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Chapter 10 

 

Meng Xinghun still hadn‟t fallen asleep. He felt excitement and dread, and was filled with many 

emotions. 

He discovered that Laobo was not at all as hard to approach as he had imagined, or as intelligent 

as he had imagined. 

Laobo was still a human, not an eternally invincible god. 

Throughout his life he used kindness to make friends, yet he didn‟t know that his closest friend 

had betrayed him. Meng Xinghun even felt somewhat grieved for him. 

Lü Xiangchuan was also a very strange person; on the surface he seemed extremely unfeeling 

and calm, but actually he also seemed to have many unspeakable sufferings and secrets inside his 

heart. 

The strangest thing was that he unexpectedly truly seemed to regard Meng Xinghun as his friend. 

Not only did he not investigate Meng Xinghun‟s background, but on the contrary he divulged 

some of what was on his mind in Meng Xinghun‟s presence. 

He didn‟t like to betray a person who regarded him as a friend, but he had to betray him. 

When he thought of Xiao Die, his heart began to feel very happy and warm. 

What was she doing now? 

Had she already fallen asleep with the child in her arms? Or was she thinking of him? 

When he thought of her all alone, watching over a damaged and cold cottage, waiting for him 

and thinking of him, Meng Xinghun‟s heart couldn‟t help but feel some stabs of pain and some 

aches. 

He vowed, so long as he finished this task, that he would immediately return to her side. 

He vowed that in the future he would treat her wholeheartedly, and no matter what, he would 

never leave her again. 

He thought of Lü Xiangchuan‟s words. 

“In this world there are simply very few women who are worthy of sacrificing for.” 

He didn‟t mind at all, because he knew that Lü Xiangchuan didn‟t understand her at all. He 

believed that by the time Lü Xiangchuan got to know her, his opinion of her would change. 

But it was a pity that Lü Xiangchuan would never get to know her. 

Meng Xinghun sighed, and his heart suddenly became tranquil. Because he finally had someone 

worth being faithful to, and moreover he believed that she was equally faithful to him. 

“For a man to have such a woman, it is truly a happy occasion.” 

He was tranquil because he was no longer lonely. 

The gradually turning white window paper suddenly made a light sound. 

Meng Xinghun immediately leapt up like a cat and went over to the window. He pushed open the 

window and saw within the milky white morning fog, behind the yellow flowers and leaves, a 

person beckoning to him. 

Lu Mantian. 

Lu Mantian finally appeared in the flesh. 



Meng Xinghun leapt behind the chrysanthemums and stood barefoot on the dry soil. The dew on 

the ground was very cold. 

 

Lu Mantian‟s gaze was even colder, staring at him. He stared at him for a long time before 

asking in a low voice, “Do you already know who I am?” 

 

Meng Xinghun nodded his head. 

 

Lu Mantian asked, “Who are you?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “You should also know who I am.” 

 

Lu Mantian stared at him for a long time again. Finally he nodded his head and said, “Why 

didn‟t you show up until now? You should‟ve been here half a month ago.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “In that case perhaps I might now be in a coffin.” 

 

Lu Mantian suddenly laughed and said, “You‟re very careful.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I never take chances, so I‟m still alive.” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “Actually you don‟t need to be so careful. With me looking after you here, 

what‟s there for you to be afraid of?” 

 

Within the fog his face seemed just like that of a dead person. When he laughed, he was even 

uglier than when he wasn‟t laughing. 

 

A kind of loathing suddenly bubbled forth in Meng Xinghun‟s heart. He said coldly, “You‟re 

originally Laobo‟s good friend; I really didn‟t think that you would betray him.” 

 

Unexpectedly, Lu Mantian‟s expression didn‟t change, and he said indifferently, “You still don‟t 

understand some matters. This is just life; if a person wants to climb higher, sometimes he has to 

step on the heads of others.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Indeed I don‟t understand, and I don‟t want to understand.” 

 

Lu Mantian asked, “Didn‟t Gao Laoda tell you?” 

 

Meng Xinghun shook his head. 

 

Lu Mantian asked, “Do you know what you‟re here to do?” 

 

Meng Xinghun nodded his head. 

 

Lu Mantian said, “Very good. When do you plan to make your move?” 

 



Meng Xinghun replied, “When the opportunity arrives.” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “There is no opportunity, and there never will be. Laobo will absolutely not 

give anyone an opportunity. Even if you wait ten years, it will be in vain.” 

 

He smiled and said, “Therefore you need to decide to create an opportunity yourself.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Therefore...” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “Therefore you absolutely don‟t need to wait. You can create an opportunity at 

any time.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “When do you want me to take action?” 

 

Lu Mantian answered, “Today.” 

 

Meng Xinghun was startled and asked, “Today?” 

 

Lu Mantian replied, “Today at dusk.” 

 

He turned around to leave and continued slowly, “Some matters not only cannot wait, but also 

must be done quickly, the faster the better. This is called „a sudden peal of thunder leaves no 

time for covering the ears.‟” 

 

Lu Mantian continued, “Laobo likes flowers, and every day at dusk he will slip away to the 

garden. Looking at flowers is his habit; in several decades he has never stopped for a day.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “Is he alone?” 

 

Lu Mantian replied, “He never wants anyone to accompany him, because he always uses this 

time to calmly reflect by himself. He made many major decisions here.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “But there must still be hidden ambushes in the garden.” 

 

Lu Mantian nodded his head, suddenly stopped in front of a cluster of chrysanthemums, and said, 

“Every day he will stroll to this place before turning around.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “There is a hidden ambush here?” 

 

Lu Mantian replied, “There is, but I can make it go away.” 

 

He suddenly crouched down and extended his hand to pluck a chrysanthemum. 

This chrysanthemum was alive, but when it was pulled out by him, it came out by the root. 

Below it there was actually a very small burrow. 

 

Lu Mantian said, “Try to go down.” 



 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I don‟t need to try. I can go down.” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “Good. Today at dusk, hide here and bring your weapons.” He suddenly also 

asked, “What do you use to kill people?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “It depends on the situation.” 

 

Lu Mantian asked, “What about this kind of situation?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I‟ll use concealed weapons.” 

 

Lu Mantian asked, “What concealed weapons?” 

 

Meng Xinghun answered, “Concealed weapons that are fast enough, accurate enough, and fierce 

enough.” 

 

Lu Mantian‟s face showed satisfaction and he said, “Good. When Laobo looks at the flowers, he 

is usually very engrossed, and moreover since this is his own territory, he absolutely will not 

expect that anyone will plot against him.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “How big is my chance of success?” 

 

Lu Mantian replied, “You have at least a seventy percent chance, unless you...” 

 

Meng Xinghun interrupted him and said, “A seventy percent chance is sufficient; usually when I 

have a fifty percent chance, I can already make a move.” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “I‟ve heard that you‟ve never failed before.” 

 

Meng Xinghun smiled indifferently and said, “The problem lies not in what percent chance, but 

in whether or not you can seize the chance. If you can really seize the chance completely, then 

even a ten percent chance is sufficient.” 

 

Lu Mantian took a long breath, smiled, and said, “It seems that I haven‟t found the wrong 

person.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “You haven‟t.” 

 

Lu Mantian asked, “Do you have any more questions?” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “When should I come? When I come, will there be absolutely no one 

watching?” 

 

Lu Mantian laughed and said, “You asked well.” He buried the chrysanthemum that had been 

pulled out and continued, “Dinner starts very early here, and when it‟s served, a bell will sound. 



At that time, no matter where you are, when you hear the bell sound, immediately rush over 

here.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “Immediately?” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “Immediately, not even a second of delay. I can only take responsibility for that 

period of time, when there will be absolutely no one watching you.” He continued word for 

word, “If you delay, not only will you ruin the major event, but you will also die.” 

 

*** 

 

Meng Xinghun wiped clean the dirt on his legs and lay back down on the bed. 

Now everything had already been decided. He only had to wait for the last strike, just as if he 

had already finished painting a dragon and only needed to dot in the eyes. 

Not only did the matter develop far faster than he had imagined, but it was also far easier than he 

had imagined. He should have been very satisfied. 

But for some reason his heart felt uneasy, and he always felt as if something was amiss. 

What was actually amiss? He couldn‟t figure it out. 

Everything had been arranged appropriately and thoroughly; perhaps it was only because it had 

been arranged to be too easy. Moreover other people had arranged it for him. 

Previously, he had always arranged and decided everything himself; no one ever handled 

anything for him. 

He was never willing to hand over his own fate to others. He was even more unwilling to trust 

Lu Mantian too much. 

But this matter‟s mastermind was him, the one who wanted to kill Laobo was also him; he has no 

reason to betray me, and even more I have no reason to suspect him. 

Meng Xinghun could only make himself at ease as much as possible, because he simply had 

nothing else to do. He could only wait, wait until dusk. 

 

*** 

 

Noon. 

When eating lunch, Laobo always liked to find a few people to chat with. He believed that 

amidst this kind of noisy conversation, not only could he discover many things, but he could also 

decide many things. 

The people who could eat with Laobo were certainly his closest, most trusted friends. 

But today there was an exception. 

Unexpectedly, Meng Xinghun had also been invited by him to the lunch table. 

Laobo ate simply; usually lunch only consisted of four dishes, and moreover they were light 

dishes. 

He believed that old people could not eat food that was too greasy. 

But today was also an exception. 

Unexpectedly, today there was a chicken, a bowl of meat. 

 



Laobo smiled and said, “Young people all like to eat meat. When I was young, I also liked to eat 

meat. Only after eating meat did I have energy; if I hadn‟t eaten meat for two days, I always felt 

as if I couldn‟t raise my spirits when I worked.” 

 

Meng Xinghun ate the meat; he was absolutely not polite. 

 

Laobo watched him, his gaze carrying a smiling expression. Suddenly he also said, “When you 

were aboard in the past, how were the communal meals?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “They weren‟t bad.” 

 

Laobo said, “Surely the cooks were also southern people; I always felt that southern dishes are 

finer than northern dishes.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “On our ship there were three cooks. Only one of them, named Wu, was 

from Minnan. The other two were actually Guangdong men, through and through, so we ate both 

southern and northern dishes.” 

 

Although he remained calm and collected on the surface, his heart contained cold sweat. 

He discovered that in this short half day, Laobo had definitely already thoroughly investigated 

into the background of “Qing Zhongting.” If Gao Laoda hadn‟t given him such exceedingly 

complete information, he would have already given himself away by now. 

Although Laobo asked fairly mild questions, so long as he said one wrong word, he wouldn‟t 

live to finish eating this meal. 

Meng Xinghun didn‟t answer with a single wrong word. 

He finished eating this meal. But he didn‟t actually eat this meal comfortably. He simply didn‟t 

know what he had eaten, but only felt that his pants were cold, as if already drenched in cold 

sweat. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan had sat by his side the entire time and said very little. Only after they had gone 

out the door and walked onto the lane by the chrysanthemum clusters did he smile and say, “Just 

now, Laobo asked me to take you to look around. Do you understand his meaning?” 

 

Meng Xinghun shook his head. Recently it seemed as if he frequently shook his head; he had 

already learned to act stupid. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan said, “His meaning is, from now on you‟re almost one of us.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “Almost?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan replied, “Only lacking one bit.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “Which bit?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan answered, “You still haven‟t killed for him.” He laughed and continued, “But 

you don‟t need to worry; this kind of opportunity can appear at any time.” 



 

Meng Xinghun also laughed and asked, “But what kind of opportunity is comparatively greater? 

Killing people? Or being killed?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan was silent for a long time, his smile somewhat bitter, and said slowly, “If it‟s not 

killing people, it‟s being killed. Some people originally believe that they can never die, but all of 

a sudden, they are killed by other people. Only at that time will you realize that the chances of 

killing and being killed are actually the same.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “Did you originally never anticipate that Sun Jian would also be killed?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan‟s complexion changed. He asked, “You know him?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Sun Jian being killed has long since not been a secret in Jianghu.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan sighed deeply, smiled bitterly, and said, “Correct. This is the most glorious battle 

accomplishment of the „Twelve Flying Roc Sect.‟ Of course they would fear that other people do 

not know of it.” 

 

Meng Xinghun‟s eyes flashed and he said, “Yi Qianlong‟s betrayal is also not a secret.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan was silent for a long time and said coldly, “He didn‟t betray; he isn‟t a traitor.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “He‟s not?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan laughed coldly and said, “He doesn‟t deserve to be a traitor. Traitors must have 

courage; he‟s merely a coward, a scoundrel.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “Scoundrel?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan replied, “He was originally Laobo‟s most trusted friend, but when he knew that 

Laobo was in danger, he immediately slipped away, slipped away with the millions of riches that 

Laobo had given him.” 

 

Meng Xinghun asked, “Why didn‟t you search for him?” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan replied, “We searched, but couldn‟t find him. It is said that he already slipped 

away to Fusang Island; his wife is originally a Fusang ronin‟s daughter.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 


