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Chapter 1: The Reason I Came to the Mental Hospital
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Sometimes I wonder what I am, what the world is, and what my existence means to the world. Am I an NPC? Or perhaps a virus that could be dismissed? A virus, yes, I feel like I have been infected with a virus, or perhaps I was a virus to begin with.

My name is Zhang Sean, I'm 30 years old, and I am a mental patient currently residing in San Yuan (the name of the mental hospital where I stay). Unlike other patients, I voluntarily admitted myself to the hospital.

I still remember that day as if it were ordinary. I was walking down the street when I suddenly saw a pitch-black monster crouching on a person. I stared at it in horror, and the monster, as if aware I was looking at it, flashed a menacing grin.

I felt like everything was falling apart. Of course, it's possible that the problem was with my eyes, or with my brain. I saw the people around me change, and everywhere I looked, I saw monsters-people with dog heads, others with snake tails, and some without faces. I rubbed my eyes, but the crowd still looked strange. I closed my eyes, then opened them again, but nothing had changed.

I thought I must be sick, like a computer infected with a virus.

At that moment, the black monster I first saw let go of its grip, jumped to the ground, and started walking toward me. The person it had been clinging to followed closely behind.

I tried to back away in fear but realized I couldn't move. The monster grabbed my hand, and I tried to pull away but couldn't.

My hand, under the monster's control, reached into my pocket. There was something hard inside, but I didn't know what it was.

I didn't have time to think about it then, but later I realized-I had checked my pockets before leaving, and they were empty.

After that. I don't remember what happened.

I woke up in a police station. When I saw the officers, I felt somewhat relieved. They were normal people-no animal ears, no tails, no strange eyes, not a monster crouching on anyone's back.

The officers looked serious and coldly asked, "Name?"

"Zhang, Zhang Sean." I was just an ordinary office worker, and when facing the police, I felt an inexplicable fear.

"Age?"

"30."

"What was your relationship with the victim?"

"Victim?" I stared blankly at the officer across from me. What did this mean?

"Where did the handgun come from? What was your motive for murder?"

I couldn't answer the police questions because I didn't know anything. Victim, police, handgun, murder motive-these terms were things I only saw on TV, on the legal channel. I never imagined that one day, I would sit in a police station, across from an officer, being asked these questions.

"There were fingerprints on the gun, and there were several witnesses."

Witnesses! My mind was in turmoil. Were the witnesses referring to those monsters? Or. had I seen it wrong? I hesitantly asked, "Can I meet the witnesses?"

The officer stared at me without expression, and after a long pause, he said, "Fine."

The witness was quickly brought in. He was a young man in his twenties and looked completely normal. Under the officer's questioning, he calmly recounted what he had seen.

"I saw you take a gun from your pocket and shoot a person. That person died." So the hard object I felt in my pocket was the gun? I was veering off-topic.

The officer tapped his pen on the desk and asked, "Is there anything else you want to say?"

Right, now I should be thinking about the murder, even though I had no memory of it. The witness was normal, which meant the monsters I had seen were fake, so. why did I reach into my pocket? No, no, no, I shook my head.

It wasn't about putting my hand in my pocket. Putting aside the murder for now-there was no way I could have had a gun! How could a 30-year-old man like me, who could barely support himself, let alone get a wife, have access to a gun? Let alone a gun capable of killing. China has very strict gun control laws. Someone as ordinary as me would probably never even touch a gun in my lifetime, unless the world ended.

"I don't know. Actually, I just remember seeing a person walking toward me. Then I reached into my pocket and felt something hard inside, but I can be sure I've never bought a gun or even thought about buying one."

"What was your relationship with the victim?"

"I don't know any victim."

"Confess for leniency, resist for severity."

"I." Just then, I saw the witness smile-a smug smile.

The officer noticed my gaze and had the witness leave.

After the witness turned to leave, I shrank back in fear. If I weren't sitting in a chair, I thought I might curl up into a ball.

The witness had a white, worm-like tail trailing behind him. As he walked, the tail wriggled along the floor. When he reached the door, he turned back and gave me a malicious grin.

I jumped to my feet and grabbed the officer's arm, pointing at the witness's tail, saying, "Did. did you see that?"

The officer shook off my hand, sternly saying, "Sit down!"

Shivering, I said, "I killed that person. Please, please lock me up."

But after my confession, the officers didn't seem satisfied. One pointed at a chair and said, "Sit."

I looked at the door. The witness had already left, and the door had closed. Only then did I dare sit down.

The officer said, "You say you don't know the victim, and you don't have a gun."

"No, I have a gun. That person is the one I killed."

"Don't get agitated. We are handling the case impartially. We won't let any criminal go free, but we also won't wrongfully convict an innocent person. If there's something you're hiding, tell us. You seem to be very afraid of the witness who just left."

"He. he." I couldn't finish because the officer didn't notice the weird worm-like tail. There were two reasons: first, he couldn't see it; second, they were the same! Carefully, I asked, "Can I see your back?"

The officer gave me a strange look, then stood up and said, "Fine."

There was nothing unusual on his back. He wasn't a monster. I breathed a sigh of relief. Thankfully, it was the first reason.

When the officer sat down again, he asked, "Can you tell me why you wanted to look at my back? And. what was on the back of the witness?"

I had planned to tell the officer what I saw, but. when I thought about the witness's malicious grin, I fell silent.

"Tell me the truth. What are you afraid of?"

I shook my head. It was too terrifying outside. I didn't want to go out anymore. "I killed that person. Lock me up."

The officer slammed his hand on the table, shouting, "You're a man! Stop dragging it out. Speak up-who is that witness? What's your relationship with him? Why are you afraid of him?"

"Knock knock knock." There was a knock at the door.

The officer adjusted his collar, leaning back in his chair, saying, "Come in."

Another officer who looked about my age walked in, holding several sheets of paper. He looked at me and asked, "How's it going, Officer Sam?"

Officer Sam replied irritably, "He confessed, but something's not right."

"How so?"

"The investigation shows Zhang Sean, 30 years old, is an office worker at a small company. He has a mild temperament and rarely gets into conflicts. He had no known connection with the victim. What I don't understand is how he could shoot so accurately, right in the temple, with a single shot. Has he practiced?"

The last question was directed at me. I quickly nodded. As long as it meant I could be locked up, I'd agree to anything.

Officer Sam patted the chair beside him, saying, "Sit."

The officer who had come in continued flipping through the papers, "You haven't practiced shooting, so the one-shot kill could be a coincidence. What I'm curious about is where you got the gun. And. why were you so eager to admit that you had practiced shooting?"

"The gun was one I found. I killed the person. There were many witnesses at the scene. Don't you believe what so many people saw?"

The two officers exchanged glances. Officer Sam shrugged and said, "That's how it is. He admits to the crime, but only after the witness came in. No, to be precise, after he saw the witness's back."

"Witness? I'll check on that."

Officer Sam stood up, saying, "That'll be all for today."

Then I was taken to the detention center. It was a small single room, but I was satisfied. Right now, all I needed was a small, secure space of my own.

Until mealtime, when the detention center officer began handing out food, I realized the nightmare hadn't ended.

The officer had two fleshy antennae sticking out from the top of his head, about a meter long, swaying around him. As he walked to the cell door, the antennae reached through the bars, reaching toward me.

I instinctively retreated to the corner of the cell. Thankfully, the antennae couldn't reach me.

This place isn't safe anymore! But I didn't dare say anything or make a move, afraid that I'd anger the owner of the antennae.

.

The next morning, I was taken back to the interrogation room.

Officer Sam was still sitting across from me.

After confirming there was nothing unusual about him, I mustered the courage to say, "I'm guilty. Please lock me up!"

Officer Sam said, "You seem very agitated."

I quickly replied, "No, I'm not agitated. I really did kill that person, really."

Officer Sam said, "Okay, answer me one question. Was the gun really one you found?"

"Yes."

"Do you really not know the victim?"

"Yes."

"Do you really have no girlfriend?"

"Yes."

"Are you afraid of the witness?"

"No."

"Did you really kill the person?"

"No. yes, yes, I killed him."

Officer Sam shook his head, saying, "Your reactions say it all. Can you tell me what the truth really is?"

If an innocent person met this officer, they would probably be happy. However. although it was the monster that controlled me to shoot, in the eyes of others, I was the one who shot. And this truth cannot be told. If I did, they would just think I'm crazy.

Crazy? My eyes lit up. As everyone knows, the mentally ill are different from ordinary people. If the world outside is full of monsters, then the only thing that's different is. normal people!

Eventually, I got what I wanted and was admitted to the mental hospital. As for Officer Sam, who sought the truth, he came to see me before entering the mental hospital. I didn't pretend to be crazy in front of him. Instead, I told him everything I had seen and warned him to be careful of the officer who brought the food in at the detention center.
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Chapter 2: About Fellow Patients
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It's been some time since I came to the psychiatric hospital. The situation here is quite decent, with the freedom to come and go (this refers to moving between the ward and the yard).
As a former psychiatric patient, I live alone in a room. To my surprise, the doctors and nurses here seem normal, although there aren't many of them.
Next door to me is a real psychiatric patient. His emotions are very unstable, and I can always hear chaotic noises coming from his room. After he has his outbursts, it's the nurses' turn to step in.
For patients like him, who suffer from violent tendencies, the hospital administers a tranquilizer when his mood becomes erratic.
After the tranquilizer is given, things in the neighboring room quiet down. I sit up in bed eagerly, and the day's entertainment has come to an end. Yes, I treat the noises from next door like a TV show, but without the images.
The patient next door is quite interesting. The nurses here say he has paranoid delusions and violent tendencies. So, when he has an episode, he often says things like "Go away, don't come near me." His violence is actually triggered by paranoia. Because of his fear, he becomes aggressive.
I've never met him, and it's not hard to understand why. Who would be willing to let a dangerous person roam outside the ward?
Maybe you'd say I should, but I must admit that I'm an exception. First of all, I don't have any illness. Secondly, in order to freely come and go, I've played along for a month. When I first arrived, I strictly followed the nurses' instructions, not making a fuss, taking my medication on time, even though I had no illness.
Once outside the ward, the yard is right there. It's pretty spacious, with neatly trimmed grass. Someone comes every day to tend to it.
The one who trims the grass is a patient in his fifties. He was once a professor, but now he's just a landscaper. If they don't let him out to trim the grass, he will have an episode.
He's the patient I find hardest to understand. Being a professor was such a great career-he could earn money, be respected. It's a lot better than being a struggling office worker like me. Why give up such a good career and choose to be a janitor? To me, trimming grass is just a janitor's job.
I know the reason behind his illness. It's because of overwhelming pressure and a deep disdain for his work, along with obsessive-compulsive disorder. Under his own self-suggestion, he forgot everything except the act of trimming grass.
It's strange how a smart person can end up like this, I thought, shaking my head and looking at the girl in the middle of the lawn. She seemed only a teenager, and like the professor, she came out to the yard every day at the same time.
However, they aren't the same kind of patient. In fact, you could say the girl isn't ill. She thinks she's a flower. If the nurses don't pull her back into the ward, she will stay in the yard, only moving slightly when the professor trims the grass near her.
To me, she really does look like a flower, especially with the bud on her head. The first time I saw her, I was shocked, thinking even a psychiatric hospital wasn't safe. But when I saw that the bud didn't react, I slowly let go of my fear. By now, I'm no longer afraid of her. Sometimes, I even chat with her, asking her things like, "What color are you? What kind of weather do you like?"
She told me she's green, and her flower bud is indeed green, so I say she's not really ill.
After walking around the yard, I returned to my ward. Today, the sun was too bright for my liking, but the professor and the flower girl loved this kind of weather. After all, plants grow fastest under full sunlight in summer.
In the evening, the dinner bell rang. This was my favorite time of the day.
The psychiatric hospital looked a little aged. The number of patients, doctors, and nurses was small, but the food was good. Well, the food wasn't great because of the hospital's benefits. It was because one of the patients was a chef-or rather, he thought he was.
He was an elderly man in his sixties, suffering from dementia. As for cooking, it wasn't because the hospital was exploiting him; he really liked cooking. If they didn't let him cook, he would practice on his own, like a programmed robot repeating pre-set tasks.
I think this is also the reason he was abandoned at the hospital's door. After all, the way he practiced cooking was somewhat frightening.
The person who serves the meals is also a patient. She's a woman in her forties, and before coming to the hospital, she was a teacher. She killed several children with an axe and was caught, later being diagnosed as a psychiatric patient.
Psychiatric patients who commit murder are not sentenced to prison, so she was sent to the psychiatric hospital. She looked quite normal and spoke gently, nothing like a murderer.
I originally thought she, like me, was controlled by some kind of monster. I even tried to test her, but had no results.
With my meal, I sat down at my usual spot. There are more than twenty patients here, and most of them like to sit in fixed spots, so I decided to make mine permanent.
Just as I began to eat, a doctor walked in. He went to the front and clapped his hands, immediately drawing everyone's attention.
I had a good impression of this doctor because after I played along for a month, he not only allowed me to freely come and go, but also stopped my medication, saying my condition was stable and I only needed psychological guidance.
I was very grateful to him because I had no illness. Apart from taking the medication in front of the nurses, I secretly hid the pills and eventually buried them in the yard.
Behind the doctor was a young man with his head lowered. The doctor stepped aside and said, "This is our new nurse. Let's give him a warm welcome."
As soon as he finished, the patients clapped enthusiastically. The doctor kindly said to the young man, "Do you want to say a few words to everyone?"
The young man lowered his head even further and timidly said, "Hello, my name is Lee Stu."
The doctor said happily, "Good. From now on, treat this place like your home. Don't be afraid of the patients here. After you get to know them, you'll find they're actually very nice."
"I. I will try my best."
The doctor patted his shoulder and said, "No rush, take it slow. It's mealtime now, go ahead and eat. Afterward, I'll show you to your room."
"Okay."
I wasn't very interested in this little episode, but when I saw the new nurse move into the room next to mine, I was surprised.
This is a ward, why would a nurse live here? Could it be. he's not really a nurse?
The soundproofing of the ward was poor, and after returning to my room, I pressed my ear to the wall.
The doctor said, "To be a competent nurse, you first need to learn how to interact with patients, so I arranged for you to live in the ward. This is the fastest way to get familiar with the patients. Of course, some people may not accept this approach, but if you mind."
"No, I don't mind. Thank you, doctor."
"You're welcome. As long as you understand. I have other things to do, so I'll leave now. If you need anything, feel free to come find me."
"Okay."
I smiled. What could his illness be? What's the cause of it?
As a man who's so bored he watches TV all day, I do sometimes get very curious. In the psychiatric hospital, there's no need to work, no need to earn money, and no need to cook. If one day I don't feel like going to eat, the nurses might even bring the meal to my room.
Such a decadent life stirs up my curiosity, or perhaps it's the only thing I can do in this boring life: satisfy my curiosity. Listening to the nurses discuss the patients' conditions has become my only hobby.
The next day, the new patient did not come out, but I witnessed an episode of the violent patient.
His face was pale, his hair completely white, and his skin was wrinkled, making him appear very old. It was hard for me to guess his age. Two nurses followed him, their expressions tense, their eyes fixed on him.
During breakfast, I learned that his parents had come to visit him.
How could his parents look like that, being so young despite him looking so old? This thought didn't keep me curious for long, because soon I saw his parents. To my surprise, they looked quite young-only in their forties at most.
If that's true, then aside from suffering from paranoia and violent tendencies, he might also have an aging condition? What a misfortune for him.
The violent patient's parents didn't leave immediately; they sat with him to have their meal. It was during this meal that I noticed something unusual. A while later, I casually looked down and saw many little black bugs on the floor.
These bugs seemed to have a specific target, marching in a straight line, all lined up neatly and walking forward. As they passed by me, I stepped down and squished the leading bugs. Yet, the others didn't stop, continuing their march forward. I kept stepping on the bugs on the ground.
When I absentmindedly looked up, I realized that many people were staring at me. Their gazes were like that of people looking at a madman, except for. the violent patient! His eyes were full of admiration, surprise, and gratitude as he looked at me, like I was some kind of deity.
Suddenly, I realized something wasn't right. Just like the monster, the flower bud on the girl's head, these things were invisible to others. Could it be that the bugs on the floor didn't exist in other people's eyes?
The behavior of the nurse answered my question. The nurse responsible for me quickly ran over and stood in the path of the bugs. But the bugs seemed to be unaware of her presence, crawling right past her feet and continuing forward.
Thinking about the violent patient, I knew what I had to do. I wasn't really a psychiatric patient, and I didn't want to be locked up. So I smiled at the nurse and said, "Is there something wrong?"
The nurse's expression was serious, showing no signs of softening despite my attempt to be friendly. With a cold tone, she asked, "What were you just doing?"
I casually stomped my foot and said, "Just helping with blood circulation."
"Really?" she asked, but it sounded more like a statement than a question.
I nodded, "You can try it too. I've heard it helps you live longer."
At this point, the doctor hurried over, followed by Lee Stu, my other neighbor.
Before the doctor could speak, the violent patient rushed over, hiding behind me in fear and shouting, "They're coming, they're coming, quick! Kill them!"
The black bugs were clearly targeting my violent patient neighbor.
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Chapter 3: About the Neighbor with Irritability Disorder
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Unfortunately, the fear of irritability disorder is something that no one but me can understand. I understand it, but I cannot speak of it. Most people believe that what they see is the truth, and what a few others see is simply delusion. I don't want to be seen as delusional, so I remain silent.

The nurses quickly controlled the situation with the irritable patient. His parents, in tears, watched as he was taken away. Meanwhile, I was ignored. After all, my "episode" was too trivial compared to the irritable disorder.

Seeing the irritable patient's parents, I couldn't help but feel a bit guilty. Sometimes people are like that-they may be in the worst situation themselves, but still have the emotional capacity to pity others.

I walked up to them and asked, "Do you know when your son. the irritable patient, first started showing symptoms?"

The irritable patient's father pulled his wife back, as my previous frantic behavior of crushing bugs made them think I was also sick, after all, they saw me as a mad person.

The mother of the irritable patient tightly held her husband's hand, wiped away her tears, and looked up at me. "It was a year ago, when he came back from a trip. He was only seventeen then. my poor child." With that, her tears flowed again.

A year ago, he was seventeen, so that means the irritable patient is now eighteen! Yet, he looked as though he were eighty, no! Even older than eighty. In just one year, he had changed like this. It seemed the bugs weren't just draining his blood. A chill ran through me, and I suddenly felt the world was so unfamiliar. Is this really the world I know? Or. have I truly gone insane?

Materialism? Science? Can all of this really be explained by my past life experiences?

Just as I began to doubt myself, the irritable patient's mother suddenly grabbed my hand, her eyes swollen from crying. She said, "Han just asked you to protect him, didn't he? When he has his episodes, he never gets close to anyone. Can you help him? You can, right? You must be able to help him. I. I."

She suddenly knelt on the floor, crying, "Please, please save my son. My poor child is only eighteen!"

I can step on bugs, but. how could I possibly eliminate all those bugs? I reached out to help the irritable patient. No, I should call him Han now. I helped Han's mother up with his father.

Han's father thanked me, then half-carried his wife and left. I stood there, faintly hearing his words.

"We're still young; we can have another child. No, if you want, we can have as many as you like," he said. "But you have to pull yourself together. Our child is gone, but I'm still here. You can't let me lose you too."
"Stop messing around. If you don't stop, I won't let you come here anymore."
"."
I smiled sarcastically. Though I might not be able to save Han, at least by staying by his side, I could alleviate some of his fear.

His mother did love him dearly, but his father.
Though he didn't say anything wrong, replacing a lost child with a new one to distract the mind is understandable. But for someone who lives in fear every day, it's too cruel.
This is humanity, this is human nature. No matter who leaves whom, the world keeps turning. No matter what's lost, life goes on. What would I be like now if I hadn't been committed to the psychiatric hospital? Would I be like Han, living in fear every day?

I sighed. It's still the same institution; helping out won't hurt. Selfishly speaking, if the bugs devour Han, then the bugs would lose their target, and everyone else in the hospital, including me, would be dragged in.

I didn't leave immediately, but returned to my seat to finish eating. Because I knew that even if I went back now, I couldn't do much. After all, with a sedative, Han probably wouldn't have any awareness. Moreover, since others saw him just have an episode, it wouldn't be good for me to approach his room recklessly.

Slowly finishing the last bit of food, I took my bowl and walked toward the designated place to put it down. I had to admit, life was much easier now. I didn't even have to wash my own bowl. It was almost perfect, except for the occasional boredom.

The next-door room was very quiet; no sound at all. I hesitated. Should I check on him now? Even though I had decided to help, what if I opened the door and saw the whole room filled with bugs? Just the thought of that image was hard to bear.

After a moment of hesitation, I stood up and walked out, knocking on the door next door.

The door opened, but it wasn't Han who answered; it was a nurse. I was surprised. Didn't the nurse leave after administering the sedative?

The nurse's face didn't look too good. She glanced at me and asked, "Can I help you?"

"I. I just wanted to check on him."

"You have a kind heart, but. go back. There's nothing for you here."

Had something happened to Han? What about the bugs? I anxiously asked, "What happened to him?"

The nurse rubbed her temples and said, "Nothing's wrong. He's just asleep. Well, if you want to see him, you can go ahead."

The nurse stepped aside, and I first looked at the ground. I didn't see any bugs, so I walked into the room. The situation inside made me gasp. There weren't no bugs, but they were all concentrated in the middle of the room.

I couldn't see Han anymore; all I saw was a large black ball.

The nurse said, "His breathing is very faint, his pulse is slow, just like. like an animal hibernating."

The ball made of bugs was completely still, almost like a cocoon. I think I was wrong. These bugs didn't seem to be trying to devour him.

"You have a kind heart. Though he doesn't sense anything now, it's always good to talk to him. You can come visit him whenever you have time."

I nodded. I wanted to see what he would become in the end.

Days passed, one week, two weeks. a month. Han still hadn't woken up, or rather, there was no sign of him crawling out of the bug ball.

However, the bugs had changed. One day, when I entered the room, I saw a lot of dead bugs scattered on the ground.

The bugs were dead? I stared at the large black ball in surprise. Though the remaining bugs weren't moving, they didn't seem dead at all.

I picked up a bug from the cocoon and examined it. It was indeed alive, but its reactions were sluggish, as though its vitality was nearly exhausted.

Each day after that, more bug corpses appeared on the floor of the neighboring room. The bugs' bodies didn't last long; usually, they would disappear after three days. So, the floor didn't seem too terrifying.

Recently, the cocoon had gotten thinner and thinner. I was getting anxious, wondering what Han looked like now. I pushed open the door next door, and there were bug corpses scattered on the floor, but the bed was empty.

Was he gone? Had he been eaten, or.?

The nurse came in and said, "This morning, Han's parents took him away."

"Took him away?" His mother had been so good to him, but his father. hadn't he given up on him? Why would they think of taking him?

"Yes. Though Han hasn't woken up, his body had clearly improved. His parents thought his illness was almost over, so they took him away."

So, those bugs' life force had indeed transferred to him. But I didn't know why he aged so quickly. Still, none of this mattered to me. The matter was over. The psychiatric hospital wouldn't be affected, and I didn't have to worry about facing those terrifying monsters anymore.

I saw Han again two months later. He was back to make a donation.

He now had a healthy complexion, was in good spirits, full of energy-he looked like a normal eighteen-year-old. Except for his belly. He wasn't fat, but his belly had a slight bulge, pushing his clothes out in a curve.

I thought for a moment and came to a conclusion-it resembled pregnancy.

Maybe the nurse or the doctor had mentioned me. Han walked up to me.

He smiled and said, "Hello."

His smile was bright, nothing like the decaying old man he looked like a few months ago, on the verge of the grave.

I sincerely said, "Hello. Congratulations on your recovery." He was lucky to have so many strange bugs willing to help him, though whether it was a blessing or a curse, I wasn't sure.

Han's smile slowly faded, and he bitterly smiled, saying, "You know, this isn't really a good thing."

"Anyway, congratulations. Your mother treats you very well, so take care of her." To me, he was lucky to have his life saved. That person who was entwined by monsters and died when I was under their control-he was far more pitiful.

Han shook his head. "She's pregnant, and I." He rubbed his belly and seemed lost in thought. After a moment, he continued, "Anyway, I have to thank you. Thank you for visiting me every day."

"You could see that?" I was surprised. Back then, I didn't know what had changed in him, as I could only see the bugs, but I didn't expect he knew I visited every day.

Han nodded. "I could see. I could even feel."

"Han, it's time for us to go." Han's mother interrupted him.

Han smiled apologetically at me and said, "Goodbye. Maybe I'll be back before long."

"Then I hope you don't come back." After all, the world outside was more exciting than the psychiatric hospital. If I weren't so scared, I'd want to take a good look at what kind of monsters were out there.

Han shook his head and said, "Let's hope not."

With that, he left.
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Chapter 4: About the New Neighbor
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After Han's matter was settled, my life returned to normal.

There was something I couldn't quite understand: the neighbor, Lee Stu, seemed like an ordinary person, except for being a bit timid and quiet. There was nothing particularly unusual about him.

Could he be autistic? He would greet the other patients in the yard, but he rarely went outside during the day. If he had to go out, he would dress very warmly and wear a hat with a large brim.

Could he be possessed by a monster or something? I didn't see any signs of that.

"Good morning, good morning, everyone!" Lee Stu greeted the professor and the flower lady.

I sat on a chair in the yard, observing him.

"Morning." It seemed like he noticed my gaze and turned to smile at me, asking how I was.

I looked up at the sky and said, "It's evening now."

"Oh, oh, close enough," Lee Stu smiled shyly.

So. his illness was just because he couldn't tell the difference between day and night? That didn't seem like a serious problem.

Lee Stu also looked up at the sky and then, with some excitement, leaned over to me and whispered, "Shh, don't talk, they'll hear us."

I asked in confusion, "Who? Who will hear us?"

Then, Lee Stu covered my mouth with his hand.

"." Well, that confirmed it. He really was mentally ill!

"Whoosh~"

I immediately looked up at the sound. Far in the distance, I saw a group of dark spots rising-it must have been birds. But. shouldn't birds be heading back to their nests at this hour? Why did it look like they were going out? Also, how could I hear them from such a far distance? Could it be.?

I looked at Lee Stu suspiciously. Was he behind this?

"Did you see that?" Lee Stu asked.

I nodded.

He continued, "For them, this is the beginning of their day. You see, they're about to go eat."

I was a bit shocked and took a few steps back, distancing myself from him. Then I looked behind him. There were no wings-he was just a normal person. But.

Lee Stu smiled and said, "You're special."

I didn't answer, but he didn't seem to mind. He kept talking, "Actually, I've told many people the same thing, but they think I'm mentally ill. Even my family, they lied to me saying they brought me here to experience life. But I know. This is a mental hospital, and they think I have a disease."

"You do have a disease. Since you know this is a mental hospital, you should cooperate with the treatment." I felt like I was overthinking. He was just a child going through a rebellious phase, trying to get attention. As for the bird-like sound, there were many ways it could be produced, right?

"You think I'm lying?"

"Isn't that the case?"

"Of course. But since you don't believe me, I don't have anything else to say." Lee Stu said, and then he walked away.

So this is what real mental illness looks like? Finally, there was someone truly mentally ill at the Third Hospital.

As for the professor, the flower lady, and the cook, they seemed normal to me-just people with secrets no one knew about. Lee Stu was the first person I met who seemed genuinely crazy. I hope the doctors can cure him soon.

"He's a bat."

Someone appeared behind the flower bed and spoke.

I wasn't unfamiliar with this person. He would occasionally tell me things I found interesting. No matter what I asked, he always had an answer. The nurses would discuss each patient's condition but rarely mentioned the patients' backgrounds. Some of the patients had been here longer than the hospital itself.

But this person knew.

He looked to be in his twenties, but strangely, he seemed to know everything. Not just about the patients, but even about things like what we would have for meals tomorrow. He could predict it every time, like a prophet.

I sometimes thought, if I had such a gift, I wouldn't be hiding in a mental hospital. I'd just set up a fortune-telling booth outside and make endless money.

Money is a great thing. If I had enough of it, I'd hire dozens of bodyguards, and no matter what kind of monster showed up, I wouldn't be afraid.

"A bat? Why do you say that?" I asked. He seemed like a normal person, and I was sure of it.

"He's a bat," the prophet repeated.

"Okay." I shrugged, no longer debating it. Maybe even the prophet could be wrong sometimes-after all, he wasn't a god.

"It's going to rain tomorrow, don't hang your clothes out to dry." After that, the prophet left.

Then a nurse came over, urging the flower lady to go back inside.

Although the flower lady was reluctant, she followed the nurse.

I stood up and looked at the professor, still weeding the lawn, and asked, "Professor, aren't you going back?" Usually, when the flower lady leaves, he follows her, but today, he had no intention of leaving.

"Tomorrow it's going to rain. I need to finish fixing the lawn early."

My only thought was, the nurses would have it easy tomorrow. The professor was so stubborn. Even if it snowed, he would still go out and trim the lawn on time. God knows there's no grass to trim in winter!

That night, I vaguely heard some strange noises but didn't pay much attention. After all, everyone living here had a unique personality.

The next morning, when I woke up, it was raining outside.

It rained continuously, and after breakfast, the professor sat in the corridor, watching the lawn, but surprisingly, the flower lady didn't appear.

I crouched next to the professor for a while, completely unsure what he was looking at. Then I remembered the prophet's words. It really rained today, so. what about Lee Stu? Was he really a bat? I decided to check Lee Stu's room.

His door was tightly closed. I waited a long time, but the nurse didn't come to open it. Didn't he need to eat?

At lunchtime, he still didn't come out, and the nurse didn't go in to deliver his food. I, however, ate on time. When the nurse brought me my food, I made sure to remind her that Lee Stu hadn't eaten yet. But the nurse said there was no need to worry about him.

No need to worry? Why? The nurse wouldn't say more and hurried off.

I spent the whole day sitting by Lee Stu's door. He never came out until dusk.

"Are you waiting for me?" He opened the door and looked at me with a half-smile.

"Yes." I hesitated for a moment and asked, "What are you?"

"Guess." He winked, then left.

I shouted at his retreating figure, "A bat!"

He stopped and turned around, saying, "You really are different."

"Why?" I asked, my confusion growing.

Why did he say he was a bat? Why did the prophet say the same thing? He didn't look or act like a bat at all. To me, bats were sinister and cunning creatures. Lee Stu was timid and introverted, but nothing like that.

"Because." Lee Stu walked over to me and leaned close to my ear, whispering, "Because I'm a bat."

I glared at him, wondering if there was any difference between saying it and not.

"Hahaha." Lee Stu laughed, patting me on the shoulder. "I should go eat now. Let's talk later."

The smile on his face made it clear that he was toying with me. I scoffed, "No need to talk. I don't want to know anymore." I turned around and stormed back to my room, slamming the door.

I may be curious, but this is entertainment, not my whole life. If learning this truth requires being toyed with, I'd rather give up on the gossip.

From now on, Lee Stu is on my blacklist. No matter how interesting things get with him, I won't go out of my way to find out.

Lying in bed, I pulled the blanket over my face. It's just a bat, what's so special about it? There's a real flower in the yard!

As I lay there thinking about random things and dozing off, I suddenly heard a knock at the door. I opened my eyes and looked out the window. It was dark outside. I thought to myself: Strange, why is the nurse here so early? (I couldn't think of anyone else who would come looking for me.)

I opened the door and was surprised to see Lee Stu standing outside. I frowned and asked, "Is there something wrong?"

Lee Stu shook his head and asked, "Want to go for a walk?"

"No." Going outside at night was definitely not a wise choice, especially when all the doctors and nurses here disliked such behavior.

"Then. may I come in and sit for a while?"

That was fine. If we were just talking, it shouldn't attract the nurse's attention, so I stepped aside and let him in.

Lee Stu came in and casually sat on my bed. I didn't like this behavior-it gave me the feeling that my personal space was being invaded.

"What do you want to know?" Lee Stu asked, looking at me.

I then remembered what he had said before-that he was going to eat and then talk to me later. So he really came? Even though I hadn't agreed.

I had firmly refused, and I still didn't plan on listening to him. "I don't want to know anything. In fact, I've lost interest in you."

Lee Stu shrugged, disappointed. "That's too bad. I thought I found someone who would listen to my boring stories."

After that, Lee Stu left. As I walked to the bed, I glanced at the window.

There was a shadow on Lee Stu's shoulder. I rushed over and opened the window. Lee Stu seemed to hear the noise and stopped, turning around to look.

I pointed at his shoulder and asked, "What is that?"

Lee Stu raised his arm and touched the shadow. "He's my friend."

Since he could touch it, he knew the shadow was there. So. is it something everyone can see, or is it like those monsters and bugs that only certain people can see?

"Lee Stu?"

"Doctor."

"I need your help."

"Okay." Lee Stu patted the shadow, his lips moving as if talking, but I couldn't hear anything. Then the shadow on his shoulder flew away. Judging by its size, it was indeed a bat!

So. Lee Stu was being parasitized by a bat! I felt a bit scared. Maybe I should move. Just like the monster that controlled me and made me kill people, if Lee Stu was no longer useful, would the bat also control me and take care of him? Or would it choose me as its second host.

"Isn't your pet staying at home?"

In my panic, I heard the doctor's voice.

"No, doctor, he's my friend."

"Well then, could you ask your friend to leave? Pets aren't allowed in the hospital."

"Okay, doctor. I'll tell him to leave when I go back."

"."

I sighed in relief, wiping the cold sweat from my face. So the bat was real. This is good. 
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Chapter 5: About the Flower Girl
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Once my emotions settled, I realized that I had overthought things. This was a psychiatric hospital, and Lee Stu was obviously a psychiatric patient-one of the more severe cases, requiring a hidden transport to the hospital.

For such a person, it's not even surprising to think they are a bat. In fact, it would be normal for them to believe they are a bat.

Moreover. maybe that day I was just unlucky and ran into so many strange creatures. Didn't I see one at the police station later? See? There can't be so many monsters in this world.

As the long-standing fear in my mind began to dissipate, I slept soundly that night.

The next morning, I walked out of my room, feeling full of energy.

The rain had stopped, and the sun was shining-what a wonderful start. I thought I might consider finding an opportunity to go out for a while.

A psychiatric hospital may be good, but the outside world is definitely better. However, leaving required careful planning. After all, it's easy to get in, but hard to get out, especially with the trouble stirred up by those monsters. It wouldn't be long before I could say the mental illness had been cured-doesn't that clearly suggest I was trying to escape punishment by deceiving the police?

After breakfast, I wandered aimlessly in the courtyard. The professor walked carefully on the muddy grass, yet still managed to step into a few puddles.

The flower girl didn't show up today, which was odd. I didn't see her yesterday either.

.

"Hey! Another one knocked out cold."

"Wasn't the last one out for a few months and then came back to normal?"

"Let's hope for the same result this time."

Unconscious? The flower girl? The one who didn't show up for breakfast?

I walked to the flower girl's room, or rather, the room shared by her and her roommate. The flower girl wasn't aggressive, and had no history of harming others, so she had a roommate.

Her roommate was the same age as the flower girl, but unlike her, she suffered from depression. There were no tendencies toward harming others or self-harm-she simply didn't speak and could sit silently all day, neither eating nor drinking.

The cause of her depression was pressure. Her parents were terrified that she might lose in the race of life. From the time she could remember, her life had been nothing but study-beyond even weekend tutoring classes, she had to learn an instrument after school.

Poor thing. After seeing her, I no longer wanted to think about what I wanted for my future kids. A simple life was perfectly fine. Anyway, I'm not even married yet.

Depression, though. she seemed like a. doll without thought. Whatever you told her to do, she did. She didn't speak; she just sat there.

I asked her, "Would you like to go for a walk?"

As soon as I finished speaking, she stood up and walked out. I was stunned and muttered, "Just as the nurse said-she really does whatever she's told."

I glanced at the flower girl. She was lying on the bed, her face serene. However, the flower bud above her had grown larger, and the tendrils, which were once absent, had now grown around her body.

Perhaps it was nearing the time for the flower to bloom, though I wondered what would happen once it did.

I stepped closer to see if I could touch the flower bud, but as I approached, the tendrils seemed to come to life, curling and thrashing to block my way.

I raised both hands and stepped back, saying, "I just want to check on her. No harm intended."

I couldn't tell if I had moved back to a safe distance or if my words had made a difference, but the tendrils quieted down.

The newly grown tendrils seemed to have awareness. Did the flower bud also have awareness? This was getting complicated. There was no other reason I could think of for a living organism to grow on a human body other than parasitism.

I was in a bad mood. The flower girl had seemed unaware before, but after this sleep. had she fused with the flower bud? Would her consciousness be replaced by the flower bud or the tendrils?

I thought I should save her, but. how? Should I cut off the tendrils and the flower bud? But plants aren't afraid of being trimmed-if anything, the more you trim them, the better they grow. And their roots. I didn't even want to think about where they might be.

After much contemplation, I decided to leave for now. The only solution I could think of was to kill the flower girl.

I had killed once before, but that time I was controlled by someone else. With my own awareness, I didn't think I could do it.

The morning passed in a haze of worry.

At lunch, I walked into the dining room and saw the teacher who was distributing food. Suddenly, an idea flashed in my mind. Maybe she knew something that could help me.

"Hi, can I ask you something?"

"Your food," she said, placing a plate into my hands.

I took the food and continued, "If. and I mean if. If you knew someone who was going to be parasitized by another. another species, what would you do?"

She looked at me impatiently, "Next."

A person behind me shoved me forward, grabbing the food from her.

I squeezed in and asked again, "What would you do, especially if you couldn't stop the other species from taking over her consciousness?"

"Then don't stop it. It's not like it's going to parasitize you, why care?"

"Not care? But."

Once again, I was pushed aside.

The teacher didn't look at me anymore. After serving another plate, she simply said, "Take your food."

Sighing, I carried my food to a table and sat down. What should I do? Not care? But how could I? Maybe the flower girl no longer had much awareness. How could I stand by and watch her body be overtaken by something else? After all, she was a patient in the same hospital.

"You're confused."

I looked up at the prophet and said, "Yes, I'm torn."

"Just follow your heart," he said.

My heart? What was my heart telling me? To help the flower girl or to destroy the monster? I thought it should be the latter.

The flower girl had no other consciousness, except for sitting on the lawn, basking in the sun. Even for eating and sleeping, the nurses had to urge her. A normal person wouldn't need to sit on the grass all day, exposed to the elements. I realized it had to be the flower bud's influence. I had been foolish before, thinking she was a vegetative patient-she was clearly being controlled!

So, follow my heart! Destroy the parasitic flower bud and the tendrils!

I turned to the prophet and asked, "Will you help me?" The tendrils were highly territorial, and I knew I needed someone else's help-someone who couldn't see them.

He smiled and said, "Of course."

So, we planned our action for the night. Why not during the day? We weren't fools! In the daylight, we'd probably be caught before we even started.

That night, I quietly slipped out of my room. Before I left, I made sure to cover the bed.

The night was quiet, quiet enough to hear the chirping of insects.

Suddenly, a drifting voice interrupted, "Where are you going?"

I jumped, spun around, and found Lee Stu had somehow appeared behind me.

"Where are you going?" Lee Stu repeated.

I glared at him and asked, "When did you start following me?" How could he walk so silently? Doesn't he know how terrifying that is?

"Just now. Where are you going?"

Unbelievable. persistent. I impatiently replied, "None of your business, mind your own."

Lee Stu smirked, "The doctor asked me to find him."

This was a threat! I. I was scared of his threats! "I'm just going for a walk."

Lee Stu stretched his words, "Then. I'll come too."

I revised my opinion of Lee Stu-he wasn't shy or timid, he was faking it! His current behavior was the real him.

I didn't want to agree, but. eventually, I compromised. I couldn't delay any longer, or the flower girl's body would be taken over. The monsters that merged with humans were anything but kind.

When Lee Stu and I reached the flower girl's room, the prophet was already there.

I pointed inside, but the prophet shook his head.

I quietly approached him and asked, "What's wrong?"

"It's not the right time."

I opened the door just a crack to peek inside.

The psychiatric hospital had centralized control of the lights, and they stayed on at night, so I could see clearly inside.

The depressed girl was standing beside the flower girl's bed, staring at her.

So, when the prophet said it wasn't the right time, was it because of the depressed girl? I opened the door wider and asked, "Want to go for a walk? There are many stars tonight."

Surprisingly, the depressed girl didn't walk out. Instead, she turned to look at me with a cold gaze, as if looking at. someone who was doomed.

I was startled and asked, "Who are you?" She definitely wasn't the depressed girl. She was pretending.

The depressed girl smiled, and the smile was familiar, as if I had seen it before. Where?

Suddenly, I widened my eyes-it was the witness! The witness with the insect tail!

"So, it's a bug~ I love bugs," Lee Stu said, appearing beside me with a grin.

"You mean. her?" I pointed at the depressed girl.

"Who else could it be?" Lee Stu licked his lips.

The sound of wings fluttering filled the air. I turned to see a bat flying next to Lee Stu.

Lee Stu looked at the bat and, with a hint of regret, said, "You like this kind? Fine, I'll let you have it."

After Lee Stu finished speaking, the bat darted toward the depressed girl.

The prophet yelled in displeasure, "I told you it wasn't the right time! You never listen!"

Lee Stu shrugged, "Problem solved, right?"

The prophet fumed, "What do you know! She. she."

In the end, the prophet didn't finish his sentence and, looking disappointed, lowered his hands and walked toward the flower girl.

Then, it hit me-I was here to solve the flower girl's problem. I hurried to her bedside, not bothering with the prophet's unfinished words.

The prophet had already reached the flower girl, but the tendrils didn't act. Did they think the prophet wouldn't hurt the flower girl? Or did they believe he wouldn't harm them?

I stopped in my tracks, feeling that I didn't need to do anything more. That strong intuition told me the prophet was capable of solving the flower girl's issue.

He took a brand-new blade from his pocket and swiftly slid it under the flower bud, where the tendrils were growing.

Whether it was the sharpness of the blade or the fragility of the tendrils, once the blade touched them, they fell away rapidly. Soon, only the flower bud remained on top of the flower girl's head.

I asked, "Is it done?"

The prophet shook his head. "We need to remove the root."

Where was the root of the flower bud? I think we all know. Hesitantly, I asked, "Isn't this too dangerous?"

The prophet gazed into my eyes. "Trust me."

Under his gaze, my doubts faded, and I trusted, "Alright, I trust you."

The prophet went to work, his movements quick. I couldn't bear to watch, so I looked away.
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