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1.

The system felt too embarrassed and just abandoned me in this world.

I was first reborn as a tree, then turned into a flower. Sometimes after dying, I would be reborn as a hawk, sometimes as a human, basically nothing was fixed.

Gradually I discovered that every time I died, this world would automatically restart.

The restart time wasn't fixed either, but it never exceeded New Year's Eve of the third year of Dai City — which is also the wedding night of that exorcist.

Oh, I get it now... So I'm immortal and indestructible!

What a hassle!

2.

Er Niu, what do you think of the Big Ox Village next door?

In this life, my old man sat cross-legged, leisurely nibbling on melon seeds, talking while spitting the shells everywhere.

Hmph, how ridiculous.

This time I was reborn as a daughter of a poor peasant family. I treated farming as the top priority, from gathering herbs to small trading, I did anything that made money. It took great effort to support this whole family of old and young, who were starving and poorly clothed, making them plump and fair, yet that rotten old man wanted to marry me off!

He acted like he was asking my opinion, but the betrothal money was already in his pocket long ago.

What bad luck! I'm tired, let everything be destroyed! Tonight I'll jump into the big river and be done with it.

Having made up my mind, I didn't bother arguing with him anymore. I sneaked into the pen, grabbed a chicken, and fled up the mountain, planning to have a roast chicken meal before dying.

Living in this world, eating and drinking are the most important things. Butchering a chicken was as easy as turning my hand for me. I skillfully cleaned the plump hen, brushed on my homemade sauce, and lit a fire to roast it.

Shuce

Drip drop...

Chicken fat dripped onto the fire with a sizzling sound, and the rich aroma instantly spread far and wide. I took a sniff, the taste was just right, just needed to sprinkle some chili powder to make it perfect.

Just as I was busy, a sharp, sour voice suddenly sounded beside me:

It smells so good, can you share a drumstick with me?

My whole body stiffened, a chill ran up my spine. Following the sound, I saw a weasel with a human-like body but an animal face. It was sitting under the big tree next to me, its nose sniffing non-stop.

Oh well, it's just a demon. Even if it eats me, at most I'll restart in the next life. I'm about to face death anyway.

Hey, here you go.

I tore off a chicken drumstick and threw it to it. The weasel immediately beamed, clasped its hands, and bowed to me:

Good miss, truly a good miss! But hey... tell me, if I roast a miss, would she be as delicious as this?

The weasel's voice turned gloomy. As it lowered its head, its eyes flashed with a few cunning, eerie glints, then it suddenly opened its bloody mouth wide to its ears and lunged straight at me.

I stood still without moving, thinking to myself: I've never tried being gnawed to death by a demon, I wonder what it's like.

Bang!

At that moment, a talisman floated down from the sky and exploded right on the weasel's face.

Argh!

The weasel let out a strange, pained roar and then panicked, trying to flee.

I looked in the direction the talisman came from. Someone was standing with their back to the sun, floating in midair so I couldn't see their face clearly. They wore an elegant blue Daoist robe, the hem fluttering without wind.

Uh... this feeling looks familiar.

That seemed to be my target — that cold-blooded, ruthless exorcist. What a coincidence to meet him here.

I turned to leave but was suddenly called back by him.

What a hassle! Seeing him reminds me of the utter failures in all three previous attempts. Forget it, let this world be destroyed right now!

So I charged straight at the weasel.

The weasel thought I was the exorcist's reinforcement, so it swung a claw straight at my head.

Perfect! The world before me instantly collapsed and vanished.

Just a second later, I was reborn as a heroic man!

3.

I really turned into a heroic man, both arms covered in thick hair that could be braided, and I was holding a large saber.

While I was dazed, someone smacked me on the shoulder with the flat of a blade:

Hu Ba! What the hell are you spacing out for, hurry up and pack the stuff!

What stuff?

I snapped back to reality and looked around the mountain path. A group of men holding bright torches, some carrying chests and boxes, others carrying weeping women.

Ah... So in this life, I'm a bandit?

Maybe I should just slit my own throat and be done with it.

Just as I was thinking, I saw another bandit drag a child out of a carriage, raising his saber to strike.

To be honest, I don't enjoy watching people get killed right in front of me.

Hey! I hurried over and shouted, Big brother, if you kill him, you'll have to bury him. Why not force him to write a letter home and demand a ransom? Isn't that better?

The little one covered his head, trembling violently under the blade.

The bandit glanced at me and nodded: Good idea, spare his life for now. Take him and lock him in the shed.

Alright, now I can slit my own throat and leave.

The blade was just at my neck — this spot is good, the blood will surely spurt high into the sky.

Excellent!

But before I could act, my sleeve was gently tugged by someone.

I looked down, the child with tearful eyes, trembling, clutching the hem of my pants:

Good... good uncle, where is my mother?

Good uncle...

I scratched my chin with the tip of the blade. I thought, when the world collapses, the mother and son reuniting would be a happy ending.

Here, hold on, I'll take you to find her.

I bent down, using my strong arms to scoop up the sobbing child, and walked toward the bandits' stronghold.

When I asked where the captured women were being held, a monkey-like, sinister-faced guy made a teasing gesture and jerked his chin toward the chief's large room.

Tsk... The boss is already having a taste. He held up four fingers, his lecherous grin so disgusting that drool was almost dripping: It'll be our turn soon.

I closed my eyes and ignored it, again wanting to draw my saber and slit my throat.

The child beside me sniffled softly, not daring to cry out loud, his small shoulders heaving continuously.

I've been reborn many times, whenever I encounter trouble, I just close my eyes and let go. I've never let myself be burdened by anyone.

Well then, I'll make an exception this once.

Knowing the women had just been taken into the large room, I set the child down, sneaked to the backyard, and set the kitchen on fire.

Oh no! Someone's broken in and set a fire!

The house is on fire!

I yelled at the top of my lungs, sending all the bandits scrambling with basins and buckets to put out the fire.

The chief, bare-chested and not even having taken off his pants, ran out flustered to ask me what was going on.

My lying skills are top-notch. I immediately claimed to have seen an arsonist fleeing down the mountain.

In the dead of night, not even a ghost in sight, the chief didn't have time to think much and hurriedly led his men in the direction I pointed.

The women were locked in a small room with a guard, so I couldn't free them right away. I shoved the child into the room and again raised the saber to cut my own throat.

This time I failed again, because a flesh-and-blood person suddenly appeared before me — that child instantly transformed into the exorcist!

Eyebrows sharp as swords, eyes bright as stars, still the same appearance from years ago.

Uh... Actually, I don't really remember what he looked like back then. Having been reborn so many times, I've even forgotten his name.

And the reason I recognized him?

It's because the system was afraid that someone as face-blind as me would target the wrong person, so it marked him. Normally, within a 10-meter radius around him, I can sense it immediately.

I don't know why, but in the last two lives, I keep running into him.

This is just the worst luck!

4.

Clang!

The exorcist flicked his finger, knocking the large saber out of my hand. My arm went numb, and the blade immediately fell to the ground.

The guards outside heard the noise and rushed in. Seeing a young man suddenly appear in the room, they were all extremely surprised.

But surprised as they were, they still raised their sabers and charged at him.

In an instant, the women's cries and the men's shouts filled the air with chaos.

This scene happened so fast that before I could recover, the exorcist had already lightly broken a bandit's arm and then grabbed me by the collar:

Come with me!

I flailed my arms and kicked wildly. This body was much more muscular than his, yet being dragged by him, I had no strength to resist.

You recognize me!

No wonder I always taste bitter defeat in my attempts. Damn it, this guy can actually see through my soul!

Panicked, I quickly kicked at him:

Let me go, or I'll skin you alive!

Unexpectedly, my fighting power was far inferior to his; this threat posed no danger at all.

At this moment, the remaining brothers in the stronghold also surrounded us, brandishing sabers and axes, some even carrying hoes.

Now I can't commit suicide, I just hope these people will give me a quick slash.

So I yelled: Brothers! I, Hu Ba, would rather be a broken jade than a whole tile, don't hold back for my sake!

Oh, I forgot, these guys are illiterate, how could they understand my fancy words.

They just surrounded me and the exorcist in the middle. It seemed their goal was to kill the exorcist, and if they accidentally killed me too, they wouldn't care.

The exorcist's voice came from above, chillingly cold. One hand tightened on the back of my neck:

You're really determined to die, aren't you?

Of course I want to die! When I die, heaven and earth perish together, I love this world-destroying game!

I struggled and thrashed: If you can really kill me, I'll thank you!

As I spoke, a bandit swung his saber at me. I immediately pushed my stomach closer to his blade.

The exorcist quickly pulled me away, his face dark and gloomy: If you want to die so badly, I'll send you off!

With that, the strength in his fingers suddenly increased.

With a crack, my cervical spine shattered.

It hurts so much!

Before the cry of pain could leave my mouth, blood mixed with air bubbles surged from my chest, hot and streaming down my chin, soaking my collar.

I was dead.

But this time, the world didn't restart.

Because the exorcist used some secret technique to firmly capture my soul, and I watched helplessly as he sealed me into a gourd.

From inside, I could see everything happening outside, but no matter how much I pounded the gourd, I couldn't escape.

So it's not that whenever I die, the world automatically resets; my soul must enter the natural cycle of reincarnation!

But... how did he know this?

And what exactly does he want with my soul?
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5.

Hey, exorcist brother, in one life we once grew up together bathing in the rain, how can you lock me up like this?

Under the clear moonlight, the exorcist quietly added wood to the fire, not paying me the slightest attention.

Hmph, is this cold and aloof image really in fashion these days?

With nothing to do to him inside the gourd, I could only mutter to myself:

Let me out! Let me out now!

Keep making noise...

So what if I'm noisy? If you're tough, come in here and hit me, come on in!

I was extremely aggrieved. Thinking back over my past lives, I've never suffered such resentment.

He then stuck a talisman directly onto the gourd.

The talisman seemed to have soundproofing abilities; after that, no matter how much I yelled, he didn't even raise an eyebrow.

So annoying! I kicked the wall of the gourd, but it didn't help.

Over the next few days, he continuously subdued several demons, devouring their demon cores to convert into his own cultivation. No wonder this guy was so strong, he was taking shortcuts.

I pouted, suddenly remembering that it was already the third year of Dai City.

This year, the exorcist would fall in love with a little rabbit spirit. On New Year's Eve of the third year of Dai City, he and the rabbit spirit would become husband and wife.

What a brilliant plan!

That rabbit spirit is naive and foolish; I can definitely trick her into opening the gourd.

That day, the exorcist arrived at a small village.

I focused my gaze outside, oh strange, I know this place! I was once a cow here. A three-year-old cow in its prime, living together with a boy named Ergou.

But back then, I died by the second year of Dai City, so I don't know how the boy ended up. But never mind, when I die, this world just restarts anyway.

Ergou, your cow ate my young wheat sprouts yesterday, pay up!

While pondering, I saw four or five strong men surrounding and shoving a young man.

To be honest, my face-blindness made me unable to recognize if he was the boy from back then, but it probably wasn't far off. So in this life, the cow didn't die early, but Ergou's life still wasn't any better.

I noticed a trace of angry resentment between his brows, and couldn't help but wonder: In that other life, the boy's temperament was very gentle; faced with this situation, he would definitely not get angry like this. Moreover, the villagers here were cunning and wouldn't usually act directly without reason.

If I can't figure it out, I'll just take my time.

The exorcist seemed to read my thoughts; he tore off the talisman and spoke.

I didn't bother to talk to him, just curled up and meditated inside the gourd.

Suddenly, I thought of a very tricky problem: What if this exorcist never meets that little rabbit spirit? Then how long would I have to be trapped in this broken gourd?

The exorcist walked over to Ergou, asked about the details of the story, then took out silver to settle everything peacefully.

Ergou couldn't quite believe his eyes; the murderous aura on his face softened a bit. He scratched his head, standing there with an awkward smile: Thank you, thank you, Daoist.

Ergou rubbed his hands together and asked shyly: Daoist, is there anything I can do for you?

I just help when I see injustice. I can see from your appearance that your nature is pure; if you keep this essence, you will surely be blessed in the future.

The exorcist took out some more silver and handed it to him.

This time Ergou absolutely refused to take it; the resentment on his face completely disappeared, and he waved his hands repeatedly: No, no! I will remember your words well.

After waving goodbye to Ergou, the exorcist carried me off again, heading who knows where.

And now he's pretending to read faces. Cut the act, what the hell do you know besides exorcising demons! I couldn't hold back my anger and started taunting.

If lying to him once can help him avoid being consumed by resentment later, what's wrong with that?

Heh heh. I sneered, If he ever harms the human world, I'll directly destroy this entire world, everything returns to the starting point, no need for you to waste so many words.

The exorcist raised the gourd and shook it, looking at me with a helpless gaze, yet also as if lost in thought: Truly incomprehensible.

You hateful man!

Seeing his face so close, I angrily threw a punch, but of course, it didn't even touch a hair on him.

If you've got the guts, let me out, and I'll beat you until your own mother wouldn't recognize you! Wait for the next life, I'll definitely train like crazy to beat you to death!

This time, he didn't stick the soundproof talisman on but silently hung the gourd back on his waist:

Then you just stay obediently in this gourd for the rest of your life.

6.

An City.

I looked at the two characters on the city gate and read them aloud.

To outsiders, this gourd doesn't seem transparent, but I inside can see everything outside clearly.

The name An City sounds really familiar. Familiar but with no concrete impression, which only proves one thing: I didn't live here for more than a few days.

And that makes sense, because in almost every life, I think of ways to commit suicide. I've experienced all kinds of deaths. But every time I die, I end up being reborn.

So annoying, can't I just get a complete death!

When the exorcist entered the inner city, it was already dusk. He stopped at a wonton shop for a bowl, then carried me straight to a finely carved red mansion.

The red mansion was decorated with countless colorful silk ribbons. Several seductively dressed courtesans leaned against the railing, constantly throwing flirtatious words and glances at passersby.

Oh my, so it's a brothel —

I was just about to curse the exorcist as a perverted lecher when a flash of light suddenly struck my mind, and I remembered why the name An City was so familiar.

In one life of rebirth, I became a young singing girl in An City. The original host was sold here by a madam, swore she would rather die than receive guests, and slammed her head against the wall to commit suicide. When she was half-dead, I entered her body.

After I woke up, the madam, afraid I would try to die again, directly tied my feet up. She said that when the wound on my head healed, she would find someone to take my virginity.

Before the wound healed, the madam sent a lecherous customer into the room. His belly was as fat as a basket, and he chuckled while pinching my chin to look me over.

I immediately pretended to be obedient. As soon as he untied me, I grabbed the scissors on the dressing table and dashed out.

I charged straight to the madam and stabbed the scissors right into her heart. The people in the building hadn't even reacted yet; by the time the doorman rushed in to grab the scissors, I was already running for my life.

I ran all the way up to the third floor. Without a moment's hesitation, I stabbed the scissors into my own chest and leaped out the window.

The wind roared in my ears. A moment later, I heard my skull crack. Then the sky and earth split, everything collapsed, and everything began to return to the starting point.

My memory stopped there. By then, the exorcist had already stepped through the brothel's main gate.

The plump madam came out to greet him: Is this your first time here, young master? Do you have any familiar girls?

It's this voice! I suddenly stood up, staring intently at the woman.

Xiangyun. I'm looking for her.

That's right, exactly! My stage name back then was Xiangyun!

How did this exorcist know that? Why did he bring me to this old place?

The madam paused for a moment, then immediately put on a commercial smile: What a pity, tonight is the Mid-Autumn Festival, and Xiangyun is already booked by a patron.

Her eyes darted around: There are still many unmarried girls in the building, why don't you choose someone else, young master?

The exorcist smiled and pulled out a heavy bag of silver, handing it to her:

One hundred taels.

The madam's eyes lit up at the sight of money, and she quickly snatched the bag and hung it on her hip. She smiled so wide that her white teeth were fully exposed: Oh, young master! Well then... Miss Xiangyun is upstairs, let me take you up right away!

The madam closed the door. The exorcist leisurely stepped inside.

Shuce

The room was simply furnished; at a glance, I saw a young girl tied hand and foot at the edge of the bed.

Mmm mmm...

The girl hung her head and sobbed, tears falling endlessly.

I looked at her, this feeling was so strange. I was once her, she was once me, yet now there is no connection between us.

Perhaps because I'm now in a soul form, I could faintly see a wisp of black energy around her. This black energy was probably the formation of resentment; along the way, everyone carried a little bit of it.

I've already redeemed you; come with me shortly.

Xiangyun continued to sob. The exorcist placed the gourd on the table and leisurely sat down on a nearby chair.

After we leave here, I'll take you home. I won't do anything to you.

The exorcist's voice was calm.

Only then did Xiangyun look up. She was very young, only about thirteen years old. Her cheeks still had the chubby baby fat, and the wound on her forehead was covered by a side fringe.

Why... why are you doing this... She choked, asking cautiously.

Because of a question. The exorcist's fingers tapped lightly on the table. This time you were lucky to escape, but if one day you wake up and find yourself still trapped in this place, what would you do?

I... Xiangyun hesitated for a moment, then her voice became extremely firm: I'd rather die! Even if I become a ghost, I will take revenge!

When she said these words, the black energy around her suddenly thickened noticeably, and her small face showed some viciousness.

The exorcist glanced at me but showed no intention of talking to me. He approached and untied Xiangyun:

Let's go, I'll take you home.

Xiangyun quickly knelt down to kowtow in thanks, but he sidestepped to avoid it: Don't waste time, hurry and pack your things.

Xiangyun was kidnapped and sold here, so she had no deed of sale, saving a lot of trouble.

So, he hired a carriage and drove through the night to take the little girl back to her hometown.

On the road, while holding the reins, he asked me: If I were Xiangyun, would I hate?
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Of course I would! I gritted my teeth, Just as I hate you in every life! Do you know what I did in that life? I sent that madam straight to heaven! So, when I'm reborn again, I'll personally stab you to death!

The exorcist was silent for a long time, then finally said: Truly incomprehensible.

I didn't bother to argue anymore. After all this fuss and he didn't even care, it was boring, so I just lay in the gourd watching the moon.

Driving non-stop, after two days he returned the little girl to her hometown.

Her family embraced their lost daughter, crying their hearts out. In that moment of overwhelming joy, the black energy around Xiangyun completely dissipated.

I was also happy for them, thinking to myself: In this life, the little girl has a good ending.

This exorcist, though he treats me badly, seems... like a good person after all.

So in the next life, if I kill him, I'll give him a quick death. One slash and send him straight to the Western Paradise, that would be good for both sides!

7.

Next life...

Suddenly, a realization dawned in my mind.

So it turns out that every time I'm reborn, this world restarts from the beginning. If so, then Xiangyun will still have to endure the life of a young singing girl, and Ergou will still be corrupted by resentment.

But thinking it over, that's fine too. Since I know these things, in the next life when
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