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Chapter: 88 

 

Zhao Yunlan was almost stunned as he listened…Shen Wei andS

hennong…how did they become irreconcilable? 

At that time, Zhao Yunlan felt as if someone covered his head wi

th a sack. As soon as he took itoff, he found that he had teleporte

d. 

The scene in front of his eyes first turned black and then white. 

When he opened his eyes, hefound himself in a place he did not 

recognize…at least it wasn’t below Wang Chuan (lit: streamof f

orgettance basically one of the rivers in lore that you cross to rea

ch the next life). Heagitatedly fidgeted with his whip and looked

 around. Suddenly, in the vast whiteness that almostrendered hi

m blind, he saw the back of a lonely figure walking in the far dis

tance in front of him. 

Zhao Yunlan was tall with long legs and was able to catch up qui

ckly. He clearly saw that thesilhouette was a small old man. 

Even if the old man stood up straight, he would only probably c

ome up to Zhao Yunlan’s chest.His back was bent like a cooked 

shrimp and he carried a large basket that was commonly usedby 

the people in the Yunnan Guizhou province for moving. When Z

hao Yunlan looked into thebasket, he found that it was empty. Al

though there was nothing inside, the old man seemed asthough h

e was carrying something that weighed several hundreds of kilo



grams, weighing himdown to a point where he couldn’t even lift 

his head. He could only face the ground with his backto the sky 

and struggle to walk forwards. 

Zhao Yunlan reached out, lifted the big basket, and muttered: “Is

 it that heavy?” 

The old man finally stopped walking and wiped off a forehead o

f trailing sweat. When he liftedhis head, he revealed a weathered

 and tanned face, looking like the old man carrying water inthe f

amous oil painting “Father”. He looked at Zhao Yunlan and smil

ed tiredly: “Come. Comewith me.” 

“Wait. Where is this? Who are you?” Zhao Yunlan furrowed his 

eyebrows and asked. 

The old man didn’t reply, just lowered his head again and kept w

alking forward like an old oxpulling a plow. His shoulders sunk 

down from the weight of the empty basket and a pair ofshriveled

 and protruding collarbones were revealed at his neckline. 

“It’s you who brought me here? Ai, what is all this? I finally cor

nered my wife and didn’t even geta chance to say a word before 

you cruelly interrupted.” 

The old man listened to his complaints with a faint smile, neither

 explaining nor answering. 

Zhao Yunlan continued to ask: “Where are you bringing me? W

hat are you carrying?” 

The old man suddenly hummed a phrase following the pace of h

is footsteps: “Suppress thesouls of the living, calm the hearts of t



he dead, atone the sins of the survivors, reincarnate thosewho ar

e unfinished—” 

He dragged out his voice. Using a melodic, longing tone, he utte

red the words one by one. Nomatter how many times he spoke, h

e only said this phrase. The sound was deep and rolling,along wi

th these bizarre words it was reminiscent of funerals in the past 

where flag-

bearingpeople would scatter paper money while they walk, repe

ating the same “this family grants 120yuan” sentence as they foll

owed the coffin. 

Zhao Yunlan saw that he couldn’t get an answer from this man a

nd so stopped asking. The whipin his hand turned into the black 

paper with red letters that was the Guardian Order and herolled i

t into the shape of a cigarette and stuck it in his mouth to stave o

ff his craving. Helistened to the old man’s voice as he silently ca

lculated his next steps. 

He suddenly had a sort of feeling as if he was walking on a road 

towards the heavens. 

Wait…road to the heavens…wasn’t that road on Buzhou Mount

ain? Didn’t Buzhou Mountainalready collapse? 

As he thought of this, Zhao Yunlan’s footsteps abruptly stopped.

 A sound of a sigh came out ofsome unknown location in the air.

 As if he was suddenly reminded of something, he stared atthe ol

d man’s figure closely and blurted out: “Could you be Shennong

?” 



The old man’s footsteps stopped yet again, he turned his head sl

owly and wordlessly looked athim. 

The muscles on Zhao Yunlan’s body immediately became tense. 

 

 

      

 

 

 

Ever since he determined that the so-

called “memories” in Da Shenmu (the name of the tree“big godl

y wood”) was fake, there had been a kind of suspicion in his hea

rt—

Mount Kunlunwasn’t a place where just anyone could climb up, 

not to mention the people who could alter the 

Da Shenmu could be counted on one hand. Later, Zhao Yunlan r

eflected on that memorycountless times, the section about the so

ul fire on his left shoulder was very vague and thesection about 

Buzhou Mountain was rigid and abnormal. 

Who was it that was lying to him? 

In this way, Shennong seemed to be the most suspicious. In that 

memory, Shennong alwaysappeared with a type of proper and in

different attitude. At first glance, Shennong seemed to bevery ri

ghteous, but after careful thought, it didn’t seem right. 



The memory was a complete story. If any one of the people who 

appeared in the memory wasremoved, there would be a different

 ending. In other words, their every word and movementwere co

nnected to various causes and consequences, with the exception 

of Shennong—

even ifthe story didn’t have Shennong, the beginning and ending

 of the story would be the same,nothing would be affected. 

Later, he met Shennong Bowl who was attached to his father, he

ard Gui Mian (lit: ghostface/mask aka yezun in the drama) seemi

ngly accidentally say the sentence “Shennongborrowed your sou

l fire”, all of which seemed to confirm his suspicions. 

Additionally, in the stone at the Big Seal, Nuwa’s seemingly rig

ht but evidently false statement:“Shennong is wrong” again stim

ulated Zhao Yunlan’s nerves. 

Zhao Yunlan clenched his fist: “So the one who messed with the 

Da Shenmu, is it you or not?” 

The old man didn’t respond, his face revealed a sense of worry. I

n that moment, Zhao Yunlanfelt that he heard the wind of Buzho

u. 

As his voice fell, the snow-

white world suddenly came apart and a strong piercing lightappe

ared. Zhao Yunlan hurriedly covered his eyes, only lowering the

m tentatively and slowly along while later. Through his eyes that

 were flowing with tears from the stimulation, he saw thathe had

 returned to the ordinary world. 



Zhao Yunlan looked at his surroundings and was stunned for a m

oment. An incredibly weirdfeeling of familiarity and strangeness

 sud,denly rose in his heart. 

He didn’t realize why for a long time until he saw the ice cream 

store on the street corner. 

Zhao Yunlan’s eyes opened wide—

this place was near his home, only that the ice cream storeacross

 the street had long gone bankrupt. Five or six years before, it ha

d already become a hotpot restaurant. 

For a while, he was a little confused and paused in place until fin

ally he walked over in bigstrides. He used what little change he 

had and bought a bowl of shaved ice. Like a fool (sha bi),he stoo

d within a group of young girls, leaned against a window, stared 

at the big “Year 2002” 

displayed on the calendar hanging on the wall of a shop, and exp

ressionlessly used a sort ofvery bitter method of eating to chew t

he shaved ice with a “ka zhi” sound. 

It looked like he was there to collect fees and smash the shop. 

Zhao Yunlan felt that he was either dreaming or watching a bad 

movie where the scenes keptswitching, in one moment it’s on th

e sky and the next it’s on the ground. He was finally able togo b

ack to the ordinary world only to find himself landed 11 years ea

rlier. 

At the moment when he’d eaten half of the shaved ice, he sudde

nly glimpsed a person. Heimmediately sat up straight, and, like a

 fox, extended his neck to look out from the ice creamshop wind



ow. Because the image of a “fierce handsome man eating shaved

 ice” was soeye-

catching, several girls couldn’t stop looking at him and thus, unc

ontrollably followed hisgaze, extended their necks, and looked o

utside. 

This resulted in forming a basketball team of meerkats. 

Zhao Yunlan saw a familiar car drive out of the little neighborho

od that his house was in—

theold car that had carried countless memories of his childhood t

hat was ultimately mercilesslyreplaced by his dad!  

      

 

 

 

Zhao Yunlan immediately threw away the food that he didn’t fin

ish and rushed out with a speedas if he was trying to catch a che

ater in the act. He flagged down a taxi along the road, pulledout 

a tattered work permit, and flashed the police badge in front of t

he taxi driver: “Please tailthat car in front for me!” 

The taxi driver didn’t expect that he would be able to pull a 007 

in this lifetime and immediatelybecame excited. He stepped dow

n on the gas and the car kicked back and then shot out,turning th

e taxi into an F1. The acceleration flattened Zhao Yunlan against

 the front passengerseat. 



Zhao Yunlan’s dad drove all the way to the antiquated street. If h

e went in any more he wouldreach the little alley full of shops w

hich no motor vehicles were allowed to enter. From about 100m

eters away, Zhao Yunlan saw his dad park the car against the roa

dside, walking in sportingbig paparazzi repealing sunglasses that

 celebrities wear. 

“Shifu (master), stop here, stop here!” Zhao Yunlan’s eyes were 

glued to his dad’s back. Hehurriedly grabbed his wallet but just 

as he was about to pay, the taxi driver sternly refused. 

Zhao Yunlan: “Hurry up and take it, don’t waste time…I’m goin

g to lose track of the person.” 

The taxi driver gave a heroic salute and then gave Zhao Yunlan a

 strong handshake. With force,he said: “Comrade, go. I won’t ta

ke your money…I want to serve the people!” 

Zhao Yunlan: “…” 

After a second of speechlessness, he decided not to be polite any

more, jumped off the car, andran away. 

The antiquated street from 11 years ago wasn’t as standardized a

s it was now. In the narrowroad, stalls were everywhere: from je

welry and jade to antiques and paintings, the alleycontained all s

orts of things. As long as it looked lively, it didn’t matter if the it

ems were real orfake. Thus, the road seemed to become narrowe

r and was incredibly not conducive to trailing aperson. 

Zhao Yunlan dry swallowed a concealed piece of yellow talisma

n drawn by Chu Shuzhi. ChuShuzhi was so poor that all he had l

eft was self-



confidence, and he thought of himself asincredibly cool. He clai

med that this talisman would be more than effective even if it wa

s to beused to investigate the romantic relationships of the great 

ancient gods. 

Even though Zhao Yunlan thought he was full of bullshit, he cou

ldn’t help but put his hopes onthe talisman. However, he didn’t d

are follow too closely. 

As such, he lost his dad as soon as he turned the corner. 

Zhao Yunlan carefully poked his head out at the door of each sto

re but still didn’t see him. Hisgaze landed on the big pagoda tree

 that connected with the netherworld. He knew that theperson he

 was following was not his pompous father but a scum who dare

d to use the body of aliving person to go down to Huang Quan (t

/n basically where souls cross over, lit: yellow spring). 

Zhao Yunlan took a deep breath. This would be his second time 

going down Huang Quan today.In his heart he wished he could b

eat up that broken bowl. 

There was sense in Shen Wei’s recommendation that he leave as 

quickly as possible. Itdefinitely wasn’t a great experience for a li

ving person to walk the Huang Quan road. Even forsomeone lik

e Zhao Yunlan who dared to walk downstairs barefoot in the col

d winter months, thebone penetrating chill could still be clearly f

elt on this road. 

“Father Zhao” waited on Huang Quan road for a bit. He consiste

ntly rubbed his hands and hisbrows continually became more fur

rowed. It seemed as though he was waiting for someone. 



Huang Quan road was thin and narrow and the people and ghost

s on it could be seen clearly.Zhao Yunlan didn’t dare to reveal hi

mself, so he could only suffer through crouching in the bigpagod

a tree, feeling as though he was trapped between the two worlds 

of yin and yang. 

Just as he thought he would become paralyzed from crouching, a

 familiar person suddenlywalked over from the other side of Han

g Quan road. That person was very eye catching;everywhere he 

went he seemed to leave behind a sense of disaster (idiom: 寸鬼

不留 changedfrom 寸草不

留…basically a sense of no ghost is spared), even the ghosts wh

o calmly gambled 

their lives couldn’t help but to lower their heads and back away, 

giving an effect of Mosesparting the sea.  

      

 

 

 

At a glance, Zhao Yunlan’s mood immediately became conflicte

d. Anyone who found out thattheir own “wife” already met their 

father-in-

law eleven years ago would probably be unable torestrain thems

elves from having this feeling. 

Shen Wei wore the long cloak of the Ghost Slayer and didn’t sho

w his face. He walked up tofive paces away from Zhao Yunlan’s



 dad and stopped without uttering a word. The chillemanating fr

om his body was even more unbearable than the desolate Huang 

Quan. 

Zhao Yunlan’s dad also stopped walking and rubbing his hands. 

The two stood there silently ina suppressed and heavy atmosphe

re. 

After a while, Zhao Yunlan’s dad opened his mouth and said: “T

he evening paper that Yunlanbrought home has Your Honor’s sc

ent.” 

Shen Wei didn’t explain, only emitted a quiet, cold laugh. 

Zhao Yunlan had never heard this kind of cold laugh from Shen 

Wei before. In that instant, hesuspected that the person within th

e black cloak wasn’t Shen Wei at all but the enigmatic GuiMian. 

Although a powerful soul had taken over father Zhao’s body, the

 body was still made of flesh.Not long after he was on Huang Qu

an road, the cold made his lips turn pale and purple. Oncloser ins

pection, they were even gently trembling. However, his voice di

d not falter at all: “Don’tforget what you promised when you ins

isted on sending Kunlun’s soul into the reincarnationcycle all th

ose years ago.” 

“Huh?” Shen Wei finally slowly opened his mouth. “I only look

ed at him from very far away.When he approached I hid. Even if

 this immortal can’t believe my character and worry that I willno

t follow my word, do you also not trust the valuable contract wit

h Shennong?” 



His tone sounded as warm and polite as ever, but Zhao Yunlan w

as used to listening to hiswords and his tone. He sensitively pick

ed up on a sense of belittlement and an indescribablesarcasm fro

m this short sentence. 

Zhao Yunlan’s dad furrowed his eyebrows: “But what is going o

n with The Great Seal? Whywould the Houtu Great Seal become

 loose?” 

This time, Shen Wei was silent for a while and then his voice be

came slightly lower: “If thisImmortal still remembers, the Fuxi 

Great Seal was only a few hundred years old when it wasbroken 

by the sky pillar. You can say it was destroyed and then erected 

again. Since Nuwa’sfall, the newly established Houtu Great Seal

 already lasted for who knows how many thousands 

of years. Water droplets can erode stone…the Great Seal looseni

ng under our eyes issomething no one can prevent. Even I am he

lpless.” 

“The Houtu Great Seal is created by Nuwa’s sacrifice and it is al

so from Kunlun’s painstakingeffort. Of course I’m not implying 

you did something you shouldn’t to it, but if the Great Sealcomp

letely collapses, what do you plan to do?” 

“Yes,” Shen Wei paused and then lightly continued, “what do I p

lan to do? I am very slow-

wittedand only now I am finally understanding what the immort

als meant by ‘no death, no extinction,no godhood.’ In fact, I was

n’t originally meant to be born from the sky and raised by the ea

rth, orbe a God respected by the people.” 



“Don’t think that Shennong’s agreement can’t restrain you on th

e day the Great Seal breaks. Ifmy son…” 

Father Zhao’s voice got to this point and then suddenly came to 

an unnatural stop, as though itwas a movie that had its speakers 

break down halfway. He opened his mouth but no soundcame ou

t. 

Shen Wei’s face was hidden behind a black fog but Zhao Yunlan

 could sense that he wassmiling. 

He heard him slowly say: “Son? Immortal you must be too imm

ersed in the play. If ‘Ling Lang’(t/n honorific for son of the othe

r party aka ZYL) knew that you are giving up your role of anIm

mortal to attach yourself to not just any mortal but his dad’s bod

y, do you think he wouldacknowledge you or not?” 

Father Zhao’s throat emitted a cackling sound. He used both han

ds to clasp his throat and hiseyes were full of anger but he could

n’t say a single word.  

      

 

 

 

Shen Wei looked at him calmly for a bit. Finally, he laughed ligh

tly and waved his hand. Asthough someone punched him, Zhao 

Yunlan’s dad backed up many steps before steadyinghimself: “Y

ou…” 



Shen Wei folded his hands into his long sleeves and nodded his 

head slightly: “So Immortalplease be careful about what you say

. Some things everyone know but are better left unsaid.What do 

you think? The sage Shennong is a noble character of high presti

ge, of course I alsohighly respect him. But respect is respect, if h

e was still alive, I would still be unable to reconcilewith him. I st

ill don’t think much of the three ancients of the past. This Immor

tal is born asShennong’s treasured bowl…I’m afraid that you ha

ven’t cultivated the same level of power ashim yet?” 

Father Zhao’s whole body was shaking but Shen Wei only conti

nued indifferently: “I don’t wantto do anything disgraceful eithe

r. I’m willing to peacefully talk sense with you. Hopefully Immo

rtal 

you can also conduct yourself well, don’t stretch your reach too 

far, manage too wide—

if there isnothing else, I won’t see you off.” 

When he finished speaking, he didn’t even spare a glance at Zha

o Yunlan’s dad. He turned andwalked down Wang Chuan (lit aga

in: stream of forgettance), further into the depth of HuangQuan. 

Zhao Yunlan was almost stunned as he listened…Shen Wei and 

Shennong…how did theybecome irreconcilable? 

No wonder that day Shennong Bowl ran away before he could cl

early say what he wanted tosay. Shen Wei was there so he didn’t

 dare say it! 

How did his gentle, graceful, easy to bully lover become a com

manding terrorist in front of hischeap dad? 



What was going on with Shennong’s valuable contract? 

Right…if Shennong was the one who borrowed the soul fire in h

is left shoulder, if the things thathappened in the Boulder of the 

Great Seal were true, then how did the ghost tribe get ahold ofth

e soul fire after? 

What happened in the middle? 

If the memory within the Da Shenmu (lit again: Great Godly Tre

e) was manipulated byShennong, what was he trying to hide? 

Seeing that Father Zhao had almost come up, Zhao Yunlan hurri

edly climbed up the pagodatree and hid amongst its leafy branch

es. He only stuck out his head once Father Zhao was faraway. 

He went back down to Huang Quan and stared at the direction w

here Shen Wei disappeared offto. He pondered for a long time a

nd still felt that things weren’t true. He was becoming used tobei

ng lied to to the point where he was almost developing a persecu

tory delusion, suspectingthat nothing was real. 

At this time, Zhao Yunlan suddenly got a flash of inspiration and

 thought of the “Secret AncientRecords” rolled up in his arms. H

e hurriedly took it out to look at it only to see that the book hada

lready become blank. The pages within and the cover were all e

mpty; the words disappearedwithout a trace and left nothing beh

ind. 

Zhao Yunlan’s gaze became heavy—

eleven years ago, which was to say 2002, was also thefabled “Re

nwu” year (t/n 60 year cycle…so 1942, 2002, 2062). 



If the scenes he saw today were true, then if he were to go to the 

store at the end of the GhostCity and buy the “Secret Ancient Re

cords” would that be the book that appeared at No. 4 BrightAve? 

 


