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Disclaimer

 This
is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events
and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination
or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons,
living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

In other words, nothing is
real.


Book One


Chapter
One




 2002

In an apartment in London, long-haired
Jenny sits at her desk and writes a diary.

She pauses. Holds up a framed photo of
a man.

The man has a gun in his hand, pointed
at the camera.

In front of the black-and-white
TV, he paused the video, stood up, faced the wall with peeling
white paint, raised his right hand, and imagined his index finger
curled around the trigger of a gun.

“Piu, piu, piu,” he made
shooting noises.

The man in the photo had black
curly hair. He spat onto his left palm, used it to smooth and
flatten his cowlicks. He needed a mirror.

Mom had a round mirror hidden in
a wooden chest. He wasn’t allowed to touch the wooden chest.

But a spanking was a small price
to pay for looking like a hero.

He broke the small padlock on
the chest with a screwdriver, got out the mirror, and checked his
reflection in it. He wasn’t as handsome as Simon Yam, but he
thought he could detect a slight resemblance between his pallid
face and that of the famous Hong Kong actor.

“Pia, pia, pia. Shoot, shoot,
shoot.”

The enemy in Assassin’s
Romance was the Yakuza. Japanese gangsters.

He had no enemy. Not yet,
anyway. No one worth using his imaginary gun on.

He put down the mirror and
pressed PLAY. The DVD player took a moment to process the command
before the movie resumed reluctantly.

Two men in white shirt and black suit
pull open a heavy wrought iron gate. A fancy car drives straight
through. The two lackeys jog behind it.

The car stops in front of a big house
with tall white columns and two more suited men standing guard.

A brass plaque on the wall says The
Yamada Group.

In a tatami room, ten men and one woman
stand. All have their hands folded in front of their body, like
waiters at a five-star hotel.

Except one man.

Jeffery.

His hair is slicked back. He bows to an
old man who enters the room, but even so he is still a head and
shoulder taller than everybody else.

The old man hands over a box covered in
white cloth to Jeffery. The Master’s remains. Jeffery’s adoptive
father.

The scene changes to Jeffery sitting in
a chair, a lit cigarette in his left hand.

He hit PAUSE.

Dad smoked. Maybe there was a
pack or two in the chest. He was small enough to crawl into the
half-metre-high chest and trawl around inside. Winter clothes,
scarves, quilts, baubles, women’s underwear. No cigarettes.

With a pencil stub and a piece
of cardboard paper, he wrote down his to-do list: buy
cigarettes. Then he added, also lighter. Remembering how
Jeffery looked in the video, he continued, and hair gel.
Jeffery was wearing a black suit and some kind of tie with a
pattern of blue squares, but he knew he’d never be able to afford
those, even if he could find them in the village commissary.

But Dad had a black Mao suit.
With a pair of scissors, he could maybe make his own Yakuza
suit.

When Mom found him on the dirt
floor, with Dad’s only suit cut into pieces, he received his third
beating of the day. With a bamboo cane.

When Dad came back from the
field, he added to the count by spanking him with a shoulder
pole.

His fifth beating was
contributed by his two brothers, when they found that he’d used up
their daily quota of DVD time.

As he crawled under an upturned
wicker basket to escape his siblings’ fists and kicks, he kept
playing the movie in his mind.

Jeffery would never take a
beating like this.


Chapter
Two

 2003

Jeffery doesn’t care about taking over
as the new boss of the Yamada gang. He pleads with his uncle to
tell him how Master died.

His uncle sighs and recounts the death
of Master.

Master is in a meeting with a group of
Chinese gangsters. The negotiation over a business deal goes bad.
Master slaps the table and stands up. Two of the Chinese gangsters
reach their right hand into their jacket, pull out a gun, and
shoot.

Master falls back in the chair, his
head lolls to one side. Red flowers bloom on his chest. His mouth
is filled with blood.

Four seconds. Three shots. The most
powerful man in the Yamada gang is dead.

This was his fourth favourite
scene.

He pressed PAUSE, BACKWARD,
FORWARD. He wanted to get a closer look at the dead Master’s face.
Was there fear in his eyes when he saw the bullets headed for his
chest? Was his mouth open because he wanted to scream? How much
blood was there? Did the bullets pierce his body and end up lodged
in the wall behind him?

The DVD player was older than
him, bought when his parents got married. The disc screeched in
protest, then the screen went black.

But he didn’t need to see the
video to know what happened next. He’d first watched it on a big
inflatable projector screen in the village square three years ago.
While men and boys masturbated to the image of Jenny, portrayed by
a Hong Kong actress voted one of the most beautiful women in Asia,
his eyes never left Jeffery.

Then he’d saved and stolen and
begged for enough money to buy the DVD disc. He’d memorised all the
lines of Jeffery, re-watched his favourite scenes so many times he
could practically be Jeffery.

Mom and Dad were working in the
field.

His two brothers were at school,
where he was supposed to be, too.

But he’d just been expelled,
again. This time, it wasn’t his fault. Not really.

Qiangzi was a bully. He took
money from little kids and robbed them of their lunch boxes, picked
out pieces of meat he liked, and dumped the rest of the food.

He had no money. Nor did Mom
give him a lunch box. He ate cold steamed buns and boiled corns on
the cob when he was at school.

But that didn’t mean he could
escape Qiangzi’s clutches. The seventh grader was only thirteen
years old but already weighed close to sixty kg. He felt the
bully’s punches on his back like they were hailstones.

So should he really be blamed
for fighting back in his own way?

During lunch break, he’d snuck
back into the classroom and added two more nails to Qiangzi’s seat.
The nails were painted in a dull brown colour, blending in
perfectly with the wooden bench.

When Qiangzi sat down and
immediately jumped up, howling, he couldn’t hide the smirk on his
face.

Qiangzi was sent home with two
puncture holes on his ass and a blood trail behind him.

He was sent home with an
expulsion note from the principal and a hero’s farewell from his
classmates.

It was worth it.

He watched the scene of Master’s
death again.

Qiangzi had a look of pain on
his face, which morphed into rage when he saw the bloodied
nails.

But there was no fear. No
faraway look in his eyes.

A hen wandered into the room,
clucking at his feet.

Mom and Dad didn’t raise
livestock. They said it was already more than they could afford to
raise three little pigs. Him and his brothers.

The hen pecked around in the
dirt floor. Finding no food, it turned back towards the door.

He gripped its tail, hauled it
up in the air by holding both of its wings. The hen’s clucking took
on a higher, panicky, pitch.

He held the fowl at arm’s
length, went into the kitchen, found a knife on the cutting board,
and picked it up.

He’d seen how it was done
before, but this was his first time doing it by himself.

The hen’s neck was too thin. The
blade sliced through feathers and skin and meat and arteries and
came out on the other side before he could feel anything akin to
excitement.

There was blood, sure. But no
look of desperation or fear in the animal’s beady eyes.

He cleaned up the mess in the
kitchen, tossed the dead bird into the pit latrine, and went in
search of his next target.

Maybe a dog. They all said dogs
were man’s best friends. Dogs would know how to show fear.


Chapter
Three

 2016

Assassin’s Romance was still his
favourite movie.

And Street Fighter II: the
World Warrior was his favourite game.

Sure, some might say it was
childish for him to play a famicom game at twenty-six years old,
but he’d stopped caring about other people’s opinions of him a long
time ago.

Including his father’s.

But his face still heated up
when Dad hauled him out of the video arcade in front of a roomful
of primary school kids.

“Look at the time! You’ve been
playing for twenty hours straight.” Dad pointed to the cheap
electronic watch on his wrist. “That twenty yuan was for you to buy
food, not to waste on stupid games.”

He walked alongside his father
on the street, almost empty at ten pm. He replayed the game in his
mind. He’d tried Ryu, a Japanese karateka, Honda, a sumo wrestler,
and Guile, a former Special Forces operative from the US. But his
favourite character was Blanka, the beast-like mutant who grew up
in the jungle.

Blanka had no regard for rules
or fighting etiquette. Kicks, punches, bites, claws, he used
anything to win.

Which reminded him of
Jeffery.

In a kendo dojo, swordsmen in
protective armour and mask wield a shinai— bamboo sword. Three
pairs of them bow to each other, then begin fighting. The men are
barefoot. The instructor yells, and the men change their
techniques. One attacks by lifting the shinai over his shoulder and
smashing it downwards, the other blocks by holding his shinai
horizontally in front of his face.

Jeffery lifts the curtain, comes
inside, takes the shinai from one of the swordsmen.

His opponent yells and charges. Jeffery
stands his ground, parries the blow, slashes his shinai downwards
at an angle and hits the man on his knee. The opponent goes
down.

Another swordsman stands up. Jeffery
turns around to face him, holds up his shinai with both hands,
charges. When the man blocks his attack, he twists the shinai into
a horizontal position and hits the man on his chest. The man drops
to the ground.

The instructor asks a man named Ken to
come forward. Ken copies Jeffery’s move by holding up his shinai.
Jeffery points the tip of his shinai at the man’s chest while he’s
still fifty centimetres away, then quickly sidesteps around the
man, circles to his back and brings down his shinai on the man’s
shoulder. The man collapses.

The instructor accuses Jeffery of using
Chinese sword style in Japanese kendo. Jeffery says, coolly, after
sending Ken to the ground for the second time when Ken tries to
launch a surprise attack, that in real-life fighting, there is no
such thing as marital arts schools or moves or techniques. Anything
can be used to ensure he’s the last one standing.

He couldn’t agree more.

With a joystick and five
buttons, he controlled Blanka. Together, man and beast moved up one
level after another, flattening their opponents first with a
crouching crush and then with an electric shock.

“Watch out!” Dad pulled him back
from the street. A car whizzed past. Dad smacked him on his head.
“When was the last time you’ve slept, huh? You look like a
zombie.”

He didn’t reply, as he continued
killing off one imaginary opponent after another in his head.

“It’s Chinese New Year soon.
We’ll have to work harder if we want to bring some money back to
your mother.” Dad droned on. “For the next two weeks, we’re not
going to come into town anymore. Do you hear me?”

He made a sound. They’d turned
onto the footpath leading up to the pig farm where they both
worked.

“You and your brothers all eat
the same thing. I don’t know why you turned out to be thin as a
matchstick.” Dad eyed him critically, as they stepped into a wood
cabin to change into waterproof overalls. “Even two years in the
army didn’t toughen you up.”

“Useless cretin.”

It was just a whisper, but he
still heard it.

Dad was sitting on a stool with
his back to him, bending over to pull on rubber boots.

He picked up a shovel leaning
against the wall and brought down its broad blade over Dad’s
head.

Once, twice, three times.

He stopped when Dad’s head
resembled a burst watermelon.

He was panting hard.

Once he got his breath back, he
dragged Dad’s body into a nearby shed, where a meat grinder stood.
It was used to process leftovers collected from restaurants.

The funnel was too narrow to
feed the entire body through.

With a stainless steel knife, he
cut up Dad’s body into pieces small enough to pass the funnel.
Ground-up bones and muscles and organs came out of the machine,
dropping into a bucket already half filled with swill.

He carried the bucket into the
pigpen and dumped its content into the trough.

“I’m not a useless cretin,” he
watched the happy pigs stuck their snouts into the trough. “I’m
Jeffery, and I’m an assassin.”


Chapter
Four

 A young Jeffery
shows off his martial arts training in front of the Master. Punch,
forearm block, roundhouse kick, palm-heel strike, high kick,
spinning punch.

The old Master and his friends sit
around the mat in the dojo, looking on proudly.

“Did he say anything to you,
anything at all?” Mom asked him again, pulling his mind away from
the movie to the present. “He hasn’t called for two months.
Wherever he went, he should be back by now.”

Jeffery scooped dumplings into a
ceramic bowl and carried it into Mom’s bedroom. “No, he didn’t tell
me anything.”

When he returned from Gansu
Province, alone, Mom had asked him where Dad was. He said he didn’t
know. He woke up one day in the dorm and Dad simply wasn’t
there.

“Did he leave a note that you
forgot to give to me?”

“No, he didn’t leave a note.” To
prevent further nagging, he said, “But a few days before he left, I
saw him talking with a woman.”

“Who?”

“I don’t know. I was standing
too far away to make out her face, but it was a woman. They stood
very close together.”

Mom frowned.

“Maybe he got a better job offer
elsewhere,” he said.

“But he should’ve come home by
now. He should have called at least.”

“We don’t have a phone in the
house,” he reminded Mom, whose frown deepened.

“Are you going back to the pig
farm after the New Year’s?” Halfway through dinner, Mom asked
again.

“I don’t know.”

“You should join me at your
uncle’s construction site. Erbao and Sanbao are already earning
fifty yuan a day.”

His two younger brothers, aged
twenty and twenty-two, had dropped out of middle school just like
him, but at least they had muscles. They hauled bricks and bags of
cement instead of buckets of swill, and they felt that entitled
them to a sense of superiority.

Erbao and Sanbao were still in
town, spending New Year’s Eve with their respective girlfriend.

“You’re almost twenty-seven
years old,” Mom carried on when he didn’t reply. “Other boys your
age in the village already have kids by now. You should be married,
but first you need a steady job. I don’t want you to go back to
that pig farm, since your dad is not there to look out for you. Why
don’t you come with me to the construction site?”

“I’ll think about it.” he
said.

After dinner, he left the house
with the excuse of taking a walk. If he stayed inside for a second
longer, he was afraid he couldn’t resist the urge to use the knife
on his mother.

Not that he was afraid to do it,
but Erbao and Sanbao both knew Mom was here with him.

He snuck into old man Bailiu’s
backyard, picked up an armful of the newly hatched ducklings while
the villager snored in his bed in a room two metres away. At a pond
in the east end of the village, he wrung the neck of each duckling,
one by one.

The crunch of their tiny bones
provided some relief, but he longed for bigger targets.

Human targets.


Chapter
Five

 A train rumbles out
of the station. Jeffery sits near a window, an English newspaper in
his hand.

He gets off at a station, climbs into a
car waiting at the kerbside. A woman from the Yamada gang drives.
She hands over a briefcase to Jeffery in the backseat. Two guns
inside.

Jeffery gets out of the car and
walks.

On a bridge, Jenny takes more photos of
wild geese on river Thames, then gets on a bike and rides away.

Jeffery strolls along a street lined
with shops. He gets stopped by Jenny, who tries to sell him a
raffle ticket to raise money for the International Children’s
Fund.

Jeffery tosses down a stack of money
and walks off. He doesn’t say a word. Jenny still has the raffle
ticket in her hand. She watches him leave.

Jeffery sits on a bench and watches the
pigeons fight for bread crumbs around him.

He smokes.

Squatting on the dirt floor, he
lit up a cigarette as well. Red Pagoda Mountain, hard pack, twenty
sticks, seven yuan.

He’d bought them six, seven
years ago. Did cigarettes have expiration dates?

Not that it mattered. A
cold-hearted assassin didn’t care about trivial matters like
emphysema or cancer.

His mind kept going back to the
pig farm.

Dad died with his back to him.
Jeffery didn’t get to watch his face, see his expression. The first
hit already knocked him out. He didn’t moan, plead, or shout.

The rest of it was just
finishing the job.

There was no excitement, or
sense of achievement.

He had to do a better job the
next time.

The front door creaked. Someone
was in the front yard.

Erbao strolled into Jeffery’s
room, a woman on his arms. Erbao patted the woman on her buttocks
and whispered something in her ear. She disappeared into Mom’s
bedroom.

Erbao snatched the remote from
Jeffery, dropped it to the floor, and stomped on it until it broken
into three pieces.

“You, get out. Me and my woman
are using this house.” Erbao ordered.

Jeffery had moved back here
after getting fired by his uncle from the construction job. Uncle
said he was too tardy.

There were three rooms in the
house. A kitchen, and two bedrooms.

Jeffery ignored Erbao, walked up
to the DVD player and pressed the PLAY button.

“Retard,” Erbao spat. “Fine, you
can stay here, but don’t make a sound.” He slammed the door
shut.

A while later, a woman’s moans
travelled through the thin planks of the door. They grew high
pitched like a cat in heat, mixed with screech of the decades-old
bed frame.

Jeffery listened for a while,
until the woman cried out and Erbao grunted, and all was
silent.

The room he was in used to be
the bedroom for all three brothers. Now that Erbao and Sanbao had
moved out, Jeffery had it all to himself.

A pile of old junk was cluttered
in a corner next to the bunk bed. Jeffery pulled out the carcass of
a noodle-processing machine. The funnel and the part that turned
wheat flour into thin strands of noodle had been stripped and sold
for scrap metal. All that was left was a big wooden bench with four
legs. The bench was about three metres long. It resembled a
sawhorse.

Jeffery salvaged two iron rods
from the pile of clutter and soldiered them to the front of the
sawhorse. The rods ran parallel to the bench, like side rails on a
hospital bed. The space in between was barely big enough to put his
own head through.

Scraping the bottom of a paint
bucket, he coloured the bench in forest green.

He admired his work, then left
the house.

Chariot, the nearest town, was
less than five km away. It had a population of forty thousand,
plenty of targets for him to choose from.


Chapter
Six

 Tangzhuang Video Hall
was built thirty-five years ago.

Its first incarnation was a
theatre for travelling dance troupes, whose target audience were
unmarried young men with some pocket money but no date to spend it
on. Stand-up comedians cracked off-colour jokes while girls in
tight leotards and glittering tutu skirts gyrated to catcalls from
the audience.

With the crackdown on cultural
indecencies in the 80s, the dance troupes died out. The hall
started playing heavily censored movies. Two yuan per movie. Five
yuan for all you could watch.

The dark hall could seat 120
people. When Jeffery went in, less than ten percent of the seats
were occupied. Most people had moved on to the bigger and newer
cinemas in neighbouring counties.

Jeffery had first come here when
he was fourteen. The movie was boring, the hall stuffy and humid
and dark.

And there were no cameras
inside.

He chose a seat on the second
last row, where a boy slouched four seats away.

Jeffery had splurged on a bucket
of popcorn, whose aroma soon drew the boy’s attention. He turned
towards Jeffery.

“Do you want some? I can’t
finish the entire bucket by myself.”

The boy moved to a seat next to
Jeffery. A martial arts movie was playing. Jackie Chan teased a
foreigner with a feather duster. Blue and white light from the
screen flickered across the boy’s face.

He had a smattering of freckles
on his left cheek.

He might have mentioned his name
at one point, but Jeffery decided to call him Freckles.

Freckles was fifteen years old,
a local. He was supposed to be in class today, but the form teacher
sent him home, after he failed to bring textbook fees yet again,
for the fourth time.

“The classes are boring,
anyway,” Freckles said.

Once the first movie ended,
Jeffery made his move.

“I’m heading out for a cigarette
break,” He announced.

Freckles, as expected, was
enticed by the prospect of getting his first smoking experience. He
followed Jeffery outside.

“I’m heading home to play games
on my PSP,” Jeffery said.

“You have a PSP?” Freckles was
practically panting. “Can I play?”

“What about your class? Aren’t
you supposed to go home to get money from your parents?”

“Dad’s in Xinjiang. Mom’s at
work. They didn’t know I got sent home.”

Perfect.

It was a 2 km hike back to the
village. Jeffery entertained the boy with his experience playing
Contra, and shared more cigarettes with Freckles.

The country road was bumpy with
potholes. There were no street lamps. By the time they turned onto
the road, darkness had fallen. It was hard to see.

Freckles held Jeffery’s
hand.

It was like a mild electric
shock. Jeffery felt the tingling sensation travel up from his
fingertips where Freckles touched him, through his arm, and into
his chest.

He controlled his breathing.

Erbao and Sanbao weren’t in the
house. Neither was Mom. All three of them lived in a dorm at the
construction site.

No one saw the boy enter
Jeffery’s house.

When he saw the sawhorse, he
wasn’t impressed, until Jeffery offered him an incentive.

“It’s an intelligent
sawhorse.”

“Bullshit.”

“Really. If you lie on it and
pass the test, I’ll give you five yuan.”

“How about seventy-two?”

“Why seventy-two?”

“That’s how much textbook fees I
owe the teacher.”

“Sure.” He had no intention of
paying, anyway.

“What do I have to do?” Freckles
glanced around the sparsely furnished room.

“Just lie on it. Put your head
between the railings.”

Freckles did as he was told. His
head was wedged between the two railings.

“Can you get up?”

Freckles tried, but
couldn’t.

“Don’t move.” Jeffery went into
the other bedroom, found an old bedsheet, returned, and calmly
wrapped the bedsheet around Freckles’ neck.

Jeffery strangled the boy until
he stopped struggling.

Freckles’ face was not peaceful.
It was nothing like in the movies. His eyes were bulging. Purplish
marks were already forming on his neck.

Jeffery felt an immense sense of
pride.

It was such a simple
contraption. Idiotic, even. Yet the boy had believed him and
willingly incapacitated himself.

Jeffery stood and admired his
own work until it became too dark to see. He undressed Freckles in
the dark, burned his clothes in the kitchen, but kept the boy’s
belt.

He watched the fire dance in the
stone stove until the polyester shirt turned to ashes. Then he
picked up the kitchen knife, the one he’d used to make minced pork
for dinner. The blade was blunt.

Wishing he still had the better,
sharper knife from the pig farm where he killed Dad, Jeffery cut
the boy’s body into pieces. First the limbs, then he severed the
spine, cut the torso into six pieces. He got an empty fertiliser
bag, put the pieces inside, and buried them in his backyard, next
to the outhouse, which was basically a hole in the ground leading
to a septic tank.

It stank.

After all was done, he sat on
the dirt floor, spent, but still feeling proud.

He fell asleep on the dark brown
soil, beneath which the boy’s remains lay, and he dreamt of the pig
farm.

Four metres away, sounds of TV
played from the neighbour’s living room.


Chapter
Seven

 When Erbao and Sanbao
both showed up, he was surprised.

He’d only called Erbao and
invited him over for dinner.

“I was with him when you called,
so I came. What? You don’t welcome your own brother?” Sanbao
said.

“No, it’s . . . it’s fine.” It
meant Jeffery had to improvise.

“Why the sudden generosity? You
never treated us to anything.” Erbao asked.

“I was hoping you could help me
find another job in town. Both of you have worked there for a long
time. You know more people than I do.”

“What’s wrong with the farm work
here?” Erbao asked.

“You know how it is. There’s
only a small plot of land left. And the weather’s not been very
good lately.”

“Why don’t you go back to that
pig farm then?” Sanbao jibed. “What do you need money for anyway,
huh? It’s not like you have a girlfriend or wife to spend it
on.”

“Maybe he needs it to buy a
hooker for himself.” Erbao piled on.

Both brothers laughed.

“What’s that?” Erbao had
followed Jeffery into the bedroom. He pointed to a large patch of
dark brown stain on the dirt floor. “Is that blood?”

“I killed a chicken here the
other day.”

Erbao shrugged. He didn’t ask
why Jeffery had decided to kill a chicken in his own bedroom
instead of the kitchen.

“Come on, show us what you’ve
got.”

Jeffery got out the bottles of
baijiu and beer he’d bought. Also bags of fried peanuts, carrot
slices, and lettuce salad with sesame oil and chilli oil. He had
prepared the food for one guest only, but it would have to do.

The two brothers didn’t need a
second invitation. Erbao drank a cup of baijiu, and downed three
bottles of beer. Sanbao had a cup of baijiu, and one bottle of
beer.

Jeffery drank nothing. He kept
refilling his brothers’ glasses, listened to them boasting about
their job and latest girlfriends, and nodded at the appropriate
places.

Both brothers were light
drinkers.

Jeffery helped Erbao stand up,
led him into Mom’s bedroom, and put a blanket over him.

He got Sanbao into his own
bedroom, pulled out a thick quilt, the kind used in winter, and
rolled Sanbao in it, like pig in a blanket.

Jeffery tied both ends of the
quilt with bedsheets.

Sanbao woke up from his drunken
stupor. Sensing something was wrong, he tried to struggle. But
Jeffery sat on him and kept the cotton quilt over his face until
Sanbao stopped moving.

He’d suffocated.

Jeffery made sure Sanbao was
truly dead, then he went into the other bedroom, and did the same
thing to Erbao.

Erbao didn’t even make a
sound.

Too bad he didn’t get to use the
sawhorse this time. He’d made some improvements and had planned to
test it out on Erbao.

He cut both brothers into pieces
with a new deboning knife he’d bought. Erbao was cut into half at
the waist. Sanbao’s hands were cut off at the wrist. He kept the
hands and buried the rest.

Jeffery burned his brothers’
clothes in the wood-burning stove.

It was over so quickly. No trace
of his brothers remained.

Only the dark patches of wet
dirt on the floor reminded him of what he had done.


Chapter
Eight

 Jeffrey sits alone
in the room, the box with his Master’s remains on a low table in
front of him.

A servant brings in tea, reminisces
about the old Master. Jeffery hands over a big roll of cash to him,
suggests he take it for retirement.

Maybe they used Hong Kong
dollars for filming, but since he had no access to those, he had to
make do with renminbi. The thickness of a 100-yuan note was 0.09
mm. A ten-thousand-yuan wad was 0.9 cm. The roll in the movie was
at least five cm thick.

Fifty thousand yuan.

In the morning, Jeffery finally
had a use for Sanbao’s hands.

He had a simple breakfast:
pickled cucumber, carrots, and leftover peanuts from last
night.

He got out the belt from
Freckles, wrapped it around his left fist like a glove, and
masturbated.

Afterwards, he put on a pair of
gloves, the type used when spraying pesticides and chemicals in the
field. With the help of a wooden metre rule, he drew lines on a
piece of paper, yellowed with age, and he wrote a letter addressed
to his uncle.

He changed his handwriting. In
the letter, he threatened his uncle with a fate worse than death,
unless he paid 5,000 yuan. Details of the where and when were to
follow in another letter.

Jeffery put the letter in a
plastic bag, then added Sanbao’s severed hands. He sealed the
contents in a fertiliser bag, then put the entire bag into a bigger
one to prevent the smell and blood from leaking out.

He walked to town, to the
construction site where he used to work, waited until it was dark
and all the workers had left. Then he tossed the bag over the wall
and left.

Jeffery found an internet café,
the unlicensed type, and played there all night.
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