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Chapter: 91

Guo Changcheng’s phone had been continuously vibrating, the s
creen showing a very strange,unfamiliar number that didn’t see
m like a phone number, but not a proper landline numbereither,
with many 4’s in the front. Guo Changcheng glanced over it, fee
ling that it was a littlesimilar to the TV shopping number and gu
essed that it was to market something. Everyone elsewere all dis
cussing important matters and even though he couldn’t complete
ly understand, hestill sensibly put on a look of trying his best to
understand, and despite the continuous vibratingof his phone, he
ignored it.

Everyone had been discussing for a good while and their discuss
ion still hadn’t yet reached aconclusion, but Chu Shuzhi had nag
ged about the Water Dragon Pearl given by Snake FourthUncle
or a while. Chu Shuzhi lived extensively in the graves and was h
caded down the autopsyroute, so his thoughts really weren’t ver
y bright and were occasionally a little dark. He was agenuine, pr
oper analyst of conspiracies and schemes.

“Your Fourth Uncle definitely knows something,” Chu Shuzhi in
sisted, “Otherwise why would hesuddenly want to take you awa
y at this time, and just so happen to ask you to give Chief Zhaot
he Water Dragon Pearl at this time?”



Zhu Hong had her arms folded in front of her chest, eyebrows cr
cased as she let out a sigh.

The humans and ghosts alike in the office all fell silent. At this ti
me, Old Li who was on duty atreception during the day and who
liked playing with bone carvings suddenly spoke up, saying“Ac
tually I.... I have a source of information.”

Everyone looked towards him simultaneously. Old Li seemed so
mewhat trapped and smiled alittle in embarrassment. “I’m an old
loner, with nothing much to do after getting off work. Inormally
like to go to antique streets to play Xiangqi (Chinese chess) wit
h a couple of oldfriends. The last two days, I heard an old brothe
r who I play with mentioning this issue. He saysthat the few hou

se guarding snakes that his family kept have all left in the past t
wo days, noteven eating their offerings. The same for other hous
cholds. It seems like the snake tribe isgoing to completely move

out of Dragon City.”

Zhu Hong was stunned momentarily. “This... My Fourth Uncle
didn’t actually tell me this.”

“Not just the snake tribe. Look, spring is right in front of us but 1
s there even half a crow in thecity? That bunch of crow tribe idio
ts, if there’s so much as some wind and stirring of grass,they’d r
un away faster than rats.” When Da Qing spoke of the word ‘rats
’, he made a show ofwrinkling his nose, to express considerable

disdain— for a cat, just about everything in the worldthat was w
orthy of being despised could be described with the word ‘rat’.

“My Fourth Uncle he...” Zhu Hong paused, the crease lines bet
ween her brows deepenedfurther. She was brought up since she



was young by Snake Fourth Uncle, basically in her heartthere w
as nothing Snake Fourth Uncle wasn’t capable of. She has never
seen Snake FourthUncle troubled by anything, and it seemed lik
¢ as long as the snake tribe had him, the skywould never fall.

Zhu Hong knew that he could very possibly not have told her an
ything because he was afraidher feelings ran too deep for Zhao
Yunlan. If nothing happened he knew that she might losehope an
d silently leave, but as soon as she knew Zhao Yunlan was in da
nger, how could sheeasily leave at a time like this?

But how big did the problem have to be for Snake Fourth Uncle
to straight up move away theentire snake tribe without even goin
g through the process of thinking through solutions?

Out of everyone, only Da Qing actually somewhat knew— regar
dless of whether it’s theabnormal activity of the youming (ghost
s), or whether it’s that strange book from 11 years ago, itall see
med to somehow point toward the old events from over 5000 ye
ars ago. That was a timeof collapsing skies and sinking earth, w
here a number of gods fell from the heavens. There wasdefinitel
y no small occurrence.

And yet, he could also clearly see Zhao Yunlan’s attitude.

Since he was little, Zhao Yunlan had always been the type of per
son to squeeze the light andfear the heavy (t/n bully the weak an
d fear the strong), very skilled at getting people togetherand esta
blishing groups. But as soon as specific tasks for work were invo
lved, he wilted, lazilypushing them onto those lower than him bu
t just as lazy, ordering whoever he could orderaround. Sometime
s when others had gone out and finished investigating, coming b



ack to writeup a report for him, he’d still be too lazy to read it. H
e’d sit on the chair like a big-

tailed wolf (t/nsomeone who acts all high and mighty even thoug
h they might not necessarily be), pretentiouslymaking people tur
n it into a powerpoint presentation and read out all the contents t
0 him.

But now, what he was faced with at the moment, or... what the
Guardian Order was faced with,other than occasionally asking th
em to help research some small and insignificant things, ZhaoYu
nlan covered everything up tightly, not letting even the slightest
waft of information out. Mostlyit was because he knew that even
if these people were to be involved in this, they’d end up

being the ash left behind from a gunshot (t/n people that were sa
crificed), and so wanted toshoulder everything by himself.

The black cat shifted his pupils around, gaze landing on Guo Ch
angcheng, and found a randomexcuse to interrupt the haphazard,
unrelated blind guesses of the others. “Xiao Guo, your phoneis
almost vibrating hard enough to turn into a sieve, isn’t your hand
numb? Go take the call-from what I can see, we can’t really get
anywhere just from us discussing like this. Those whohad day s
hifts can all go home to rest, Sang Zan and Wang Zheng who are
taking the nightshifts go together in a while, go to his house and
check if he’s come back or not. If Chief Zhaoisn’t back before d
ay break tomorrow, then we can go into the underworld to look f
or him. Ifworse comes to worst.... Occasionally asking Hell for
assistance wouldn’t really be thatembarrassing.”

As the black cat finished talking, he jumped onto the table, with
a look of someone taking overbecause the greatest leader wasn’t



there, very purposefully and properly instructed, “Right, ZhuHo
ng, after a while you give Lin Jing a phone call, ask him whether
he’s on the train yet andexactly when he will get back.”

Zhu Hong gave an “Oh”, reached out to pat the cat’s fur, then ca
sually scratched his chin whileshe’s at it.

Da Qing turned from a King of overwhelming superiority to a ki
tty that loved to eat and hated towork in one second flat. Her scr
atching was so satisfying that he placed a front paw on the tablei

n a big stretch, so pleased that he let out a long, thin “meow” sou
nd.

Immediately, a couple sounds of suppressed laughter erupted fro
m the office.

Da Qing violently gave his head a shake, using his paw to push a
way Zhu Hong’s hand at thespeed of light, seriously and matter-

of-

factly saying: “What are you doing? Men and womenshould kee

p their distance, you better show me some more respect!”

Old Li stood off to the side and stroked the white bone ring on hi
s hand while simultaneouslypolitely asking, with a slight air of a
ttempting to get on Da Qing’s good side, “Da Qing, you’vebeen



busy all day, do you want some dried fish? Yesterday I also fried
some from home...”

Despite Da Qing attempting to act out a look of superiority, he w
as betrayed utterly andcompletely by his pricked ears. Only after
a good while did Da Qing reach out a paw, with aposture of an a
loof royalty like “hold His Majesty”, he let Old Li carry him aw
ay.

Guo Changcheng finally took that nagging call that had been irri
tating him all this time, therip-

off domestic made phone was particularly loud, the sound of so
meone on the other endtalking could be heard even two steps aw
ay. With a heavy foreign accent, the speed of thatspeech was fast
enough to leave the atmosphere and fly up to the moon. Chu Sh
uzhi heardhow Guo Changcheng politely listened from the start t
o end of the large paragraph the other

person was saying, before weakly replying: “My apologies, I co
uldn’t hear very clearly... couldyou say-

say 1t again a bit slower?”

The other end of the line went silent for two seconds, then sudde
nly there came the sound oflow sobs.

It was unknown whether Guo Changcheng’s phone was seriousl
y that awful, but those sobbingsounds were exceptional, flowing
out through the speakers and spreading across the entireoffice r
oom like waves of water. Chu Shuzhi, who was originally packi
ng up his things to leave,halted in his steps, suddenly turned aro
und and raised his hand to snatch Guo Changcheng’sphone, pres
sing the handsfree button then placing it on the table.



Guo Changcheng was stunned. Chu Shuzhi raised an index finge
1, holding it up by his lips. Hecarefully listened, then pulled out
a pen from the penholder on the table, writing on the notepaper:
‘it’s a ghost crying.’

Goosebumps popped up all over Guo Changcheng’s body.

Chu Shuzhi rapidly wrote again: ‘Tell her to stop crying, ask her
if there’s a problem.’

Guo Changcheng did as he was told. After quite a while, the cryi
ng sounds from the other endcalmed down and quieted slightly.
The person said while hiccuping and sniffling, trying very hardw
ith imprecise mandarin: “Teacher Guo, do you remember me? T
hree years ago you came tomy house for a home visit when you
were teaching, my daughter is called Cui Xiuyun, [’ve givenyou
a bowl of vegetable tofu before.”

Guo Changcheng paused: “Ah! I remember, I remember you!”

The other end hiccupped and choked again: “Xiuyun 1s missing.

29

A girl that he got to know three years ago. After calculating she
should be around 15 or 16 yearsold now, Guo Changcheng aske
d: “A grown girl, how could she be missing? Is it possible thatsh
e’s run into the mountains by herself to play?”

Chu Shuzhi watched him with great interest. He realized that Gu
o Changcheng’s speaking voicehad gotten somewhat louder, and
quite a lot steadier.

The sobbing of the other person seeped into their voice wheneve
r they got desperate, and whenthey cried, the words that left thei



r mouth came out in a dialect, and communication betweenboth
ends was considerably difficult. It took a good while for them to
understand that the younggirl’s father was working out of town a
nd earning some money. He bought her a mobile phone, itwas co
nsidered quite high level locally, and after she learned how to us
¢ the internet, she veryquickly made a couple of internet friends
with unknown occupations. One of her internet friendseven cam
e all the way to see her, saying how they could take her to Drago
n City to find apart-

time job, and whisked the silly girl away with only a couple of w
ords and a few sentences.

When her family found out, all they saw was a little slip of paper

Guo Changcheng raised his eyes in a glance, seeing Chu Shuzhi
writing: ‘Ask her if she canleave the region, come to Dragon Cit

y-’
Guo Changcheng asked, and the other person suddenly replied w
ith stuttering, hesitant words:*“I... I can’t leave the village, I... I

am a bit sick...”

Chu Shuzhi nodded. This was an Earthbound spirit (ghost bound
to a particular location).

Guo Changcheng asked again: “Is there anyone else in the famil
Y?,,



“There’s only an old grandma... You’re the only person I know 1
n Dragon City. Teacher Guo,help me out, help me find her, my d
aughter’s still so young, she doesn’t know anything....”

Dragon City was bustling and populated, the flow of cars like ru
nning water. Looking for oneperson was honestly like fishing for
a needle in the ocean. Particularly as even if GuoChangcheng k
new the girl, he hadn’t seen her for 3 years, who knew how her |
ooks havechanged— Chu Shuzhi shrugged, writing on the paper
: ‘Don’t easily agree to the ghost’s words,we’re finding trouble f

or ourselves.’

Who would’ve known that when the words ‘easily (agree)’ had j
ust been written, GuoChangcheng had already agreed: “Alright,

don’t worry yourself auntie, I promise I’1l find andbring back yo
ur child!”

The tip of Chu Shuzhi’s pen bent, leaving a long mark down the
paper. He was just about toraise his head to give Guo Changchen
g a scolding, in his hate that iron has not turned into steelmanner
(t/n unsatisfied at his progress, wanting him to be better), but th
en he saw the whitelight on Guo Changcheng’s body that repres
ented merit flash for a second. Miraculously, itseemed to have ¢
hanged color. In that moment, in the flash that passed, it seemed
to havebeen a flame-like orange.

Shocked, he grasped tight onto Guo Changcheng’s shoulder. Gu
o Changcheng had just hungup the call, looking at Chu Shuzhi i
n bewilderment.

“NO—
nothing, I probably saw wrong.” Chu Shuzhi muttered, thinking



for a moment, then put hisown bag back. “How do you plan on |
ooking for the person? I’ll help you.”

At this moment, the two ghosts Wang Zheng and Sang Zan who
were sent to Zhao Yunlan’shouse had already arrived, politely k
nocking on the door. There were no sound from inside, soWang
Zheng took Sang Zan and straight up went right through the doo
r to slip in. They saw nolights on indoors, but the coffee table ha
d shifted to a new spot, the chair and the table bothlooked like th
ey were sat on by someone, the fire to boil water was still on, the
water prettymuch boiled dry, and yet there’s no sight of anyone.

Sang Zan bent down at the waist, fiddled around with the tea tra
y that was left behind. Heunderstood without being told to turn t
he fire off, interpreting and saying: “Came back, left again,two p
eople, left before it got dark.”

Setting out tea was a gesture indicating a long conversation; wha
t did they talk about?

During dusk on this day, after that sentence was spoken by Zhao
Yunlan, Shen Wei looked athim blankly for a while, seemingly
as though already wallowing in Zhao Yunlan’s eyes, and onlyaft
er a good while did he lowly agree: “Alright.”

And then he fell silent for an even longer time period, gaze trave
lling over the white steamcurling upwards from the tea pot, appe
aring somewhat lost in a daze.

Upon tracing back millions of years of memories, he suddenly b
ecame just like an old person.



It’s unknown how much time passed before he gently released a
breath, glancing at ZhaoYunlan with a pained smile: “I... I don’t
know where to begin.”

As Shen Wei spoke, he put down his tea cup, sitting with his bac
k straight on the bed, reachingout a hand towards Zhao Yunlan:
“Why don’t you come see for yourself?”

Zhao Yunlan felt like he should reasonably have some resentme
nt towards Shen Wei, butbefore his mind could react, his hand w
as already given over.

Shen Wei grabbed onto his hand, suddenly tugging him towards

his chest with a burst ofstrength. Zhao Yunlan felt like he was ab
out to crash into his body, subconsciously reaching outwith a ha

nd to brace himself against the edge of the bed. His fingers, how
ever, seemed to havetravelled through an empty space, going rig
ht through the center, and then it was like he fell intosomething.

His feet staggered for a moment, then he was gently steadied by

a pair of handsagain.

Zhao Yunlan opened his eyes wide, and yet couldn’t see a single
thing. He could only tightlyclutch onto the hand that was holdin
g him: ”Shen Wei?”

Shen Wei softly gave a sound in response.

Even though it was black in front of his eyes, his surroundings w
eren’t just an expanse ofcomplete silence. There seemed to be th
¢ wailing sound of wind, but Zhao Yunlan couldn’t feeleven the

slightest movement of air. He quieted down, carefully listening, t



hinking that it soundedlike crying, also sounding a bit like roarin
g, but it rose and fell, sounding close at some timesand far at oth
ers.

Zhao Yunlan couldn’t help but ask: ”What is that?”

Shen Wei subconsciously grasped his hand tight, and only after a
long while did he say: ”Wait amoment.”

Before his words fell from his lips, suddenly, the entire surround
ing world lit up, a distant dragoncry carried over from far away,
seemingly immensely pained. The earth was also shuddering,the
n a great ball of fire fell from mid-

air, just like the sun dropping out of the sky, scorching hot.

From extreme darkness to extreme brightness, in the blink of an
eye Zhao Yunlan’s tears weresqueezed out, but he stubbornly en
dured the pain and couldn’t bear to let his eyes slip shut.

He felt like he was seemingly witnessing a scene of the creation
of the world.

He only saw the great fire fall, shattering into infinite broken sha
rds, the light reflections likefragments of gold made one feel as t
hough they were stepping on a galaxy. That kind ofbeautiful sce

ne as if the blinding light was flowing, and colors uncontainably
bright, could easilysteal one’s breath away. Zhao Yunlan quickly
wiped away the tears that have been pricked outof his eyes from
the visual stimulation, not bearing to even blink.

Then, countless hands reached up from below the scattered tong
ues of fire, as though theywere growing out from the mud, bit by



bit adjusting their own shapes, until eventually they grewto be a
round the height of a person, crawling out from the mud.

No one “created” them, they achieved life themselves from the
mud and silt.

No one taught them how to survive, how to reproduce; they clu
msily and blunderingly taughtthemselves how to walk and run o
n the earth that was covered in shards of light, then continuedto
act out of instinct and taught themselves how to kill each other a
nd devour each other.

The Ghost tribe, born in the slight cracks between light and dark
ness. <

There 1s a gigantic mound of fire where the ball of fire landed. A
s it continued to burn, the mudbeneath it continued to swell up, s
lowly inflating into a large flower bud.

The large flower bud grew bigger and bigger, but the fire above 1
t became smaller and smaller,until eventually the fire was compl
etely sucked into the “flower bud” that was made of mud. All oft
he Ghost tribe that were running, feeding, killing, halted in their

own movements without makinga conscious decision to. They si
multaneously turned their heads toward that place. A linesuddenl
y split through the flower bud made of mud, and that rift subseq

uently became largerand larger, until with a “crack™, like pottery
burned until damaged in the kiln, the “flower bud”’made of mud
shattered into a couple of petals.



Within it, two inky-

black human shapes were conceived, the closest of the Ghost tri

be wassucked towards them uncontrollably, and was very quickl
y devoured without even having time to

struggle at all. With more of the Ghost tribe swallowed, those pit
ch black shadows becameclearer. They slowly developed a head,
neck, torso, four limbs, facial features and even hair.

Just like the droplets of mud that Nuwa casually flicked out, it w
as as if all the beings born fromthe mud were pushed forward by
a force in the darkness, growing toward a certaindirection—
almost the exact same as gods and saints.

Perhaps... the gods and saints that lived long and well might hav
e once been born in this waytoo.

“The thing that fell just then, was that my soul fire? That is... yo
u and Gui Mian (t/n ghost face)?”’Zhao Yunlan only asked after a
long while.

“That 1s us— at the time you were asked a favour from Chiyou, t
o protect the Witch and Demontribe,” Shen Wei’s voice was dee
p and calm, lowly explaining beside his ear, “Never would’vetho
ught that without even a few decades passing since the first great
battle of the Gods anddemons, the Water God and his people sta
rted a second war of the Gods and Demons with theZhuanxu Em
peror. The Water God was close to the Dragon tribe, they formed
an alliance withthe Demon tribe, and then Hou Y1 (a legendary

archer in Chinese mythology) from the Eastfound a Fuxi Bow, b
rought together old Chiyou troops, and battled with the Witch tri



be. Witch,Demon, Human, the three tribes fought until it was dif
ficult to pull them apart.”

“At that time, the flood controls were not in place. Not long after
Nuwa created man, she couldonly watch as they reproduced in
masses, died in masses. She didn’t even get the chance tobecom
e soil. So, at the time, Youming (ghosts) did not exist, and of cou
rse there also wasn’t theso-

called ‘cycle of reincarnation’. For those various tribes that died
during that time, death wassimply death. As Shennong said, ‘dea
th’ 1s to turn into chaos, and return to the profane land thatis emp
ty without a single living being, cut off from hope, cut off from t
he senses, cut off fromeverything, and just have absolutely nothi
ng. There wasn’t anyone that did not fear ‘death’,especially thos
¢ who died whilst holding onto hate. They did not wish to die wi
th lingeringburdens, and as a result they were stuck in between li
fe and death, and their souls remained inthe living realm.”

“In the two great battles of Gods and Demons, there was the flo
wing and running of blood. Thesouls of those that hesitated to m
ove on floated through the air all day, desolately wailingnonstop,
with no hint of disappearing. Suffering under the scorching sun
during the day times,there were some that were melted alive fro
m the sunlight, returning to chaos. There were othersthat survive
d through that, recovering somewhat in the nights, but suffering
the same torture thevery next day.”

Shen Wei paused, gazing in the direction of himself, he only con
tinued to talk after a while:*“Nuwa only now knew that what she
created herself wasn’t virtue, but creatures of evil. Sheprovided
humans with short individual lifetimes that were brilliant but sho



rt, lives as delicate andvulnerable as flowers in spring. Afterwar
ds, she then made them suffer through all of the

hardships known to man, suffering through the pain of burning u
nder the blazing sun, sufferingthrough the pain of souls that had
nowhere to settle, suffering through the pain of being chaseddow
n their entire lives by death.”

Shen Wei turned his head to give Zhao Yunlan a look: “Some pe
ople say that the reason whynewborn children burst out crying is
because they are one step closer to the death that theywere desti
ned within their lifetime— so at the time when Shennong lost hi
s God status and outof helplessness asked to borrow soul fire fro
m you, that was to use the soul of the MountainSaint to pacify al
| the vengeful spirits in the world that died from war, to lessen th
eir sufferingand to be at peace earlier. This was also the reason
why the Da Shen Mu (Great Godly woodtree) that you later left
behind was branded with the name of ‘Guardian Order’.”

At this moment, the crack above their heads grew larger and larg
er, until eventually it revealed aslit of the sky, weak moonlight s

prinkling in. This was Buzhou Mountain on the brink ofcomplet

ely collapsing.

Shen Wei continued to say: “Shennong carried your blossom of
a soul fire, when he passedBuzhou Mountain, and just so happen
ed to come across others that were riding the heavenlydragon. W
ith an air of advancing forwards without looking back, it crashed
into a stone pillar ofBuzhou mountain. The Great dragon’s tail p
erfectly swept Shennong’s shoulder, your soul firefell from Shen
nong’s hands, and by a twist of fate, it landed on the great profa
ne land at the footof Buzhou mountain.”



Shen Wei’s voice halted, and then followed with a sound of cold
laughter: “These are the thingsthat you told me, I don’t know if
they’re true or false. Maybe it really did fall from pure fate andc

oincidence, maybe Sir Shennong did so deliberately, who knows
?9’

Just at this moment, Zhao Yunlan saw two people landing on the
great profane land that hadbeen revealed in the human realm, th
ey were precisely Kunlun Jun and Sir Shennong.

Kunlun Jun seemed to be somewhat at a loss as he looked upon t
he demons and monsters allover the land. He asked: “What are a
11 of these?”

Shennong said: “They are born from nature.”



