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"What’s his name?"

"Nathan. Nathan Jenkins Wu."

"Are you certain he's an OBU virgin?"

"Yes, I'm sure."

"Alright, keep close watch on him. Let’s hope he’s the one foretold by the prophecy. If so, we’d like to conclude this quickly."

"Let’s hope so."

Nathan sat alone, pretending to watch the girls' show, but his attention was fixed on a particular individual—a man he initially believed was a woman, an incredibly attractive one. Despite himself, he couldn’t get her out of his mind. Nathan was convinced he had seen her true face, along with everyone around her; if he had seen it once, he reasoned, he should be able to see it again. He concentrated, focusing with his mind’s eye, but when he opened his eyes, nothing had changed. Still, he kept watching her. To his surprise, she appeared to be reciprocating his gaze—each time he looked, she quickly diverted her eyes.  

This intrigued him. Why would a girl, disguised behind a male facade, be interested in a stranger like him? Nathan was eager to verify whether she truly wore a mask, or else he might be facing a more complicated problem than he anticipated.

Suddenly, a group of six young men entered the bar, speaking loudly and heading toward the girl’s table. Such influxes of rowdy patrons were common, but Nathan sensed something different. He had an instinctual feeling that they were dangerous—that they might hurt or kill someone. Although he couldn’t explain how he knew, he noted the bulges under their clothing, suspecting concealed weapons.

As the girl and her group caught sight of the newcomers, their reactions confirmed Nathan’s suspicion. Almost simultaneously, both groups revealed their weapons: the newcomers withdrew concealed knives, daggers, and short swords, while the girl and her friends sprang to their feet, lifting chairs and bottles in preparation for a fight.  

A chaos erupted. The bar was filled with shouts, screams, curses, and the shattering of glass. Nathan’s gaze remained fixed on the central figure—the girl—who clearly knew how to fight. However, her opponents were better armed and more skilled. They slashed and stabbed, blood flowing freely. Before long, Nathan witnessed his friends with bloody wounds—slashes and stab marks—fighting desperately as the violence threatened to end in their deaths.

He shifted his gaze, noticing the crowd backing away from the chaos, unwilling to interfere. The police were nowhere in sight; though some patrons had been calling on their phones, it was evident they wouldn’t arrive in time.  

Suddenly, the girl was thrown to the ground near Nathan’s position. For a moment, their eyes met—her piercing blue gaze locking with his. Within that instant, he saw her plea for help unmistakably. She was staring directly at him.  

Inexorably, Nathan acted. Somehow, his body seemed to move on its own, bypassing his conscious control. An attacker lunged at her with a short sword, aiming to strike her down. Nathan’s reflexes kicked in—his arm shot out, gripping the attacker’s wrist, twisting fiercely. From the scream that escaped the assailant, Nathan concluded he had dislocated multiple joints—shoulder, elbow, and wrist—though he had no conscious memory of executing such moves.  

A word erupted from his mouth: “Tai!”  

His body flicked forward at lightning speed, narrowly avoiding the next dagger, which whistled past him. In the same motion, he elbowed the attacker’s ribs, cracking them audibly. He lowered himself smoothly to the floor and kicked at another assailant, the sound of bones breaking indicating a long-term injury.  

It all felt surreal—like watching himself perform feats of combat, as if his consciousness had detached. Less than a minute had passed, yet he had neutralized all the attackers, leaving them writhing in pain.  

“Drop your weapons! Hands in the air, or we will shoot!”  

Nathan lifted his head. A police squad had arrived, guns aimed straight at him. Looking around, he saw the girl and her friends were gone. Slowly, he raised his hands in surrender.  

The officers closed in, handcuffing him.  

“Nathan, what happened?” Gary’s voice broke through the chaos as he moved toward him. A police officer pushed him back.  

“This must be a mistake, officer.”  

“Back off,” the officer commanded, raising his weapon, forcing Gary to step back. Moments later, Nathan was pushed out of the bar, shoved into a police van, and driven away.  

Within minutes, the van arrived at a high-walled compound. Nathan, unsurprised, reminded himself that this was still OBU territory. Without a word

He was silently dragged out of the van and pushed through a long corridor, eventually into a room. Nathan was forced into a metal chair, his hands cuffed behind his back—he could feel the cold metal biting into his wrists. The cuffs seemed to be attached to the chair itself, limiting any movement. He tried to shift the chair, but realized it was bolted firmly to the concrete floor.

Without a word, the officers escorting him stepped out. The heavy metal door clanged shut behind them, plunging Nathan into a silent, cold, and highly secure cell. He scanned the room and deduced it was an interrogation chamber—likely monitored from behind the large one-way glass on the opposite wall, where unseen observers watched his every move.

Nathan couldn’t believe how quickly his life had spiralled into chaos. As he gazed vacantly at the glass, his mind drifted back—not just to yesterday, but to what everyone insisted was fifteen years ago.  

Nathan entered the bakery in silence, ignoring Amy altogether. Behind the counter, he quietly changed into his uniform, then stepped out to stand beside Amy.  

"What’s wrong, Nathan?" Amy asked softly, observing him carefully.  

Nathan stared past her, through the door, his mind elsewhere. He didn't respond immediately. Instead, he spoke quietly: "Sorry for being rude, Amy... Cathy sent me a message this morning. She’s breaking up with me."  

Amy blinked in shock. "What? She broke up with you via text?" Her voice rose slightly before she caught herself. "I’m sorry..."  

Nathan laughed bitterly. "Yeah, Cathy’s pretty tech-savvy, even with breakups."  

He paused, then added, "The worst part is—that she said I’m too polite, too gentle. That I’ve become boring. She wants someone rough, a ‘real’ man." His tone was heavy with irony. "Who would’ve thought that being ‘too gentle’ could be the reason for a breakup?"  

Amy gently pushed a strand of her short brown hair from her face, her expression softening. "Nathan, not all girls are like Cathy. Many actually like a gentle man—that’s what makes someone a gentleman."  

Nathan forced a bitter smile. "Thanks, Amy. I appreciate that..."  

Before he could finish, two guys burst through the door.  

"Hey, Amy," Dave said, turning to Nathan. "Is it true Cathy broke up with you?"  

"Yeah," Nathan replied, surprised. "But how did you find out so fast?"  

Gary, tall and slender at six-foot-two, leaned against the counter, steadied himself. "It’s all over Facebook. Everyone knows already."  

Nathan nodded silently, processing the news.  

Dave looked at Amy briefly before turning back to Nathan. "We kind of knew Cathy was online dating. It’s not really a shock."  

"What?! You knew she was seeing other guys all along? Why didn’t you tell me? I thought you were my friends."  

Gary shook his head slowly, his words slightly slurred from last night’s drinking—or maybe the morning. "We didn’t want to hurt your feelings..."  

Before he finished, Dave cut him off. "Nathan, forget about Cathy. She’s just another girl. Tonight, I’m taking you to a party. I’ll introduce you to some new people—plenty of girls out there. It’s time for a fresh start."  

Nathan shook his head, feeling overwhelmed. All he wanted was to escape—away from everyone and everything.  

"Amy, I can’t take this anymore... I need to leave." He turned to Dave and Gary. "Get out of my way. I thought you were my friends."  

Without hesitation, he headed toward the back room. As he left, he heard Amy calling after him.  

"No worries, Nathan. Leave everything to me. Just go. I’m so sorry about everything today."  
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Nathan attempted to walk in a straight line. It was late, yet the bustling streets remained crowded. He couldn’t recall the last time he’d been drunk. Cathy’s face flickered in and out of his swirling thoughts, her mesmerizing eyes haunting his mind. Despite having just consumed large quantities of alcohol, his stomach felt hollow and empty.

Since entering the dating scene at fifteen, Nathan had experienced his share of breakups, but never like this. Cathy was his first serious relationship, and they had been together since starting university two years ago. Everyone, including himself, believed they were a perfect match and genuinely happy. Yet, countless questions swirled in his hazy mind. Why would she do this to him? Why...

Turning the corner, Nathan noticed an unusually dressed man sitting beside a board game. Over the past week, he’d seen this man set out the same game in roughly the same spot each day. The man was clad in a long blue robe—a peculiar choice in the hot weather—and his long hair was tied back into a ponytail. Next to him, there was a note written in both Chinese and English: “It costs ten dollars to play. The prize is one thousand dollars if you beat me at the game. You may choose to play as black or white.”

As the Taoist prepared to pack up the game, Nathan croaked, “Wait a moment, Master Taoist... I challenge you.”

“Oh, I see,” the Taoist replied calmly, glancing at him. “It’s quite late. Why don’t you come back tomorrow?”

“I don’t want to come back tomorrow. Here’s my money.” Nathan fished out a twenty-dollar bill.

“I don’t think it’s fair to play the game tonight,” the Taoist declined, refusing the money.

Nathan waved the bill in front of him. “Are you afraid of me? You know I’ll beat you at your own game. We have to play tonight—right here, right now.”

“What’s your name?” the Taoist asked.

“Nathan. Just Nathan.”

“Alright, Nathan. I’ll play with you, but not here. If you’re serious, you’ll have to come to my place.”

“That sounds fine,” Nathan said, voice less clear than before, staggering slightly.

“It’s a long walk. Are you sure you’re up for it?”

“The farther from the city, the better. Lead the way.” Nathan moved forward, weaving after the Taoist as they left the bustling streets behind.

Nathan tried to maintain a straight line as he followed. They had been walking for quite a while—essentially along the waterfront, passing each bay. Occasionally glancing over his shoulder, he could still make out the Opera House and Harbour Bridge. Yet, the surroundings felt unfamiliar—more bushes and dense forest than he remembered near The Rocks. His spinning head made it hard to think clearly.

He lost track of time; they might have walked for an hour or even three. He didn’t care. It was a relief to be so far from his chaotic life, leaving the mess behind.

Eventually, they stopped in front of a humble straw-roofed hut nestled within the forest. Nathan didn’t question the forest’s proximity—after all, there was no forest within walking distance of central Sydney. The Taoist slid open the wooden door, struck a match to light two candles, and beckoned Nathan inside.

The interior was surprisingly spacious—roughly the size of a four-bedroom house. No internal walls divided the space; instead, the entire interior was a single large hall furnished with simple wooden tables and chairs. The Taoist placed his bag on the packed clay floor and lit a log campfire in one corner, hanging a kettle over the flames.

“Nathan,” he asked, “how did you come to learn about Weiqi (Go)?”  

Nathan sank into a nearby chair, his legs stiff and sore from the long walk. After taking a deep breath, he responded, “I study ancient Eastern philosophy at university, with a focus on Taoism. That’s how I became interested in Weiqi.”  

The Taoist smiled gently. “Studying Taoism?” he acknowledged. “What drew you to it?”  

“There’s no particular reason,” Nathan replied simply. “I just enjoy it.”  

The Taoist then placed two mugs on the table. “Would you like some green tea? I think it could do you some good.”  

“Yes, please. Thank you,” Nathan replied with a gentle smile. “Master, it seems your real intention isn’t just about playing Weiqi, is it?”  

As they settled into their seats, each holding a mug of tea, the Taoist spoke softly: “Nathan, you’re perceptive. I am indeed here to find those who are seeking Tao—the Way.”  Nathan took a sip of the green tea, feeling it clear his mind somewhat. 

“Master,” he asked cautiously, “are you looking for a student to teach me about Taoist magic?”

“Magic? There is no such thing in Taoism,” the Taoist replied calmly. “Is that what you’ve learned in your classes?”

“Oh, not in my classes,” Nathan admitted. “But I’ve read stories and legends about Taoist magic—the stories of immortal Taoists and their extraordinary powers.”

“Glad to hear it,” the Taoist said softly. “Nathan, tell me, what do you know about Taoism?”

Nathan placed his mug down and looked directly at him. “Master, what is your name?”

The Taoist paused thoughtfully. “Wuwei. My name is Wuwei.”

“Wuwei?” Nathan echoed. “Isn’t that the fundamental Taoist principle of non-action or effortless action?”

“Yes,” Wuwei nodded. “But it’s more nuanced than simply doing nothing. Wuwei means following the natural flow of the universe—resolving conflicts without force, accepting people as they are without judgment, and embracing change as an inevitable part of life. I could explain further, but I hope that gives you some idea.”

“Okay, Master Wuwei,” Nathan said, his tone slightly more focused. “I’ve learned some about Taoism. In the Tao Te Ching, Laozi, or the Old Master, said that the greatest sages accomplish their work effortlessly. Is this what you’re talking about?”

“Yes,” Wuwei replied. “Effortlessness is the result of deep understanding and mastery—knowing when to act and when to yield. It’s a subtle art. Anyway, that’s enough philosophy for now. Nathan, did you just break up with your girlfriend?”

“How could you tell?” Nathan asked, surprised.

“It’s not hard to see,” Wuwei said softly. “The alcohol was a giveaway, and I can tell that’s unusual for you—drinking like that. Given your age and background, it’s likely related to relationship issues.”

Nathan sighed heavily. “She broke up with me this morning via text. Said I’m too gentle and polite, and she wants to be with someone rough—someone who’s a ‘real man’. Honestly, what’s wrong with this world?”

Wuwei sipped his tea, contemplating before speaking. “There’s always a mixture of right and wrong in the world. Tell me, what do you think is wrong?”

Nathan hesitated. “For starters, I behaved like a gentleman, and yet she wants the opposite—she wants to be treated badly. Don’t you think there’s something wrong with her?”

Wuwei didn't reply immediately. He sipped his tea before slowly saying, “Nathan, maybe she doesn’t want gentle treatment—maybe that’s not what she really seeks. You shouldn’t judge her based solely on your perspective.”

Nathan clenched his fists briefly. “Let’s just say she’s a slut. I’ve been faithful during our entire two-year relationship, but she’s been sleeping with other men behind my back—meeting guys online.”

“Faithfulness is a personal choice, Nathan. You can’t force her to behave differently; she has her own rights and choices,” Wuwei said calmly. “And let’s move beyond that—yes, does she truly have many lovers?”

“Yes,” Nathan said dismissively. “That’s why I call her a slut. Women are usually more cautious about choosing partners—they’re wired to select the best genes for their children. Slutty behaviour goes against her nature, so it’s wrong.”

“Perhaps,” Wuwei acknowledged, “but if she’s choosing that lifestyle without wanting children, then there’s no inherent wrongdoing in her choices. The problem, perhaps, is your judgment.”

Nathan scoffed. “And what about the risks of disease? She’s endangering herself—abusing her body. That’s wrong, isn’t it?”

“From a Taoist perspective,” Wuwei said softly, “she’s an adult and free to make her own choices. There’s a subtlety here, comparing her actions to yours. Using your body to get drunk is a similar form of self-expression. There’s no absolute right or wrong in Taoism; it all depends on perspective.”

Nathan frowned, frustrated. “That’s the part I can’t understand—how something can be both right and wrong. Surely, some things are just... wrong.”

“Indeed, some actions feel wrong from one perspective and right from another,” Wuwei said gently. “People see others’ actions through their own beliefs and feelings. Your view is shaped by your pain—you see her as wrong because she hurt you. From her point of view, she’s simply choosing her path, avoiding further hurt.”

Nathan, usually confident in debates, found himself at a loss tonight—probably the effect of the alcohol clouding his thoughts. He decided to shift his approach.

“Alright,” he said, voice slightly unsteady, “let’s talk about what’s wrong with modern women. Honestly, there are very few genuine women left in this world. Western girls are becoming more and more like men—they don’t know how to cook, sew, or maintain traditional skills. They swear, drink, smoke, and try to equal men in every way. That’s wrong.”

Wuwei smiled gently, listening attentively. 

“Nathan,” he replied calmly, “I don’t want to argue about feminism. But your comments are all from a man’s perspective. A woman—if asked—might say she dreams of a traditional man: someone who hunts, fishes, builds with his hands, who’s silent about his feelings and perhaps even rough. From her point of view, very few real men remain in the modern world. The only constant is that change is inevitable. To adapt, we must evolve ourselves.”

Nathan hesitated, then decided it was best to step back from the social debate. “I don’t want to discuss this anymore. Should we just start the game?”

Wuwei nodded gently. “Do you still wish to play?”

Nathan hesitated, then nodded slowly, feeling the weight of the day’s frustrations and confusion settle over him.

“Very well,” said Wuwei, a knowing look in his eyes. “Let’s begin.”
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After drinking the green tea, Nathan felt his mind clear significantly. “Maybe another time. Master Wuwei, I’ve always been interested in learning how to fight—Kung Fu and all that. Could you teach me?”

Wuwei looked at Nathan thoughtfully for a moment. “Is that all you young Westerners think about when it comes to Chinese people? That everyone knows martial arts?”

“Oh, no, of course not,” Nathan replied quickly. “And I actually know more about Chinese culture than most—way more than other ‘white kids,’ I’d say. Master Wuwei, I know Taoists often practice Tai Chi; it’s part of your meditation and training to attain Tao. Please, teach me something about Tai Chi.”

Wuwei studied him for a second. “If you’ve studied Taoism, you should understand that Tai Chi isn’t meant for fighting. It’s primarily a meditative practice.”

“But I’ve also heard that some forms of Tai Chi can be used in combat, right?”

“Yes, some styles can be employed in fighting. However, mastering them requires years of dedicated meditation and training. It’s not something that can be learned overnight.”

Nathan kneeled in the traditional salute of a Chinese student towards his master, a move he had learned through his studies. “Please, Master Wuwei—just a little instruction on combat Tai Chi. I promise I’ll practice it throughout my life.”

Wuwei paused. “In that case, I need to assess whether you have the potential to learn Tai Chi. While anyone can learn it, those with a natural aptitude often progress much faster. The key is your understanding of Tao—the Way. Now, put your elbows on the table and position your palms at shoulder width, facing each other.”

Nathan obeyed.

“Imagine your palms are two magnets. Can you feel their attraction?”

Nathan concentrated, visualizing magnets affixed to the backs of his hands. Gradually, he sensed his palms moving toward each other effortlessly, without conscious muscle effort.

Wuwei smiled. “Good. Now, imagine the magnets are repelling each other, and alternate between attraction and repulsion.”

To Nathan’s amazement, his palms began moving towards and away from each other, entirely controlled by his mind.

After a moment, Wuwei nodded. “That’s a simple exercise to demonstrate meditation and mind control. Now, let’s proceed with the basic steps of a Tai Chi session.”

For hours—so many that Nathan lost track—he learned how to harness his focus, moving his body through the power of his mind rather than his muscles. Just as his stomach began to rumble with hunger, Wuwei produced some dried fruit and poured a little rice wine. Upon drinking, Nathan found his thirst and hunger vanished.

Finally, Wuwei declared, “That’s enough for today. I’m going to prepare some rice porridge. Would you like some? I’m quite hungry, and I imagine you are too.”

Nathan, now aware of his own hunger, nodded. “Yes, I would. Thank you.”

He watched as Wuwei hung a pot over the log fire and added rice and water. Soon, the fragrant aroma of steaming porridge filled the air. Nathan, feeling increasingly exhausted, fought to keep his eyes open, his head lowering toward the table...

“Nathan, wake up—your porridge is ready,” Wuwei called.

Nathan blinked awake, noticing the sunlight streaming through the window. He must have drifted off a long while. Embarrassed, he said, “Sorry, I must have fallen asleep.” He checked his watch.

“Master Wuwei, I really need to leave now or I’ll be late for work. I appreciate your hospitality—and your teachings on Tai Chi. Will I be able to see you again?”

“Unfortunately, I’m leaving this city today,” Wuwei replied.

“Will you be back? Or—will I see you again?”

Wuwei paused. “I’m not certain. But you’ve learned the basics of Tai Chi meditation. Practice it in your own time. With persistence, you will progress and eventually achieve enlightenment.”

“I will. Thank you again.” Nathan raised his left palm over his right fist in a respectful bow, replicating a traditional Chinese Kung Fu salute, then turned and left the hut.

He walked through the sparse woods, which consisted of only a few trees. It struck him how alcohol could distort one’s perception—last night, he’d thought he was walking through a dense forest. As he reached the edge of the grove, he realized he was not far from the waterfront. A question formed in his mind: how could Master Wuwei have built a hut in such a small patch of bush? But he didn’t dwell on it—he was in a hurry to get back to the bakery.

The scenery wasn’t as he remembered from last night’s drunken walk; the Rocks, normally bustling with thousands of locals and tourists around the Opera House and Harbour Bridge, now appeared eerily deserted. Besides a few road-cleaning vehicles and a handful of gardeners, there was not a single person in sight. Nathan looked around, confused—what could have caused such a sudden emptiness? But he didn’t linger on the thought for long. Instead, he quickened his pace toward the bakery, eager to avoid being late.

It was Sunday morning—the busiest time for the bakery—but oddly, there were no customers. The girl behind the counter was not Amy.

“Excuse me,” Nathan asked, stepping closer. “You must be new here. Where’s Amy?”

“I’m not that new,” she replied with a small smile. “I’ve been working here almost a year. Who is Amy?”

Nathan took a step back, glancing at the storefront to confirm he had arrived at the right place. His mind still foggy from last night’s alcohol, he hesitated. The bakery was Croissant Classic—the same shop where he’d worked for over two years. After a moment, he looked at her again. “I’m Nathan. I’ve been here for the last two years. How come I’ve never seen you before?”

“Wait—Nathan? Hang on... don’t tell me you’re the Nathan.”

“What are you talking about?” Nathan frowned.

She studied him intently for a moment before her eyes widened. “The first day I started working here, I was told about a guy named Nathan who used to work here, but he disappeared one day—fifteen years ago. His body was never found. Everyone, even the police, believed he was dead. So, are you telling me you’re him? The Nathan who worked here and vanished fifteen years ago?”

Nathan’s stomach clenched. “What? I never disappeared. I was here just yesterday.”

He then noticed the calendar hanging on the wall. His eyes widened as the truth dawned on him—the girl had told the truth: now it was 2028. Fifteen years had truly passed since he last worked here.
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Nathan was left reeling, unsure of what to think. How could this be possible? Was he still dreaming, or perhaps lingering under the residual effects of last night’s alcohol? Glancing at the girl’s suspicious expression, he realized that any explanation at this moment would be futile.

"Sorry," he stammered, "I think I made a mistake—wrong address." Without waiting for a response, he hurried away, but her voice lingered behind him, as if she were speaking to herself. 

"He’s probably too drunk to remember his own name."

Nathan nearly broke into a run as he approached the spot where he had stayed the night before. Pushing through a thicket of slender trees, he found no hut—only a lone picnic table with two attached benches. 

Had he hallucinated everything yesterday? Was the Taoist character merely a product of his drunken mind? Nathan sat on the bench, deep in thought, pondering whether anyone would believe his story. 

After some reflection, he concluded it would be wisest to tell others he had suffered an accident that wiped out his memories from the past fifteen years. That was almost the truth, after all. With this decision made, he resolved to head home first; his parents must be worried after all this time.

Nathan boarded a bus, paying with cash since his SmartRider card was useless. Fortunately, the bus routes hadn’t changed much, although he was surprised by the sparse number of passengers. He longed to understand why, yet he kept silent—unsure whether he could trust anyone with what had happened. 

Peering through the window, he noted another detail: the city looked remarkably cleaner than he remembered. Perhaps the reduced population was part of the reason. The landscape was largely unchanged—familiar buildings stood silent and unaltered, eerily consistent with how they appeared fifteen years ago.

Once outside his childhood home, Nathan pressed the doorbell, but no one answered. Frustrated, he slipped past the side fence and entered the backyard through the gate. This overgrown yard was unrecognizable. His mother’s garden had always been tidy; now, weeds ran unchecked. 

At the far side of the yard, he saw his mother seated beneath the pergola, staring blankly at the chaos around her. Her hair was pure white. She was elderly—considering she had given birth to Nathan when she was forty, and adding fifteen years to her age, she was probably in her mid-seventies. Moving closer, Nathan felt a pang of guilt for not visiting more often.

"Mom, how have you been?" he asked softly as he approached.

Suddenly, she jolted as if struck by lightning. Her body trembled, and she turned sharply. 

"Nathan? Is it really you? My boy... my Nathan has finally returned."

Nathan bent down and embraced her frail frame. 

“Yes, it’s me,” he whispered.

Tears welled in her eyes as she clung tightly to him, as if afraid he’d vanish again. 

“Where have you been all these years, Nathan?”

“Mom, it’s complicated. I’ll tell you later. But first, where’s Dad?”

Her voice broke as she continued, “Nathan, we all thought you were dead. Your father passed away five years ago...”  

Nathan’s stomach clenched. He couldn’t believe it. His relationship with his father had been strained; he’d thought him a complete idiot, constantly saying stupid things. Now, the man was gone. He realized there was so much he never truly understood about his father.

“Have you eaten yet, Nate? Would you like me to make you a sandwich?” she asked, walking toward the house.

“Yes, I’m starving,” Nathan replied, taking a seat on a high stool next to the counter while she prepared a hefty sandwich with lettuce, tomato, cheese, and ham.  

He watched her, the tears threatening again. 

“Where have you been all these years? Why didn’t you contact us?” she asked, passing him a large glass of milk.

“I honestly don’t know,” he admitted between bites. “I woke up this morning convinced that fifteen years had just disappeared. I have no memory of what I did or where I was during all that time.” It was the truth—except for the Taoist figure, which he’d keep to himself. No one would believe that story.

His mother looked worried but happy to see her son safe. 

“Maybe an accident caused your memory loss. Still, I’m so grateful you’re home now.”

“Me too, Mom. I should’ve come back more often before...” he trailed off, savouring his meal.

Afterward, Nathan tidied up and brewed two cups of tea. Sitting in the living room, he hesitated before asking, 

“Mom, how did Dad pass away?” Nathan finally asked.

“Lung cancer,” she replied softly. “He smoked far too much for many years.”

“Did he suffer in the end?” Nathan pressed, feeling a heaviness settle in his chest.

“No, he didn’t,” she said quietly, sipping her tea. “Five years ago, he went to the doctor for something unrelated, and they discovered the cancer by chance. Nathan, he was so heartbroken over losing you that he lost the will to live. He refused treatment and passed away a few months later.”

Nathan’s mind flooded with conflicting feelings. His relationship with his father had been strained since high school, worsened by their differences—his father wanted him to study medicine, but Nathan chose philosophy instead. He moved out right after high school and barely saw his parents during university, onwards into his mysterious disappearance.

Nathan's father was a skilled immigrant who came to Australia from China in the 1990s. He worked for a company, and Nathan's mother worked there as well; the two later met and married. Nathan’s maternal ancestors were among the first immigrants from Britain to Sydney, so he was raised in a family with a blend of Eastern and Western cultures. Nathan’s father worked hard all his life and never uttered a single swear word in front of Nathan. He always
























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Out of Body Universe






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





