma 
protector. Do I have to practice asceticism?” 

“Look around your Yuanchen Palace. As long as you eat anything you see, 
the Buddha’s dharma power will be given to you,” the master said. “After 
that, you will have dharma power. Dharma protectors are at a higher 
level than us masters, but you should think it over. To be a dharma 
protector, you have to exchange property with Buddha. He gave you the 
yellow papers in his hand, but those are the land deeds of the 
underworld. In exchange for them, you’ll have to donate your house in 
the mortal world to the Buddha. Are you willing?” 

“Then where will I live?” 

“After becoming a dharma protector, you can go to the underworld soon. 
After you donate, the Buddha will come and pick you up. Your house in 
the underworld is much larger than your house in the mortal world, so 
you don’t have to stay in the mortal world for too long.” 

“What’s the difference between this and the Buddha taking my 
predestined lifespan right now?” 

“Of course there’s a difference. You die after having your predestined 
lifespan taken away, but if you’re taken to the underworld, then you can 
come and go freely between the yin and yang realms.” 

I pretended to hesitate, but in my heart, I was absolutely horrified. As it 
turned out, they were blatantly cheating others out of their homes. It 
seemed that when we arrived at Agui’s village, we were already being 
targeted. They must have thought that I was a rich foreigner or 
something. 

“But I’m actually very poor. I still owe a lot of online debts in Hangzhou, 
and my house is long gone,” I said. 

“Do your parents have a house?” The master suddenly asked. “What 
belongs to you in the future can also be contributed in advance.” 
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If I was really drugged at this time, I thought to myself, I might really 
believe everything I saw in this hallucination. 

The master continued trying to entice me, “The Buddha is waiting for 
your response. You should hurry up and thank it; otherwise, it will get 
angry.” 

“Thank you, Buddha. But I have one more question. Can the Buddha help 
me answer it?” I asked the master. 

“Of course,” the master replied. “Since you’re so sincere, it’s only natural 
that the Buddha will help you.” 

“I want to know,” I said, “if the believers have already given you their 
houses, why should they die? Is it because you’re worried that they’ll 
come to their senses one day and report you?” 

The room was deathly silent.
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Chapter 39 Traveling Notes 

I tore off the red cloth and looked at the master. He was covered in a cold 
sweat as he met my gaze, obviously realizing that he had been played. 

“Answer me.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

“There have been so many accidental deaths in your sect. Not only have 
you cheated those people out of all their money, but you told them that 
they had a house in the underworld, and convinced the person with the 
weakest will to kill their whole family and take them to the underworld to 
live. Did I guess wrong?” I said while continuing to stare at the master. 
Fatty and Poker-Face also took off their red cloths, and Poker-Face 
immediately turned to look directly at the back room. 

“Come out!” Fatty yelled. 

A thin woman came out of the back room—she was the wife of the dead 
master. 

She didn’t appear to be afraid of us at all, and said in accented Mandarin, 
“So, Agui’s rich relatives aren’t all that stupid.” 

“You’re jealous of Agui’s family because a fat guy has been giving him 
money and doing renovations for him.” I turned to look at Fatty, who 
immediately became angry. 

“You knew that Agui missed his youngest daughter, so you began 
targeting him,” I said. “This master and your husband, were they 
colleagues? Your system is very well managed. Are you the person in 
charge of the Chinese region?” 

“They’re both my husbands,” the thin woman said. At this time, a lot of 
people gradually appeared in the yard outside. It was obvious that they 
had been waiting to ambush us here for a long time. “This is my 
Vietnamese husband, and the one who died was my Chinese husband. 
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Actually, you can be my husband too. Since the Chinese one is dead now, 
I have to find another one.” 

Fatty just gave me a look, as if to say, “You see? It’s not because I was 
renovating Agui’s house, but because of your lasciviousness.” 

I glanced at Poker-Face, feeling confused, but the thin woman 
immediately said, “He’s too young.” 

“What are you going to do to us?” I asked the woman. 

“Kill you.” The woman gave the people behind us a meaningful look and 
then turned and glared at the master. The master immediately became 
terrified, as if he had seen some evil spirit. 

The three of us looked at each other and then walked towards the crowd 
waiting outside. 

I won’t bother elaborating on the details of the ensuing fight. Our 
opponents were all civilian thugs instead of heavyweights, so we basically 
only needed to make one move per person. In just a short amount of 
time, they were all brought down. I turned off the tape recorder in my 
clothes, which we could use as evidence, and then looked back towards 
the house—the thin woman had already run towards the back room, 
trying to make her escape. 

We immediately chased after her and found that the back room was full 
of gold bars stacked on the ground. They must have been offerings from 
the believers. The woman ran up to a car at the back of the house, 
jumped in, and drove off. 

In fact, Poker-Face could easily catch up with them, but I didn’t think it 
was necessary. I used the people in Beijing to submit the recording to the 
proper authorities, effectively ending our involvement in the whole 
matter. 

That night, Fatty and I predicted the outcome of this incident. On our side 
of the border, this cult would probably still exist for about a week at 
most. But in Vietnam, because of all kinds of collusion, this cult would 
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probably continue. I figured it wouldn’t be long before they infiltrated the 
border again. 

In light of the special geographical location here, this problem could only 
be resolved by Poker-Face. I looked at him and teasingly made a gesture 
like one of those Fei Kun Balu statues. 

The corners of his mouth, which seldom moved, imperceptibly rose at 
this time. I figured it was because I was so hilarious. 

What happened next, I can only speculate. 

The next day, when we were out scouting for new menu items at the 
border, Poker-Face left us to go into the jungle to look for materials to 
make a dirty face. 

With his dirty face, he snuck into the Vietnamese territory and entered 
the ancient temple using the extremely frightening methods of the Zhang 
family. I don’t know what he did exactly, but the dirty face was especially 
frightening. That night, the people in the temple must have thought that 
they saw a real demon. 

Three months after we returned to Rain Village, the cult disintegrated at 
its roots. Of course, when we were in Banai, we didn’t know that these 
types of cults could be so vulnerable. 

When Poker-Face came back later that night, he smelled like smoke, so I 
figured he must have burned the dirty face in the jungle. 

We went back to Agui’s house and waited for A-Gong and A-Mu’s chicks 
to hatch. During this period of time, the most important goal for me was 
to figure out a way to remove the earthy taste from the stuffed snail 
meat dish. 

To add to that, crab season was coming soon. I decided that when the 
three of us returned to Rain Village, we would develop three crab-related 
dishes.
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Chapter 40 Traveling Notes 

After that morning, the villagers received a notice that the scaled Buddha 
shrines were all banned and needed to be dismantled one by one. It took 
less than an afternoon before the initial confusion and incomprehension 
finally settled down. 

When we were tidying up Agui’s attic, Agui couldn’t hide how lonely he 
was. I hated this kind of behavior of making money off of other people’s 
painful memories. And the worst part was, it forced people to remember 
the pain and immerse themselves in it. 

The so-called replica in the attic was just the product of a strange 
hallucination. If we wanted to know the real principle behind Guan Luo 
Yin, then we’d have to get it straight from the mouths of those 
sorceresses and masters. If the relevant parties were willing to broadcast 
it on the news, I’d really like to hear it. 

Afterwards, we went to the cemetery to dispose of the statues and 
offerings on the graves one by one. Everything around us slowly returned 
to a pastoral state, and the evil aura immediately disappeared, enabling 
that familiar rural feeling to return. 

As Fatty cleaned up Yun Cai’s grave, I suddenly thought of Pan Zi again. It 
would be great if what I saw at that time wasn’t actually an illusion. By 
the time I finally went down to the underworld, Pan Zi would have 
probably already become the Great Judge Pan and cancelled all of my evil 
debts from this life. Then, maybe in the next life, I would become a giant 
tree deep in the mountains. But whether I would grow for ten thousand 
years or slowly wither away for ten thousand years, no one knows. 

There was a stream and pond next to the cemetery. After we finished our 
work, we went into the water and collected a big basket full of giant 
Amazon snails and river snails. More than half of Agui’s ducks were gone, 
so we went to buy him some more in order to make up for it. I picked the 
snails out of the shells while Fatty and Poker-Face sat off to the side, 
smashing the giant snails to feed to the ducks. No one who passed by 
would think that we were brave heroes who stood up for the truth. 
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This whole incident reminded me of the warning Jiang Bai had relayed to 
us before we left.(1) It almost seemed like we would encounter many 
similar things in the future, but after carefully thinking about it, I realized 
that we had been and always would be the cause of many incidents. It 
seemed that we would have to pay off some debts in the second half of 
our lives. 

I wanted to sigh just thinking about it. 

At the same time, it seemed that Jiang Bai would become a lama in the 
future. This prediction of his was so accurate that I decided to invite him 
out to dinner next time. 

That night, I used a steel wool ball to clean all the snail shells and then 
put the snails in a bucket full of water. This time, I was determined and 
changed the water every three hours, not going to bed until about three 
or four in the morning. When I woke up later, I kept changing the water 
until about noon. But after smelling the snails, I found that the earthy 
odor was still very strong. 

I decided to forget about this dish for the time being and instead focus on 
looking for crabs in the mountains. The locals liked to eat the small 
stream crabs by roasting them in bamboo tubes. There actually wasn’t 
much meat in them, but I knew that in Yunnan, there was a special way of 
preparing them. 

Poker-Face used his two long fingers to catch crabs at an extremely fast 
pace, but after about an hour, I couldn’t help but worry that the crabs 
here would become extinct. The baskets were almost full, however, so we 
kept going for about ten more minutes. Like this, we were forced to 
return with a full load. 

The reason why I said we were “forced” to return was because I thought 
that we could stay in the mountains all afternoon. Since mountain crabs 

 
(1) Warning might be a poor word choice here but I’m blanking right now. The characters are 打的机峰 and the 
pinyin is dadi jifeng. It’s a term in Zen Buddhism that refers to a dialogue method full of profound meanings. 
Zen masters often use it as a teaching method to confirm the degree of scholars and guide students to achieve 
enlightenment. This was the closest English explanation I could find, although the terminology didn’t match. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Upaya
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crawled very fast, hid in the gaps between fallen leaves and stones, and 
were small and difficult to catch, I figured it would take us a while. 

But Poker-Face was too skilled at catching crabs. Fatty and I followed 
behind him with two bamboo baskets, not even having to bend over since 
he would immediately throw the crabs into the baskets as soon as he saw 
them. 

When we got back to Agui’s house, Agui said that these crabs were 
usually fed to the ducks since there was hardly any meat on them. I told 
him that I was going to read some travel guides and try to make some 
new crab dishes. I went to chop firewood, built a fire, and then watched a 
video tutorial. Once that was done, I washed the crabs, tied them up, and 
placed them next to the fire. 

Then I went next door to buy two free-range chickens, killed them where 
A-Gong and A-Mu couldn’t see, wrapped them in about seven or eight 
layers of lotus leaves, and put them by the fire as well. 

As we all gathered around the fire, we adhered to the tradition of trash-
talking whoever wasn’t around and began discussing all the gossip about 
Xiao Hua and Black Glasses. We continued chatting until the crabs were 
roasted red. 

We found a bamboo tube, removed the crab shells, removed the gills, 
and dug out the hearts. Once that was done, we threw them into the 
bamboo tube, mashed them down in there, and added seasonings. 

In fact, the practice in Yunnan was to add some special local spices, but I 
didn’t know what those spices were so I just used some Guangxi spices 
instead. In addition to the hot and sour spices, there was also a kind of 
hot pepper, which had a savory taste mixed in with the spiciness. The 
bamboo tube immediately became colorful, with the golden crab roe 
wrapped in the white crab meat and red crab shells, as well as the 
mixture of red and green spices. When the hot and sour spices were 
added, the aroma of cooked crab meat was released into the air. There 
was an especially strong aroma coming from the bamboo tube as well. 
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The shells of these mountain crabs were as crisp as a cracker, and after 
smashing them up, they tasted like a very crisp Oreo with a slightly burnt 
aroma.  

It took us half an hour to mash the roasted crabs into half a bamboo tube. 
We couldn’t see the crabs’ broken shells at all, but there was definitely a 
crisp taste of Oreos in our mouths. After we were finished preparing the 
crabs, I removed the chicken from the lotus leaves and placed both the 
chicken and lotus leaves into a bowl of chicken stock. The aroma from the 
lotus leaf chicken immediately filled my nose. For a while, the savory 
taste of the crabs and the aroma of the lotus leaf chicken mixed together, 
making all of us feel hungry. 

As a final touch, Agui cooked rice on the stove. Fatty tore the chicken into 
four pieces, divided the bowl of soup into four parts, poured it over the 
rice, and then covered the chicken soup with crab sauce. I made sure to 
grab a little rice, some chicken soup, and some crab meat when taking 
that first bite. 

It felt like my taste buds immediately exploded—the strong savoriness 
combined with the hot and sour flavors of the cooked meat were just 
right. Fatty and I both closed our eyes in pure ecstasy, enjoying the taste. 

This definitely wasn’t the authentic Yunnan dish, but it was still 
surprisingly delicious. 

That night, even Poker-Face ate two bowls, and Fatty ate eight. After I ate 
three bowls, I went back to the house and began recording all the 
ingredients we used just now. I honestly hadn’t expected it to be so 
delicious, but this was definitely going to be a future crab season 
specialty recommended by Xilaimian’s chef. 

After eating, there was still a lot of chicken left so I decided to marinate it 
in white wine. I was going to continue my battle with the stuffed snail 
meat tomorrow, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that it wouldn’t taste 
better than today’s dishes. 
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Fatty came over to me, clutching his full stomach, and said, “You’re 
wrong. Although today’s dishes were delicious, stuffed snail meat has a 
secret weapon—it can be braised.”
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Chapter 41 Traveling Notes 

The next day, the river snails still smelled earthy, but it was slightly better 
than before. 

I need to point out that I used the local spring water here in Guangxi, 
which had a delicate fragrance. It was only a few days after I came here 
that I began smelling this fragrance. There was no way to classify this 
fragrance into any kind of category, but it was definitely a fragrance 
unique to water. My nose, however, wasn’t very good. Fatty said that 
what I was smelling was a phantom smell. 

I later found out that he was right because even when I touched the 
spring water with my hands, I could still smell it. 

I realized that this was an olfactory reflex caused by the temperature of 
the spring water. Maybe because my nose didn’t work for a long time, my 
body began developing the ability to compensate, thus allowing me to 
pick up smells through touch. 

I also heard from Black Glasses that at some point, he didn’t even need to 
use his eyes to see anything. This kind of “seeing” was different from 
what he saw with his eyes because it was more like “seeing” based on 
feeling. 

Maybe we didn’t need our eyes, noses, lips, tongues, or ears after all. 
Poker-Face also told me that when his body temperature rose to a certain 
level, it was actually difficult to tell whether he was fighting with his eyes 
or not. At that moment, it was like all of his cells could see the opponent. 

So, I spent the whole morning by the stream, trying to smell the various 
scents with my skin and playing around for about three or four hours. 

When noon rolled around, I could only eat last night’s chicken since the 
river snails still stunk. In fact, the essence of the chicken was all in the 
soup, which had already been eaten, so the savory taste of the chicken 
was very plain now. I had also soaked the chicken in wine last night, 
which meant that I couldn’t eat it all. But Fatty said that it shouldn’t be 
wasted, so he dumped a big thing of lard directly into a pan, cut the 
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chicken into strips, and fried it. After that was done, he fried some dried 
mushrooms from Agui’s house until they were all crispy, wrapped them in 
mango skins, and dipped them in hot pepper sauce. 

The meal turned out to be delicious, but I had diarrhea until four in the 
morning. 

On the third day, the river snails gradually began to smell like spring 
water. We immediately went next door to buy pork, cut it until it was 
minced up, and then carefully checked the river snails to confirm that 
there were no problems. Once that was done, we picked out the ones 
with strong shell openings, dug out the meat, removed the tails, and cut 
them into four pieces. 

Next, we poured a big jug of white wine into the water to blanch the snail 
meat. This bowl of diced snail meat was then mixed with the minced pork 
and chopped green onions and soaked in ginger juice that had been 
squeezed from old ginger. After letting it all soak for a while, we rolled 
the meat into balls one by one and stuffed them back into the snail shells. 

Fatty then seasoned the pan, grabbed a spoon, and put green onions, 
ginger, garlic, and a lot of oil into the pan. Once the oil was heated up, he 
began stir-frying the snails. Then he braised them. In keeping with our 
recent tastes, Fatty kept a handful of dried chilies next to the stove, which 
he tossed directly into the pan as soon as the aroma of cooked meat 
started filling the air. 

This was an awesome idea. 

I nervously waited outside with my bowl of rice. When Fatty brought the 
dish out and put it on the table, a special aroma filled my nostrils. I 
immediately picked up a snail shell, opened my mouth wide, and sucked. 
The braised liquid and pork/snail meat combo entered my mouth at the 
same time. As I started chewing, the flavor of the refreshing snail meat 
sandwiched between the pork fat and wrapped in the extremely delicious 
braised liquid filled my whole mouth. 

I immediately took a big mouthful of rice and gave Fatty a high five. 
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Poker-Face’s chopsticks were very steady as he picked a snail up, held it in 
the air for careful observation as if he were studying it, and then finally 
put it in his mouth. 

His expression remained the same, but after he finished eating it, he 
immediately picked up a second one. 

Although I felt the joy of success, I had to admit that compared with 
yesterday’s crab dish, this snail dish still lost. I didn’t know why, but there 
was just something about eating river snails that gave one a sense of joy 
of a simple harvest. Maybe it was because they came straight from the 
fields. 

That night, my mood finally returned to the calm I felt before we left Rain 
Village. Sure enough, I couldn’t regard just any place as my own safe 
haven. Rain Village was unique. 

At around nine o’clock in the evening, the legal daily broadcast program 
reported on the cult case. We sat on the bench in the yard and watched 
the program. The leader of the cult kept stressing to the Vietnamese 
media that although they were liars, the devil really did exist. 

They also showed a picture of what this devil looked like. I glanced at 
Poker-Face, but the devil’s appearance was so poorly drawn that I 
couldn’t tell what it really was. 

Believers of this sect still existed in Vietnam, and many cases were 
reported on the program. Some people even said that their experience of 
going to the underworld had to be true because some of their secrets 
weren’t known to others. Fatty patted Agui and told him not to believe in 
it anymore. 

I was so full from eating that I found a lounge chair in the yard, lay down, 
and fell asleep. Poker-Face had been lying in the chair before, so I figured 
there shouldn’t be any mosquitoes around to bug me. 

I had a dream that we went to Hainan and saw a temple there. In the 
temple, there was a Fei Kun statue and an immortal general, who looked 
like Pan Zi. There were many vacant shrines next to the Fei Kun statue. A 
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fat little acolyte in charge of incense in the temple told me that all the 
immortals had gone out to handle business. When they came back, all 
those vacant shrines would be filled. 
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Chapter 42 Traveling Notes 

When A-Mu and A-Gong’s first clutch of four chicks finally hatched, they 
were all very cute.(1)  

I felt very refreshed and happy when I woke up in the morning and saw A-
Mu walking around in a circle with a group of chicks that were still 
quivering. 

Based on how things were usually done in the countryside, the chicks 
were fed millet at the beginning. The millet had to be soaked in water and 
then drained, so Fatty got up early in the morning to do it. He 
immediately became transfixed as he watched the chicks eat. 

“This is the last batch of chicks we can grow attached to,” I said to Fatty. 
“Otherwise, we won’t be able to eat any of the ones that are born later.” 

“It’s fine. As long as they grow big enough to be stewed, they’ll do all 
kinds of stupid things. We can kill them one by one,” Fatty said. “They’re 
cute now, but in the future, they’ll be delicious. There’s nothing to worry 
about.” 

The chicks couldn’t be killed at this time, and we needed to raise them 
until they were at least old enough to eat insects, so our life in the village 
had entered a state of extreme tranquility. This could be regarded as a 
brief pit stop from our usual state of travel, which enabled us to take in 
the wonderful sights of dragonflies, butterflies, swaying rice fields, and 
clouds as soft as ink. 

At this time, the village committee in Fujian also instructed Xilaimian to 
present two programs—one for language and one for performance—to 
support the upcoming Douwei Festival.(2)  

In fact, we had escaped that catastrophe last year, but it seemed that we 
wouldn’t be able to do so this year. 

 
(1) Just FYI, there were 3 eggs incubating back in chapter 31. 
(2) I wasn’t finding anything so I think this is just a local festival NPSS made up. 
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At midnight, Fatty was watching TV while I sat at the table by the door 
and wrote a crosstalk(3) script for the language program. As for the 
performance program, Poker-Face and Fatty could do acrobatics. 

I didn’t know anything about Quyi performances.(4) The audience basically 
just watched the young men from the village go on stage together, but 
they didn’t really want to see a formal crosstalk so the thirty-minute 
performance time had to be filled with enough gags and nonsense to 
make them happy. 

The essence of comedy was tragedy, and it needed to be understood by 
everyone. As I thought hard about what to write for the script, I realized 
that it was very difficult to be a creator. 

The chicks grew up day by day, and the script got longer day by day. Every 
time I wrote an act, I’d coordinate with Fatty to rehearse the lines and 
record it. 

The first part of the script went like this: 

Wu Xie: Happy Douwei Festival, everyone. I’m Wu Xie, a crosstalk actor, 
and this is my partner, Fatty Wang. Today, we’re going to perform a 
traditional crosstalk for you, which is called: Scrolling on Your Cell Phone. 
I hope you like it. 

Fatty: Wait a minute. Doesn’t “scrolling on your cell phone” sound too 
modern? 

Wu Xie: Who are you? Where’s security? 

Fatty: Didn’t you just introduce me? Why are you pretending like you 
don’t know me? The security guards are backstage, preparing for the next 
show. Don’t bother them. 

 
(3) Crosstalk (aka Xiangsheng or comic dialogue) is a traditional performing art in Chinese comedy. It’s typically 
performed as a dialogue between two performers. The Xiangsheng language, rich in puns and allusions, is 
delivered in a rapid, bantering style, typically in the Beijing dialect (or in Mandarin Chinese with a strong 
northern accent). The acts would sometimes include singing, Chinese rapping, and musical instruments. 
(4) Quyi is a folk musical theater show. It’s an integrated performance art that tells stories, shapes characters, 
and expresses thoughts and feelings by combining narrating and singing. It’s also one of the art categories with 
the longest history and most profound traditions. Here’s a good exposé. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Xiangsheng
https://www.cchatty.com/Quyi-g-100164
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Wu Xie: You haven’t answered my question. Who are you? 

Fatty: Am I not your partner, Fatty Wang? You just introduced me. 

Wu Xie: Oh, did I say that? 

Fatty: We’re recording right now. Do you want me to rewind the video for 
you? 

Wu Xie: There’s a video? Oh, then there’s no need to call security. 

Fatty: Does this mean you’ll keep lying and say that I’m not your partner if 
there’s no recording? 

Wu Xie: That was me showing indignation. Since you’re my partner, how 
can you ask such a basic question? What do you mean it sounds too 
modern? 

Fatty: Nonsense. How can “Scrolling on Your Cell Phone” be a traditional 
program? 

Wu Xie: Why can’t it be a traditional program? 

Fatty: Since cell phones are a product of modern invention, and their 
history is only a few decades old, at most, they can be regarded as a new 
version of a traditional program. So, this crosstalk can’t be called a 
traditional program. 

Wu Xie: Oh, that makes sense. 

Fatty: Obviously. As a matter of fact, isn’t this common sense? 

Wu Xie: Then today, we’ll be performing a new version of a traditional 
program, called “Scrolling on Your Cell Phone”. I made a small language 
mistake just now; sorry everyone. I hope you all understand. In fact, I’m 
not a professional crosstalk actor. This is my first time acting, and I’m a 
little nervous. My real job is—ah, just thinking about saying it aloud 
makes me especially sad [wipes tears]. 

Fatty: Aiya, why are you coming up here and crying on such a happy day? 
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Wu Xie: Saying it makes me sad; I can’t suppress the pain. 

Fatty: If you keep crying, I won’t give you those two baskets of eggs from 
the village that you’ve been waiting for. 

Wu Xie: [immediately smiles]. 

Fatty: You’re too quick. 

Wu Xie: Children from poor families can cry quickly. 

Fatty: What kind of nonsense are you talking about? Are going to act or 
not? 

Wu Xie: My real profession is an explorer. 

Fatty: Oh, this job actually sounds pretty good. Why are you sad? 

Wu Xie: Because we often have to explore in particularly remote places, 
such as Huangguoshu’s Big Waterfall, Huangguoshu’s Big Cave, and 
Huangguoshu’s Big Quilt [place special emphasis on the last one].(5)  

Fatty: Are you sick? Why are you yelling all of a sudden? 

Wu Xie: I’m excited. 

Fatty: You’re excited? You almost gave me a heart attack! 

Wu Xie: I believe everyone who hears about these wonders of the world 
will be just as excited as I am. 

Fatty: Wait a minute, are there really that many places in Huangguoshu? 
How come I haven’t heard of them? 

 
(5) Huangguoshu Waterfall (黄果树大瀑布, literal translation “Yellow-Fruit Tree Waterfalls”) is one of the 

largest waterfalls in China and East Asia located on the Baishui River in Anshun, Guizhou province. FYI, huang (

黄) can mean yellow or pornographic and guoshu (果树) can mean fruit tree. The Chinese characters for what I 

translated as quilt are 被窝 and the pinyin is bèiwō. The characters can have the following meanings but I used 

quilt and bed based on the context: quilt wrapped around the body as a tube (traditional bedding) / 
(contemporary) bedding / quilt / blankets / cover / bed.   

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Huangguoshu_Waterfall
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Wu Xie: It may not necessarily be right. I can’t remember all the names. 
Anyway, they all have the Chinese character for yellow in the name. 

Fatty: Oh, the color is right. 

Wu Xie: Yep. 

Fatty: What’s the story behind Huangguoshu’s Big Quilt? Tell me about it 
in more detail. 

Wu Xie: Why do you want to hear the story of Huangguoshu’s Big Quilt 
instead of Huangguoshu’s Big Cave? 

Fatty: Because you didn’t yell out the first two, but you yelled out this 
one. It seems like you were particularly impressed with it. 

Wu Xie: Based on your expression, it looks like you think I’m guiding the 
audience. 

Fatty: That’s right. If you don’t want people to misunderstand, don’t yell 
like that. Now, what kind of adventure can there be in Huangguoshu’s Big 
Quilt? 

Wu Xie: That’s a name we chose based on that place’s characteristics to 
show how dangerous it is. 

Fatty: Hmm, so did the place have a lot of yellow, or did it look like a 
quilt? 

Wu Xie: [glaring] You’re a cultural laggard. So many characters make up 
that name, yet you only hear these two things? Did you not hear the 
word “big” or the word “guoshu”? 

Fatty: Oh, my mistake. Please continue. 

Wu Xie: The danger of this place is mainly reflected in the words “big 
quilt”. 

[Give the audience time to react] 

Fatty: I’ll stop mocking you. I’m tired; do whatever you want. 
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Wu Xie: In that place, it rains all year round and there’s a family nearby 
that always raises chickens. From time to time, an aunt stops by to make 
long-distance calls. It’s a very dangerous place, so you need to make a lot 
of preparations before trying to enter. 

Fatty: Wait a minute. 

Wu Xie: Now what? 

Fatty: This big quilt you mentioned, is it yellow with a checkered pattern 
on it? 

Wu Xie: Hey, so you’ve been there, too. It looks like you’re also an 
explorer. 

Fatty: No, I think the place you’re talking about is my bed. 

Wu Xie: Ah, what a coincidence. 

Fatty: Coincidence, my ass! Why do I feel like you’re setting me up? 

Wu Xie: Impossible. What benefit would I get from setting you up? 
Besides, that quilt is amazing. It was white before, but then it turned 
yellow. Is it really the same as yours? 

Fatty: You got me. 

[Give the audience time to react] 

End of the first act. 

When I showed it to Fatty, he thought that maybe it would be better if 
we swapped the words around. 

That would make it even more difficult to write, so I could only pray that I 
could collect some jokes in the future. 

Time flew by, and after nearly ten days, Agui’s family was back on track 
and it was time for us to leave. Our next destination was Hainan, which 
wasn’t too far from here. We would get there after crossing the Hainan 
Strait, and then head back to Rain Village. 
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As usual, everyone gathered together for a big meal. We loaded A-Gong, 
A-Mu, and the chicks into the truck, along with the six breeding ducks 
Agui had given us. After loading all the animals into the truck, we then set 
off for the Beibu Gulf.(6)  

This was the last stop on our journey. The weather was getting hotter and 
hotter, so we put on tank tops and shorts and got ready to see the sea 
and bask in the sun.

 
(6) Hainan Strait is also called Qiongzhou Strait. Beibu Gulf is also called the Gulf of Tonkin. The black circle on 
the map is the strait and the bit of ocean to the left is the gulf. 

https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/11/image-5.png
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Chapter 43 Traveling Notes 

There wasn’t much to say about the scenery along the way, because this 
was more of a return journey to our final destination, Rain Village. The 
calmness of the return journey enabled me to gradually empty my mind 
and think about nothing. 

The shapes of the clouds in Hainan were always changing. Fatty made an 
appointment with one of his friends to entertain us in Hainan. This man 
was a Fujian cook who worked in the kitchen of a hotel and lived in a 
fishing village by the sea. When he heard that we were coming, he said 
that a batch of swimming crabs and several mud crabs had just arrived, so 
he would cook us a meal of mud crabs and steamed rice. 

There were some houses by the sea that were split into living quarters for 
the locals and living quarters for guests. Every evening, fishing boats of 
various sizes would come back, carrying a wide variety of seafood on 
board. 

When we crossed the Hainan Strait by boat, the truck stayed below deck 
while we walked around on the deck above. As we watched the seabirds 
flying around the boat, I practiced our crosstalk script with Fatty. 

We managed to work out the second act on the boat, which made me 
think that victory was in sight. 

After getting off the boat, we continued our drive to the village outside of 
Wenchang.(1) After about four hours, we arrived at the coconut grove 
outside the village. I heard that the small road leading into the village was 
crowded with tourists because rockets were being launched nearby. We 
ended up stuck in traffic for three hours before we were finally able to 
enter the village, and just in time to catch the last moments before the 
sun set. The sun’s dying rays reflected on the seawater were very 
colorful. We parked the truck and unloaded the poultry. While Fatty went 
in to prepare dinner with his friend, Poker-Face and I went to sit on the 
embankment by the sea. 

 
(1) Map for reference.  

https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/11/image-6.png
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Nowadays, you could travel to Yongxing Island by plane, and it wasn’t 
very expensive either. I saw a lot of advertisements along the way, so I 
figured that you could also take a plane from Yongxing Island if you 
wanted to. 

Time flies and the world changes so fast. 

The sea breeze dampened our hair. I didn’t want to think about anything, 
so I just sat there in a daze until the sun completely set. 

After the sea became dark, the night lights on the fishing boats gradually 
lit up. There were boats going out to fish at night and boats coming back 
late, so it was very lively. 

The fragrance of the mud crab rice dish cooked by Fatty and his friend 
was so strong that I could smell it even by the sea. Many tourists were 
interested in it and wanted to buy some, but we turned them all away. 

The rice was glutinous rice, which we had eaten once in Rain Village, but 
this time, in addition to the usual ingredients (glutinous rice mixed with 
green peas, fresh shredded pork, small shrimp, and yellow rice wine), we 
also had crab roe from the swimming crabs and red crab paste from 
Quanzhou. 

While the crab sauce was way more delicious than shrimp sauce, it was 
supposedly hard to make. 

The mud crab was pressed down into the rice after it was steamed so that 
the crab juice would soak directly into the rice. If we wanted to increase 
the flavor while eating the crabs and rice, there were also some large 
peanuts we had carefully selected, which tasted even better when eaten 
together. But the most amazing thing was the small dish of fermented 
bean curd with crab sauce next to it, which we used to dip the crab legs 
in. 

This was truly a feast of flavors. 

But to be honest, this kind of meal was more along the lines of those 
special meals you’d eat three or four times a year. People like me, who 
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were from Jiangsu and Zhejiang,(2) couldn’t stand such colorful and savory 
dishes. 

After I finished eating, I stared straight ahead. Not only was this dish a 
huge calorie bomb, but I had also drunk beer while eating. As soon as I 
stood up, I knew I had to exercise tonight. 

So, the three of us took a walk along the sea embankment. When we 
reached the end, we continued walking along the beach. We turned on 
our cell phone lights and kept walking for a long time, until we eventually 
reached the naval base.(3) The road ahead was blocked, so we turned 
around and went back. 

The path back was actually a small road that ran through the middle of a 
huge salt field. The salt fields on both sides looked like they went on for 
thousands of miles, and the street lamps were very dim. At this time, I felt 
as if I had finally burned off almost all of those calories from dinner. Fatty 
and I started running while Poker-Face entered the salt fields alone. 

There were embankments between the salt fields, which were quite 
similar to the farmland we were used to seeing, but we also saw many 
things that looked like abandoned buildings in the middle of these salt 
fields. Poker-Face seemed very interested in them and wanted to go and 
take a look. 

Fatty and I didn’t worry about what he was doing because after he 
entered the salt fields and looked at whatever he was interested in, he 
kept appearing on the road ahead of us, waiting for us to catch up. He 
always managed to catch up with us much faster than we could catch up 
with him. 

After doing this a few times, Fatty and I were already sweating but Poker-
Face still appeared under the streetlight in front of us. This time, 
however, he was looking at a side path, as if he were inviting us to go and 
check it out. 

 
(2) Another map for reference (places are underlined in black). 
(3) I googled around and there only appear to be a few naval bases in Hainan, most of which are like all in the 
south and would take 2 days of walking to get there from Wenchang (according to google maps). The main one 
is the Yulin naval base. If there’s one closer to Wenchang, I wasn’t finding it. 

https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/11/image-7.png
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Yulin_Naval_Base
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We followed him onto the path (it was actually a relatively wide 
embankment running through the field). There were very few lights in the 
salt field, but anyone who had seen Chaka Salt Lake’s “Mirror of the Sky” 
knew that salt fields were a natural reflector.(4) So, even though there 
were few lights here, the places where there were lights appeared very 
clearly both on the ground and in the sky. The whole scene looked very 
ethereal. 

We followed Poker-Face for about a kilometer until we reached an open 
space in the salt field, where there was an old temple. 

There was light coming from the temple, and a woman in her thirties 
dressed in a local Hainan outfit was waiting for us at the door. 

The place was very deserted. 

When we approached, the woman invited us in, and I realized that this 
was a Fei Kun Temple. I was surprised to find that such a small one was 
here, and it was still running too. 

Or, maybe this was a comprehensive-type temple where multiple gods 
were worshipped, and Fei Kun was one of them. 

There was no one else here, and I could see an old sign on the door which 
said: “Cultural Relics Protection Group”. The woman told us that she lived 
here alone and usually took care of the incense in the temple. 
Occasionally, tourists would pass by and donate some money. 

There were only two rooms in the entire temple. The shrine was located 
at the entrance, but there were many candles and statues and the Fei 
Kun statue had been placed in the middle. 

There was also a small room in the back where she slept. 

Despite the limited space, there was a canopy outside the shrine with 
chairs and a tea table for drinking tea. We went in to take a look around 
the temple, but when Fatty and I got ready to burn incense, we suddenly 
felt a little puzzled. 

 
(4) Here’s the trip advisor page with people’s photos/reviews. It apparently looks cooler if it’s sunny. 

https://www.tripadvisor.com/Attraction_Review-g1819455-d2104290-Reviews-Chaka_Salt_Lake_Haixi-Ulan_County_Haixi_Mongol_and_Tibetan_Autonomous_Prefecture.html
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The god was standing here in front of us, yet we were about to worship 
the statue. 

So, we went back out front to drink some tea. Even though this place was 
close to the sea, the sea breeze wasn’t strong but it was very cool. The 
surroundings were very quiet, and since the whole area was full of salt, 
there weren’t many insects. 

I asked the woman if she was a monk and if she was lonely here all by 
herself. 

She said, “Although our family name is Zhang, the nature of each 
generation is different from the others. I heard that our ancestors were 
very special, but over the last two generations, many things haven’t been 
handed down.” 

She didn’t know what her ancestors were like, but the family required 
that this temple remain in operation. She didn’t know why, but out of 
those in her generation, she had a strange temperament where she 
found it difficult to live in crowded places. So, she moved here. Her aunt 
also lived here before, so she stayed with her until the end. She was all 
alone now, but she still planned to stay here for the rest of her life. 

Then she looked at Poker-Face and said, “As soon as I saw this guest, I felt 
as if fate was at work. This temple has always been standing here alone 
for several generations, so I started to wonder if it was waiting for 
someone to come here.” 

Fatty pointed to the Fei Kun statue and asked, “What do you call this?” 

“It’s called the Ganying Mutou God of the Western Paradise,” the woman 
said.(5) 

 
(5) Wasn’t 100% sure how to put it in English so left some of the pinyin. Characters are 西天感应木头天公. The 

ganying mutou bit can mean something like sensing wood, which I thought made the whole thing sound weird 
in English. Hence, the pinyin. 



454 
 

Chapter 44 Traveling Notes 

This name really surprised me. I knew that there were many local gods in 
the South China Sea, with about one temple in almost every village. And 
after we passed through Wenchang, many of the gods in the local 
temples couldn’t even be found on the list of deities, nor could we figure 
out what their origins were. Some were ancestral gods while others were 
really only local and unique. 

I couldn’t find this name anywhere either. I asked the Zhang woman why 
this might be the case, but she couldn’t tell me. I couldn’t help but sigh 
with emotion—it seemed that the Zhang family could live like ordinary 
people if they could callously sever their memories. 

When Fatty asked her if she felt like she was really strong or in 
particularly good health, she appeared confused and said that nothing 
stuck out other than being really good at the high jump when she was a 
child. 

Compared to the Mutou god, she had a much deeper understanding of 
the other gods in the temple, and introduced them to us one by one. 
These various gods all had some kind of relationship with each other. It 
seemed that over the long, lonely years, the temple caretaker connected 
the folk tales one by one, weaving a complete legendary life for the 
Mutou god. 

She also told us that as a temple caretaker, it was the biggest highlight of 
her life whenever someone passed by the temple and had a few cups of 
tea she prepared. But our late-night visit made the whole temple seem 
livelier, which made her think that we must be more than just simple 
strangers. I didn’t know why, but she kept thanking us for coming today. 

After arriving here, it seemed as if everything took on a different 
meaning, whether it was our leisurely walk or her choice to seclude 
herself from the world, but I couldn’t tell what meaning our visit gave to 
this ancient temple. 

As we drank a lot of tea that night, I couldn’t help but think that this 
woman wouldn’t change in any way. After we left, she would probably 
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still sleep peacefully. It was enviably quiet here, so the quality of sleep 
must be very good. 

When we left, she walked us all the way to the street lamp by the 
entrance and stood there smiling as we walked away. I thought she would 
watch until we reached the end of the road, but we only took two or 
three steps before she turned and headed back, leaving only an empty 
space under the street lamp. 

The tea made me feel hot and dry all over. When passing by the nearby 
village, we saw some kids playing ball so Fatty and I went to join them for 
a while. Poker-Face didn’t participate and just leaned against a nearby 
wall and watched us. A slogan from the local government was printed on 
the wall: Burn the fields in the morning, get detained in the afternoon.(1)  

After playing ball, the kids invited us to go fishing in the sea together. 

This was something new for us, so we followed them to the part of the 
beach where the reefs were. But when we got there, I found that this was 
different from the kind of sea fishing I had seen on the internet. The 
beach was very barren, and there wasn’t much in the reefs. The kids 
swam into the sea and pulled up a rope that was connected to a fishing 
net. The net must have been tossed in a very deep place because it took 
us three hours to pull it out of the water. 

But when we finally pulled it out, we found that a lot of fish had been 
caught in it, especially hairtail and silvery pomfret.(2) Everyone divided the 
haul up, but since we only helped a bit, each of us got three hairtails. 
After wrapping them in some grass, we carried them all the way back to 
the village. 

The hairtails looked like unblemished silver satin when they were first 
caught, but then their color gradually changed to what we usually saw at 
the vegetable market. As we walked back to the village, we were followed 
by at least twenty wild cats of various colors. 

 
(1) As I understand it, it’s a slogan meant to dissuade burning wheat because it causes smog. So if someone gets 
caught, they’ll get arrested.   
(2) Link to pic here. Hairtail on the left, silvery pomfret on the right. 

https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/11/image-10.png
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Largehead_hairtail
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pampus_argenteus
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They made all kinds of flattering noises—maybe people often fed them 
on that road—but Fatty cruelly refused them and even beat back several 
orange cats who rushed up and tried to steal the fish from us. 

Back at Fatty’s friend’s place, we killed the fish first and then took 
showers. The sun was starting to rise by that time, but I didn’t feel tired 
at all. I went out onto the balcony to watch the sunrise and slowly fell 
asleep. With the sound of the waves filling my ears, even falling asleep 
was a very casual affair. 

I could fall asleep at will without having to think about tomorrow or trying 
to foresee the future. When compared to the sweet sleep I usually got in 
Rain Village, sleeping here was a rare freedom. 

I only slept for about six hours before I woke up, feeling wide awake, but I 
felt as if I had slept for twenty hours. At noon, I had a very simple meal of 
hairtail steamed in broth and deep-fried hairtail. Then we got in the truck 
again and, guided by Fatty’s friend, went to find the authentic Fei Kun 
Temple, which was the southernmost Fei Kun Temple in China. Instead of 
a wooden statue, it was supposed to have a real Fei Kun statue. 

My plan was very simple: Along the way, we would pass a particularly 
good beach, so we were going to swim there. I heard that we could swim 
from there to a big reef that was further off shore. 

The best time to swim was at dusk, so we decided to go to the temple 
first. As it turned out, this temple was actually quite famous. If there were 
too many people there, then the lines would move slow, so we needed to 
get there early and queue up. 

I glanced at Poker-Face and asked him, “Can’t you get us an in or 
something?” 

Poker-Face looked at me but didn’t respond. 

The temple was located in an area where a small number of ethnic groups 
were gathered. There was also a unique rule where you had to change 
into local clothes when you traveled through the area. We rented a few 
sets, and then entered a village filled with betel nut trees. As we 
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approached, I suddenly heard the sound of something falling on the 
truck’s roof. 

I thought the truck had finally been hit by a coconut, but then a hairy paw 
suddenly came in through the window and scratched my face. Although it 
didn’t break the skin, it left three red marks that were extremely painful. 

It turned out to be a big monkey. 

Fatty immediately stopped the truck and we all got out. The big monkey 
jumped into the back of the truck and started rummaging around. We 
had our beach stuff and snacks back there, so Fatty immediately rushed 
forward to drive it away. The big monkey had a very surprised expression 
on its face, as if to say, “What? You dare to resist?” Then it jumped on 
Fatty and tried to bite him. 

The monkey’s canine teeth were very sharp so the attack was very strong, 
but what kind of person was Fatty? Without even stopping to think about 
whether the opponent was a protected animal or not, he picked up one 
of the lounge chairs we were planning to use at the beach and slapped 
the big monkey on the head with it. 

The big monkey then grabbed the chair, resulting in a mini tug-of-war 
between the two sides. I took the opportunity to lift the food out of the 
truck bed and throw it to Poker-Face. When the monkey saw this, it 
released its hold on the chair and rushed right towards him. Not only did 
Poker-Face easily dodge, but he also flicked the monkey’s head while he 
was in mid-air. 

It must have been very painful, because the monkey suddenly fell to the 
ground and took a long time to get up before it ran crookedly into the 
betel nut forest. 

Fatty’s friend’s complexion wasn’t good as he walked up to us and said, 
“We’re screwed. The monkeys here have very bad tempers. This one will 
definitely come back for revenge.”
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Chapter 45 Traveling Notes 

Speaking of monkeys getting revenge, I had also experienced this kind of 
thing before. In fact, monkeys were a kind of animal that could display all 
kinds of human qualities. If one attacked you and your counterattack 
didn’t make it aware of the danger and the gap between your levels, it 
would circle around you while looking at you with cold eyes. And as soon 
as you were distracted, it would rush right towards you to get its revenge. 

I had fought with many animals when I was out traveling in the 
mountains, but I knew that monkeys and wild boars were the only type to 
seek revenge. 

But we didn’t have time to worry about that right now. Fatty’s friend led 
us through the village and then showed us to the temple. It seemed that 
it had just rained heavily here, so there weren’t many people and we 
were able to enter the temple smoothly. 

Not only was this temple much grander than the small one we just 
visited, but the Fei Kun Balu statue inside looked completely different 
from how Poker-Face looked. It seemed this evolution was the result of 
the long passage of time. In essence, only a few key temples in the south 
were the real Zhang family temples, and the other temples had all 
developed freely after the believers scattered. 

But Fei Kun Balu’s way of subduing devils still utilized the Zhang family’s 
unique skill of wrapping their knees around their opponent’s head and 
breaking their neck. Apart from this action, all the other details of the 
statue seemed to take after the Buddhist arhat statues.(1) It seemed that… 
how should I put it? I tried to convince myself that this thing was the 
image of Poker-Face in those people’s minds in the past, but I really 
couldn’t make any sort of connection between the two. 

The statue had been around for some time, and it was said that some 
people specially came here twenty years ago to refurbish it. We could 
also see a lot of Zhang family marks under the shrine, indicating that 

 
(1) In Buddhism, an arhat or arahant is one who has gained insight into the true nature of existence and has 
achieved Nirvana and liberated from the endless cycle of rebirth. They may be seen as the Buddhist 
equivalents of Christian saints, apostles, or early disciples and leaders of the faith.   

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Arhat
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many Zhang family members used this temple as a place to contact their 
compatriots whenever they passed through. But the marks were very old, 
so it seemed like hardly any Zhangs had come here in recent years. 

There were many other statues sitting next to the Fei Kun Balu statue, all 
of which were much smaller. There were also some statues of evil gods 
from overseas. It was clear to see that this temple’s main function was to 
save those poor people who got these evil god statues either from 
overseas or mountain caves. Although this kind of evil thing couldn’t be 
discarded anywhere, the people could at least leave it in this temple. 

Fatty and I each took out a hundred-yuan banknote and stuffed them into 
Poker-Face’s pockets. “There’s no need for a middleman if you want to 
make a profit,”(2) Fatty said. Poker-Face didn’t seem to care since we 
especially liked quoting memes all the time. 

Off to the side, the acolyte in charge of incense had a disgusted look on 
their face upon seeing our behavior, and wouldn’t even look us in the 
eye. 

Although this was a big temple, it was still a village temple. We bypassed 
the shrine in the front hall and walked into the back hall, where there 
were all kinds of Fei Kun Balu murals. On the other side of the back hall’s 
spirit screen was a door. There was an old lady standing by the door with 
a fortune-telling plaque. Her eyes were so cloudy that it looked like she 
had lost her sight. 

I examined the murals with great interest and found that they were all 
stories about subduing demons in the world. Although the old lady 
couldn’t see, she seemed to know where we were in the room and 
started telling us stories in the local dialect, just like a storyteller. 

I silently used my cell phone to record her, because I couldn’t understand 
what she was saying at all. Even Fatty’s friend couldn’t understand the 
dialect spoken in this village. 

 
(2) It was a popular phrase/meme on the internet, but it was originally an advertising logo for a second-hand 
car trading service platform. Their whole schtick was that without the dealer (aka middleman), the seller could 
sell more and buyers could buy cheaper. 
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The old lady put in a lot of effort when telling us the stories. It was said 
that she had been telling these stories here her whole life. Her mother 
had been saved by Fei Kun Balu when she was a child. She herself became 
blind shortly after birth and couldn’t do anything else. When the villagers 
asked her what she wanted to do, she made a vow to stay here and tell 
the story of her mother’s benefactor. 

I was moved by the old lady’s situation, because at her age, there was no 
telling how many times she had told these stories, but now that we were 
here, she still talked like it was the first time she was telling them. 

Fatty’s friend also secretly told us that the acolyte in charge of incense 
was greedy for money. Despite the fact that many of the incense sticks in 
this temple had been brought by the old lady, she just sat at the back 
door and told others’ fortunes. 

As we politely looked at the murals, the old lady listened to our footsteps 
and accurately told the story of each mural. We couldn’t understand her 
and she couldn’t see us, but we still listened as if we could and she still 
spoke as if she could. 

When we got to the back door, she had just finished telling the last story. 
Poker-Face directly went up to her and put the two hundred yuan we had 
stuffed into his pockets into the old lady’s hands. 

The old lady didn’t say anything, but she held Poker-Face’s hand as tears 
flowed down from her cloudy eyes. 

She held onto him for a long time, and I knew that she must have realized 
that the god in the stories she had told her whole life had really appeared 
here. 

We didn’t dare stay any longer after that. The old lady stood by the back 
door and watched us leave. 

As soon as we exited the back door, we saw that there was a path leading 
to the mountain behind the Fei Kun Balu temple. There were many red 
cloths on the mountain that people had hung up in order to have their 
wishes granted. It was apparently one of the local customs here. 
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Fatty was even angrier about the temple acolyte’s greed and asked 
Poker-Face to have the true god descend today and replace the acolyte. 
But in fact, even if Guan Yu(3) came down to earth, he couldn’t manage 
any Lord Guan temples because part of the temple property belonged to 
the village itself. I remembered that someone from the Zhang family 
managed the part of the temple belonging to the Zhang family, but I had 
no way of finding out where that person was. 

Moreover, I could see that the old lady didn’t feel like she was being 
bullied. Outsiders like us shouldn’t casually show off the kinds of 
underworld methods we’d usually use. 

We followed the path all the way up to the top of the mountain. In feng 
shui terms, this kind of mountain was known as a star peak, which was a 
very good mountain formation. Logically speaking, since the stars were 
clustered right above the mountain peak, there should be rich and 
powerful people buried here, but there were too many volcanoes in 
Hainan. Even a gentle star peak mountain like this had demon-subduing 
gods like Fei Kun Balu enshrined here. It could almost be regarded as 
conforming to the records described in the “Trembling Dragons 
Scripture”.(4)  

Once we reached the top of the mountain, we looked down at the temple 
below. If the terrain was like a bird spreading its wings, then the temple 
was located right at the center,(5) with the majestic aura of the Azure 
Dragon in the east and the White Tiger in the west. There was an area in 
front of the mountain where people could worship and dance. This 
temple’s location must have been chosen by a feng shui master, and 
there was probably an ancient tomb carefully hidden beneath it. With 
both yin and yang in the same place and the Fei Kun Balu temple built on 
top, whatever was buried beneath the temple must be very fascinating. 

 
(3) Reminder, Guan Yu (-219) was a general of Shu and blood-brother of Liu Bei in “Romance of the Three 
Kingdoms”, a fearsome fighter famous for virtue and loyalty, and posthumously worshipped and identified 
with the guardian Bodhisattva Sangharama. 
(4) The “Trembling Dragons Scripture” is one of Yang Yunsong’s famous works that focuses on the feng shui 
involving mountains. Yang Yunsong was a well-known feng shui master from the Tang Dynasty. Not finding 
much in English, so just went off this. 
(5) Wasn’t finding a good translation for 开帐 (a feng shui term), so I just decided to describe what it would look 

like. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Guan_Yu
http://fengshui-magazine.com.hk/No.140-Feb09/A88a.htm
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The three of us easily saw through the whole thing at a glance. “We came 
up to see the mountain, but who would have thought this place would be 
full of demons,” Fatty said to me. 

“The Luo star is positioned above the shuikou. It’s very beautiful,” I said 
to him.(6)  

“With this mountain being a star peak, if you want to know what’s below, 
you’ll have to find people in the village who have copper coins in their 
bellies and whose family members haven’t lived past seventy for the past 
three generations,” Fatty said. “Although they’re short-lived, they must 
be extremely rich.” 

Fatty’s friend was confused by this, but said, “Hey, how did you know that 
the monkeys here have belly buttons that look like copper coins, and 
that’s why they’re called Copper Coin Monkeys?”

 
(6) More feng shui mumbo jumbo (I think). A shuikou is a place where water flows out of an area. 
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Chapter 46 Traveling Notes 

This situation was actually very interesting. According to the feng shui 
books, if someone’s belly button looked like a copper coin, then that 
meant that their ancestors were buried in this place. This kind of thing 
was called a Rolling Copper Coin Array.(1) But if the monkeys’ belly 
buttons looked like copper coins, then that would mean that their 
ancestors were buried under the Fei Kun Temple. 

So, this might actually be the tomb of the monkey king. 

“No, no,” Fatty said. “This should be a monkey demon’s tomb. Otherwise, 
Little Brother wouldn’t be suppressing it.” 

I figured Poker-Face had no control over where the temples were built in 
the end, but if a tomb had been specially built for a monkey, then that 
meant that the monkey had obviously done something extraordinary. 
And whatever extraordinary thing it was, it had been bad. Otherwise, it 
wouldn’t need to be suppressed by the Fei Kun Balu temple. 

However, it wasn’t difficult to make inquiries about it. After we went 
down the mountain, we found a restaurant in the village. While eating 
beef hotpot, we asked the owner’s grandfather about it. The owner was 
seventy years old, and his grandfather was over ninety. He sat barefoot in 
the yard and spoke to us in the local dialect, saying that a monkey 
appeared here during the time of the last emperor. The locals called it 
Kaishan Hongbei.(2)  

After this monkey became the monkey king, strange things started to 
happen frequently. The first thing of note was that this monkey was 
extremely clever. There was originally a clear distinction between humans 
and monkeys, so there were few conflicts between the two. The people 
at that time were more murderous, so they would shoot any monkeys 
that messed with them. As a result, the monkeys were very wary of 
people. But Kaishan Hongbei’s IQ was much higher than that of ordinary 

 
(1) Think NPSS made this up because I wasn’t finding anything. 
(2) Kaishan Hongbei (开山红背) can be directly translated as Red-Backed Mountain Splitter. FYI, China’s last 

emperor was Aisin-Gioro Puyi and his “reign” was from 1908-1912 (he was only 2 years old in 1908).  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Puyi
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monkeys, so while all the other groups of monkeys around it died out 
almost within a month, its group of monkeys expanded at an 
unprecedented rate. At the same time, it also began to attack villages 
frequently and launched sneak attacks on children and young animals. 
The people at that time had to go out in groups; otherwise, they’d 
definitely be attacked by monkeys. If they were careless, they would even 
be killed by the monkeys. Under Kaishan Hongbei’s leadership, these 
monkeys even learned to set up ambushes at the top of cliffs. Whenever 
people passed by below, the monkeys would throw heavy stones down 
and crush the person to death. 

Some people once witnessed Kaishan Hongbei massacring young 
monkeys like a human, but they didn’t know what the reason was. A few 
feng shui masters said that this monkey might possess the energy of an 
immortal, but now it had become more demon-like. All the young 
monkeys it had killed were male, so it had probably been worried that it 
would be forcefully ousted by other monkeys once it became an old 
monkey king. Killing all the young male monkeys was simply a 
precautionary measure. 

The second thing of note was that this monkey was very cruel and 
vengeful. In fact, it went far beyond the normal levels that this species 
usually displayed. If it failed to kill a person, not only would it 
immediately become furious and kill all the young monkeys in the group 
indiscriminately, but it would also follow that person home at night, 
looking for opportunities to launch a sneak attack. If the person was very 
vigilant, it would place rotting animal carcasses and feces on the windows 
of the house for several months and dig up the bodies of newly buried 
infectious patients, rip them apart, and throw the body parts at the 
enemy’s home. 

Therefore, any methods such as setting up traps or trying to ambush this 
monkey were all completely useless. It seemed to know everything and 
could successfully avoid all ambushes. 
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Of course, humans were the spirit of all things.(3) After a long time, the 
monkey disaster here attracted the attention of the government. At that 
time, all the Qiongzhou(4) government offices were equipped with 
muskets, so they sent troops up into the mountains to solve the monkey 
problem. The local hunters had assembled several times before, but they 
all gave up because the monkeys fled into the mountains. This time, 
however, the government was decisive—anyone who killed a monkey 
would get six silver coins, and whoever killed Kaishan Hongbei would get 
thirty. 

This completely aroused the humans’ bloodlust and led to a month-long 
campaign to encircle and suppress the monkeys. By the end of it, Kaishan 
Hongbei’s monkeys were wiped out, and even all the other monkey 
groups scattered around the area were killed. Kaishan Hongbei and a 
group of family members were eventually trapped and surrounded on a 
cliff by musket-wielding hunters. It hid in a cave on the cliff and persisted 
for ten days before finally succumbing to thirst and jumping off the cliff. 
After the body was cut open, they found that it had been eating the 
young monkeys to satisfy its hunger over the last few days. 

At first, the matter was considered closed, but after a few days, the 
bodies of those monkeys that were piled up in the government office 
suddenly began to show abnormal changes and grow black hairs. The 
local official knew that the situation wasn’t good, so he immediately 
invited a feng shui master to come and take a look. The feng shui master 
didn’t look at anything when he arrived, but instead went directly to see 
Kaishan Hongbei’s corpse. Upon seeing that the body had doubled in size, 
the fangs in its mouth had elongated, and the many black hairs on its 
body were like steel needles, the feng shui master said that these 
monkeys had begun to transform and needed to be burned immediately. 
Once that was done, they needed to choose a good place to bury the 
ashes and then build a special temple over it. 

So, that was how this Fei Kun Balu temple came into existence. In fact, 
the principle was very simple: Kaishan Hongbei would have transformed 

 
(3) It’s a Chinese idiom which basically means that humans are the most spiritual (aka noblest and wisest) of all 
species in the world. 
(4) Qiongzhou is the historic name for Hainan Island. 
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into a zombie in a hundred days, probably because its ancestors died in a 
special place in the mountains where the feng shui was very strange. 

This was purely coincidental, but it made Kaishan Hongbei very different 
from other monkeys. After dominating the region in life, the ferocity 
brought to that place after death caused the body to start changing, so it 
had to be buried in a good place to offset the negative energy. 

And the Fei Kun Balu temple was built because the people were worried 
that monkeys similar to Kaishan Hongbei would appear among its 
surviving descendants and bring disaster to the region again. 

But then again, the monkeys here were indeed fiercer and stronger than 
those in other places. It seemed that because their ancestors were buried 
on both a fierce dragon and an auspicious dragon, they had an obscure 
presence, but they were all extraordinary. 

When we got in the truck and prepared to start our return journey, 
Poker-Face suddenly knocked on the window in warning. I looked in the 
direction he was pointing and saw that a group of monkeys were 
gathered in the trees up ahead. Their leader seemed to be the one that 
attacked us earlier. As soon as the truck started moving, we saw the 
group of monkeys also start moving through the forest. Based on the 
direction they were running, they seemed to be following us.
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Chapter 47 Traveling Notes 

We went to the beach as planned. The monkeys were no longer visible, 
but I didn’t take that to mean that they were gone for good. There was 
nowhere for them to take cover on the beach since there were few trees, 
so they probably decided not to follow us so aggressively. 

But we also knew that these monkeys were bound to launch a sneak 
attack in order to get their revenge against us. It seemed that the monkey 
we had fought today was the current monkey king. 

We armed ourselves and waited in the truck for a while, but no monkeys 
ever came. So, we got out and moved the tables and chairs to the beach. 
In this direction, we could only see the sunrise and not the sunset, but the 
setting sun on the other side would definitely turn the clouds here into an 
ink painting. 

This was one of the best beaches on the island, with sand that was very 
fine and a coastline that was very long. There weren’t many people here; 
only a few older guys from the Northeast who were fishing with fishing 
rods, but they moved farther away after they were done. 

We put down the windproof picnic stove, set up the lounge chairs, and 
started making tea. 

Fatty’s friend kept urging us to go swimming, saying that there was a 
huge reef about a hundred meters off shore that was constantly hit by 
the waves. The water there was supposedly very clear. 

The three of us put on our goggles and swam over to it. The average 
water depth here was only about six meters, and after swimming about 
fifty meters off shore, the waves had little impact on us. We dove below 
the water’s surface and found that the area below was a mixture of reefs 
and sand filled with octopi, squid, and various crabs. 

From a general perspective, the surrounding environment made me feel 
like we had returned to the undersea tomb. 
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Fatty started chasing the small squid, looking just like Patrick Star from 
SpongeBob.(1) Poker-Face was more like a huge, flexible fish in the water 
and started burrowing into one of the reef clusters. This was very 
dangerous to do, but it seemed like he had found something. Soon, he 
came back out and motioned for us to follow him in. 

We swam behind him into the reef cluster, where the waves weren’t as 
strong. All the surrounding reefs were covered in oyster shells and 
barnacles, which would break immediately if they got pushed up by the 
waves. 

We carefully swam to the center and found that there was a sunken ship 
there. It wasn’t an ancient one, however, but a modern one. It was quite 
large and covered in marine life, so it must have been down here for 
some time. 

The sunken ship was at least ten meters deep, but the light here was very 
good. Sunlight streamed down from overhead, creating a gorgeous 
Tyndall effect. A school of tuna came swimming out from one end of the 
reef and disappeared at the other end. 

This was probably a haven for the nearby marine life, because it was 
impossible to trawl here. 

We played around for a while, floated to the surface, and then climbed 
onto the reef. I had never seen so many crabs crawling on a reef before. 
They were so densely packed together that I couldn’t help but feel my 
scalp tingle. 

These were all flower crabs. Fatty said that they didn’t look tasty at first 
glance since their shells were black and their legs looked like tiger 
mosquito legs, which we southerners hated the most.(2) Overall, they 
gave off an evil vibe. 

 
(1) Patrick is an obese pink starfish from the American cartoon SpongeBob SquarePants.   
(2) Pic here. Flower crabs are on the left and tiger mosquitoes are on the right. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Patrick_Star
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/SpongeBob_SquarePants
https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/11/image-11.png
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Portunus_pelagicus
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aedes_albopictus
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As we rested on the reef, the sun gradually sank towards the horizon, 
casting its dying rays over a large area. The whole sky now looked like a 
subtly-colored oil painting. 

The waves were so loud that we didn’t bother speaking and just quietly 
watched the horizon slowly darken. Then, before the surroundings 
became completely dark, we jumped back into the sea and swam back to 
the beach. 

Fatty’s friend served us a few bowls of simple noodles, along with some 
tea. We all ate very well since we were hungry after swimming. 

Then, we packed up our things and with the sea breeze blowing around 
us, headed back to the village. 

It was completely dark on the way back. Fatty stopped at the 
supermarket by the village entrance. When I asked him what he was 
doing, he said, “The monkeys are still there! I just looked in the rearview 
mirror and saw that they’ve entered the village. There’s going to be a 
fierce battle tonight, so we need to build some fortifications and set up 
some traps.” 

I followed Fatty’s line of sight and saw the betel nut forest. It was dark 
inside and really did seem to be the perfect place for an ambush. 

I nodded and smiled evilly. 

As we were making our purchases, I kept pondering over the question of 
how we could eliminate the monkeys’ hatred, because if we didn’t 
subdue these monkeys now, I was afraid it would become an endless 
problem in the future. In the end, the simplest way was to catch the 
monkey king. 

Once the monkey king was captured, the other monkeys would definitely 
disperse. Moreover, I had to defeat the monkey king in public and cause 
it to lose its prestige among the other monkeys so that it would take 
some time for it to rebuild its status once it returned to the other 
monkeys. By the time it stabilized its power again, it probably wouldn’t 
remember much about this time. 
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I laughed while thinking about it. For some reason, the idea of fighting 
with these monkeys was making me really excited. Maybe I didn’t like the 
bitter hatred I saw in the monkey king’s eyes when it looked at me 
before.
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Chapter 48 Traveling Notes 

We easily divided the work up. Fatty wanted to enjoy the fun of close 
combat with the monkeys, so he was in charge of the vanguard. His main 
job was to attract the firepower to the yard, so he needed a suit of armor. 
We were all experienced when it came to fighting monkeys and knew 
that they liked to scratch people. Since biting wasn’t one of their skills—
we were much bigger than them, after all—they would focus on 
launching all-around attacks to try and separate us. 

Monkeys had quick reaction times and their speed was also very fast. If 
three of them surrounded one of us at the same time, it was easy to get 
scratched and seriously injured, especially because they would sneak up 
quickly and then retreat quickly. 

But things would be completely different if we bought several bamboo 
sleeping mats for Fatty to wear. All we had to do was use some wire to 
make them into armor and wrap them around his body. Then, he could 
put some oven mitts on his hands and arm himself with a clothesline 
pole. 

Of course, the pole would be covered in kerosene and ignited so that the 
monkeys couldn’t snatch it from him. 

I was in charge of two jobs. The first was to make some traps, which I 
would set up in places around the house that had weak defenses. 
Monkeys were very vigilant creatures, so if they fell into a trap at one 
spot, they wouldn’t continue trying to break through there. I bought a lot 
of wire and a few small transformers to electrify some of the windows 
that were easy to climb through. Fatty’s friend had children and elderly at 
home so we didn’t want any of the monkeys to attack them. Of course, 
these monkeys were still protected animals and couldn’t be killed so I was 
planning on using the transformers to adjust the voltage. 

The second job was to launch a sneak attack against the monkey king. I 
took some bamboo from the side of the road and used it to make a 
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blowgun. Then, I bought some iron nails and shuttlecocks(1) from the 
supermarket. If my aim was accurate, I could take the monkey king down 
with just one shot. 

Anyone who hunted would know that even if your opponent was a tiger, 
it would die quickly as long as there was enough distance to shoot 
through its lungs. Even a thin dart would be fatal as long as it was shot 
through the lungs. But my purpose was to capture the monkey king alive, 
so I could only use nails instead of a long fishing rod to make a modified 
deadly blow dart. Not only would the nails not kill the monkey, but they 
were easy to remove so I had to concoct some poison to coat the nails 
with. 

It was almost too easy to find raw materials to make poison in Hainan. 
There were upas trees(2) everywhere on the side of the road, and 
although the sap of this tree was highly toxic, it was commonly found 
even in cities. You could even see drunk people peeing on them in the 
middle of the night. They probably didn’t realize that once the sap 
dripped down, it would all be over for them. 

I made more than thirty blow darts and then found an upas tree outside 
of a cemetery by the side of the road. After getting some sap, I put it into 
a disposable cup, hung it at my waist, and put the blow darts in to soak. 
That way, the poison wouldn’t dry out by the time I was ready to use 
them. 

If this substance got on people and the rescue wasn’t done in a timely 
manner, death would be imminent, which meant that it would definitely 
work very quickly if it got on the monkeys. Therefore, I needed an 
antidote called Red-Backed Bamboo Grass.(3) This kind of grass grew near 

 
(1) These shuttlecocks aren’t like the ones used in badminton. They’re called a jianzi in the Chinese game (which 
also has the same name). They typically have four feathers fixed into a rubber sole or plastic disc. Pic here. 
(2) Upas tree (scientific name: Antiaris toxicaria) is a tree in the mulberry and fig family that has a wide variety 
of uses even though its sap is highly toxic. Fun fact: the Chinese of Hainan Island refer to the tree as the 
“Poison Arrow Tree” because its sap was smeared on arrowheads in ancient times by the Li people for use in 
hunting and warfare. 
(3) This seems to be a controversial topic. Some people on Baidu say this Red-Backed Bamboo Grass doesn’t 
even exist, and the Chinese wiki article doesn’t have any sources cited. Also sketchy how they say this grass is 
an endangered species if it’s supposed to grow around the upas tree (which isn’t endangered). I also wasn’t 
finding anything in English saying there’s an antidote for the upas tree sap besides digibind (source here), 
which is made from the immunoglobulin fragments of sheep that have been inoculated with a digoxin 
derivative. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jianzi
https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/11/image-12.png
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Antiaris
https://www.baike.com/wikiid/7399431613113412278?view_id=5jxq8ghm00s000
https://naturespoisons.com/2015/03/18/cerberin-the-heartbreaker-of-the-suicide-tree-cerbera-odollam/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Digoxin
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the upas tree, so I pulled some out, smashed it up, and put it in a water 
bottle. After the monkey king was poisoned, I would make it drink this 
water. 

Poker-Face was going to be our sniper. He found a suitable tree branch 
and bought some rubber bands to make a powerful slingshot. Then he 
bought six packs of White Rabbit Creamy Candy to act as bullets.(4)  

This slingshot was powerful enough to leave the monkeys black and blue, 
but it wouldn’t kill them. Moreover, it ensured that we could effectively 
control their attack route from a high vantage point. 

Poker-Face would be located on the roof, Fatty in the yard, and I would 
hide so that I could launch my sneak attack. I also bought a lot of 
firecrackers, so if I was attacked, I could light them and throw them out in 
order to scare the monkeys off. 

Fatty’s friend said that he would be responsible for making us a midnight 
snack and delivering supplies to us. 

The three of us bought the necessary items, made the equipment in the 
car, and then headed back to his friend’s house. Fatty’s mat armor was so 
strong that he probably wouldn’t be afraid even if a bear came. When 
Poker-Face went up to the rooftop, I saw him unwrap one of the candies 
to eat and then point in a certain direction—he had already noticed that 
the monkeys were approaching. 

Fatty’s friend and I immediately went to close the windows, surrounded 
all the weak spots with wire, and turned on the electricity. 

After finishing the last skylight, I could already hear the monkeys howling 
from all directions. I was wearing headphones since we were using 
WeChat to keep in touch with each other in real time. “What’s the 
situation?” I immediately asked them. 

 
(4) White Rabbit Creamy Candy is a brand of milk candy that’s similar to taffy. It’s an iconic cultural brand and 
has been in production since 1943. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/White_Rabbit_(candy)
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“This monkey king is in charge of a large group of monkeys. In my 
opinion, there are monkeys all around the area. Ah Ting, go and tell your 
neighbors to be prepared.” 

Ah Ting was his friend’s name, and he immediately went to make the 
necessary phone calls. At this time, I suddenly heard a loud snap come 
from the opposite tree—Poker-Face had already fired the first shot, 
which must have been a warning. It hit the trunk of a tree so hard that 
the whole tree immediately shook violently. A dozen mature monkeys 
jumped out of the tree, rushed directly into the yard, and confronted 
Fatty.
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Chapter 49 Traveling Notes 

Fatty immediately lit the fork of the clothesline pole, looking just like a 
general.(1) The monkeys were startled by the flames, but instead of 
running away immediately, they began circling around Fatty. One of the 
monkeys snuck up behind Fatty and scratched him. Fatty didn’t react fast 
enough to dodge and immediately turned around, but that was a 
mistake—the monkey who was originally standing in front of him took 
advantage of his distraction and kicked him in the back, right where his 
heart was. 

The impact caused Fatty to stagger, giving all the monkeys around him 
the opportunity to rush up and begin kicking and scratching him. At this 
time, Poker-Face showed his sniping prowess and sent out a flawless 
shot. A big piece of milk candy slammed into one of the monkey’s heads, 
and after four more shots, the four strongest monkeys around Fatty had 
all been beaten back. 

The shots must have been really painful and embarrassing because the 
monkeys flew into a rage and kept touching the red, swollen bumps on 
their foreheads. Fatty, on the other hand, wasn’t injured because his 
makeshift armor protected him. He quickly caught the unluckiest monkey 
and hit it directly in the crotch. 

The monkey immediately lost its will to fight and dropped to the ground, 
rolling around and clutching its crotch in pain. 

Fatty’s morale was immediately boosted and he began to take the 
initiative to attack. Those monkeys neither ran far nor dared to rush 
towards him rashly. 

At this time, another group of monkeys hiding in the trees began to throw 
mud and stones at the house, and a window on the third floor was soon 
broken. Poker-Face turned his attention to the attackers hiding in the 
trees and began sniping at them. 

 
(1) Just to note, the pole probably looks like this (hard to see but there are two little prongs on the end to help 
you get the laundry down): 

https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/11/image-14.png?w=150&zoom=2


476 
 

His aim was very accurate, so even though there were a lot of monkeys, 
he could strike one down with just one piece of candy. The slingshot 
couldn’t kill them, but it basically suppressed their long-range support 
attack after about a minute. 

But Fatty, who lost Poker-Face’s sniper support, was once again besieged 
by the monkeys. As both sides collided, Fatty kept up a simple routine: 
catch one and hit it directly in the crotch. Soon, there were three 
monkeys rolling around on the ground. 

But he found that this trick didn’t work for all the monkeys, because the 
rest were basically female. 

“You must be doing this for love so I won’t hit you,” Fatty shouted, “but 
don’t think I’m easy to handle!” 

Seeing that both sides were hesitant to attack (which was called a 
stalemate in the art of war), I immediately hid behind a window and 
began observing the surrounding situation. The monkey king hadn’t 
appeared yet, so he was probably hiding in a safe place to command the 
battle. According to Sun Tzu’s “The Art of War”, a direct method may be 
used for joining battle, but indirect methods would be needed in order to 
secure victory.(2) These indirect methods weren’t about having the troops 
appear suddenly in ambush but having the extra strength that came from 
reserve troops, which could often determine the war’s victor. 

I was our side’s reserve troops. The monkey king wanted to get its 
revenge against me and must be looking for me, so it hadn’t sent its 
reserve troops out yet. 

When I came to the back door, I saw three or four monkeys hanging on 
the window. They put their hands on the wire as they tried to open the 
window, but as a result, they all ended up getting electrocuted. Their fur 
was standing on end from the electric shock, and after having reached 

 
(2) Took that straight from Chapter 5 of the free version on google books. “The Art of War” is an ancient 
Chinese military treatise dating from the Late Spring and Autumn Period (roughly 5th century BC). The work 
was attributed to the ancient Chinese military strategist Sun Tzu and is composed of 13 chapters. Each one is 
devoted to a different set of skills or art related to warfare and how it applies to military strategy and tactics. It 
remains the most influential strategy text in East Asian warfare and has influenced both Far Eastern and 
Western military thinking, business tactics, legal strategy, politics, sports, lifestyles, etc. 

https://www.google.com/books/edition/The_Art_of_War/QhsZEAAAQBAJ?hl=en&gbpv=1
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Art_of_War
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sun_Tzu
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too far inside, it was now impossible for them to escape quickly. I pulled 
out the plug and watched as they all staggered away. 

I put the plug back in, went to the second-floor balcony, and climbed 
from it to the next-door neighbor’s house. They were watching a movie 
on their cell phone. When they saw me climbing over with my blowgun, 
they asked me if I wanted some tea, but I declined. 

I then climbed to the neighbor’s roof—it was two stories higher than Ah 
Ting’s house so the view was very good—lay down, and began to look 
around. Soon, I found that there was a cell phone tower behind the tree 
that Poker-Face had pointed to before. The monkey king was hiding at 
the top of the tower, accompanied by several monkeys. I couldn’t tell 
whether they were guards or concubines, but they were all howling 
anxiously. 

This monkey was indeed clever. 

I went back down to the first floor and approached the cell tower 
carefully. The tower was very tall, but after eyeing the distance, I figured 
that I had enough lung capacity to fire off a shot. Instead of blowing nails, 
however, I would have to use a kind of needle that was used for bird 
hunting. 

But I had only prepared two of these. I stuffed one of them into the 
blowgun, took aim, and blew. 

At this time, a monkey standing next to the monkey king suddenly 
moved, and the blow dart hit it instead. The monkey jumped up and 
immediately started scratching the wound. 

Finding this behavior odd, the monkey king looked at the grimacing 
monkey. Then, the monkey suddenly began to lose strength in its hands 
and feet, and that’s when the monkey king happened to see me. 

It immediately let out a howl, and the three remaining guard monkeys 
jumped down from the cell tower and rushed right towards me. The one I 
shot fell to the ground after a few steps, but the poison on the needle 
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wasn’t enough to keep it down for long. It immediately got up again and 
continued running towards me as if it was drunk. 

I inserted the second needle and shot down the second monkey. After 
these two were brought down, I saw that the third one was getting closer 
so I lit the firecrackers in my hand and threw them at it. For some reason, 
it caught them instead of dodging, but as a result, it got caught in the 
small explosion and swiftly fled, completely ignoring the monkey king. 

At this time, the monkey king had also descended to the ground and was 
getting ready to confront me face-to-face. I suddenly heard Fatty’s voice 
say in my headphones, “They’re going back to defend the monkey king.” 

I inserted a nail into my blowgun and blew it directly at the monkey king, 
but it actually tilted its head back and avoided it. 

Its eyes at this time were similar to Poker-Face if he were a monkey or 
Black Glasses if he were an ape. It looked at me very disdainfully, as if I 
were foolish for confronting it directly like this. 

I inserted another nail and pretended to blow it. The monkey king 
immediately tilted its head again, but when it did so, I blew the nail for 
real, and the poisoned nail accurately pierced its neck. 

Don’t underestimate the malice of human beings, you evil beast, I said to 
myself. 

The monkey king seemed to be in a state of disbelief, but he quickly 
pulled out the nail and rushed right towards me. I turned and ran, trying 
to get within Poker-Face’s firing range. The monkey king swiftly chased 
after me, but right when it was about to catch me, I dropped to the 
ground, rolled, swung my blowgun up like a club, and hit it on the head. 

It went flying backwards, but by the time it stood up and scratched its 
head, the poison finally kicked in. 

Black Glasses said that most of the fighting skills that humans possessed 
had been learned from animals. So, logically speaking, humans shouldn’t 
be able to beat animals. But as long as they had a club in their hands, the 
whole situation would be completely different. 
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The most powerful thing about humans wasn’t their ability to use clubs, 
but their ability to hide them. 

I glanced at the group of monkeys rushing back to defend their leader and 
slowly walked towards the monkey king. Its muscles were lax and it was 
nearly unconscious. I grabbed the back of its neck and looked at the 
dozens of monkeys that were slowly approaching now. When the 
monkeys finally arrived in front of me, they didn’t dare come any closer. 
Obviously, this scene must have the same feeling as when their ancestors 
were bitten by tigers. 

They probably thought that the monkey king was dead, so I started to 
beat its ass in front of them. It howled in pain, but it had no strength left 
after being poisoned and couldn’t resist at all. 

In the end, the monkey king’s tail drooped and it showed an extremely 
miserable countenance. This was the signal that it had lost, so all the 
monkeys gradually began retreating, and finally disappeared into the 
woods. 

When I carried the monkey king back into the yard, Fatty burst out 
laughing at the sight. I gave the antidote to the first two monkeys I had 
taken down. They were only slightly poisoned so they should be fine, but 
the monkey king had to drink a lot in order to get rid of the poison. 

After I made it drink until its belly became distended, the toxicity flared 
up and took full effect. It was still conscious at this time, but couldn’t 
move at all. The neighbors came from all around to watch, which I knew 
was only adding to the tremendous mental damage it had suffered. 

After about an hour, the toxicity gradually subsided, and it began to 
recover. We let it go and watched as it stumbled away. 

I was certain that it would no longer be the monkey king after it returned. 
It would take a long time for it to regain the throne, so it wouldn’t dare to 
retaliate again. 
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Actually, it was more likely that it would take a very long time for it to 
return to its original group because it followed our truck all the way here. 
It was dark now, so it may not know the way back. 

We fought this battle beautifully, but after checking for injuries, I found 
that I had a scratch on the back of my hand. It was really troublesome 
because now I would have to get a rabies vaccine. We went directly to 
the hospital’s emergency room, got vaccinated, and then returned to Ah 
Ting’s house, where we found that all the neighbors had brought food for 
a midnight snack. 

They must have thought that what happened was really interesting 
because everyone was very excited. 

We drank some beer, ate two blackspot tuskfish,(3) and went back to our 
room to sleep. Even as I was preparing for bed, I couldn’t stop laughing. 
As it turned out, fighting really was a good way to relieve stress. When I 
moved to pull the window curtains closed, I saw Poker-Face in the yard, 
putting what was left of the White Rabbit candy into the truck. It seemed 
that he thought it was good, which made me smile. 

As soon as I lay down, I immediately felt sleepy. Our next step was to 
make the return trip home, which had me wondering how my moss was 
doing even as I was on the brink of sleep. I really missed it.

 
(3) The blackspot tuskfish is a wrasse native to the Indian Ocean and the western Pacific Ocean. This species 
occurs on reefs, preferring areas with sandy substrates or areas of weed growth. Pic here. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Blackspot_tuskfish
https://merebear474765851.files.wordpress.com/2022/11/image-13.png
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Chapter 50 Traveling Notes 

As we loaded all our things into the truck, A-Gong and A-Mu’s chicks were 
running all over the place, jumping around and being very naughty. I 
finally got to see how active Tibetan chickens were. They even climbed 
onto our shoulders and heads. Poker-Face grabbed them one by one and 
put them back into the basket, but after a while, they started running 
around again. I didn’t know where they got their energy from. 

I rolled down the window to say goodbye to Fatty’s friend and then we 
headed home. 

This time, we didn’t go back with any secrets, and the return journey was 
surprisingly easy. 

For people like us, the purpose of traveling was a difficult question to 
answer because we had already seen the most beautiful scenery out 
there. Our mood as we looked at those mountains and rivers, vast 
mountains and dense forests, and towering snow-capped mountains and 
huge lakes was completely different from when we first saw them. 

In the past, such beautiful scenery was always the prelude to our 
adventures, and what we always saw after that were great wonders 
seldom seen by humans. 

As we traveled through such beautiful scenery this time, however, the 
years we had experienced in these places before gave off a different kind 
of feeling. In fact, when we revisited these old places, I was actually 
looking at my past self and those remnants I left behind. 

I originally thought that those remnants were the main reason for going 
on this trip, but it wasn’t until after Motuo that I realized that we had 
never traveled—we’d only gone on adventures—and it wasn’t so easy to 
live with the remnants. 

I didn’t have an answer to what the purpose of traveling was, but 
compared to building my own house, it obviously wasn’t my strong suit. 
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But on our way back home, I looked at the truck full of gifts, the scar I got 
from beating the monkeys, Fatty in the passenger seat, and Poker-Face in 
the back seat, and suddenly realized that one of the indispensable key 
factors when it came to traveling was the people you traveled together 
with. 

You would experience various things together, but it was best if they 
weren’t fierce mountains, evil rivers, demons, or ghosts; you would go 
and get gifts together, but it was best not to lose your people along the 
way; you would go home together, but it was best not to be full of doubts 
and misgivings. 

In this way, your long journey home would be a good one. 

Fatty and I switched seats so that he could drive, but when we stopped to 
buy tea eggs, the chickens ran away. We hurriedly chased after them and 
ended up getting questioned by a traffic cop. In the end, we had to pay a 
fine. We then drove to a gas station, but there was no gas so the three of 
us had to push the truck to the next gas station. Then the truck got a flat 
tire. Halfway through our journey home, a typhoon came and battered 
the truck with heavy rain. Fatty fell asleep while driving and almost killed 
us all. 

Although we experienced many things while heading back, I knew in my 
heart that this was a good trip. 

We passed a town along the way, which had crab sauce as its main 
specialty. It was regarded as the ultimate sauce when paired with crab 
dishes, but when we tried it with french fries, it tasted soapy. I figured 
this may not be a universal delicacy. 

After leaving that town, we headed straight back to Rain Village. The 
distance actually wasn’t that far, so we ended up arriving in the 
afternoon. No one came out to greet us when we parked the truck in 
front of the gate. Although the journey had indeed been quite trying, I 
didn’t feel my back start aching until I finally saw the gate in front of our 
house. 
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Instead of letting Fatty put the chickens in the courtyard, I found some 
bamboo, made a chicken coop, put it by Xilaimian’s stove, and 
temporarily settled A-Gong and A-Mu’s family there. The sheep were also 
led out of the truck and tied to the bamboo outside of the restaurant so 
that they could adapt to the environment here. Finally, we grabbed all of 
the various-sized gifts out of the truck and walked through the gate. 

The moment we opened the gate, the sun was shining just right. All the 
moss in the courtyard had grown up undisturbed, including the aquatic 
plants in the pond. The water was so clear and the bottom of the pond so 
green that it almost looked as if there wasn’t any water at all. 

This was the courtyard of my dreams, and it was the first thing we saw as 
soon as we came home. 

I put down my things, sat by the back door, and looked at the courtyard, 
feeling a very subtle sensation in my heart. I didn’t want to leave at all. 

Fatty went into the house to put some things away, came out again, and 
nodded approvingly, “This is really something, Mr. Naïve. Who would 
have expected it would turn out like this when you built it?” 

“I expected it,” I said. 

Poker-Face came in carrying his things on his back, looked at the 
courtyard, and went into the house to put his things down. There was a 
bag of milk candy in the things he was carrying, so Fatty dug it out, 
opened it, and threw one to me. When Poker-Face also came out and 
leaned against the wall to look at the pond water and aquatic plants, 
Fatty threw him one, which he caught. 

We ate the candy and gazed at the pond quietly for a long time before 
Fatty suddenly said, “I’ll cook.” 

“I’ll boil the bath water,” I said. 

We both looked at Poker-Face, who said, “I’ll get the wine.” 

=================== 
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End of Traveling Notes 

=================== 

“Notes in Rain Village: Traveling Notes” Epilogue 

The performance was cancelled for special reasons and changed to a 
banquet, so the two sheep were killed. 

I thought they would be the ancestors of our future flock, but who would 
have expected my livestock tycoon dream to end so early? 

Raising chickens was a relatively smooth endeavor, but the quantity still 
wasn’t up to scale. Plus, Fatty soon ate A-Gong and A-Mu’s eggs, along 
with their children. The improved stone pot chicken was well-received, 
but it was in short supply because we had problems getting the 
ingredients for it. 

The new dishes were also well-received, which meant that we were once 
again on the local restaurant list. 

I really missed the hot springs at the temple—whenever I saw news 
coverage of that place, it still had the same beautiful scenery—so I 
started to soak in the local hot springs every day. 

We also got a plot of uncultivated land by the roadside so that we could 
breed fireflies. It wasted a lot of beer, but in the coming year, this place 
might be very beautiful. I had long predicted that my attempt to get into 
the breeding industry wouldn’t succeed, but this place should definitely 
be full of small, glowing lights next summer. 

 


