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​
The Cross, or rather, the Calamity Archbishop, instinctively retracted his tentacles.
It was the same reflex as when a person touches scorching coal and pulls back their hand.
What he hadn't anticipated, however, was that this very reflex ended up reeling in that burning, red-hot coal as well.
And the coal could still grin. It even lunged right towards his face.
Swoosh...
The Cross standing east of the small town reacted swiftly, instantly freeing himself from that tentacle.
His face twisted with frustration; this was the first time, upon initial contact, he'd deliberately discarded a part of his own body.
But by then, Lu Xin, leveraging the momentum, had already been ripped high up into the air, now soaring higher than the Cross itself.
He looked down, gazing at the head of the Cross, at the panicked eyes within the visage of the Calamity Archbishop. His own mouth curved into a long, stretched grin.
His other arm shot upwards, the limb entirely sheathed in violently vibrating Black Particles.
Harnessing the force of his descent, he slammed his fist straight down towards the apex of this towering Cross.
Hsssss...
The head of the eastern Cross, the Calamity Archbishop, wore a mask of panic and unsettlement.
His head abruptly shattered open. Nerve tissue and blood vessels surged upwards, erupting forth all at once.
It was like turning over sod to reveal a nest of snakes beneath, wriggling and entangling incessantly.
Within this dizzying spectacle, countless snake-mouths gaped wide, snapping viciously upwards.
Seeing this sight, Lu Xin genuinely felt...
... excited.
He lifted his arm high, then plunged it straight down into the "snake nest" below.
His entire arm was armored with those Black Particles, resembling a dense, black glove.
Thump...
An aura of frenzied ferocity erupted. The Black Particles penetrated the snake nest, sending splatters of blood jetting out.
Then his body plummeted downward, piercing through the entire length of the Cross.
Like a hot knife slicing through butter, his form plunged rapidly to the ground. He struck the earth, shattering the small town into a massive crater, its base crazed like broken glass.
In an excellent mood, he lifted his head and looked ahead once more.
The massive, titan-like Cross, cleanly separated into two halves along his path, crashed heavily onto the ground.
"Why is this happening?"
As one Cross fell, the Calamity Archbishop manifesting atop the other three Crosses simultaneously assumed expressions of dread.
They stared fixedly at their eastern counterpart, their faces etched with an indescribable complexity.
Something beyond their comprehension flooded their minds. They couldn't grasp why their power posed no challenge to this opponent, nor could they fathom how his power could so readily fragment their own – or perhaps, quite simply...
... achieve Annihilation?
Hehehe...
Just as this bewildering question surfaced in their minds, Lu Xin’s low chuckle reached them. He charged forward with massive strides.
Harnessing a portion of Little Sister’s power, he raced like a flickering, near-invisible spider through the tangled architecture of the small town.
"Fall back!"
The northern Cross bellowed with desperate force.
An unseen power sank down from its base, flooding into the fabric of the small town.
Instantly, the town's structures seem to awaken. Roads buckled like living skin, houses shifted and merged.
They transformed into an impassable gauntlet of living barricades, erecting themselves directly in Lu Xin’s path.
But Lu Xin didn’t even spare them a glance. He stopped climbing and leaping. Instead, he simply tucked his head down and charged headlong.
CRASH!
The hard, bluestone-paved road ahead – folded and distorted like painted scenery – shattered into fragments beneath him. It didn’t feel like a collision of force at all. More as if, by his mere passage, the stone path had simply disintegrated. Utterly simple.
One might even say it wasn’t shattered. It was yielding.
The bluestone pavement became desperate to clear a path for him, even if it meant collapsing upon itself.
And it wasn't just the bluestone.
Lu Xin ran forward in great strides. He appeared utterly ordinary; his speed was only slightly faster than a regular person’s.
This was a world woven from Psychic Energy. Yet, wherever he passed, a perfectly straight line appeared.
All the Psychic Energy frantically made way; thus, whether it was the crumpled roads or overlapping buildings, they wailed and simultaneously emitted a crisp sound like shattering glass, their layers torn like thick paper as they swiftly retreated to both sides.
Ahead on the road, directly pointing towards the human-shaped Cross in the north, the face of the Calamity Archbishop had already revealed boundless terror.
Yet Lu Xin faced him and suddenly showed a smile.
Very politely.
...
BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!
This instant descent into Chaos caught even the two Crosses in the southwest utterly off guard. By the rules of this Psychic-Energy-woven world, any event should be known to them immediately.
But now, because this world was too disordered, a flood of miscellaneous information surged into their minds, leaving them unable to process it.
At this moment, they could only react like ordinary people, turning their gaze northward within the Chaotic small town.
Watching as the northern Cross dwindled section by section before rapidly vanishing.
"How can such power exist?"
An indescribable terror began to envelop them.
This violent, unreasonable force, seemingly capable of tearing everything apart, thoroughly alarmed them.
They wasted no thought on anything else. Both Crosses simultaneously began moving towards Lu Xin's direction.
Their arms bent inward, crossing over their chests.
"I command you..."
Their blue pupils constricted tightly, deep as the ocean, reflecting every scene within this small town.
Two voices overlapped and intertwined:
"Feel Calamity, taste suffering."
"I command you..."
"Open your eyes, see the truth."
"I command you..."
"Feel misfortune, become Calamity..."
“...”
As their voices rang out, throughout the town, those suffering, unfortunate, weeping individuals—
suddenly controlled by Psychic Energy, they emitted sorrowful howls.
The agony buried deep within their Memories instantly manifested its true form. Each person's body began to split open, threads of black tendrils sprouting forth. Their bodies then transformed as well, unfurling like petals of black flowers.
The entire sunlit small town suddenly turned gloomy and oppressive.
Enormous black blooms unfurled in every corner of the town, radiating an eerie chill.
The aura of Calamity once again permeated the small town.
Simultaneously, as this chilling power continuously spread, thunderous booms erupted from the east and the north.
It was the colossal Crosses that Lu Xin had destroyed moments before.
Their scattered flesh and bones suddenly coalesced. Bolstered by some force, they instantly interwove and reconstituted. Starting from the feet, nerves, blood vessels, and flesh were woven together, as if time was reversing. They reappeared in their original positions.
Not only that, the entire world of the small town began to tremble violently.
Abruptly, with a tremendous crash, more Crosses fell from the sky.
...
...One after another, encircling this artificial small town like forming a dense wooden fence, sealing it tightly.
On each Cross, was one face of the Calamity Archbishop.
Countless faces, packed tightly together, gazed down upon the town with cold indifference.
"I am Calamity."
The voice of the Calamity Archbishop seemed to descend from the heavens, imbued with overwhelming Will.
As if the mere thought of resistance was an error in itself.
"Calamity resides within your past Life; you must not defy..."
"Calamity walks with you; you can never escape..."
“...”
“...”
A torrent of immense sound flooded the entire town. More and more black flowers blossomed upon the bodies of the unfortunate.
The chilling aura interlaced, and Lu Xin seemed trapped within the center of the small town.
Around him, stacked crosses loomed everywhere, stretching higher and higher until they nearly touched the vault of the sky.
Black flowers blossomed layer upon layer, drowning out the town's sole lively sound—the cries tinged with human vitality. Beneath the flowers, thickets of Black Thorns intertwined, forming a vast, dark forest. Lu Xin found himself caged by countless thorns, trapped as if within an iron prison.
He shifted slightly; a sudden rip tore through the air as a long, bleeding gash appeared across his body.
Through the wound, an uncanny Emotion seeped into him. Suddenly, blood-streaked faces flashed violently before his eyes.
They were the things he least wanted to confront in his Memory.
But these Black Thorns seemed to possess a power that yanked his deepest pains directly to the surface.
It left him profoundly unsettled.
Crack!
Furious, Lu Xin swung his arm. Instantly, Black Particles shot from his hand, engulfing a patch of Black Thorns spanning three to four square meters and annihilating them into Void/Nothingness. Yet, in the very next instant, the Black Thorns surged back, flooding the space and trapping him once more at their very center.
Looking out, the entire Small Town was a sea of Black Thorns. He stood like a young sickle-wielding boy facing endless, towering wheat fields.
Each stalk might yield to his blade in under a second, but the sheer, crushing expanse of the field pressed down upon his soul.
Stranded amidst these thorns, he dared not move.
Movement brought stabs from the thorns. Every stab flooded his mind with countless Memories he fought hard to forget.
These Memories shattered concentration and inflicted deep pain.
Simply put, it was like fighting someone who savagely ripped open old wounds mid-argument—devastatingly potent.
From the countless surrounding Crosses, cold, pitiless gazes descended upon him, turning icy.
The Calamity Archbishop’s voice resonated like the Will of the entire world:
"This is my world! All Psychic Energy bends to my Will! Including yours!"
"I can bestow Calamity upon you... or grant you endless rebirth!"
"Here, I am the Spiritual Lord. How can you defy me?"
"..."
The voice rumbled like horizon-shattering thunder, radiating boundless power.
Suddenly, the surrounding Black Thorns surged with renewed frenzy, tendrils stretching wildly into jagged spikes, like talons of ravenous Demons.
Sharp as swords, these spikes lunged at Lu Xin from every conceivable direction.
Thud...
Within the dark thicket of Black Thorns, Lu Xin stood perfectly still.
His Heart beat steadily, each pulse forceful enough to send tremors through the mind.
He gazed at the infinite gloom of Black Thorns around him, an expression akin to appreciation crossing his face. Then, lifting his head, he directed his eyes toward the Calamity Archbishop.
His tone remained friendly, earnest even, though his smile stretched unnaturally, almost exaggerated:
"You are talking to me about granting?"
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His pupils slightly contracted. The Calamity Archbishop had originally believed he hadn't made any mistakes.
In fact, from the very beginning, he had repeatedly scrutinized his plan, carefully examining every step and preparing backup alternatives. That was why he had come to Happy Town to implement this ascension plan.
Even now, it seemed like every aspect was still under his control.
Yet, upon seeing that person, he couldn't shake off a panicky feeling of losing grip.
In the outside world, his parasitic project had reached a critical juncture. Now, inside the Museum of Calamities—this was his own world. But he couldn't fathom why he felt restrained, even gripped by panic.
He didn't notice that his own voice had grown slightly hoarse. "Everyone has their own memories."
"In every person's memories, there are pasts they'd rather not recall..."
"I emerged from Calamity; no one understands its power and agony better than me..."
"I am the master of Calamity; all Calamity shall obey my command..."
"..."
This was the Spiritual World. Plus, he made no effort to conceal his thoughts, so they manifested as sound, interweaving around him.
As his Will descended, all the Black Thorns in the entire town surged with frantic growth, sweeping towards Lu Xin. It was like an ocean woven from black thorns, layer upon layer attempting to trap Lu Xin inside. Even though the Black Particles swirling around Lu Xin seemed capable of shattering the thorns continuously, against this boundless expanse of Black Thorns, it was merely futile.
The Black Particles could not spread outward, nor could they engulf Lu Xin’s entire form.
Therefore, the Black Thorns always managed to wound him. They could unceasingly dredge up those unpleasant memories.
No one could remain entirely unaffected by such memories.
...
"Obey my command..."
Yet, just as the Calamity Archbishop meticulously calculated his theory, utterly convinced there could be no flaw, Lu Xin erupted with a sinister, derisive laugh. This laughter sounded utterly unlike his former self, carrying the hysterical edge of someone utterly broken.
And, untethered.
"Losing yourself in your own Spiritual World makes you think you're a Spiritual Lord?"
Within his laughter, Lu Xin’s voice held an absurd sense of ridicule and disdain, as if beholding the most comical thing.
Then, the smile abruptly vanished from his face as he spoke with deadly seriousness:
"No one gives orders before me!"
"..."
Emptiness filled his icy voice as it instantly spread out, reaching every corner of the town.
Instantly, the entire town plunged into a deathly silence. All Psychic Turbulence froze. Even the wildly proliferating Black Thorns ceased their growth. Simultaneously, all their pointed barbs quivered faintly, as if seized by Fear.
Lu Xin turned his gaze to the Black Thorns, his expression taking on a faintly mocking air. "You're suffering, aren't you?"
The thicket began to tremble, little by little. Within the dense, heavy Calamity, a different Emotion was stirring.
The Calamity within the Museum of Calamities was no longer pure. Many of those numbed by pain remained forever lost in this false happiness, content to be part of the Calamity. Yet, some had awoken.
"Beg me..."
Even while covered in his own blood and wounds, Lu Xin looked at the encircling Black Thorns and revealed an Aberration-like smile.
It made him appear less like a man ensnared by thorns, and more like someone surrounded, even upheld, by a vast multitude of them.
A bizarre smile twisted the corners of his mouth: "Beg me, and I’ll save you..."
"..."
Caught helpless and bound in the surrounding Calamity, all they could do was emit low, mournful whimpers.
"Woo woo woo..."
"Hehehe hehe..."
From within the sound of weeping, Lu Xin’s laughter burst forth. The more mournful and anguished the cries became, the more brightly, the more excitedly, he laughed.
...
"What is this?"
Facing this utterly unforeseen change, the Calamity Archbishop felt his Heart violently convulse in terror.
"Your very body harbors Calamity..."
"Even I can feel the pain and misery within your Memories..."
"Why are you unaffected?"
"..."
He couldn't comprehend it. No one could endure the power of so much Calamity.
It was just like how people trapped in painful memories would inevitably break.
"Do you feel pain when watching a movie?"
Down within the town below, Lu Xin suddenly tilted his head back and looked upwards towards the heights, asking with a laugh.
Without waiting for the Calamity Archbishop's answer, he nodded lightly.
"I know how to too."
"..."
"..."
As he finished speaking, a strange smile suddenly appeared on his face. He winked at the Calamity Archbishop.
Immediately, the black particles on his body sank heavily and struck the ground.
Tap... Tap...
An invisible force instantly radiated outward.
Starting from where the Black Particles touched the earth, violent tremors began. These tremors spread outwards. Thus, starting from the Black Thorns, they collapsed layer by layer towards the outside, until ten meters, a hundred meters around Lu Xin—the entire small town's Black Thorns shattered.
Then, the structures of this world collapsed ring by ring outwards.
Followed by the river, and finally the entire world.
It was as if a realistic picture was being stripped of its layers of rendering, revealing a deeper secret of this world beneath.
When the entire world was finally peeled away, the illusory images of the surrounding small town vanished completely.
The space around turned pitch black. At the absolute center of the darkness stood Lu Xin.
...
"What kind of ability is this?"
On the surrounding crosses, face after face of the Calamity Archbishop simultaneously displayed expressions of bewilderment.
"Go now..."
But Lu Xin standing opposite him, Lu Xin amidst the deepest darkness, suddenly had massive swathes of Black Thorns bloom around him. These thorns grew frantically, violently, like a black ocean. Within this ocean, Lu Xin spoke softly, almost in a whisper:
"You desire to vent your suffering, isn't that so?"
"Inflicting pain onto others... that can also soothe your own pain quite well..."
"..."
Cradled upon his voice, the surrounding Black Thorns seemed to suddenly gain life of their own. Filled with thick hatred, they desperately surged towards the black crosses, instantly crawling over every single one. They seemed steeped in deep resentment, devouring the Calamity Archbishop's Psychic Tendrils, crawling over his body, their roots digging deep into his flesh.
This quickly overwhelmed the surrounding Calamity Archbishops with black roses, like forgotten graves.
"How can this be..."
"How dare you? Get away from me!..."
"I command you to leave!..."
"..."
Beneath layer upon layer of Black Thorns, the frantic shouts of countless Calamity Archbishops rang out.
These cries went from anger, to confusion, then to fear and unease, gradually becoming stifled and heavy.
His grotesque tentacles strained wildly outwards, but finally, when this agony reached its peak, they suddenly began to crumble inch by inch, collapsing into their most pure, original state. In an instant, the Calamity Archbishop was submerged by utter despair.
"Ha ha ha ha ha ha..."
The only thing left in the Archbishop's perception was Lu Xin's laughter.
...
Whoosh...
The Calamity Archbishop within the Light Cocoon snapped his eyes open, his pupils filled with thick fear and panic.
Without a second thought, he rapidly retracted the tendrils outside the Light Cocoon.
Tragically, despite his swift reaction, the terrifying, crumbling sensation followed the retracting Psychic Tendrils back into his body. His entire body convulsed as if electrocuted; a panicked shriek—the kind he once believed he, as strong, would never utter—escaped his lips. Instinctively, he recoiled, his body peeling away from the shape of the humanoid cross.
His blue eyes, filled with infinite panic, turned toward one direction.
...
Boom!
A sharp detonation echoed from beneath the collapsed ruins of Happy Town's buildings.
It was the sound of the Museum of Calamities' main body being destroyed.
Simultaneously, as the Museum of Calamities was destroyed, an anomalous ripple of Psychic Energy radiated outward.
On the Wilderness in the distance, the muddled Sleepwalkers all snapped their eyes open at this moment.
Countless Illusions manifested around them.
Dozens, hundreds... then countless glass bottles floated skywards. They were all the artifacts previously collected within the Museum of Calamities.
The people on the Wilderness only constituted a tiny minority of its exhibits.
The origins of most artifacts were long impossible to trace.
Yet now, for some unknown reason, they had all materialized in the outside world.
Inside each bottle was a struggling, agonized, despairing figure, pounding frantically against the glass to escape.
Millions of bottles drifting in the sky painted an astounding scene.
Sunlight from on high scattered around them, refracting through the glass in a dazzling array of multicolored light.
Thud!
The next moment, a loud, heavy heartbeat resonated.
All the glass bottles shattered instantaneously, exploding into beautiful shards, like a rain of glass falling from the sky.
Invisible fragments of Psychic Energy transformed into waves, washing over the Wilderness.
It left everyone feeling their minds go blank, unable to form coherent thoughts.
Instinctively, they cowered, clutching their heads, shivering uncontrollably.
...
Crack... Crack...
Across the Wilderness, every bottle holding misfortune had shattered. The Queen was no exception.
The Light Cocoon spontaneously developed cracks, fissures spider-webbed outwards, then abruptly disintegrated into pure Psychic Energy.
The Queen snapped her eyes open only to be violently blasted backwards by the force of the disintegrating cocoon.
She slammed heavily against the villa behind her, causing a still-standing building of four or five stories to collapse with a resounding crash.
On her body, deep, bone-exposing cracks instantly appeared, spraying out what little blood remained.
First, profound terror washed over the expression in the Queen's eyes as she looked around blankly.
Only then did she realize—she was free.
...
Amidst all these changes, Lu Xin stood quietly, head bowed.
He remained on the Wilderness, standing beside the Old Man, letting the bursts of Psychic Radiation rise around him like shattered glass, letting the dream-like rain—a torrent of beautiful dreams and searing pain—clatter down around him.
Yet his own eyes were closed.
His face held an expression of extreme enjoyment, even frenzy. His grin stretched ear to ear. He clutched his own body.
He was trembling.
Shaking with laughter, unable to control himself, unable to stop.
Highly recommend the new book by Hand-Holding Cun-Guan-Chi: This Doctor is Dangerous!
In the same eerily captivating style, from a bestselling author—quality guaranteed!
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"Thump." "Thump." "Thump."
The sound of each heartbeat was exceptionally clear and heavy.
The dense forest of Crosses surrounding him had been utterly obliterated. Not a single one could regrow.
Yet, Lu Xin still hadn't left this world that had become nothing but Void.
Complete Emptiness surrounded him. Darkness was everywhere.
There was no light, no ground, nothing tangible.
It was as if he floated in space, with nothing around him to see, hear, smell, or touch. Only a bizarre, violent Emotion utterly flooded his mind, exploding within it repeatedly.
His Heart was compressed to its extreme, somehow bearing forces that were far beyond his capacity.
Yet, he couldn't help but want to laugh. A thrilling notion so intense it made him tremble sprouted within:
"How absurd. How amusing..."
"The cat hides perfectly fine in its hole; the mice banging drums just want to drag it out..."
"Kehehehe..."
"Since everyone’s being this ridiculous and arrogant..."
"... then why not tear everything they have to pieces and show it to them?"
"..."
On the Wilderness outside.
Doll lowered her head, seeing she was indeed back on the Wilderness.
She could even feel the overwhelming explosion of Psychic Energy around.
That incredibly violent aura of danger would cause a sense of deep-seated panic in anyone.
It triggered the Fear that fate was like a tiny paper boat on the ocean, liable to capsize at any moment.
But Doll found such Emotions rather unfamiliar. So she merely glanced around instinctively, her gaze settling on Lu Xin's face.
Lu Xin stood motionless on the Wilderness, eyes closed. His expression seemed somewhat strange.
Winds stirred sporadically around him, swirling like eddies beside him.
As if an invisible Demon had stretched forth from his body, claws bared and fangs exposed, silently roaring, wanting to tear everything apart.
Yet, he himself remained incredibly still.
Doll slowly approached him. As was her habit, she reached out to grasp his arm.
"Boom—!"
Suddenly, an intense shockwave erupted from Lu Xin's body. An invisible force detonated instantaneously.
Psychic Energy had naturally begun coalescing around Doll again, shielding her quietly. Yet, when that violent shockwave reached her, the Energy protecting her front was suddenly blasted aside. Doll was flung out uncontrollably.
"Thwack!"
She landed hard on the ground three or four meters away, rolling in the dirt.
Doll's expression instantly became blank and a little aggrieved, her small mouth puckering slightly.
She gently wiped the muddy water from her palm onto her dress. Then, getting up slowly, she tentatively walked towards Lu Xin again.
......
......
What was it like outside?
Lu Xin didn't want to bother. He felt nothing but profound irritation.
Outside, it seemed a small hand had gripped him. But Lu Xin was annoyed.
So that little hand was instantly repelled, and the entity it belonged to was flung away forcefully.
All Lu Xin wanted now was to sink into the feeling.
The sensation of having his mind flooded by that savagery felt indescribably good.
Acting as he pleased, succeeding effortlessly before all resistance.
In this world, no other Emotion could match the sheer pleasure of wrath unleashed.
Everything around him seemed as fragile as paper-made objects.
He could Annihilate everything, savoring the absolute Fear and utter despair each revealed before its total destruction!
......
......
This was the first time he had ever unleashed this kind of power.
Before, most times, he had actually viewed this power as being part of Father.
Only now did he understand: this truly belonged to him.
It had always remained hidden in the deepest recesses of his consciousness.
So this was a state he too could enter. So he too could feel this comfortable. Then, if he fully embraced this state, could he forever stay like this? Could he forever preserve this sensation of abnormal excitement?
His agitated heart trembled.
But... since he was already this excited, this stirred...
Then why was he still lingering in this Void?
Lu Xin's mind felt muddled, yet he earnestly pondered—what was he afraid of?
He should be utterly without restraint.
Yet within this pure environment, why was he specifically plagued by this emotion of fear?
...
As endless confusion reared within him, he sensed the owner of those tiny hands approach him once more.
Seeming somewhat afraid, she picked up the umbrella and gave him a gentle poke.
"Whoosh!"
The violent emotion within Lu Xin instantly doubled. His heart pounded violently, a certain sentiment surging high.
Within his consciousness, a hand instantly shot out towards her neck, wanting to tear her to shreds.
"No..."
But right at that moment, a voice called out from the depths of his consciousness. Calm and warm.
The voice wasn’t loud. It carried no force.
Yet upon hearing it, that hand already clawing outward suddenly froze in mid-air, spasming and trembling.
The emotion poised to erupt to its pinnacle slightly contracted.
...
Lu Xin, having halted his action, saw the girl’s near-perfect face and her timid eyes.
He should currently be in a state with his eyes closed, yet he could still sense that face. It projected itself into this Empty space—a face that could only be described as flawless, adorned with a pair of exceptionally clear eyes.
Because they were too clear, they could reflect many things.
Lu Xin saw himself in those eyes, and inexplicable alarm jolted his heart.
Like a critical data point, when that slight alarm touched his heart, Fear swiftly began to proliferate.
Meanwhile, the violent feeling rapidly faded. Within those eyes, Lu Xin saw many things—whether his own or others’—scenes extraordinarily vivid, animated, yet simultaneously humble, pitiable, and possessing the frail, fragile quality of a Hallucination.
He roared furiously within this Empty space, throwing a tantrum.
Then, fiercely, he glared at the presence deep in his consciousness, meeting its gaze like an enemy.
But there was only calmness on the other side. This left the anger with no outlet.
Gradually, this Anger transformed into a sense of impotence and sorrow.
"How utterly pitiful..."
"Why does the most powerful existence require the most fragile thing to bring a sense of security?"
"..."
Lu Xin took a deep breath and began rapidly regaining his senses.
He calmed down, contemplated silently, and decided to temporarily set aside his anger.
So, he slowly raised both his hands.
Within this darkness, he touched his own face.
He could feel the muscles on his face were in an Aberrated and Loss of Control state.
So he pondered, pinching the muscles of his face bit by bit. He stretched the corners of his mouth apart. Feeling it was too much, he pulled them slightly back—a smile revealing exactly four teeth. His eyes needed to be slightly narrowed. His forehead needed just the faintest trace of wrinkles.
He gently pinched his face as if a master craftsman sculpting a piece of art.
With intense seriousness and concentration.
Only when he was certain his smile now met the exact standard did he gently lower his hands.
...
"Oh!"
Standing quietly, Lu Xin suddenly let out a startled cry, almost falling to the ground.
Catching himself with his hands on the floor, he looked around. The Small Town was gone. Surrounding him was only faint, chaotic streams of Psychic Radiation. Around him stood sluggish Sleepwalkers. However, they were no longer in that sleepwalking state; tear tracks stained their faces as if they had just cried. Yet now, no one was crying.
Because they were all watching him in terror, utterly frightened.
Remembering what he had just experienced, he quickly turned around. Doll was lying four meters away, fallen beside him. Her large eyes stared unblinkingly at him. Her black dress was smeared with patches of damp soil.
In her eyes seemed to be a mix of confusion and Fear.
She stared dazedly at him, unresponsive for a long time.
"Huh? Who pushed you over..."
Lu Xin said in surprise, seeming hesitant. He wanted to go over and help her up, but couldn't quite bring himself to extend his hand.
In this awkward moment, Doll was silent for a long time before her eyes suddenly gave a faint flutter. She slowly got up from the ground. Then, timidly and tentatively, she approached Lu Xin, gently placing her small hand on his palm.
It seemed like a cautious probe. Only after confirming something did she finally clasp Lu Xin's hand firmly.
She then finally dared to lean in, nestling close to him.
Her face seemed streaked with dried tears as she hung her head slightly, looking utterly wronged.
"Ah..."
Lu Xin felt an unexpected surge of delight, but he stiffened, wary of getting too close to her.
Urgent words rose in his throat, yet in his haste, what blurted out was: "There's some dirt on your bottom, how about..."
"Want to pat it off yourself?"
"......"
Doll widened her eyes and stared at Lu Xin for a moment, then softly patted herself twice.
Lu Xin breathed a sigh of relief. He averted his gaze from her face, scanning the surroundings with a serious expression.
There was still work to be done.
The Museum of Calamities lay in ruins, but that Calamity Archbishop seemed... still alive?
However, when Lu Xin turned towards the Light Cocoon, he discovered, unexpectedly, that this matter no longer required his attention.
The Calamity Archbishop only regained awareness after the suffocating, breath-stealing madness abruptly vanished.
He screamed, flailing in panic, scrambling away like an ordinary soul consumed by terror.
Simultaneously, his eyes kept darting towards The Wilderness.
An invisible Fear engulfed him, sending his mind and heart into turmoil. All he wanted was to flee as far as possible, terrified that Monsters might charge out of the desolation.
In reality, no Monsters charged forth from The Wilderness.
Instead, as he crawled desperately, he felt an increasing weariness seep into his limbs, coupled with a deep, overwhelming sense of helplessness rising within him.
Then, gradually, he noticed the light above him dimming.
He jolted his head up and saw a blood-soaked Monster slowly, deliberately, rising before him.
It was a girl dressed in a t-shirt on her upper half, yet fused with the massive abdomen of an ant below. Her entire form was mangled, riddled with gaping wounds that exposed internal organs and splintered bone. Her face, that of a little girl, was utterly expressionless. Only her eyes burned with pure Hatred.
"You—"
The Calamity Archbishop gasped in horror, trying to scream.
But the moment he opened his mouth, his voice was choked off. A crimson tongue slid out of the Queen's mouth.
It was a Psychic Tendril.
The Psychic Tendril shot into his gaping mouth instantly, plunging down his throat and piercing through his internal organs, impaling his vitals.
......
This was the scene Lu Xin and Doll came upon when they reached the bottle moments later.
As is well known, the meal of ants is cruel.
So, by instinct, Lu Xin covered Doll's eyes. He, however, stared wide-eyed himself.
So this was how the Queen dealt with her prey?
Slowly, an expression of horror settled on his face, and he murmured a heartfelt sigh, "So terrifying..."
......
......
"The mission's over. Let's head back."
The words came from inside the RV, already thirty or forty kilometers away from Happy Town. The Old Man smiled with satisfaction and nodded.
"Go?"
The mission had indeed failed. The Calamity Archbishop's Mental Fluctuations had faded to near imperceptibility.
But... such a meticulously planned operation, seemingly guaranteed victory... ended like this?
"Professor Wang."
Qin Ran fell silent for a long while before finally mustering the nerve to address the Old Man.
"I know your contributions to the Church of Technology are immense. While you aren't formally one of us, the entire Church of Technology, even His Holiness the Pope himself, holds you in the highest esteem..."
"However," he continued, "this time, you agreed to the Calamity Archbishop's request. Not only did you help him formulate this Ascension Plan, you secured the Pope's backing."
"But the result? Three Knights and one Bishop have fallen in this place. Years of meticulous preparation within Happy Town have been undone within a single week, utterly consumed. Worse, we've made an everlasting enemy of Her."
"In such circumstances... shouldn't you... provide us with at least some... explanation?"
"......"
"What? Wasn't the previous explanation clear enough?"
Professor Wang glanced at Qin Ran, a faint smile playing on his lips.
"When the Crimson Moon first descended, 70 percent of humanity transformed into maniacs. But these weren't identical maniacs. Understand this: at that primal instant, numerous psychic energies simultaneously pervaded our world. They were many Sources of Contamination. Each Source of Contamination inflicted a distinct form of Contamination."
And among these many contaminated individuals, there existed a most peculiar kind who suffered the most severe contamination. The thirteen types of psychic energy that originally laid the foundation for the Research Institute were extracted from these special contaminated entities.
"Some of these contaminated entities died because they couldn't withstand the contamination."
"Some have now turned into monsters, inhabiting those Forbidden Zones even your kind dares not tread."
"But there are also some whom we have cured."
"..."
He seemed to be in good spirits and explained things in great detail.
"Though they were cured, I always felt there was still something odd about them. So I’ve been waiting patiently all this time for them to truly stabilize, so I could see with my own eyes whether, in certain aspects, they behaved just as I thought they would."
"Of course, it’s quite troublesome."
He sighed softly.
"To witness his divinity sometimes proves harder than eliminating him.
I had to conduct extensive preparations:
Sealing some of his extra abilities using methods that wouldn’t provoke him,
observing his humanity from an impartial perspective,
and creating a suitable environment for the deepest hidden divine traits to emerge while preventing his loss of control..."
"I have to admit, some aspects even exceeded my expectations."
"But in the end, the result was rather good."
After speaking, he couldn't help but sigh softly again.
"No, I should say, it was very good."
"..."
The more Qin Ran listened, the more terrified he felt. An inexplicable chill ran down his spine. His Adam’s apple bobbed several times as he asked in a low voice,
"Are you saying... our Calamity Archbishop was meant to be a sacrifice in your plan all along?"
"..."
"No."
The old man chuckled. He pulled out three forms from a nearby drawer.
Complex data was recorded on them, complete with what looked like proper grades.
Rubbing his chin thoughtfully, he said,
"This was actually just an exam paper. I gave one to Calamity, one to that child, and one to Qinggang as well. Now, they have all submitted their answers."
"Qinggang: Pass."
"That child: Perfect score."
"As for Calamity..."
"It’s a shame, really. He actually had a chance to succeed.
But alas, his will was too fragile."
"..."
Qin Ran stared fiercely at the old man. He knew he shouldn’t say it, yet the words tumbled out.
"You made him face divine power, yet you claim he had a chance? The way I understand it, you were sending him to his death!"
"..."
The old man slowly raised his head and fixed Qin Ran with a serious look.
Qin Ran knew this old man was an ordinary person, possessing no special abilities whatsoever. Yet that single gaze made Qin Ran's heart race with dread.
"Do you know your fundamental mistake?"
The old man didn’t make a fierce expression or a threatening gesture. Instead, he displayed astonishing patience.
"All of you view these abilities as a form of power. But in truth, it’s merely a disease—an abnormal malady affecting our human species."
"You are accustomed to comparing power. But power is merely a concept; it should not be treated as a metric for comparison."
"If Calamity had truly heeded my advice and earnestly sought to understand calamity...
he would have realized that the essence of calamity is misfortune.
Misfortune requires sympathy and comprehension.
Instead, he treated it solely as a source of power.
Had he genuinely understood calamity...
then ultimately, emerging from that container wouldn’t have been that child—it would have been him."
"He would have captured that divinity."
"It’s truly regrettable.
He always saw himself as a god wielding calamity.
He developed Calamity's power to its limits, yet never once thought to understand that power.
He himself was an unfortunate soul forged from countless calamities.
That’s why he had the opportunity, with the help of the Church of Technology, to become the master of the Museum of Calamities.
But from that moment on, he began to think of himself as a god."
"His ultimate failure stemmed from being defeated by that child’s humanity."
"It’s somewhat ironic, actually..."
"Now, does giving such a man a failing grade seem like a problem to you?"
"..."
Qin Ran's body trembled uncontrollably.
Countless questions, confusions, and even resentment churned within him.
Yet, whenever facing these unnervingly clear-headed individuals, words felt frustratingly inadequate.
"Then... what should we do?"
Finally, he could only ask weakly, his spirit crushed.
"It’s quite simple."
The old man smiled.
"Those who passed—they deserve rewards."
"Those who failed—they shall soon face punishment."
"Don’t view this as the Church of Technology's failure.
This was, in fact, an excellent experiment.
The results amply confirm that the path the Church of Technology is following is flawed.
The error lies not in technology or theory, but began with the wrong choice of personnel."
"..."
As he spoke, he sifted through the documents in his hands and soon pulled out a stack.
Glancing down at it, he gave a slight nod.
Then, he slid open the RV door and tossed the stack outside.
This act caused both the Techno-Priest and Qin Ran to stare, dumbfounded—they well knew the importance of those documents.
"That’s the reward for Qinggang."
The old man announced cheerfully.
"Well then, let’s go. This experiment will have a profound impact on the world.
The Church of Technology should easily be able to create its next Spiritual Lord now.
It’s not just them—the Research Institute, Qinggang, even other well-informed Highwall Cities and factions...
if they’re clever enough, they should all be able to glean useful inspiration from this failed experiment."
"We have already opened the door to a new world. What is there to be disappointed about?"
"..."
His words were met with only silence in the RV.
The old man finally stopped talking. He turned slightly, his gaze drifting towards the direction of Happy Town.
Unspoken words echoed within him.
He saw someone who held him in deep respect, waving cheerfully at him:
"Hello, Dean..."
"..."
A wave of faint sorrow washed over the old man’s heart. He let out a barely audible sigh.
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“I think the mission can be declared a success...”
“That’s right, the Museum of Calamities has been broken. I’m trying to find where the remnants are...”
“It’s hard to find. There are big rocks everywhere, too heavy to move...”
“The Calamity Archbishop?”
“He’s not dead yet. Right now, he’s... uh, fighting the Queen.”
“Yes, I didn’t participate in the final battle. After the Museum of Calamities was destroyed, it seemed like the Queen broke free from her restraints. That’s when she started fighting the Calamity Archbishop... The rumbling sound you heard was probably the shockwaves from their battle. Since the Queen could only project limited Psychic Energy at the moment, it looked like she was engaged in close combat...”
“The Support Team?”
“Wait for a bit. Let them finish fighting first. I’ll notify you later...”
“Doll is fine...”
“Though someone gave her a shove, I don’t know who. She got covered in mud. Prepare a change of clothes for her to put on when we get out.”
“...”
So my mission was to stop the Calamity Archbishop, right?
In that case, I should have completed my task now. If the mission had been to stop the Queen of Happy Town, it might have been different.
The Queen still seemed to need to eat for a while longer.
She looked quite weak right now—quite in need of nourishment.
After communicating with Han Bing through the channel for a while, Lu Xin relaxed. He quietly found a large rock to sit on and surveyed his surroundings. Many people were still scattered across the Wilderness. They were the ones abandoned by the Museum of Calamities. Those whose bodies remained within this stretch of Wilderness returned to them when the Museum was shattered; their Mental Power had returned to normal.
The bodies that had vanished somewhere else had their Mental Power fade away entirely with the Museum.
Everything had become so quiet it was as if nothing had ever happened.
The Queen was nearly done feeding now. She truly wasn’t one to waste. Though she could have finished it in one bite, she insisted on taking three.
Moreover, Lu Xin was quite certain the Queen preferred live prey, because she always kept her food fresh and active up until consumption.
"Buzzzz—"
A burst of static crackled through the channel, followed by Han Bing's voice: "Mr. Lone Soldier, what's the situation now?"
"Can the Support Team move in?"
"..."
Lu Xin sensed the lingering urgency in her voice and suddenly realized something.
For them, this battle wasn't over yet.
He turned his head to check on the Calamity Archbishop at that moment, determining that he should no longer pose a threat to anyone.
He then nodded. "They should be able to enter now."
"No, it's not just that the fighting is over..."
Han Bing instinctively lowered her voice. "Mr. Lone Soldier, could you perhaps ask the Queen for her permission?"
"If she agrees too, then we'll dispatch the Support Team..."
"Please explain it to her patiently. There are many things the Support Team personnel need to do inside: investigate the scene, search for clues, determine if the enemy left behind any other hidden dangers... In short, we come with goodwill."
"..."
"Ah..."
Only then did Lu Xin catch on. "Alright, I'll go ask her."
"..."
He stood up and walked over to the area where the villa lay in ruins, carefully observing the Queen at this moment.
After feeding for so long, the Queen’s body had actually shrunk. Before, she had been at least dozens of meters long. But now, she had diminished in size to less than a meter—compact and delicate. As soon as she saw Lu Xin, she immediately tensed up, squeezing backward into a hole.
With the villa collapsed, holes were everywhere. With just a quick retreat, she vanished from sight.
"It's alright, no need to be afraid. We won't bully you."
Lu Xin looked at the Queen and smiled kindly. "We just want to send some people into your territory. Do you agree?"
The Queen frowned warily, emitting a low hissing sound.
Lu Xin spoke into the channel. "Okay, she agreed. Send the Support Team in."
After saying this, he offered another friendly smile to the Queen.
"Thud-thud-thud-thud..."
The Support Team arrived very quickly, and the scene was grand.
Not only were they uniformly dressed in protective suits, carrying their ever-present Spirit Detectors, medical supplies, and such, but there were also rows of people holding military-standard weapons. Although they were only there for cleanup work, their expressions resembled those of a suicide squad.
"The prestige of Happy Town is truly formidable..."
Lu Xin pondered this when four people strode towards him.
Without a word, they hustled him aside and began conducting various tests.
After procedures like blood tests, wound checks, and a simple logic assessment, Lu Xin was finally released. It was then that several trucks slowly rolled into Happy Town’s perimeter. From one of them, Chen Jing emerged.
She wore a somewhat relieved smile on her face.
She waved at Lu Xin from afar. He was about to go to her when he saw her turn to speak with other staff members instead.
Lu Xin sat back down to wait, watching the hustle and bustle around him.
Until a small something tugged at his trouser leg.
Looking down, Lu Xin was taken aback. Seven tiny, black top hat-wearing little abominations were lined up, staring up at him.
The first wore a sincere smile. The second wore a simulating smile.
The third through seventh all looked apprehensive, their large, round eyes fixed on him.
"Here to collect the debt?"
Only then did Lu Xin remember them. He offered a friendly smile.
All seven little abominations lit up with delight simultaneously. Each took off its small top hat and extended it towards Lu Xin.
But Lu Xin shook his head, still smiling at them. "I feel a bit bad having kept brushing you off with just smiles before. This time, however, this isn't my personal expense; headquarters can reimburse it. So could you wait a little? Later, I’ll report it to headquarters."
"Once they approve the funds, I’ll pay you. I remember... five thousand yuan each, right?"
"Don’t worry, I won’t shortchange you."
"......"
All seven little abominations looked utterly bewildered.
Especially the third to seventh ones. Their small lips puckered, and one looked like it might burst into tears.
Finally, the leader, the one with the genuine smile, turned and glared authoritatively at the others.
It turned back to Lu Xin, waved, pressed its hat to its chest, and bowed respectfully.
"I think, given their professionalism, they’re worth a bit more..."
Watching them form a line and vanish into a vortex, Lu Xin thought to himself:
"So, requesting reimbursement at ten thousand per head later probably isn't too unreasonable, right?"
...
"A preliminary investigation report is ready."
Not long after, Chen Jing approached Lu Xin holding a manually completed form. As usual, she skipped the pleasantries and spoke seriously: "Numerous devices belonging to the Church of Technology were found in the surrounding area. Clearly, they invested significant resources in deploying them. There’s plenty else, but what stands out most to me right now is one thing..."
She added earnestly: "Not everyone from the Church of Technology has been apprehended."
Lu Xin blinked, then nodded. He knew a few had escaped.
"At least three got away."
Chen Jing frowned. "Our investigation team thoroughly searched the vicinity. We found tire tracks from an RV, and following them led us to abandoned documents. We don't know their value yet; the content is difficult to decipher. We've sealed them for now and will have several professors and experts assess them back at headquarters."
"But oddly, when we continued tracking the tire marks... they suddenly vanished."
"It's as if the entire vehicle evaporated into thin air. What kind of ability could achieve this is unknown."
"......"
Lu Xin shook his head. "I already mentioned it in my report: I encountered Qin Ran – the commander of the Knights Order who previously attacked our Qinggang. Why he reappeared with the Church of Technology, I don’t know. But he's extremely cautious. The moment danger appeared, he fled outright. After that, right until the end, I never spotted him again."
"We’ll get to the bottom of it," Chen Jing acknowledged. "Abilities that make entire vehicles vanish aren't exactly unique."
Lu Xin nodded, then a thought occurred to him, causing a slight stir within.
Abilities that make things disappear weren't uncommon. There were even abilities capable of making a single wagon of a speeding train vanish instantly. What struck him strangely was... were these two instances the same?
His thoughts drifted further, recalling the illusion he encountered entering the Museum of Calamities.
In that illusion, he saw many people: Little Sister, Mother, Father, Teacher Xiaolu, Little Nineteen, and...
... The Old Dean!
...
The smile on Lu Xin’s face faded slightly.
"Honestly, I didn’t anticipate that the Queen of Happy Town, whose psychic influence spans fifty kilometers... well, her appearance was..."
Chen Jing, seemingly oblivious, continued softly, "... quite adorable."
Even she felt describing a Queen as "adorable" was excessive, but she smiled anyway. "Support staff attempted to approach her. She didn’t seem hostile. Perhaps we can use this opportunity to communicate with her?"
"But we must be prepared. In their view, levels of life may not be equal."
"In the end, it’s possible only you can truly engage with her."
"......"
This was his job. Lu Xin nodded lightly. "Understood."
"Team Leader Chen..."
But the moment he agreed, a member of the Support Team came running over excitedly to report:
"The Queen really is both adorable and amiable!"
"She accepted our chocolate bars and canned food just now, and expressed willingness to communicate with our Qinggang organization."
"However, she currently needs some rest. She’s requesting that we send someone to meet her again in about a month."
"......"
Chen Jing was pleasantly surprised. "Excellent! Did she specify who should be the liaison?"
"Mr. Lone Soldier..."
The Support Team member pointed directly at Lu Xin.
Before Lu Xin could respond, the member added in a quiet voice: "The Queen said... anyone is fine..." then hesitated, "But not him—anyone but him!"
"Hiss!"
Chen Jing's expression instantly shifted. She eyed Lu Xin suspiciously. "What exactly did you do to the Queen?"
"I..."
Lu Xin looked rather awkward. "I saved her life..."
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There were still many matters requiring the attention of Qinggang's Support Team.
For example: with the Queen's consent, dispatching troops to protect her in the surrounding area; continuing to investigate all clues and traces left behind by the Church of Technology; tracking the vanished RV; studying the documents they abandoned; and so on.
Moreover, on The Wilderness, a large number of survivors who had just escaped from the Museum of Calamities also required rescue efforts organized by Qinggang.
Compared to the Cleanup Mission, these post-operation tasks were frankly appalling in their sheer volume and complexity.
Fortunately, Lu Xin didn't need to handle any of this work. An hour after the Support Team arrived, under Chen Jing’s arrangement, he had already boarded the Helicopter with Doll to rest, returning to Qinggang as the great hero of this Cleanup Mission.
...
During the flight back, Lu Xin spoke little.
He leaned quietly against the cabin wall, gazing out the window, seemingly lost in thought.
This Cleanup Mission had been unexpected, and then he had encountered such a terrifying opponent.
Even he seemed to feel mentally and physically drained.
They had arrived on a pitch-black, rainy night; they were returning beneath a sky full of stars.
Lu Xin had a distinct feeling that after this mission, something seemed to have changed forever.
Truthfully, he didn’t particularly like change.
By the time the Helicopter neared Qinggang, it was past ten at night.
The pilot said to Lu Xin, "Mr. Lone Soldier, the Professor
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