
Table of Contents

THE CODE OF CHI

PREFACE

DEDICATION

CHAPTER 1: THE ECHO OF BLOOD

GLOSSARY

Chapter 1. The Echo of Blood

CHAPTER 2: The Triad of Ancestors (The Alchemy of Pain)

CHAPTER 3: The Guardians of Exile

CHAPTER 4: The Crucible of Emptiness (The Spirit's Fast)

Chapter 5: The Orbit of Fire (The Ascent Through the Spinal Channel)

CHAPTER 6: The Language of the Pines (Mountain Frequencies)

CHAPTER 7: The Invisibility of the Spirit (The Art of Emptiness)

Chapter 8: The Strike of Emptiness (The Projection of Fa Jin)

Chapter 9: The Shattered Mirror (The Betrayal of Breath)

CHAPTER 10: The Marrow Cleansing (The Rite of the White Bone)

CHAPTER 11: The Return of Spring (The Medicine of the Soul)

CHAPTER 12: Return to the Iron Lungs


THE CODE OF CHI

The void in hunger taught me to kill without

Blood: I locked up resentment and freed my

chi.

Luis Ross.
COPYRIGHT PAGE

THE CODE OF CHI 

The void in hunger taught me to kill without

Blood: I locked up resentment and freed my

chi.

© 2026 by Luis Ross

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or electronic or mechanical methods, without prior written permission from the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or critical analysis.

PUBLICATION INFORMATION

Published by: Independent Publisher

Luis Ross

Email: alberto64@tutamail.com

Ciudad Obregón, Sonora, Mexico

Printed in Mexico
DISCLAIMER

The content of this book is for informational and reflective purposes only. The practices, concepts, and teachings presented are based on Chinese cultural and spiritual traditions but do not constitute medical, psychological, legal, or professional advice of any kind.

The author and publisher assume no responsibility for any harm, loss, or consequence resulting from the use or application of the information contained in this work. Readers are encouraged to consult qualified professionals for any matter requiring specialized care.

Any references to people, places, or events are fictional or adapted for narrative purposes unless otherwise stated. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PREFACE


[image: ]


The idea of writing about Dylan came from my fascination with how prejudice and the stories we are told shape the way we perceive the world and the people around us.

I wanted to explore how a physical journey—from modern Chicago to a remote mountain in Mexico—can become a path toward emotional liberation and self-discovery.

My goal was to create a narrative that blends elements of Chinese spiritual tradition with the reality of a young man struggling to understand his past, showing that ancient teachings still hold deep relevance in our modern lives.

Through this book, I aim to offer readers a reflection on forgiveness toward a father who abandoned his son, the importance of questioning inherited beliefs, and how adversity can become the greatest teacher.

Inner peace, I believe, is not found in the absence of problems, but in the ability to cultivate our own “Chi”—the force that connects us to ourselves and to the world around us—in order to face life with clarity and strength.

This is the story of a young man who searched for his father believing him to be a murderer, and instead found himself.

I hope this book serves as a reminder that there is always more than one truth in every story, and that learning never truly ends.
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To my beloved wife and my three children, who have always been my reason for being—my strength in moments of resilience, my support in times of struggle, and my joy in moments of triumph.

Your love has guided me through paths I could never have walked alone, becoming the true center of home and a force that transcends all obstacles.

This work is also dedicated to every reader who has felt the weight of loneliness, who misses the warmth of family, or who seeks a path back to what truly matters.

May these pages help you reconnect with your own center and remind you that you are never alone.

With deep respect, I honor the Chinese people, carriers of one of the oldest and richest cultures in human history.

Their traditions, wisdom, and resilience have left an indelible mark on the world.

This work is a small tribute to that heritage, which has illuminated paths of knowledge, spirituality, and connection with nature.

In particular, I dedicate these pages to the memory of Master Chen, who arrived in Mexico more than a century ago.

During the Mexican Revolution, as Pancho Villa’s forces advanced through northern Mexico, Chinese immigrants were subjected to persecution and violence, forcing them to take refuge in the mountains of Chihuahua.

There, among rivers, cliffs, and forests, they not only survived—they preserved the tradition of Chi, teaching it to those who earned their trust.

Today, I want to say to all their descendants in Mexico: be proud.

Your ancestors carried an ancient treasure that, though hidden in the mountains during times of hardship, has survived and now continues to live and grow in this land.

LUIS ROSS.
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Lower Dantian

Located about three finger-widths below the navel, it is known as the “Sea of Qi.” It is the body’s center of gravity and the primary reservoir where vital energy is cultivated and stored before being distributed throughout the body.

Wood Element (Wu Xing)

In the Five Elements theory, Wood represents growth and expansion. It is associated with the liver and the emotion of anger or frustration. Imbalance in this element can lead to energy stagnation, emotional outbursts, or internal blockage.

Hun (Ethereal Soul)

Resides in the liver and is associated with the Wood element. It represents the spiritual aspect that governs intuition, dreams, and life planning. When the liver is in balance, the Hun provides clarity of vision and direction.

White Lotus

A symbol of spiritual purity and transcendence. It represents awakening and the ability to rise above “mud” (worldly suffering and trauma) without being stained by it, transforming pain into wisdom.

Bone Marrow

In advanced Neigong practices, energy (Qi) is guided into the bone marrow to strengthen the immune system and deeply cleanse cellular memory and stored trauma.

Mudras

Specific hand positions used as energetic “seals” or circuits to direct the flow of energy toward organs or specific mental states during meditation.

Niu (The Ox)

A metaphor used in meditation to represent the untamed mind or raw emotional force (such as anger), which must be guided with awareness rather than suppressed.

Ren Mai (Conception Vessel)

An energy channel that runs along the front midline of the body. Together with the Du Mai, it forms part of the Microcosmic Orbit.

Shen (Spirit / Mind)

The light of consciousness that resides in the heart. It is what shines through the eyes when a person is present, balanced, and aware.

Yin-Yang

The fundamental duality of nature. In this book, it reflects the balance between stillness (Yin) and explosive action or emotion (Yang).

Du Mai (Governing Vessel)

An energy channel that runs along the spine from the perineum to the head. It is associated with Yang energy and the central axis of the body.

Qi (Chi)

The vital energy or universal force that flows through all living beings. It is described as a current that must be cultivated and directed consciously.

Damp-Cold

A condition in which internal or external factors block the flow of Qi and blood, causing heaviness, dull pain, stiffness, and fatigue.

Huiyin

Meaning “Meeting of Yin.” A point located in the perineum used in meditation to close the energy circuit and prevent energy leakage.

Jing (Kidney Essence)

The ancestral essence stored in the kidneys. It is the foundation of physical vitality, health, and longevity.

Neigong

“Internal work.” Disciplines focused on developing internal strength, breath control, and conscious energy cultivation.

Po (Corporeal Soul)

The bodily aspect of the soul tied to instincts and physical existence. It is believed to store emotional trauma within tissues.

Sha Qi (Killing Energy)

A hostile or harmful energetic field or intention that can be perceived as danger or discomfort.

Xiao Zhou Tian (Microcosmic Orbit)

An advanced meditation practice in which Qi circulates through the Du Mai and Ren Mai energy channels.

Zhan Zhuang

A standing meditation practice known as “standing like a tree.” It strengthens structure, alignment, and internal energy.

Zuò Wàng (Sitting and Forgetting)

A Taoist practice in which the practitioner lets go of body awareness and thought, entering a state of unity with the Tao.

Rong Yu Tian Di (Blending with Heaven and Earth)

An advanced meditation state in which the practitioner’s energy aligns with the environment, blending seamlessly with nature.

Wu Xing Mian Shi (Formless Presence)

A technique of movement and energy control that avoids predictable patterns, making the practitioner difficult to perceive.

Yin Shen Shu (Art of Concealing the Spirit)

A practice that controls the expression of Shen (spirit) so intention and presence are not easily detected.
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Chapter 1. The Echo of Blood
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The noise of the bus was not simply a mechanical sound; it was a warning that seemed to tear through the silence of the Chihuahua Sierra. When the door opened slowly and heavily, the mountain air entered the cabin like a freshly sharpened blade. It was not just cold air; it was a physical entity that cut through the passengers’ smell, the raw diesel odor, and the trail of sweat accumulated after hours of travel. Dylan inhaled for the first time and felt an immediate spasm in his diaphragm. At more than two thousand meters of altitude, air is not breathed—it is conquered. Every molecule of oxygen seemed to carry the mineral weight of the ravine, making his Chicago lungs, accustomed to thick city smog and filtered suburban air, protest with a sharp burning sensation. It was as if his lungs were trying to process ice crystals instead of gas.

— Dylan, 21 years old, gets off the bus.

As he stepped onto the compact earth—a mixture of volcanic dust, bedrock, and frost—Dylan felt a dizziness that was not purely physical. It was the weight of twelve years of a narrative built on emptiness. His mother, with that broken voice that always smelled of cheap gin and a paralyzing fear that seeped into one’s bones, had carved into him an image of his father made of shadows, debts, and violence. She had told him he was a dangerous man, a deserter of reality, a madman who preferred the isolation of the ravines over the safety of a family. But there, facing the immensity of the mountains rising like stone giants covered in a hostile white mantle, that image began to crack. The cold did not only hit his face; it struck the center of his chest, exactly at the Shan Zhong point, the “center of the chest” or Sea of Qi, where emotional energy resides. It was a violent reminder that he was a lifetime away from his childhood, in a place where laws seemed subordinate to far older ones.

Each exhalation of Dylan became a white cloud, an ephemeral ghost dissolving against the dark green of the pines lining the road. In Traditional Chinese Medicine, the lungs are the organ that produces fear, sadness, and the ability to connect with the external world. Dylan felt his lungs were at the limit of their functional capacity. It was not only the altitude; it was the weight of what had not been said for a decade. His childhood memories were blurry, distorted by the bile of a woman who never forgave being abandoned by a man who sought something more than a mortgage and a trimmed lawn on Sundays. Dylan looked around. The landscape was brutally honest. There were no brick facades or traffic lights dictating the rhythm of life. Only the mountain, eternal and merciless.

—Are you Dylan?

The voice was like a stone breaking beneath ice. Dylan turned, his body rigid, hands in his pockets clenching into fists. In front of him, a man who seemed to have emerged from the earth itself watched him without blinking. Juan. His face was etched with wrinkles like maps of dry streams, and his eyes did not look at Dylan’s face but something deeper. He was observing him not as a police officer, but as a technician searching for a fault in a machine. He studied the tilt of his pelvis, the way his shoulders carried weight, the lack of balance in his gait. He was seeing the stagnation of his energy, Qi blocked by years of resentment and poor diet.

—Yes —Dylan said. His voice like glass—How did you know it was me?

Juan let out a cough that pretended to be a laugh, but it was only a thick vapor escaping his tobacco-yellowed mustache. He wore a pistol at his waist, an old handgun that glinted in the cold, but it did not feel like a threat. It was a tool, like the axe resting in the back of the old truck waiting a few meters away.

—Your father doesn’t need photos to recognize his own blood —Juan said, turning his back to walk toward the vehicle—. For twelve years he has said that when you arrived, the evening wind would change color. He says you walk carrying your grandfather’s burden on your shoulders. He didn’t recognize you by your face, boy; he recognized you by the rhythm of your spirit. Get in. The sun here shows no mercy, and the night cold stops the heart before you even notice.

The truck was a machine in ruins. As they climbed roads that were nothing but scars on the mountainside, Dylan looked at his hands. They were pale, almost blue. In Chicago he had never cared about circulation, but here each finger reminded him he was alive by pure miracle. He remembered the few times his father, before leaving, had pressed the Hegu point between thumb and index finger when his head hurt. “This opens the flow, Dylan,” he used to say. Back then it was a game. Now, as the truck bounced over rocks the size of skulls, he felt his entire body was a map of points screaming for attention.

—Why did he leave, Juan? —The question came out unfiltered, pushed by fear—My mother says he was dangerous to us.

Juan tightened his grip on the wheel, his hands like hawk claws, steady and unshaking despite the fact that a few feet away there was nothing but a three-thousand-foot abyss.

—The dangerous one is the one without roots, Dylan. Your father left because the White Lotus cannot bloom in bad times. They wanted his knowledge for things you wouldn’t understand yet. Up here, the air is pure and Chi is not contaminated by the envy of city men. Your mother didn’t understand that a man’s destiny is not decided in an office—it is decided in the bones.

Dylan looked out through the fogged window. The pines passed like shadows, tall and straight, reminding him of the posture his father demanded when he was a child. “The spine is the channel between heaven and earth,” the old man used to repeat while correcting his back with a gentle but firm touch. Now, twelve years later, Dylan felt his spine was twisted—not by the weight of his backpack, but by the weight of absence.

As they gained altitude, the landscape became harsher and, strangely, more real. The cold began to sink into his marrow, that cold in Chinese medicine called Han, which enters the bones and stops blood flow if you do not have inner fire. Dylan had no fire; he had cold, rage, and an uncertainty that churned his stomach.

—He won’t ask you for forgiveness, if that’s what you’re looking for —Juan said, as if reading the thoughts Dylan did not dare speak—. Up here forgiveness does not exist; there is only debt. He has a debt with you that is not paid with words, but with what is in the hands. The White Lotus Society is not inherited through wills; it is inherited through sweat and blood that flows through the meridians.

The truck stopped abruptly in front of a cabin that looked more like a wooden cave than a house. Smoke rose from a stone chimney, a white thread defying the mountain’s gravity. Dylan got out, feeling his legs weigh a ton. The Yongquan point in his feet—the Bubbling Spring—felt as if it were being sucked into the frozen earth.

He walked toward the door. Before he could knock, the wood creaked open. There was no bright light or background music. Only the smell of burning moxa, ginger, and old leather. And there, in the dimness, he was. Not the giant Dylan remembered, but a dry man, with skin dark as mesquite, and eyes that seemed to see through Dylan—through his branded clothes and his Chicago insecurities—down to the very root of his essence.

—You’re late —his father said. His voice was not that of an old man, but of someone who had mastered every nerve in his throat—. But your Jing is still strong. Come in. Leave your hatred in the snow; it only gets in the way here.
Dylan entered. The cabin was organized according to a logic he did not understand, but one that felt right. There were jars filled with strange roots, silver needles aligned on black silk, and a silence that seemed to vibrate. In a corner, a Chinese elder, Master Chen, remained motionless, as if he were part of the cabin itself. He was not breathing, or at least it seemed so; his chest did not move, yet his eyes followed Dylan with clinical curiosity.

—This is the cub —Chen said, and his voice was like a gust of wind through an empty temple—. There is bile inside him and an anxious heart. He lacks the fire of the Lotus, but he has the wood needed to burn.

Dylan stood in the middle of the room, feeling how the warmth of the cabin began to thaw his blood, causing a painful tingling in his hands and feet. It was Qi circulating again, the awakening of a system that had been asleep for twelve years of emotional exile.

His father approached him. He did not embrace him. He placed a hand on his shoulder, right on the Jianjing point, and Dylan felt an electric shock run through his entire spine. For a moment, the cold of the sierra disappeared. Only the connection remained, the code of blood activating after more than a decade.

—Welcome home, Dylan —his father said, and for the first time, Dylan saw a crack of humanity in his eyes—. Now the hard part begins. Learning to live is harder than learning to die.

Dylan collapsed onto a wooden stool that creaked under his weight, a sound that in that monastic silence felt like a gunshot. Master Chen did not move; his stillness was insulting, a flesh statue that seemed not to consume oxygen. Dylan, on the other hand, was gasping. The tea his father had given him steamed in a rough ceramic bowl, releasing a smell that recalled earth after rain mixed with something metallic, almost like oxidized blood.

—Drink —his father ordered. It was not an invitation; it was a prescription—. Your City Qi is a soup of anxiety and processed food. You need to cleanse the ground before we begin to plant.

Dylan took the bowl with trembling hands. At the first sip, a bitter and burning warmth ran across his tongue, sliding down his esophagus like a controlled line of fire. He felt the heat settle in his stomach, in the lower Dantian, and from there begin to radiate toward his limbs. It was a physical sensation, almost electric. The blockages in his meridians, those knots of tension he carried in his shoulders and lower back, began to loosen—not through relaxation, but through forced expansion.

—The White Lotus Society is not a reading club, Dylan —his father continued, sitting in front of him, his posture so straight it seemed as if an invisible thread pulled him from his crown toward the ceiling—. It is a lineage of survival. What your mother called “Chinese magic” is reality, and your inheritance. Neigong is the study of what is internal. While the world focuses on muscle strength, we focus on the strength of vital fluid. A muscle gets tired; Qi does not, if you know how to stop obstructing it.

Dylan looked at Master Chen. The elder finally blinked. His eyes were not clouded by age; they shone with a predatory kind of energy.

—Your father brought you because the traitor, Li Wei, has crossed the ocean —Chen said, and his voice, though soft, made the jars on the shelf tremble slightly—. Li Wei was the best student of this lineage, but he sought the shortcut. The shortcut always leads into darkness, to using Qi to take life instead of sustaining it. He knows you exist. He senses your being, because you share the same root as the man he has hated for more than twenty years.

The mention of Li Wei made the atmosphere in the cabin change. The air grew dense, charged with a static that raised the hair on Dylan’s arms. In Chinese medicine, fear affects the kidneys, the reservoir of our vital essence, Jing. Dylan felt a sudden cold in his lower back, an emptiness that threatened to make him tremble again.

—Why me? —Dylan managed to ask, setting the empty bowl on the table—. I know nothing about this. I’m just a guy who works in a warehouse in Chicago. I don’t know how to fight, I don’t know how to meditate... I don’t even know who I am half the time.

His father leaned forward, and for the first time, Dylan saw the scars on his forearms—burn marks and cuts that spoke of a life his mother had never mentioned.

—It is not about what you know, but about what you are capable of containing. Your body was prepared before you were born. Every meal I gave you as a child, every time I made you stand on one leg while we played... it was all preparation. You are a vessel, Dylan. But
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