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​
It had been a long time since Lu Xin last visited the orphanage after seeing Teacher Xiaolu's frightened expression.
Several times he felt he should go, but always found reasons not to.
Reasons like recent work pressure or lack of money.
Even when buying this villa, he deliberately took his time discussing decoration matters with Han Bing.
After the renovation finished, he even wished it could've lasted a few more days.
Perhaps this was because some part of him resisted seeing her?
...
But now, finding no more excuses, Lu Xin decided to visit the orphanage again.
After resolving this decision, he actually felt a surge of excitement.
A kind of eagerness took hold.
Strangely, this complex feeling of restless urgency was quite intriguing.
Originally planning to go after work tomorrow, Lu Xin now found the day unbearable. Playing Tetris bored him; calculating commissions from thick income logs felt tedious.
So by afternoon, he finally left the office using a client material delivery as an excuse.
When telling Director Liu, the latter blinked several times, utterly confused why Lu Xin felt the need to report this.
He could just leave—skip work outright if he pleased...
Why report it?
Lu Xin felt uneasy regardless; it was his first office skip under pretenses.
Fortunately, Director Liu didn't seem to notice.
...
...
His motorcycle had long been delivered back from Central City. Riding through Satellite City No.2's sleepy afternoon streets toward the Guard Bureau, Lu Xin contemplated seriously before stopping to buy a sack of apples at a roadside stall.
Securing them on the back seat, he resumed his journey with eased mind.
First arriving at the small building beside the Guard Bureau, he climbed the stairs. Finding no Security Uncle on the third floor, Lu Xin hurried anxiously to the fourth—only to freeze completely.
The hallway lay empty; wide-open iron doors revealed scattered desks and chairs inside deserted classrooms. No soul remained.
Blood rushed to Lu Xin’s head. The scene blurred.
Where were they?
The people from the kindergarten?
...
"Crick, crick, crick..."
Lu Xin could almost hear sharp, crisp cracks from shifting bones within his body.
Muscles on his face seemed to twist autonomously, contorting uncontrollably.
Then he suddenly realized:
Wrong...
The Special Clean-up Department had stationed exclusive guards here. Any incident would’ve reached him.
So...
Lu Xin raised his hands to cover his face, rubbing slowly.
He gently smoothed away the chaotic expressions, returning his features to natural calm.
A self-mocking smile even surfaced—perhaps aging truly clouded his mind.
Teacher Xiaolu’s group must have simply moved back...
...
Descending once more, he mounted his eye-catching cool silver war horse. Carrying the sack of apples, he rode toward South District.
Weaving through tangled alleys, he returned to that desolate block.
Walls covered in abstract, violently colored graffiti flanked the path where shattered cement slabs littered the road.
Lu Xin rode through, heading toward the Red Moon Orphanage he’d frequently visited.
Before joining the Special Clean-up Department, he’d come here countless times.
This visit stirred more complexity than the Guard Bureau trip earlier.
When a place grew too familiar, ordinary sights acquired unexpected meanings.
Tangled coils of barbed wire; rusting signs; the time-worn plaque reading .
Lu Xin released the throttle, gliding to a stop before the school as his heart settled gently.
He could already hear children’s laughter drifting from the orphanage.
Inside the security booth, the bespectacled Security Uncle who had been reading the newspaper with intense focus raised his head and glanced at Lu Xin.
His expression seemed to momentarily flicker with gravity, but soon returned to normal.
He waved his hand and said, "Just go on in!"
After speaking, he immediately lowered his head back to his newspaper, not even bothering to come out and open the gate.
Lu Xin got off his motorcycle, undid the barbed wire fence, and pulled open the large gate. Then he got back on his bike and slowly rode inside.
The courtyard was bustling with activity, dozens of children filling the small space with noise and movement.
Some were kicking shuttlecocks, some tossing sandbags, others playing marbles, and one chubby little girl was even riding on a boy as thin as a monkey, pressing down hard on his head, not letting him get up... Such heartwarming childhood innocence!
"Huh?"
As Lu Xin rode his motorcycle in, some sharp-eyed children quickly spotted him.
"My rival in love is here..."
Among them, the little bald boy acting like the boss, the constantly snotty kid, and a small boy with thick glasses and a neat parting reacted most intensely. While other children were staring at the sack of apples strapped to the back seat of Lu Xin's motorcycle, excitedly guessing whether it contained potatoes or sweet potatoes, these three had already exchanged glances, swaggered forward in an exaggerated walk.
"You, stop."
The little bald boy stepped to the front, pointed his finger at Lu Xin, and demanded, "Why haven't you come for so long?"
Lu Xin blinked, one foot braced on the ground, looking at the three feisty youngsters.
He felt he had to explain. "I've been a bit busy lately."
The little bald boy was having none of it. He waved a dismissive hand. "Then why did you make Teacher Xiaolu cry last time you were here?"
Lu Xin genuinely paused. "I did?"
"Yes."
The snotty kid said resentfully, "As soon as you left last time, you made Teacher Xiaolu cry."
"Well..."
Thinking back to the awkwardness of his last visit, Lu Xin felt a pang of remorse. "I really didn't know that..."
"Hmm..."
The little bald boy shook his head, pondering. "Even we only knew 'cause we peeked and saw her crying..."
"Maybe you really didn't know. Women are probably all like that..."
He sneakily glanced at the chubby girl currently pummeling someone nearby and shook his head again, turning back to Lu Xin:
"But that still won't do. You can't make Teacher Xiaolu angry anymore, got it?"
"Otherwise, we'll puncture your tire next time!"
"..."
Lu Xin was stunned.
This threat carried considerable weight for him...
"You... you..."
After the little bald boy and the glasses boy swaggered off proudly with their arms crossed, the snotty kid lingered. Not only did he stay, he stepped closer and patted the front axle of Lu Xin's motorcycle. "You're already a grown man, and you still don't understand how to date?"
His face was full of reproach. "With girls, you need to be gentle, caring, and know how to protect and be tolerant."
"I don't know what you and Teacher Xiaolu talked about last time that upset her so much her eyes went red. But, whatever it was, the fault definitely lies with us men. You shouldn't argue with Teacher Xiaolu. Hold back your temper, forget your bottom line. Just focus on treating her well. Even if she's wrong, she's right. That's how you truly touch her heart. Do you understand?"
"..."
Lu Xin stared dumbfounded at the snotty kid for a good while before finally uttering, heartfelt:
"Understood. Thank you."
"..."
"Sigh, too bad I'm still ten years away from being grown up. Otherwise, would I need to teach you?"
Watching the snotty kid walk off with an exasperated expression, Lu Xin sighed inwardly while also feeling a flicker of concern about this child's future.
He had the makings for being a considerate man...
It's just that the more like this he was, the harder it might be for him to find a partner...
...
He lifted down the sack of apples, opened the top, and let the children help themselves.
Then he turned and entered the classroom, walking past rows of neat desks, heading to the far end where a narrow, dimly lit office door stood. Pausing slightly, Lu Xin gently pushed the ajar door open.
Inside the small room, seated in a wheelchair, was a thin figure, her back to him, slowly grading a stack of assignments. Sunlight streamed through the window, casting a warm glow around her.
Lu Xin didn't disturb her, simply stood quietly watching by the door. The scratching sound of Teacher Xiaolu writing comments on the notebooks gradually, slowly, began to slow down.
Lu Xin smiled. "I was quite busy before. Haven't had a chance to come until now."
Teacher Xiaolu was silent for a moment, then put down her pen. She gently turned the wheels of her chair, rotating it around to look at Lu Xin.
She wore a short down jacket, a layer blanket draped over her legs. She had on a pair of frameless glasses, the kind she wore only while grading. Her slender, pale fingers knotted together gently. Her gaze was soft as she looked at him; she studied Lu Xin seriously for a few moments before a smile slowly spread across her face.
She said quietly, "I thought... I thought you were angry after last time and wouldn't come back..."
"..."
Lu Xin also studied her carefully. Suddenly, he said, "As for this place... I really don't plan to come here anymore in the future."
"Huh?"
Teacher Xiaolu abruptly lifted her head, looking at him with alarm.
Lu Xin suddenly grinned and said the second half of his sentence, "Because I'm taking all of you away with me."
"Ah?"
Teacher Xiaolu's expression changed completely, looking at him with bewilderment, and even... ...fright?
"It's too run-down here. I found a much better place."
Lu Xin seemed quite pleased with his successful attempt at humor. He smiled, "Come on, I'll take you to check it out."
Teacher Xiaolu's expression shifted from confusion to nervousness, then from nervousness to surprise, gradually turning to conflict, and finally settling into a soft smile. She looked somewhat at a loss.
But after a short silence, she looked up and smiled as well. "Where to?"
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This was an important moment, and of course, it had to be treated seriously.
Seeing Teacher Xiaolu agree, Lu Xin immediately became very happy. But considering the children in the courtyard and the old security guard, he smiled at Teacher Xiaolu and said, "No rush. You get ready first. I’m going out to find a car."
As he spoke, he walked out, got on his motorcycle, and quickly sped through the small streets.
He soon arrived outside the high-speed train platform, at a bustling street corner. All kinds of motorcycles and minibuses were jammed together like congee in a pot, queuing, honking, and squeezing out one by one, waiting to rip off passengers coming in from various places.
Puttering on his motorcycle, Lu Xin pulled up beside a minibus and asked, "To East City. How much?"
The driver, cigarette dangling from his lips, stuck his head out. Spotting Lu Xin's motorcycle, his eyes lit up instantly.
He held up three fingers. "Ten bucks."
Lu Xin was very unhappy. "Don’t you usually charge two bucks per person?"
The driver yelled, "First off, we usually charge three bucks a head. Second, that motorcycle of yours—you think I’d charge nothing?"
Realizing the misunderstanding, Lu Xin said, "I meant a private hire. For the whole bus."
The driver immediately gave Lu Xin a once-over. "Charter the whole bus?"
Lu Xin quickly calculated the bus’s capacity. "Yes, and I need at least two buses."
"Oh wow, boss..." The driver eagerly pushed the door open and got out. "How long are you chartering for?"
Lu Xin said, "Just a trip to White Pool in East City. Might need a return trip too."
The driver said, "Then it’s a hundred. I’ll call my buddy. He’s got another bus. Two buses, two hundred."
"Two hundred?"
Lu Xin felt this was pocket change and was tempted to agree immediately.
But out of habit, he said, "How about one lump sum? One hundred for both buses combined."
"Alright," the driver said.
Lu Xin: "..."
He suddenly felt like he’d overpaid...
Tsking and shaking his head, the driver opened his door while muttering, "If I rode a motorcycle like that, I sure as hell wouldn’t bargain."
Lu Xin found this strange. By that logic, was he somehow... not worthy of his motorcycle?
Soon, two minibuses followed Lu Xin back to the orphanage gate. Happy, Lu Xin walked inside.
Teacher Xiaolu was already waiting in the courtyard, sitting in her wheelchair.
A bunch of children each held an apple in their hands, with two more stuffed into their pockets. They were munching away while staring wide-eyed at the two minibuses parked at the gate, a mix of excitement and nervousness about the unknown.
Teacher Xiaolu also seemed nervous. "Are we really going?"
"Can... can we come back?"
"..."
Lu Xin smiled. "We might have to come back today. But it’s okay if we don’t."
"Just some old things anyway. We can..."
"...come back for them later."
"..."
Teacher Xiaolu seemed a bit at a loss. But after glancing at Security Uncle, she nodded.
Quickly, the children crammed into the two minibuses. Lu Xin lifted Teacher Xiaolu, wheelchair and all, into one bus. Security Uncle also got on. Then, riding his motorcycle, Lu Xin led the way, guiding them toward East City.
As the group left the bustling downtown and entered this serene villa district, everyone fell quiet.
The beautiful buildings and impeccably smooth roads here felt strangely detached from Highwall City.
It was hard to imagine that within the crowded, noisy, oppressive Highwall City, such a wide, pretty, almost wilderness-like area existed.
"This is the place."
After reaching the destination, Lu Xin stopped his motorcycle. He handed the driver fifty first, promising the other fifty after they returned.
"Boss, is this place yours?"
Accepting the fifty yuan without complaint, the driver stared wide-eyed at the villa and whispered his question.
"Hmm."
Lu Xin gave only one syllable in reply. But that single syllable carried pride, defiance, joy, and a hint of showing off.
"That’s damn awesome."
The driver sighed. "If I lived in a place like this, I’d sure as hell never bargain when taking a ride."
Lu Xin shot the driver a displeased look.
Was he implying Lu Xin was... not worthy of this villa either?
Lu Xin arrived in front of the villa with a group of timid little children, pushing a surprised Teacher Xiaolu. He took out the key and opened the large iron gate. Instantly, a spacious and quiet courtyard appeared before their eyes, featuring a sizable vegetable garden, a lawn that still looked neat and clean despite being in winter, recently transplanted fruit trees propped up for support, and swings along with a seesaw.
The children, upon seeing such a courtyard, each showed expressions of curiosity mixed with some shyness.
"Can..."
A small child nervously looked at Lu Xin: "...can we play?"
"You can, play to your heart's content."
Lu Xin smiled as he looked at them, and then reminded them: "But you must not break the windows."
"Wahoo..."
The children, upon hearing this, instantly became excited. With a rush, they surged into the courtyard. Some curiously looked left and right, while others headed straight for the swings and seesaw, or raced toward the singing Pleasant Goat. They scattered like a group of frolicking lambs.
Teacher Xiaolu was also extremely surprised, her face showing an expression of disbelief.
Lu Xin, taking advantage of her surprise, laughed and pushed her inside. After entering the villa, he led her to look at each room one by one. He also pushed her to experience the feeling of taking the elevator: "There's an elevator here, so you won't have to trouble yourself going up and down the stairs anymore."
"This is the classroom; you can show slides here, so you won't struggle so much writing with chalks."
"This is the library; I've already bought many books here, including The Ten Great Bizarre Investigative Cases and Records of Graveyard Dismemberment..."
"This is the kitchen; you don't need to cook anymore after this, we'll hire two chefs..."
"This is your bedroom; it has an independent bathroom that's dry and wet separated, plus a walk-in closet..."
"..."
Teacher Xiaolu, almost before she could react, was shown everything in the villa by Lu Xin.
At the end, Lu Xin pushed her to the specially prepared office. It had big windows; sitting before them, she could see every scene in the courtyard. She could see that the children, biting apples, were wildly overjoyed.
Some were climbing the recently planted fruit trees, others were pulling weeds from the lawn, and a few were fighting over the swings.
Seeing this scene, Lu Xin felt a deep, heartfelt stir.
This was a newly purchased villa, and it was the first time he had witnessed such a sight. But in his vision, this picture seemed to be turning yellow, receding backward through time, gradually overlapping with scenes from certain memories and becoming strikingly similar.
Perhaps for the first time, Lu Xin realized that the expression on his face matched his emotions.
However, Teacher Xiaolu, facing the view outside the window, saw her expression slowly changing.
What Lu Xin found familiar, she naturally felt familiar too.
Thus, an indescribable sense of fear quickly spread across her face.
Then, she anxiously turned her head and urgently said: "You..."
Lu Xin did not look at her but instead gazed at the courtyard outside the window, softly saying: "This is a life I deeply miss."
"Perhaps, it could also be called the best life."
"..."
The fear in Teacher Xiaolu's eyes became even more intense, and her tense body seemed to tremble.
She appeared to use all her strength to ask: "You... have you remembered?"
Lu Xin, as if not hearing her, showed no reaction or movement for two or three seconds.
Two or three seconds later, he lowered his head to look at Teacher Xiaolu and gently nodded.
"..."
Teacher Xiaolu jolted as if hit by some force, her body shaking violently, almost causing both her and the wheelchair to fall over simultaneously.
Watching her reaction, Lu Xin seemed to show some pain.
His hand moved slightly, but he held back and did not try to step forward to support her.
"Before this, I went to Central City and encountered Little Nineteen."
Lu Xin, slowly and somewhat absently, looked at the courtyard and softly explained: "When I saw Little Nineteen, I remembered some things, but the memories were still incomplete. Later, I experienced some events outside the city. There was a place called the Museum of Calamities, which possessed a very strange ability to pull deeply hidden memories back to the surface before me..."
"And so, bit by bit, I remembered the blurry things from the past..."
"It's strange..."
He suddenly shook his head with a bitter smile and said: "Before I remembered, I couldn't recall clearly even with all my effort."
"But when these memories returned to my mind, I realized it was only because I didn't want to remember them in the first place."
"I now clearly remember how we used to play in the orphanage. I also clearly remember us getting into fights with other children, catching birds from trees to see if they could still fly after we clipped their wings, digging up earthworms from the ground to see if they could still divide after being torn into pieces, and searching at night for places with dead bodies to see if ghosts would appear..."
As he spoke slowly, Lu Xin's voice grew low, almost vanishing.
He seemed immersed in pleasant memories, reluctant to continue recalling. Yet, after remaining silent for a long while, he went on: "Of course, I also clearly remember how they used us for experiments, remember the knives cutting into flesh..."
"I still remember, in the end, we planned to escape together, but still..."
"..."
Hearing Lu Xin's voice like a murmur, Teacher Xiaolu shuddered intensely. She suddenly gripped Lu Xin's hand tightly and anxiously said: "I remember too. Then, then our escape plan failed, and they did some very bad things to you."
Her voice was loud, as if trying to overpower Lu Xin's soft tone: "Because of them, you..."
Lu Xin softly interrupted her: "So I lost control all at once?"
"I killed everyone without feeling satisfied, and I also twisted a small building into fragments?"
"..."
"No..."
Teacher Xiaolu was filled with agony and self-blame, tears streaming down her face, like pleading: "It wasn't like that..."
"You were just controlled by them; none of this is your fault..."
"..."
After listening to her for a long moment, Lu Xin finally gently shook his head: "You remember it wrong."
"All of that was done by me."
"I can even vividly remember..."
He lowered his voice further, whispering: "...the crisp sound when I twisted your spine."
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The voice was calm, natural, even somewhat gentle.
But Teacher Xiaolu was so shocked she nearly forgot to breathe, her fingers clutching Lu Xin's arm turning white at the knuckles from the force.
Intense panic enveloped her. She wanted to pull her hand back, but she lacked even the strength to withdraw it.
Outwardly, both seemed calm.
Teacher Xiaolu's hand merely rested on Lu Xin's arm. Exhaustion made it look almost relaxed.
Their eyes met. The setting sun’s light filtered through the window.
...
"It really is so strange..."
Lu Xin continued softly, "All those memories... for so many years, I never recalled them. But when I did, I found every detail, every bit of what happened, was crystal clear. I even remember the sensations, the feeling when each of them died at my hands... and the expression on each of their faces when they looked at me in their last moments..."
"..."
Teacher Xiaolu suddenly clamped a hand over her mouth, stifling any sound.
But her shoulders trembled violently.
Lu Xin turned to look at her calmly. His hand lifted slightly, as if to touch her hair.
But he stopped himself.
He only let out a soft sigh. "But what I find the most curious is this: In that memory, my own feelings... In my mind, I even have every vivid scene from that time. Recalling it is like stepping right back into it."
"In that memory, I just kept killing..."
"But... I don't remember feeling remorse or pain when I killed them. I..."
"..."
"Stop talking..." Teacher Xiaolu's trembling voice suddenly broke out. Her throat tightened, her body shaking violently.
Her voice held a note like pleading. "Please... stop..."
"I..."
Lu Xin hesitated, then slowly said, "But I really don't know who else to talk to about this..."
He looked at Teacher Xiaolu, an unusual thing in his eyes. He whispered, "Remembering those things made other things clear too. Only then did I realize I’d experienced something like that before. That I’d already gone mad long ago..."
"And I also understood, is this why you're afraid of me?"
"..."
Teacher Xiaolu's body trembled violently. She shook her head hard, seeming to choke back sobs, but gave no answer.
"I can understand it. Truly, I can..."
Lu Xin repeated it twice, as if wanting to comfort her with those words. He murmured, "Back then, I didn't know you were afraid of me. Probably because I refused to remember. My memory just... stopped abruptly at that bloody scene. I don't remember why I left the Orphanage afterwards. I don't know how you survived with such severe injuries..."
"I don't even know how I got through the time afterwards myself. How I started going to school, working. It’s like... after what happened at the Orphanage, many years just skipped by. My clear memories now start from a rainy night. That day, I'd just finished a long shift at work. I was taking the subway home when I suddenly saw you. So I smiled and waved..."
"..."
It’s unknown if Lu Xin's words drew Teacher Xiaolu back to that rainy night.
Her body jolted violently. Even with her hand over her mouth, her face visibly paled.
Lu Xin seemed to be looking at nothing, yet took in every flicker of expression on her face.
He was silent for a long moment, deep sorrow in his eyes.
But the expression on his face seemed beyond his control. Calm, yet carrying a strange edge.
Was that... mockery?
Only his voice remained exceptionally soft. "It really is so strange... That you... that you didn't run away then..."
"No... That's not..."
Trembling traveled up Lu Xin's arm from Teacher Xiaolu's shuddering body. She lowered the hand covering her mouth.
Her face was deathly pale, yet unnatural spots of red flushed across it – a sign of extreme agitation.
She cut Lu Xin off forcefully. The beautiful, gentle face usually wore a rare flash of anger.
With all her strength, she shouted, "So you..."
"So everything you’ve done since then... was it all just compensation?"
"All these years, scrimping and saving yourself, taking care of us all along... was it just to compensate?"
"..."
Teacher Xiaolu's expression and fury were unprecedented. Lu Xin, too, froze briefly.
He seemed unaccustomed to this. This, strangely, brought a kind of calm to his features.
He looked quietly into Teacher Xiaolu's reddened eyes, his voice still soft. "If I was trying to compensate... what would be wrong with that?"
"No, completely wrong..."
Teacher Xiaolu shouted loudly, twisting her hands together so hard that the roots of her ears turned red. It was evident she was exerting tremendous force as she declared, "I don't want your compensation, neither do they!... What you did back then... could never be compensated..."
Her words carried a certain power, leaving Lu Xin momentarily at a loss for how to respond.
Gazing into Teacher Xiaolu’s eyes, he seemed somewhat lost himself. "Then what do you...?"
Tears, bright and glistening, streamed down Teacher Xiaolu’s face. "What I want... is just for you to come back..."
"I only wish the 'you' from before..."
"Would come back..."
"..."
This answer caught Lu Xin entirely off guard. He asked, with some difficulty, "The me from before?"
"What was it like?"
"..."
"The 'you' from before... is the you now..."
Teacher Xiaolu clenched her fists hard, forcing herself to speak coherently. "I... I don't know what crazy stuff you've remembered... But I... I have my own judgement. I remember what it was like when I was taken to the Orphanage. There, I met all you Strange Children... I could tell right from the start you were different from other kids, each of you in your own way..."
"Some of them... they scared me. They looked quiet, but were more frightening than the thugs robbing people on the streets."
"Only you were different. You were the quietest one among that group of kids..."
"You were so obedient, so proper. The older kids didn't really play with you, so you always seemed..."
"...Lonely!"
"I was picked up off the streets. I'd been starving for days. Even now, I remember how desperate I was the first time I saw food... I... I could never get enough back then. If someone else had food, I had to snatch it and shove it into my mouth."
"So, I remember stealing things from many people... and getting beaten by them too..."
"The big kids called me a Maniac. The little kids all avoided me..."
"Only you... only you didn't get angry when I snatched your things..."
"And only you... when others had beaten me to the ground... actually reached out to help me up..."
"..."
Teacher Xiaolu spoke haltingly, yet every word was loud, spoken with all her might, defending the truth as she saw it.
"So... so when that thing happened later... it couldn't have been you..."
She raised her head to look at Lu Xin, her gaze almost fierce. "Those people must have done something to you. After all... after all, I saw them push you into the Basement countless times, I saw fresh wounds and needle marks on your body so many times..."
"After all... that incident... it happened just three days after they locked you up..."
"So..."
Speaking so loudly and continuously stole her breath. She gasped rapidly a few times, her body seeming almost weak.
Lu Xin hesitated, then lifted his hand and gently patted her back.
The moment he patted her the first time, Teacher Xiaolu abruptly straightened her back. Her eyes suddenly looked extraordinarily sharp.
She stared at Lu Xin with an unquestionable look in her eyes. "When I saw you again, I wasn’t afraid."
It sounded like she was loudly proclaiming: "I wasn't!"
"I just wanted to know... if you had come back..."
"Because... because I went through something I thought was the best place in the world, only to discover it was Hell... So... I decided... I would build that kind of good place myself... I... I’m clumsy, and useless... It was only with your help... that I managed to barely keep this Orphanage going... But anyway... this Orphanage... it’s built now..."
"So then... I only had one wish left... That you from before... that gentle, kind you..."
"Is it still there?"
"Are you... still that you right now?"
"..."
Hearing so many words from Teacher Xiaolu all at once seemed to stir something deep within Lu Xin.
Within his calm Emotion, ripples started to surge.
He lifted his head to look out the window. The setting sun was blood-red, yet it still carried a hurtful brightness.
He closed his eyes gently. Distant memories flooded back to the present. He remembered that night filled with screams, wails, and the smell of blood. He remembered the bright red blood splattered everywhere he walked. He remembered the sound of bones cracking, the sound of steel beams and concrete of the building twisting and shattering. He remembered faces smeared with blood... and the sound of laughter...
This brought back his headache. The blood vessels in his temples throbbed unpleasantly.
His vision began losing focus again, only Teacher Xiaolu’s resolute eyes remained fixed on him.
She was still waiting for his answer.
She was questioning him.
Lu Xin desperately wanted to answer her, but his head felt exceptionally filled with Chaos.
"I..."
Only when he opened his mouth did he realize his voice was hoarse. He closed it, took a moment to compose himself.
Then he said what he believed was the most honest answer: "I probably... have always been myself..."
"It's just that..."
He paused, tapping his head lightly. "Something's wrong with me."
Teacher Xiaolu pressed her lips tightly together. Fear and worry warred in her eyes, but worry won out.
Tears still welled in her eyes, yet they carried a distinct, unsettling intensity.
Lu Xin couldn’t bear to look into them anymore.
So he slowly turned around and silently walked towards the door. He stopped just outside the threshold.
"I will try my best to cure myself."
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A group of children had gathered in the villa courtyard.
The loud voices from inside the third-floor window had inevitably reached these sharp-eared kids.
When Lu Xin emerged, their worried eyes immediately turned toward him; some looked angry, some frightened, some both angry and afraid—and yes, a few also showed frustration mixed with disappointed resignation.
Lu Xin lowered his head, unwilling to meet their gazes, and quickly walked past.
He swung onto his motorcycle and slowly rode toward the villa gate.
Approaching the entrance, Lu Xin slowed down.
He turned his head and saw the old security guard standing inside the spotless, three-square-meter security booth, complete with a small coal stove. The guard looked up quietly, watching Lu Xin through a pristine glass pane.
Lu Xin looked back silently. For a long moment, neither spoke.
Similarly, no unusual emotion could be read in each other's eyes.
After three or four seconds, Lu Xin gave a slight nod and spoke softly, "Why haven’t you been tending flowers lately?"
The old security guard froze, momentarily speechless.
Lu Xin continued, "Keep doing it. I left a flower bed especially for you."
After saying this, he gently twisted the throttle and rode out of the villa. He gave fifty yuan to two minibus drivers waiting outside, then—without another word—accelerated his motorcycle down the road until it vanished into the distance.
Inside the security booth, the old security guard finally felt a chill down his spine.
Cold sweat had soaked through the back of his shirt.
"Not good..."
He suddenly recalled something and charged into the villa.
His aged body moved surprisingly fast.
Taking three steps at a time, he rushed to the largest room on the third floor and flung open the door. There sat Teacher Xiaolu, silent by the window, staring outside without reacting to his abrupt entrance.
Winter nights fell swiftly. Dusk approached, and dim light washed over her.
Seeing her unharmed, the old security guard relaxed slightly.
But watching her back turned toward the window, he hesitated, unsure how to begin.
After a long pause, he murmured, "Are you alright?"
Teacher Xiaolu didn’t turn. Still gazing outside, she replied, "Right now, shouldn’t you be worried about him?"
The old security guard stiffened. With concern, he asked, "How much does he know?"
Teacher Xiaolu answered softly, "He’s remembered what happened at the orphanage back then. I didn’t ask for details... but from the look of him, he seems to recall everything. Including... the sound of my spine snapping when he broke it."
Deep fear flashed in the old security guard’s eyes.
His breathing instinctively grew ragged. "Then... what about the rest?"
Teacher Xiaolu lightly shook her head after another long pause.
The old security guard seemed slightly relieved but still had many questions.
However, seeing Teacher Xiaolu’s heavy silence, he couldn’t bring himself to press further.
So, forcing a comforting smile, he said slowly, "This... might be for the best."
"He’s remembered the past... yet he didn’t lose control."
"Maybe... maybe it proves he’s truly... better?"
"... "
"I hope he is better."
Teacher Xiaolu slowly lowered her head. Her voice carried a trace of frustration, "Perhaps he really has changed. But me... I still fear him. I truly don’t understand. Could it be... that it’s actually me who can’t let the past go?"
"Don’t say that," the old security guard abruptly locked eyes with her, his expression more serious than ever. "In this entire tragedy, you are the one person who must not blame yourself for anything."
"Of all people involved, you are the only innocent one."
"You had nothing to do with these matters. You only ended up taking in a few outsiders to make the orphanage look the part... Back then, who could have predicted so much would unfold?"
"No one could have imagined... people leaving, scattering, dying... and that you would finally become the one carrying this burden."
"... "
"Enough..." Teacher Xiaolu seemed profoundly shaken; her voice tightened with restrained emotion.
"You know..." Her words trembled with unshed tears, "I’m not innocent."
"After all... back then... it was me... who proposed the plan to run away..."
"... "
The Old Security Guard said nothing else, as if regretting having brought up the question.
After a long silence, he slowly shook his head. "It's not your fault. You had those children's best interests at heart back then. Besides... if it hadn't been for someone's betrayal, your escape plan... might not have failed..."
"What's the point of saying all this now?"
Teacher Xiaolu's face was drenched in tears. She clenched her fists so hard her nails nearly pierced her palms. Her voice carried an unnatural strain of suppressed emotion: "I can never absolve myself of this guilt. The person who betrayed us to the dean is already dead. The disaster had unfolded. Things have come to this... How could I still claim innocence?"
"How could I say it had nothing to do with me?"
"Perhaps if it weren't for me, they wouldn't have died. At least they'd still be alive..."
......
The Old Security Guard heard the deep self-reproach in her words but felt powerless.
It seemed something struggled within him too, hesitating over whether to speak certain truths.
But he himself wasn't certain. He could only speak slowly, softly: "Do you remember what happened after the disaster?"
"Some of the bodies... vanished without a trace. Among them..."
He paused briefly before whispering: "...was that betraying child..."
Teacher Xiaolu hung her head, not really registering his words.
Perhaps to her, such words were ultimately useless anyway. After all, the dead... were dead...
Seeing she couldn't grasp this, the Old Security Guard let out a soft sigh.
A while later, he deliberately changed the subject, "So... what did he say when he left?"
Outside the window, the last sliver of sunset light fell on Teacher Xiaolu's face.
A bitter smile slowly touched her lips. Softly, she answered, "He said he would cure himself."
A subtle change flickered across the Old Security Guard's expression.
After a moment, he slowly shook his head again. "But who knows... which one is the cured version?"
"I don't know..."
Teacher Xiaolu spoke with little confidence after a long pause. "But I do know that back then, he exhausted every ounce of strength trying to lead everyone out of that Hell. He did everything a child possibly could to fight against those adults..."
"What haunts me the most now is my own fear..."
"One part of me, remembering what happened that night, feels terrified... fears him..."
"The other part of me, thinking of him desperately fighting yet unable to save anyone..."
"...is filled with pity..."
......
......
Driving on the road as night slowly descended and lights gradually came into view, Lu Xin felt the world around him twisting.
As he moved forward, a peculiar sensation seemed to envelop him.
The streetlights and headlights ahead connected, forming strange, writhing lines.
They looked like bizarre snakes, suddenly long, suddenly short, twisting grotesquely, sometimes connecting, sometimes breaking.
In the dark corners beside the road, shadowy, inexplicable things seemed to be watching him furtively.
When he ignored them, their boldness grew. They even emerged from the shadows, approaching him one by one, offering him chilling grins, deliberately provoking him. But when he looked towards them, there was nothing.
He was clearly driving on the road, yet the city felt like it was distancing itself.
The road, the car lights, the surrounding buildings and people – all seemed to inch further away, creating an invisible barrier between him and the world.
The Crimson Moon overhead expanded, growing larger and larger, descending until it loomed directly before him.
As if one twist of the throttle could send him hurtling into its crimson embrace.
The sound of Teacher Xiaolu's weeping, her voice questioning him; the smiling faces of the orphanage children; the boy in childhood sharing his bread with a little girl; the buzzing cicadas of summer; the sound of a scalpel cutting through skin; the insistent beep of monitors; the faces of dead children; twisting buildings and violently shaking furniture; then the sharp, clear crack of a spine being snapped...
Something flooded Lu Xin's mind, cramming it full, leaving no space to breathe.
Countless lights assaulted him from all directions, flaring in his vision and driving him to distraction.
His heart pounded violently, beating faster and faster. The blood in his veins felt under immense, invisible pressure, threatening to burst free.
"BEEP BEEP!"
Suddenly, a furious horn blast jolted Lu Xin awake.
All hallucinations – auditory and visual – vanished instantly.
He found himself stopped, inexplicably, in the middle of a crossroads.
Cars crowded around him, trapped on all sides by his stalled position. Bright headlights flooded his face. Angry drivers hammered their horns. Someone stuck his head out of a car window and shouted furiously, "Are you out of your mind?!"
"Stopping in the middle lanes lookin' to die?! Think you're hot shit 'cause you got a fancy Motorcycle?!"
......
It took Lu Xin a while to regain clear thought.
His hand drifted towards the Black Bag hanging from his handlebars. Midway, he changed his mind.
Instead, he raised his hand, shaping it like a gun, and lightly pointed an imaginary shot towards the man leaning out the window.
Enraged, the man leaned even further out, held his hands as if clutching a Submachine Gun, and pretended to spray bullets at Lu Xin with a "Ta-ta-ta-ta!”
Suddenly, Lu Xin found this incredibly funny. He twisted the throttle sharply and sped away from the junction.
......
......
"Time for a Family Meeting, isn't it?"
The chill wind of early spring once again brushed his face. He breathed out slowly and murmured under his breath.
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Chapter 505: The Best Way to Heal Yourself
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​
Perhaps, problems that could not be discussed with others and would go awry if mentioned could actually be expressed well in front of family.
After thinking this through, Lu Xin's gaze steadied a bit.
He rode his Motorcycle straight toward the vegetable market. Because he had anticipated that this Family Meeting would be quite an important one, he took it seriously in his heart. Of course, he needed to buy some good things to properly reward his family.
What counted as good things?
Lu Xin bought a bottle of liquor for twenty yuan, fifty-three percent proof, with the label still spotless.
Father liked that the most.
Then, he wandered around the vegetable market, and finally, at the cake shop opposite the market, he bought a slice of cake.
Mother liked that the most.
As for Little Sister...
Lu Xin pondered for a long time, and ultimately, at a shop nearby, he bought a box of high-quality Chocolate.
The price was seven yuan and eighty cents.
Lu Xin decided to bring out just one small piece first, then give it to her bit by bit, since eating too much of it isn't good for the teeth.
Beyond that, he bought a lot of dishes. His mood grew calmer and even somewhat cheerful during the buying and haggling, until finally, carrying large and small bags, he puttered his Motorcycle back home.
He tied on his apron, walked into the kitchen, and under Father's gaze, clattered around for a while before bringing out the dishes one by one.
It was strange; he rarely ever cooked himself, yet his skills turned out to be so good.
He turned on the light, set the bowl and chopsticks, and sat quietly at the dining table, quietly waiting for his family.
This time, the family seemed to sense Lu Xin's seriousness and didn't drag things out.
Little Sister soon crawled down from the ceiling compartment, taptaptapt rushed to sit at the table. Mother pushed the door open at just the right moment, chatting and laughing as she took off her shoes, and settled comfortably opposite Lu Xin, seeming very satisfied with the spread of dishes.
Father was last to come to the dining table, sitting down heavily, but he was careful; pulling his chair made no sound.
Even the Skinless Puppy slithered out from somewhere unnoticed and crouched under the table, warily watching.
...
"We haven't chatted together in a long time, I thought we shouldn't keep avoiding issues anymore."
Lu Xin sat at the dining table, picking up his bowl to eat first, while the nearby family members silently watched him.
The room seemed exceptionally quiet.
Mother and Father simply watched Lu Xin in silence, not uttering a word.
Little Sister didn't click open that darn SpongeBob either...
The Skinless Puppy lay obediently at Lu Xin's feet, trying several times to wag its tail, but didn't dare move.
"I do seem to be having some issues..."
Lu Xin ate slowly, the only sound in the entire room the monotonous clink of his chopsticks against the plates when he picked up dishes:
"I've recalled many things and I'm sure my Memory is very reliable..."
"But I don't know why, when I recall those scenes, I often feel like I'm seeing things from a third-person perspective..."
"There are times when I feel I'm no longer myself. I know what should be done right, but I don't want to do it. And at other times, I've already done something before realizing it shouldn't have been done, but afterward, I don't want to regret it."
"I like the world as it is now, and I like my life as it is now, but still, sometimes, I..."
He paused, then spoke his conclusion:
"Feel disgusted."
"So, am I truly a person with a lot of problems?"
"..."
He set down his chopsticks, looking around at his family with genuine, questioning eyes.
"Crack..."
Being short, Little Sister only had her small head peeking above the table. Facing Lu Xin's earnest, emotional gaze, she wasn't sure what to say. Holding Chocolate in both hands, she bit it with a crisp sound, chewing slowly, her eyes fixed oddly on Lu Xin.
Father's expression was strange too; shifts in expression suggested he seemed about to sneer or mock.
But in the end, he only poured a cup of liquor and drank it silently.
The Skinless Puppy lifted its head, glanced around, then slowly lay back down, covering its eyes with its paws.
The entire room's atmosphere grew delicate, as if all the feelings combined into one phrase:
"You only just figured that out?"
...
"Everyone has a few issues to some degree..."
Only Mother still wore a gentle smile and softly said, "It's just that we're not accustomed to sharing these things with others. As you grow older, witness more of the world, and contemplate life more deeply, it’s only natural your perspectives will evolve."
"True."
Lu Xin nodded sincerely. "I quite agree."
He glanced around at his family—the wall-scaling Little Sister, the ever-reasonable Mother, the temperamental Father...
Indeed, everyone carried their own share of quirks.
Since he’d never resented his family’s peculiarities, it was only fair they embraced his own.
Feeling slightly reassured, he picked up his bowl and declared solemnly:
"However, after careful consideration, I’ve decided it’s time for me to be cured."
"..."
An even stranger stillness fell over the dining table.
For the first time ever, Little Sister stole a furtive glance toward Father. For the first time ever, Father responded with an almost imperceptible shake of his head.
Their expressions held a tinge of helplessness, as if silently saying:
Whatever makes you happy...
...
Only Mother remained patiently tender, her light laugh matching his resolve. "And how do you propose to accomplish that?"
Lu Xin lifted his bowl, slowly taking in some rice.
He seemed to use the action to anchor his thoughts, speaking only after a long pause: "I'm not sure."
His gaze settled calmly on Mother. "Do you have any suggestions?"
"A complex question..."
In the dim light, Mother’s refined smile unfolded slowly. "The meaning of ‘cured’ has many interpretations. Some contaminations are merely surface-level; once scrubbed away, reality returns untouched."
"Others delve deep into the heart, demanding drastic measures to cleanse."
"But true Corruption? It cannot be purged entirely. Its touch leaves an indelible mark..."
"You might even say Corruption is woven into the fabric of existence..."
"It’s like reading. Someone who reads and someone who doesn’t become two different people."
"You could also understand reading itself as a form of Contamination—a Cognitive-level one. Books reshape perception, forever altering the reader from within... which means Contamination has fundamentally changed them..."
"..."
After this long stream of reflection, she paused, her gaze soft and unwavering on Lu Xin.
"So, to cure yourself... you must first truly know yourself..."
"If you feel something's wrong, then you must discover its cause. Understand it. Master it..."
"When you fully command that power... that will be your cure..."
"..."
"Huh?"
Father and Little Sister exchanged startled looks, clearly surprised by Mother's direction.
Their eyes glinted faintly, unconsciously darting toward Lu Xin, anticipation thick in the air.
"That makes sense... Self-awareness is essential..."
Lu Xin contemplated Mother's words, slowly scraping more rice, then suddenly smiled. "But there might be another way."
"Oh?"
Mother studied him, intrigued.
"Spiritual Contamination’s essence? It's the transmission of a mental affliction."
"Specific Traits infiltrate the spirit, disrupting its integrity."
Lu Xin pondered carefully. "Like the Project Celestial Experiment. Doll purified the Maritime Nation survivors, cleansing every trace of Corruption Traits from them... restoring their Primordial state..."
"Well then... if I could purge every Contamination Trait within me..."
Whoosh?
Little Sister and Father snapped their heads up simultaneously, eyes widening in near-terror, fixed unblinkingly on Lu Xin.
The Skinless Puppy beneath the table instantly pricked its ears, eyes bulging like copper bells.
Mother too fell silent, simply watching him.
"So, my decision is..."
Lu Xin suddenly broke off, seeming to weigh something deeply.
Seconds later, he spoke deliberately. He raised his head slowly, determination crystallizing in his gaze.
In that breathless pause before his answer landed—Little Sister, Father, Mother, even the Skinless Puppy—all ears strained.
In the empty, silent Old Building, it seemed that some unknown creatures were listening attentively.
Faced with his family's tension, Lu Xin suddenly laughed and said, "I’ve decided to face life with greater effort and sincerity."
Little Sister："......"
Father："......"
Mother："......"
......
Meeting his family's gazes, Lu Xin smiled and explained, "After all, I’ve worked at the Special Contaminant Cleanup Department for so long. I still know some basic common sense. Those cured of Contamination often develop emotional issues; some experience depression, others sensory disorders, or lingering aftereffects like auditory and visual hallucinations..."
"Even Ability Users can’t solve these problems, because their own psyche can no longer achieve balance."
"But the cure is very simple..."
"It’s clearly covered in our training materials."
"As long as we face life positively and optimistically, all difficulties will resolve themselves."
He said with a smile, "So, as long as I maintain a healthy routine, good daily habits, a positive mindset, a diligent and responsible work attitude, and smile at the world—no matter what mental issues arise, they’ll gradually heal, right?"
"......"
Obvious confusion, mixed with something peculiar, appeared on his family's faces. They instinctively tried to force a smile, but those smiles looked utterly awkward...
"Riiiiing—"
Just then, a telephone suddenly rang out, jarringly loud in the empty room.
The ringing came from Lu Xin's Black Bag—his Satellite Phone.
The family exchanged glances. Little Sister suddenly jumped up, shouting, "I’ll get Big Brother’s call for him..."
She swiftly scrambled over to Lu Xin’s Black Bag, retrieved the phone, and forcefully pressed the answer button.
"Is Mr. Lone Soldier there?"
Han Bing's voice came through the phone, sounding especially loud in the room.
The family remained silent, their gazes interweaving.
After a moment, Lu Xin chuckled, "I’m here. Is something the matter?"
Han Bing seemed momentarily stunned, then answered somewhat unnaturally, "You might need to come to the Special Clean-up Department tomorrow."
Lu Xin nodded, "Alright. What time?"
"Nine tomorrow morning..." Han Bing replied. Then, hesitating, she asked cautiously, "Mr. Lone Soldier... are you okay?"
Lu Xin paused, then laughed, "I’m fine. Why do you ask?"
After another pause, Han Bing carefully said, "It’s... very quiet on your end. What are you doing?"
"Quiet?" Lu Xin sounded surprised, then laughed, "You must be mistaken. We’re having a Family Meeting here; it’s actually quite lively..."
"......"
Han Bing fell silent for a long moment before finally saying lightly, "Well then... I won’t disturb you further..."
"Please..." She hesitated, then added, "...give my regards to your family for me."
"......"
"She really is such a thoughtful young woman..." Lu Xin motioned for Little Sister to hang up. He shook his head softly, smiling, then calmly looked around at his family.
Seemingly puzzled by their reactions, he asked, "Why do you all look so strange? Did I say something wrong just now?"
"You were absolutely right..."
Mother was the first to respond, gently applauding.
Then Little Sister and Father visibly sighed with relief in unison, breaking into warm smiles.
Under the table, the Skinless Puppy let out a soft whimper.
The atmosphere in the room instantly burst with warmth as one by one, his family turned trusting and supportive gazes toward Lu Xin.
"We will all support you..."
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Chapter 506: The City That Lost Its Sleep
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After discussing things during the fourth Family Meeting, Lu Xin felt he had greater motivation for facing life.
The training material really said it well!
As long as you seriously, diligently, and actively tackle life with a healthy attitude, what problem could be unsolvable?
Therefore, after concluding that night's meeting, he quickly adjusted his mindset and prepared for the next day's work.
It was time to work again!
Thinking it over, he had rested for a full month from the aftermath of that Project Celestial Experiment until now.
Because not even a single minor Contamination incident had been handled during this month, it meant that Lu Xin hadn't managed to earn a single extra penny the entire time. He had only drawn his most basic salary from the Special Clean-up Department, which was ¥20,000...
...It used to be five thousand, but now he was Qinggang's Level Six Special Talent. A promotion.
While Han Bing had helped him with the house renovations earlier, the two often chatted, and she had incidentally taught him many fundamental things.
Lu Xin now clearly understood his salary structure and reimbursement standards.
This actually made him feel quite happy.
Doing nothing for a month earned him a ¥20,000 base salary. When going on business trips, the daily expense stipend was another thousand yuan.
Moreover, as a Qinggang Level Six Special Talent, he enjoyed benefits like permanent residence in Qing Harbor Main City, housing subsidies, medical insurance, and even exemption from certain criminal cases. Most importantly, according to Han
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