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Chapter 11 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “If that’s so, then it seems that now Laobo’s friends no longer have any 

enemies.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan said mildly, “Now do you already think that you placed the wrong bet?” 

 

Meng Xinghun smiled and said, “The problem lies not in how many friends, but in whether or 

not those friends are true friends.” He gazed into the distance. He continued slowly, “Sometimes, 

having one less friend is better than having one more friend.” 

 

He gazed at a small bridge in the distance. Lu Mantian walked past the bridge. 

Lü Xiangchuan didn’t see it. 

It was one o’clock, not too long until dusk. 

 

*** 

 

Afternoon. 

Clouds covered the moonlight, and the sky darkened. 

The wind was also colder. 

A person in gray clothes, pulling up his lapel and lowering the brim of his hat, hurriedly walked 

past the small bridge with his head lowered. There were three open carriages by the bamboo 

forest at the end of the bridge. 

The window was open; Lu Mantian sat right by the window. A writing brush was in his hand yet 

he didn’t write anything; he merely stared blankly out the window. 

The person in gray clothes entered without knocking; the window fell immediately. 

Only after the window fell did the person in gray clothes expose an ordinary, plain face. 

Based on only this face, no one could tell that he was a traitor. 

So no one would think that Feng Hao was a traitor.  

 

Lu Mantian turned around to look at him and said, “Everything has already been arranged as 

planned; he has already decided to take action today at dusk.” 

 

Although Feng Hao appeared satisfied, he still questioned closely, “Do you think he will change 

his mind at the last minute?” 

 

(Missing text here...does anyone have a flawless copy of the novel? All the online versions 

repeat a chunk of text and probably miss out on something.) 

 

*** 



 

Because he didn’t actually want to kill Laobo, he didn’t have any anger or hatred in his heart. 

The opportunity to kill often followed anger. 

Meng Xinghun’s heart was very calm, so his complexion was also very calm. 

 

Laobo suddenly laughed again and said, “Of course, right now you can’t hear these kinds of 

matters. But after a few years, by the time many people want to kill you, when you may be killed 

anytime and anywhere, you will be able to hear it.” There was bitterness in his smile and he 

continued slowly, “To hear these kinds of matters you need to use not only your ears, but also 

your experiences. Only experiences gained from danger and suffering are truly valuable.” 

 

These kinds of experiences are discipline, and can not only make people become more 

intelligent, but also make them live longer. 

 

As Meng Xinghun gazed at the traces of painful experiences engraved on Laobo’s face, a feeling 

of respect unconsciously welled up in his heart. He couldn’t help saying, “I will remember these 

words eternally.” 

 

Laobo’s smile gradually became warm and cheerful. Smiling, he said, “I always treated Lü 

Xiangchuan as my own son; I hope for the same with you.” 

 

Meng Xinghun lowered his head, not daring to look up. 

He suddenly felt that standing in front of him was an eminent and unapproachable giant, while 

he was no more than three chi tall. 

He suddenly felt that he was vile and despicable. 

Just then, Lü Xiangchuan returned with a person in gray behind him who was carrying a 

medicine box and holding a string of bells. 

All of Meng Xinghun’s muscles suddenly tensed. 

He never would have thought that the medicine seller would be Ye Xiang. 

Recently very few people saw Ye Xiang, and now he was actually very clear-headed. 

He was clear-headed and unperturbed. When he saw Meng Xinghun, he neither avoided him nor 

showed any expression. 

He seemed as if he had never seen Meng Xinghun before. 

Meng Xinghun waited for a long time before he could relax. It was the first time he truly felt that 

in many aspects he was inferior to Ye Xiang. 

He couldn’t think of any reason why Ye Xiang would come here. 

 

Laobo was clearly also unsure, so he smiled and said, “You came just in time; we need a 

medicine man right now.” 

 

Ye Xiang was also smiling and asked, “There are sick people here?” 

 

Laobo replied, “There are no sick people, only wounded people and some dead people.” 

 

Ye Xiang said, “I cannot treat dead people.” 

 



Laobo asked, “What about wounded people? In all likelihood you have medicine for wounds.” 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “I don’t have any.” 

 

Laobo asked, “What kind of illnesses can you treat?” 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “I don’t know how to treat any illnesses.” 

 

Laobo asked, “Then what medicine are you selling?” 

 

Ye Xiang answered, “I’m also not selling any medicine; inside the medicine box there is only a 

jug of wine and a dagger.” His face was completely expressionless and he continued 

indifferently, “I don’t know how to treat people’s illnesses; I only know how to take people’s 

lives.” 

 

After those words were uttered, Meng Xinghun’s heart nearly jumped out of his throat. 

 

Laobo instead laughed and said, “So actually you’re here to kill people. That’s great, we have 

many people here who are good for killing, but I don’t know which of them you want to kill.” 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “I’m also not here to kill people.” 

 

Laobo asked, “You’re not?” 

 

Ye Xiang said, “Although I never choose who to kill, so long as the conditions are decent, I will 

kill. However, you are an exception.” 

 

Laobo asked, “Why?” His face maintained a smile, as if he found what he heard to be amusing. 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “I won’t kill you because I know that I absolutely cannot kill you, absolutely 

am not able to kill you.” He smiled mildly and continued, “Out of everyone alive in the world, 

perhaps not a single one of them can kill you. Anyone who comes wanting to kill you is 

definitely a madman, but I am not a madman.” 

 

Laobo laughed heartily and said, “Although you are not a madman, you overestimate me too 

much.” 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “I am not estimating, because I know.” 

 

Laobo said, “As long as a person is alive, he may be killed by others. I am also a person, a living 

person.” 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “Of course there will be a day when you are killed by someone, but that day 

has not yet arrived.” 

 

Laobo asked, “When will it arrive?” 



 

Ye Xiang answered, “When you are old.” 

 

Laobo asked, “Am I not old enough right now?” 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “Right now you don’t count as old because you have not become very slow-

witted, very stubborn. You have not yet become bald and petty like other old men.” He 

continued coldly, “But sooner or later you will be like that one day; everyone will be like that 

one day.” 

 

Laobo laughed heartily again, but a shadow flitted across his gaze. He said, “Since you are not 

here to kill people, then why are you here?” 

 

Ye Xiang muttered irresolutely to himself and then said, “Do you want me to say the truth?” 

 

Laobo smiled and said, “It’s best if not even one word is false.” 

 

Ye Xiang muttered irresolutely to himself for a long time again and finally said, “I came to look 

for your daughter.” 

 

Laobo’s complexion suddenly changed and he said sternly, “I don’t have a daughter.” 

 

Ye Xiang said, “Then even if I am looking for someone else, the one I am looking for is named 

Sun Die. I know that you already don’t acknowledge her as your daughter, so I came here to take 

her away.” 

 

Laobo asked, “Take her away?” 

 

Ye Xiang said, “You don’t want her, but I want her.” 

 

Laobo asked sternly, “Where do you want to take her?” 

 

Ye Xiang said, “Since you already don’t want her, then why should you care about where I am 

taking her?” 

 

Laobo’s sharp and clear eyes suddenly turned red and each strand of his facial hair stood on end. 

 

But he still forcefully controlled himself and stared at Ye Xiang for a long time. He said word by 

word, “It seems that I’ve met you before.” 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “Indeed you’ve met me before.” 

 

Laobo said, “I met you a few years ago, and also...” 

 

Ye Xiang said, “And also you ordered Han Tang to drive me away, to a place that I could never 

return from.” 



 

Laobo asked, “You didn’t die?” 

 

Ye Xiang only smiled. He hadn’t opened his mouth when Laobo suddenly pounced over, 

grabbed his lapel, lifted him up entirely, and said sternly, “Is Xiao Die’s child yours?” 

 

Ye Xiang said nothing. 

 

Laobo asked angrily, “Are you going to tell me or not? Are you or not?” He shook Ye Xiang 

with all his might, seemingly as if he wanted to break all the bones in Ye Xiang’s body. 

 

Ye Xiang’s face was still completely expressionless and he said indifferently, “When my clothes 

are being grabbed by someone, I never like to speak.” 

 

Laobo stared at him angrily, his eyeballs seemingly protruding out. The blue veins on his 

forehead were exposed. Lü Xiangchuan seemed to be already scared witless. He had never seen 

Laobo in such a rage, never would have thought that Laobo would also be unable to control 

himself. 

Meng Xinghun was also scared witless. When heard the name Sun Die, he was already scared 

witless. 

He would have never even dreamed that the person he came to kill was actually his beloved’s 

father. 

But he already knew Ye Xiang’s purpose in coming; Ye Xiang came just to tell him this matter, 

so that he could avoid making a huge mistake that he could never make up for. 

Ye Xiang risked his life to tell him this matter. He did this not only for Meng Xinghun, but also 

for Xiao Die; so actually the only person he had ever truly loved was Xiao Die. 

“Why?” “Why?” 

Could it be that the father of Xiao Die’s child was really Ye Xiang? Meng Xinghun only felt his 

head spinning, the entire world seemingly crumbling in front of him. 

His entire person also seemed to have crumbled; he was nearly unable to support himself, nearly 

about to collapse. 

Laobo stood in front of Ye Xiang, trembling, his entire body trembling. 

 

He finally relaxed, but clenched his fists even tighter, and said, “Now speak, is that child yours 

or not?” 

 

Ye Xiang replied, “He’s not.” He took a long sigh and continued, “But I wish he was; I would be 

willing to sacrifice everything to be that child’s father.” 

 

Laobo hissed through his teeth, “That animal, that bastard...” 

 

Ye Xiang asked, “Why do you insult that child? The child has done nothing wrong; he already 

doesn’t have a father and is pitiful enough. The grandfather should exceptionally dote on him.” 

 

Laobo asked, “Who’s his grandfather?” 

 



Ye Xiang replied, “You, you are his grandfather.” He also raised his voice and said loudly, “It 

won’t do even if you don’t want to admit it because he’s the blood of your blood, flesh of your 

flesh.” 

 

He hadn’t finished speaking when Laobo had already pounced over, brandishing his fist and 

striking his face painfully. 

He didn’t dodge because he was absolutely incapable of dodging. 

Laobo’s fist was like lightning, yet was faster than lightning. 

Ye Xiang didn’t even see his fist; he only saw darkness in front of his eyes, just as if heaven fell 

and earth cracked. 

He hadn’t actually fainted, because Laobo’s other fist had already struck his abdomen. 

Pain made him clear-headed, so clear-headed that it was intolerable. 

His body twisted and fell down, his hands covered his abdomen, and he was bent over on the 

ground in convulsions. He choked, blood and sour bile vomited out together, and he felt it was 

fishy and sour and bitter. 

 

Meng Xinghun felt as if he had split into fragments. 

He couldn’t bear it, couldn’t endure it. 

He nearly couldn’t help but recklessly make a move. 

But he had to watch and endure, or else he would also die. 

Then all that Ye Xiang had sacrificed for him would become worthless, and he would not be able 

to even die contently. 

He couldn’t bear that even more. 

Ye Xiang was still in convulsions and vomiting; Laobo’s fist was like the world’s most lethal 

poison, and made him taste great suffering that no one had ever tasted. 

Laobo looked at him, his anger already dissipated; he gradually became tranquil, and was only 

lightly gasping for breath. 

Suddenly, the Ye Xiang who had fallen jumped up again. 

The string of bells in his hand suddenly emitted more than ten cold stars, cold stars that were 

even more rapid than meteors. 

His right hand had already taken out a short sword; his body and the sword seemed to have 

already melded into one. 

The flash of the sword was like a flying rainbow, and it flew out amidst the cold stars, even more 

rapid than the cold stars. 

The cold stars and flying rainbow had already blocked all of Laobo’s exits. 

The power of this strike could not be resisted by anyone, could not be dodged by anyone. 

Meng Xinghun certainly knew how formidable of an assassin Ye Xiang was, but he had never 

seen it with his own eyes before. 

Now he saw it. 

Recently he had already gradually begun to doubt, to even not believe that so many people had 

died at Ye Xiang’s hands in the past. 

Now he believed it. 

Ye Xiang had not only chosen the most unexpected opportunity, but he was also fast beyond 

imagination.  

The most unexpected opportunity was also the most proper opportunity. 



So long as he took action, he would absolutely not leave his opponent with any way out. Vicious, 

accurate, and fast. 

These were the most fundamental requirements of killing, and were also the most important. 

These three requirements combined equaled “death.” 

People who had recently seen Ye Xiang would never have believed that he could still send out 

such a frightful strike. It seemed like he had already resumed his former peak of power; for the 

sake of his friendship towards Meng Xinghun, his love towards Xiao Die, he sent out his final 

strike. 

This was already his last strike. 

No one could evade this strike. No one else but Laobo. 

 

The short sword flew out towards the sky; when it fell, it had already split into two. 

Ye Xiang’s body soared; when he fell, his right wrist had already been snapped. 

Laobo was still standing there, standing there unmoving like a god. Although he had used his 

sleeves to fend off the more than ten cold stars, Meng Xinghun could see that a few cold stars 

had struck his chest. 

At least four or five. 

Meng Xinghun saw them very clearly and was positive that he had made no mistake. 

He also knew very clearly the formidable power of those concealed weapons, because it was also 

those concealed weapons that he had prepared to kill Laobo with. 

No matter who, once struck with these concealed weapons, he would immediately collapse and 

then die. 

Laobo hadn’t collapsed or died. 

The concealed weapons that struck his body seemed to have struck an iron man’s body, and had 

even let out a “ding” sound. 

Although Laobo could perhaps be considered a superhuman or a giant, no matter what, he was 

not an iron man. 

Meng Xinghun finally discovered that on top of the ordinary and old-fashioned cloth robe that 

Laobo wore, he definitely wore unordinary clothes. 

Although he didn’t know whether those clothes were made from gold silk, he already knew that 

there were absolutely no concealed weapons in the world that could penetrate it. 

If he tried to use those concealed weapons to kill Laobo, then he would die! 

This was the lesson that Meng Xinghun had learned. 

Yet this lesson had not been obtained from his own suffering and experience, but rather had been 

exchanged for Ye Xiang’s life. 

 

Ye Xiang struggled to climb up, then heavily fell down, gasping for breath like a dog. Suddenly 

he laughed heartily and said, “I wasn’t wrong, sure enough I wasn’t wrong.” His laughter was 

wild and shrill, and he continued, “Sure enough I can’t kill you, sure enough no one can kill 

you.” 

 

Laobo said, “But there are many people who can kill you.” 

 

After saying this, he suddenly turned around and left. 

He didn’t glance at Ye Xiang again, but instead looked at Lü Xiangchuan. 

Lü Xiangchuan understood his meaning. 



Laobo wanted this person to die, yet was unwilling to kill a person who had already fallen. 

What Laobo wasn’t willing to do, Lü Xiangchuan had to do. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan coldly looked at Ye Xiang struggling on the ground, looked at him for a very 

long time. His gaze suddenly changed to Meng Xinghun and he asked, “Where is your dagger?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I don’t have a dagger.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan asked, “When you kill, you don’t use a dagger?” 

 

Meng Xinghun answered, “I do, I use other people’s. I can use all the weapons in other people’s 

hands.” 

 

Indeed he could already talk, could already use his voice. 

But he felt as if he were listening to someone else talk; this voice sounded unfamiliar and distant. 

 

Lü Xiangchuan looked at him. His eyes showed satisfaction, and he suddenly picked up the short 

sword on the ground and asked, “Can you this short sword to kill?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I can.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan smiled and said, “You still haven’t killed for Laobo; this is your opportunity.” 

His smile was very odd, and he continued slowly, “I’ve said before, you don’t need to worry; this 

kind of opportunity will arrive at any time. Now you ought to believe it.” 

 

Meng Xinghun didn’t even hear what he said. 

The sword was very short to begin with; after breaking, it seemed even more awkward and ugly. 

Meng Xinghun received the sword and turned to face Ye Xiang. 

He didn’t even know what he was doing. 

His ears were buzzing, his head was spinning, he couldn’t hear anything, and he couldn’t see 

anything. 

But he knew Ye Xiang’s intention; it wouldn’t do even if he pretended not to know. 

For this moment, Ye Xiang had prepared for a very long time, waited for a very long time. 

When he arrived, he had already not planned on returning alive, because he lived without 

meaning, without hope. He only hoped for Meng Xinghun to continue living on his behalf. 

He had already regarded Meng Xinghun as his shadow, had already transferred his own life and 

love to Meng Xinghun. 

Meng Xinghun was his life’s continuation. 

Perhaps very few people could understand this kind of feeling, but Meng Xinghun understood 

very clearly. He knew that by doing this, Ye Xiang was willing to die at his hands. But he 

couldn’t bear to do it. 

He would rather die than do it. 

The white silk wrapped around the sword hilt was drenched with the cold sweat dripping from 

his palm. 

 

He suddenly threw down the sword and said, “I cannot kill this person.” 



 

Lü Xiangchuan stared at him; only after a very long time did he ask indifferently, “Why? Is he 

your friend?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied coldly, “I can kill a friend, but I cannot kill a person who has already 

fallen down.” 

 

Lü Xiangchuan asked, “Even for Laobo you are not willing to make an exception?”  

 

Lü Xiangchuan looked at him, neither angry nor amazed, neither intimidating nor coercing. 

He didn’t even say another word, only calmly waited as Meng Xinghun left. 

Meng Xinghun also didn’t turn around. 

He hadn’t walked far when he already heard Ye Xiang briefly let out a wretched cry. 

He hadn’t turned around, even hadn’t shed tears. 

Although it wasn’t the middle of the night, there was no one around. 

 

***  

 

Meng Xinghun lay on his bed, his tears drenching his pillow. 

“Xiao Die is Laobo’s daughter.” 

“You can’t kill Laobo.” 

Ye Xiang had sacrificed his life just to tell him these two things. 

Ye Xiang wanted him to continue living, wanted him to live well with Xiao Die. 

This was what Ye Xiang couldn’t accomplish. 

“Can I accomplish this?” 

Meng Xinghun clenched his fists and vowed to himself that no matter what, he would 

accomplish it. 

This was the only way he could repay Ye Xiang. 

Although he still owed Gao Laoda a lot, he could use other methods to repay her in the future. 

It was necessary for him to abandon this matter; now he had to leave this place. 

Could he leave? 

 

*** 

 

There were many tombs outside the garden; buried in the tombs were all of Laobo’s “friends.” 

“No matter who enters our organization, don’t ever think of leaving, dead or alive.” 

“But no matter if you’re dead or alive, Laobo will take care of you well.” 

This was what Lü Xiangchuan told Meng Xinghun as they passed those tombs. 

When he said these words, it seemed as if his heart was very moved. 

Meng Xinghun didn’t know if Lü Xiangchuan was really moved, or if he was warning him. 

He always felt that Lü Xiangchuan’s attitude towards him was very unusual. His attitude a 

moment ago was particularly unusual, as if he already knew his relationship with Ye Xiang, 

knew his secret. 

Yet he didn’t force him to do anything. 

“Perhaps Lü Xiangchuan may let me go, but what about Lu Mantian?” 



Just as the agitation in Meng Xinghun’s heart began to calm a little, he began to think of even 

more. 

“If even Ye Xiang knew that Laobo can’t be killed, then how could Lu Mantian not know?” 

“Lu Mantian’s relationship with Laobo is closer than that of anyone else; naturally his 

understanding of Laobo is greater than that of other people.” 

“Since he knew that I don’t have the ability to kill Laobo, then why did he order me to do that?” 

Meng Xinghun’s tears ceased, yet his palms were emitting cold sweat. 

He suddenly discovered that Lu Mantian’s plan was far more frightful than he had imagined. 

The objective of the plan was not to have him really kill Laobo, but rather to use him as a ladder. 

Lu Mantian first needed to step over this ladder in order to reach his goal. The mourning in 

Meng Xinghun’s heart had already turned into anger. 

No one is willing to become someone else’s ladder and let someone else step over his own head. 

 

Meng Xinghun wiped dry his tears and sat up, waiting. 

Waiting for Lu Mantian. 

He knew that Lu Mantian would definitely not allow him to leave, would definitely come find 

him. 

Lu Mantian arrived even earlier than Meng Xinghun had anticipated. 

Lü Xiangchuan hadn’t returned yet and it seemed like no one else was in the house, so it was 

extremely quiet. Thus, Meng Xinghun heard Lu Mantian’s footsteps the moment he opened the 

door and walked in. 

His footsteps were steady and slow, just as if he were returning to his own home. Clearly he was 

fully confident about everything. 

His expression was even calmer; no matter what, he did not seem like a traitor who concealed 

evil intentions. 

Anyone who wanted to betray Laobo would feel a little bit nervous and uneasy, but he didn’t at 

all. 

His face actually carried a smile, a smile that would make other people regard him as a fool. 

 

Meng Xinghun forced himself to suppress the anger in his heart and asked coldly, “Why are you 

here?” 

 

Lu Mantian smiled and replied, “It’s nothing; I just wanted to see if you’ve prepared yourself. 

It’s almost time.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “I haven’t prepared.” 

 

Lu Mantian frowned and said, “Haven’t prepared? No matter how experienced you are, you still 

need to prepare before killing.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “I haven’t prepared to kill.” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “But you must kill.” 

 

Meng Xinghun suddenly smiled coldly and said, “If I had to kill, I wouldn’t kill Laobo, but 

rather you.” 



 

Lu Mantian seemed extremely startled and asked, “Kill me? Why?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “Because I don’t like it when someone steps over my head, and I don’t 

like to be treated as a ladder.” 

 

Lu Mantian asked, “Ladder? What ladder?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “You wanted me to come not because you wanted me to assassinate 

Laobo, because you’ve known long ago that I don’t have a chance to succeed.” 

 

Lu Mantian’s face didn’t show any expressions, but his pupils had already begun to shrink. He 

asked, “Then why would I want you to come?” 

 

Meng Xinghun answered, “Perhaps you already have plans to assassinate Laobo, and moreover 

you are positive that you will succeed.” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “Then I wouldn’t need you to come.” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “But you don’t want to undertake the criminal charge of assassinating 

Laobo because you’re afraid that other people will avenge Laobo, and you’re even more afraid 

that other people will be unwilling to let you take over Laobo’s position. Thus, you want me to 

undertake this criminal charge in your place.” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “Continue.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “You wanted me to wait in that burrow to assassinate Laobo, but perhaps I 

wouldn’t even have the chance to make a move, and perhaps I would be discovered first.” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “And then?” 

 

Meng Xinghun replied, “From the beginning you expressed distrust towards me, so of course 

Laobo definitely wouldn’t suspect that this plan had been arranged by you. You would catch the 

assassin for him, so of course he would trust you even more.” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “And then?” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “You would then take action at the time when he trusts you the most.” 

 

Lu Mantian asked, “Do you think I can kill him?” 

 

Meng Xinghun smiled and replied, “You’re his friend of many years, and moreover his best 

friend. Of course you’re more aware of his weaknesses than other people are. Besides, you 

planned carefully long ago, and yet he is completely unguarded against you.” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “So you think that I have a large chance.” 



 

Meng Xinghun replied, “If there is only one person on earth who can kill Laobo, that person 

would be you.” 

 

Lu Mantian suddenly smiled, but his smile was very unusual. “Thank you. You seem to regard 

me very highly.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “After you kill him, you can announce to other people that you have already 

caught the assassin who killed Laobo and that you have already avenged Laobo. Naturally other 

people wouldn’t suspect you, so it’s only to be expected that you take over Laobo’s position.” He 

smiled coldly and continued, “So this is your plan. You plan to not only betray Laobo, but also 

me.” 

 

Lu Mantian said coldly, “But you also have a mouth, and you can also speak.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “Who would believe me? Besides, perhaps you wouldn’t even give me a 

chance to speak.” 

 

After a long time, Lu Mantian suddenly smiled and said, “It’s unexpected that you’re extremely 

intelligent. Assassins shouldn’t be this intelligent.” He smiled, as if he were explaining to Meng 

Xinghun, and continued, “Because taking risks to kill people is already stupid, and killing people 

for other people is even more stupid. Intelligent people never do this.” 

 

Meng Xinghun’s eyes showed pain, because he knew that Lu Mantian hadn’t actually said 

anything wrong. These words had already touched his hidden suffering. 

 

Lu Mantian was enjoying his pain. With a satisfied expression in his eyes, he said leisurely, “But 

intelligent people usually have one problem: all intelligent people fear death.” 

 

Meng Xinghun said, “People who are afraid of death wouldn’t do this.” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “That’s only because you were formerly not intelligent enough. But now you 

clearly already understand that living is a good thing. No matter what, living is always better 

than dying.” He suddenly smiled again and asked, “Do you know that the person who had come 

just now is named Ye Xiang?” 

 

Meng Xinghun clenched his teeth. 

 

Lu Mantian said, “Of course you know, because he was your best friend, yet you watched him 

being killed in front of you, and you didn’t even react. Why is that?” He smiled and continued, 

“That’s because you’ve already become intelligent, and were unwilling to die with him. Even if 

you have other reasons, you are definitely deceiving yourself.” 

 

Meng Xinghun’s heart felt a stab of pain.  



Indeed he had watched Ye Xiang die. All along he had explained to himself that he did this only 

because he couldn’t bear that Ye Xiang’s sacrifice would become worthless, only because Ye 

Xiang wanted him to continue living. 

But now, Lu Mantian’s words seemed like a needle. 

He suddenly discovered that he wasn’t actually as great as he had imagined. Perhaps he had truly 

done that only because he feared death. 

Indeed, he was unwilling to die at present. 

 

Lu Mantian said slowly, “What you said was correct; up until now, still no one suspects me. I 

can uncover your identity and make you die at any time.” He gazed at Meng Xinghun like a cat 

watching the mouse in its claws. Smiling, he continued, “So if you want to continue living, then 

you must do as I say, because you have no other path to take.” 

 

Meng Xinghun clenched his fists and snorted, “Even if I do it, wouldn’t my outcome still be 

death?” 

 

Lu Mantian said, “If you do it well, perhaps I will let you live. I can find someone else to take 

your place in death, and I can smash that person’s head and make other people believe that he’s 

you. That way you can escape to a faraway place, and continue living in a place where no one 

recognizes you. As long as you don’t trouble me, then no one else will trouble you.” He smiled 

and continued, “I can even give you an extremely large reward and let you live comfortably. If a 

person can live comfortably, even if he doesn’t live gloriously, it’s still worth it.” 

 

 

 


