
 

GUARDIAN 

Chapter: 98 

 

Guo Changcheng’s cellphone contained the last text message tha

t Chu Shuzhi had sent to him,telling him not to come to the smal

l resort town no matter what. Even more, he must stop othersfro

m going. 

By the time Guo Changcheng thought of turning to ask him how

 to achieve this simply describedgoal of “stopping others from g

oing”, and also to report that Zhu Hong had ran away while hew

as at it, he found that the other was no longer within service area

. 

Guo Changcheng suddenly had a feeling that all the people in th

e world had disappeared,leaving him alone and helpless. He did

n’t know how long he parked the car on the side of theroad for b

efore he summoned up his courage and followed the GPS to the 

nearby county,heading straight to the local police bureau. 

From far away, he could already see a large crowd of people in f

ront of the police stationentrance, blocking the road so much so t

hat not even water could pass through. GuoChangcheng honked 

his horn, but nobody paid any attention to him. Just as he was ab

out toopen the car door, he saw an old, white-

hared woman exiting the entrance, supported bypeople. It seeme

d as though her lower limbs had lost dexterity; two people brace

d her up on herleft and her right, and there was also a girl in a pu



blic security uniform behind her who oftenreached out a hand to 

help. Despite this, she still was tripped by some unknown object 

andstumbled to fall onto the hood of Guo Changcheng’s car. 

Guo Changcheng scrambled out of the car. The old woman’s rel

atives and friends, thepasserbys, and the police that followed her

 out all pulled her back up in a flurry. 

The old woman suddenly burst into loud sobs as if there was nob

ody else nearby. 

All the people around joined in on the commotion. Guo Changc

heng heard someone whisperangrily: “I don’t know what the pol

ice are doing nowadays. They don’t care about this thing orthat t

hing, they can’t solve anything. Why is our country feeding the

m?” 

Another person also whispered back: “Right, look at how pitiful 

this old woman is. She only hadthis one son. They depended on 

each other for survival as an orphan and a widow. If somethingh

appened, I think she probably won’t live either.” 

The old woman’s sore spot was poked and she started crying eve

n more hysterically. 

The young policewoman who was following behind her the who

le time looked to be about thesame age as Guo Changcheng— a 

child who had just graduated not too long ago. When shesaw tha

t everyone was looking at her, she felt momentarily awkward an

d didn’t know what to do.With a red face, she mumbled: “We ha

ve regulations here, we have to wait 48 hours before wecan…” 

Her voice quickly became overshadowed by more voices. 



“What 48 hours? Rules are dead but people are alive! Right now,

 the person is alive but what ifhe isn’t in a few days? If somethin

g really happened, by that time even the daylily dish wouldhave 

turned cold (t/n idiom meaning it would be too late)! The skeleto

n is already frozen andyou guys still don’t care? Ai, miss, tell m

e yourself what the difference is between you guys andmurderer

s who kill for gain?” 

The young policewoman heard this and thought that what they s

aid was sensible. However, thepolice force was limited and rules

 were rules. No matter how reasonable she thought the peoplewe

re, she couldn’t not ignore the regulations. Anxiously, the rim of 

her eyes turned red and tearsrolled around in them, almost spilli

ng out. 

Another family member who came to report a case was a middle

-

aged man. He waved hishand: “Enough, even if she wanted to, s

he wouldn’t be able to do it. Everybody stop pressuringher. Miss

, let me tell you, my younger sister also should have gotten off fr

om work yesterday butshe never came home. She is about the sa

me age as you; put yourself in her shoes. Thinkabout it yourself, 

this young lady is usually very obedient, and then suddenly, for 

no reason,doesn’t return home at night. We can’t even get in con

tact with her. Don’t you think of course weas family would be w

orried? If this happened to you, what would your parents and fa

mily think? Iknow that you also have difficulties. How about yo

u help us go talk to your chief, ok? Help uscommunicate a bit…

” 



When Guo Changcheng saw this scene, he immediately felt a he

adache coming on. On onehand, he gathered the courage for spe

aking in front of a big crowd, on the other he listenedattentively 

to the people talking beside him. There were all sorts of things t

hese people weresaying, and their descriptions were a mess. So

me others only knew how to indiscriminatelyblather on about “

my xx didn’t come home yesterday”—

for those not in the know they wouldhave thought that these peo

ple were purposefully gathered here to make trouble. 

At this time, the old woman who was sprawled on top of Guo C

hangcheng’s hood and cryingsuddenly rolled her eyes back and f

ainted on the spot. In the space of a moment, GuoChangcheng fo

und his courage and pushed away the people in front of him: “Le

t me through,sorry, everyone let me through.” 

He pulled out his work permit and his keys from his pocket. Und

er tension, he directly threw ittowards the friend who was suppo

rting the old woman: “Drive my car. First, send her to thehospita

l!” 

The friend held the small book: “Ah?” 

 

 

 

 

Guo Changcheng looked over: “Aiyou, sorry I grabbed the wron

g one. It’s this one.” 



He hurriedly replaced the keys and work permit and handed it to

 the policewoman on the side:“Comrade, can you bring me to se

e your chief? I have some urgent matters.” 

The policewoman gave him a confused look, and then her eyes 

widened: “You…are you thechief from Dragon City?” 

“No, no, I’m not the chief—

we sent someone to investigate a homicide two days ago. Therel

evant procedures have already been completed and reported to y

ou. But yesterday thatcolleague disappeared. Right now, our chi

ef is already on the scene of the crime. He sent me 

over to give you guys a heads-

up first.” After Guo Changcheng said this, he raised his hand to

wipe away a forehead of sweat in the dead of winter. Better than 

expected, he said, “Iseveryone here to report a crime? Are they a

ll disappearance cases?” 

Many people nodded. 

Guo Changcheng: “Oh…oh…then how did the people disappear

?” 

This sentence was like poking the hornet’s nest. All of a sudden,

 everyone began clamoring atonce, almost sounding like 5000 d

ucks all yelling together. Guo Changcheng almost developedhyp

oglycemia because of the noise. He steadied his nerves and felt h

is pants pocket, lest hissocial phobia would make the small elect

ric rod in his pocket emit 100,000 volts and hurt theinnocent peo

ple by mistake. 



However, to Guo Changcheng’s surprise, he wasn’t as afraid as 

he imagined he would be. 

Whenever he asked others for help or asked questions, he alway

s felt that he was a bigannoyance who didn’t understand anythin

g. Naturally, he feared other people, feared having tomake any e

ye contact or communications. However, when he realized that t

he people in front ofhim required his help, Guo Changcheng’s w

ords were always surprisingly smooth. 

It seemed as though he was born to do this. 

Guo Changcheng experienced a flash of inspiration and suddenl

y waved his hand to interruptthe people’s racket. He asked: “I ca

n’t hear what you guys are saying. I’ll ask a question andeveryo

ne raise your hands to respond, ok? For all of your lost friends a

nd relatives, did they allwork at the small Quan Shui Wan resort 

town? If that’s the case, raise your hand.” 

With a whoosh, everyone raised their hand. The policewoman ne

xt to Guo Changchengwidened her eyes—

earlier, everybody’s arguing filled her ears with a buzzing sound

 and shewas only concerned about how long it was before a case

 could be filed after an adult’sdisappearance. She didn’t realize t

hat it could be a serious incident involving a wide range ofpeopl

e. 

Guo Changcheng’s thoughts became clearer. He continued to as

k: “Then the people who canconfirm that their friends and relati

ves went missing in the resort town keep their hands raised.Thos

e who can’t confirm it, lower your hand for the moment, ok?” 



A few hands wavered and then lowered. After a moment, they w

ere raised again hesitantly. 

The middle-

aged man from before said: “Chief, can I say something?” 

Guo Changcheng: “I’m not the chief….Ai, forget it, please spea

k.” 

“My little sister is a waitress in the restaurant of the town assem

bly hall. She didn’t come homeyesterday. Since that’s not somet

hing that’s ever happened before, everyone in the family isextre

mely anxious. In the middle of the night, my dad, my eldest you

nger brother, and mysister’s partner went out together and looke

d for her along the road to her work. But later thosethree also dis

appeared and I couldn’t get in contact with them over the phone.

 That’s why I gotup bright and early this morning to report the c

ase.” The man’s eyes were still bloodshot. Heforcefully kept his 

voice steady, wanting to be as calm as possible. “Chief, think ab

out it. If it’s 

just a small girl it’s one thing, but what could possibly happen to

 three big old men together? Ithink something big must have hap

pened.”  

 

 

His judgement was very accurate, practically dead-

on. Although Guo Changcheng was still in afog, he knew that no

thing of what he said was wrong. 



When others heard this, they were even more anxious. Everyone

 who had lost a loved one wereapprehensive like ants smoking a

way on a hot stove. They tried to squeeze in front of GuoChangc

heng to say a few extra words about the situation with their fami

ly members. All thepeople wanted to ask for a statement from th

is young man who looked like he was ‘an unreliableyouth witho

ut facial hair’. 

If they only wanted to make a clamor, it would have been ok. Ho

wever, there were people whowere also shoving others. One wo

man who was carrying a child fell as a result, the two or threeye

ar old child breaking out into loud wailing. Some people were sh

outing “Don’t push, we’re allanxious here!”, and others were scr

eaming “Watch the child! Don’t step on the child.” 

It was incredibly chaotic. 

Guo Changcheng saw stars. If only sister Zhu Hong came…if on

ly Chief Zhao came. 

He squeezed his cellphone and thought of the task Chu Shuzhi h

ad entrusted him with. Hecould not go back. Even more, he coul

d not allow these people to go back rashly. However, theylost th

eir loved ones; how could they calm down? 

Guo Changcheng’s mind was momentarily blank. 

What should he do? They trusted him so much, allowed him to t

ake care of this task. This wasalso his first time undertaking a du

ty alone for more than half a year since induction. How couldhe 

dare to betray their trust and screw things up? 

If it was Chief Zhao, what would he do? If it was Chu ge? 



They couldn’t be allowed to go over there; it was too dangerous

—

Guo Changcheng suddenlyhurriedly stepped forward two steps a

nd stood on the curb: “Everyone! Everyone!” 

The crowd quieted down. 

Guo Changcheng held up his work license: “I’m here from Drag

on City’s Special InvestigationsDepartment. We specifically han

dle major cases. Earlier, our chief had already brought all theelit

e staff members to the scene of the crime and sent me over to ex

plain the situation clearly toeveryone—

Although we haven’t found news of your loved ones, we also ha

ven’t received worsenews. Our people are already expending all 

our efforts on the search. The greatest help you cangive us now i

s to help the comrades in the local police station to coordinate w

ell, report relevantinformation, and definitely not get close to the

 scene of the crime. If you guys got close, it wouldbring trouble t

o the search and rescue team, and would not be conducive to us f

inding people.” 

He had never spoken so many words in one breath before. In tha

t moment, Guo Changchenghad a feeling that he was not fightin

g alone. 

His heart was burning, like a fire had been lit. He brought his ha

nds together and, with apalm-

fist salute, bowed to everyone in a circle: “I thank everyone, and

 promise everyone that we 

will absolutely do everything in our power. Right now, can I ask 

everyone to line up and goinside with me to register?” 



The crowd stood there and looked at each other in consternation 

for a while. Then, they actuallylined up in silence. After two or t

hree minutes, they once again went inside the door in anorderly f

ashion under the guidance of the young policewoman. 

On the contrary, it was Guo Changcheng who stood there in a br

ief daze. For a moment, hedidn’t dare believe what he had just a

ccomplished. 

The tasks of the others were not as easy as Guo Changcheng’s. S

hen Wei, who had beenentangled by the black shadow, had once 

again developed an illness of stubbornness andrefused to let go o

f Zhao Yunlan no matter what. He used his teeth to hold the back

 of theSoul-

severing Blade, the icy cold reflection of the blade causing the c

orners of his alreadybloodless lips to be even whiter. Turning his

 head, he aimed the blade at the black shadowtrapping him.  

 

 

Zhao Yunlan snatched the blade from his mouth: “Give it to me.

” 

He held this one-of-a-

kind blade and fiercely slashed at the black gas wrapped around 

ShenWei’s arms. Nonetheless, the black gas underneath the blad

e was like a sticky swamp and thefierce blade could only force it

 apart slightly. It was sticky and could not be cut at all. 

Shen Wei held Zhao Yunlan tighter, glanced over, and swiftly sai

d: “I understand now. That thingis The Profane Land itself. The 



only thing that the Soul-

severing Blade cannot cut is that thing.You can’t do it like this. 

Cut my arm, quickly!” 

Being a mortal, Zhao Yunlan could not understand this great Go

d who could cut off his arms,legs, and head with ease, and so ign

ored him. He thrust the Soul-

severing Blade back into thescabbard, then retrieved a Guardian 

Order. With a snap of his fingers, a small flame spurtedout. The 

Guardian Order, carrying the flame along, directly dove into the 

black shadow… 

Not even a single residue was left behind. 

Shen Wei had always spoken to him in a soft tone in the past. Th

is time, he unconventionallyraised his voice: “While there’s still 

time, cut off my arm before it’s too late!” 

Zhao Yunlan turned a deaf ear to him. He immediately took out t

he real Guardian Order from hispocket, the real deal carved fro

m the Dashen Mu that he purposefully brought. Shen Wei wassh

ocked: “Isn’t that…” 

But Zhao Yunlan also let him understood for once what it meant 

for the “hands to be faster thanthe mouth”. Before Shen Wei had

 finished speaking, the Guardian Order from the Dashen Muhad 

already instantly started burning. The flames rose to one chi (t/n 

32 cm) high, the colorsabnormally red. The black fog entangled 

around Shen Wei’s arms finally withdrew a little in fear. 

Shen Wei took back his arm. The first thing he did was to reckle

ssly reach out and take back thehalf-



burned Guardian Order. With Zhao Yunlan in his arms, he dodge

d away from theswamp-

like black fog. Then, from who knows when, he condensed a po

ol of clear water in hispalm, dousing the fire on the Guardian Or

der. 

The word “Guardian” was already half burned, leaving only “rea

l ghost” behind. (t/n from 镇魂 to真鬼) 

On the back, the line “suppress the souls of the living, calm the 

hearts of the dead” had longsince gone. 

The two of them quickly left the scene. Within the leaping up an

d down evacuation route, ShenWei could actually even maintain 

his tightly furrowed brows, carefully wiping away the ashes onth

e Guardian Order. He directed a solemn expression toward Zhao

 Yunlan: “Do you know thatyou were originally not allowed to e

nter the wheel of reincarnation? That the identity of the Chiefof t

he Guardian Order is equivalent to your protective talisman? Thi

s was carved from theDashen Mu. At critical times, it wouldn’t e

ven have a problem protecting your life. You…” 

It turns out that even if his upright gentlemen façade was mostly 

pretend, this bit of trait wasreal: whenever Shen Wei scolded so

meone he really was bad with his words. Ultimately, he hadto se

ttle with choosing the closest equivalent, and blurted: “You, you 

really are agood-for-nothing!” 

Behind them, the black shadow followed relentlessly, thick as un

dissolvable ink. This time itwasn’t summoned by the Shadow Bl

itz (t/n refer to ch 54/55), but the real deal. The blackshadow left

 nothing behind in the places it touched, absolutely nothing…lik



e it could evenswallow up the void; this was the real chaos. The 

two people who had always had a smooth lifenever imagined tha

t they would ever have a day as difficult as today, running at the 

speed of lifeand death. 

Within this life or death scenario, in the rush of running for his li

fe, Zhao Yunlan was able toeven take the time to roll his eyes wi

dely at Shen Wei: “Go away. At every opportunity you justcut y

our arms and dig out your heart. Do you think you’re a gecko? L

ooks to me like you’re thegood-for-nothing.” 

Shen Wei suddenly realized with a start that he was influenced b

y his environment. Even at atime like this he could still be in the

 mood to bicker with Zhao Yunlan, virtually stupid as if hewasn’

t really himself. He immediately closed his mouth. With both ha

nds, he held him, the hugeblack cloak of the Ghost Slayer spread

ing out like a black cloud rising in the sky. His feet left thegroun

d at the same time and, with Zhao Yunlan in his arms, he stayed 

near the ground and flewsome tens of meters in a flash. The tips 

of his feet gently touched the ground and then heplummeted do

wnwards, directly into the rift in the earth, dodging a variety of b

ursting rockscreated by the fissure. His figure was swift like a pi

tch-black swallow. 

At this time, the surface of the ground began to shake slightly ye

t again.  

 

 



In a flash, a large group of ghost messengers who were always l

ate at the critical moment burstout from deeper underground. Tra

gically, before the ghosts could grasp the situation, theindestructi

ble black shadow already swallowed half of them right as they s

urfaced. 

The magistrate (t/n Panguan aka mythological underworld judge

) shrieked and turned himselfinto a big ball, wanting to go back i

nto the ground without a word. However, like pulling outradishe

s, he was yanked back out: “Your Honor, it’s useless. The under

ground is not a place tohide.” 

Then, a group of strange looking messengers from the underworl

d also joined this team inrunning away wildly, as if the sole purp

ose of them appearing was for playing an insignificantrole in thi

s messy business. 

At this time, Shen Wei and Zhao Yunlan finally put a decent am

ount of distance between themand the black shadow. Abruptly, S

hen Wei leaped out of the fissure and, using strength, pushedZha

o Yunlan forward. Zhao Yunlan instantaneously understood, and,

 following his strength,leaped forward around ten meters, nimbl

y supported himself up against the ground with bothhands, and s

tood firmly. 

Shen Wei was already in midair, his both hands forming a gestur

e, his mouth silently reciting anincantation from a distant time a

nd space. The black shadow was currently approaching him bitb

y bit. 



Just as the black shadow was about to touch the corner of the clo

ak that had drifted to his front,a burst of piercing white light eme

rged from the hand gesture that Shen Wei had made. 

The timing was practically to a hair’s breadth. 

The black shadow stopped stiffly right in front of Shen Wei. The

n, with an abrupt shake, itgradually started being absorbed by th

at white light. 

Everyone held their breath. 

After about four or five minutes, the overwhelming black shado

w was finally absorbed into theprogressively more blazing white

 light. The cold sweat on Shen Wei’s face only now drippeddow

n along the curve of his cheek. The magistrate sat down roughly.

 Zhao Yunlan let out abreath and slowly relaxed his tight fist that

 had left imprints on his palm. 

The glaring white light began to contract in Shen Wei’s hands, a

nd everything seemed to havesettled. 

Suddenly at this moment, an abrupt change occurred. 

Like it was ripping apart the air, a silhouette appeared behind Sh

en Wei without warning. Then,Gui Mian, who had been lying in 

ambush for who knows how long, stabbed the three chi longicicl

e in his hand directly into Shen Wei’s heart from behind. 

(t/n again chi is about 32 cm) 


