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    First Edition


The Wealth Code in the Mental Asylum

In just half a year, I achieved financial independence.

The secret to wealth was hidden in a mental asylum on the outskirts of the city.


01.

Rewind to six months ago, Kevin and I were still huddled in a dim basement in Gui City, munching on steamed buns.

Neither of us had any particular skills. After finishing middle school, we drifted together in Gui City, scraping by on odd jobs at construction sites.

Kevin was from my hometown—dark-skinned and skinny, he had been tagging along behind me since we were kids.

His family had a history of mental illness. Both his grandmother and his father had suffered from it. Kevin himself experienced an episode in middle school, which forced him to take a year off from school. Now, he had to visit the mental health facility every month to get his prescription for sedatives.

Back then, due to tight deadlines, Kevin and I had been working overtime for months. We’d leave the construction site around 8 p.m. every night, riding the stolen second-hand e-scooter I’d taken. By the time we got back to our rented basement, it was already past 9.

One day, after returning from the asylum, Kevin seemed preoccupied. He kept glancing at me as if he wanted to tell me something, but I was too exhausted to pay much attention and collapsed into bed as soon as we got back.

Then, one day, something was clearly off with Kevin as we left the site. His face was pale, his eyes vacant. He trembled incessantly, muttering to himself. By the time we reached the basement, he was pacing in circles and gesturing erratically. It sent chills down my spine.

Another episode.

I knew the drill. I dug out Kevin’s box from under the bed and pulled out his usual medication bottles. They were empty.

So I grabbed Kevin, shoved him onto the back of the e-scooter, and sped straight to the mental hospital.

It was almost 11 p.m. when we arrived.

The place was out in the suburbs. Luckily, Kevin had taken me there once or twice before, or I might not have found it in the dark.

Bouncing along the dirt road, we finally reached the hospital gate. I glanced back and saw that Kevin had fallen asleep against my back, drooling all over my waist. Only when the wind swept across the surrounding farmland did I feel the damp chill.

“Hey, wake up! Wake up!” I shook Kevin awake.

Maybe it was the nap, but Kevin’s eyes seemed clearer, and his hands weren’t shaking as much.

I parked the e-scooter at the gate and dragged him toward the lit-up duty room.

The duty room was empty. Leo, the staff on duty, was nowhere to be seen. Only half a cup of tea sat on the table, steam still rising—he was probably out on his rounds.

I pulled Kevin through the duty room and into the compound.

Inside the walls, it was pitch black. If it weren’t for the lights from a few buildings up ahead, I wouldn’t have dared venture further.

Halfway there, a blood-curdling scream erupted from a small building on the right. I nearly jumped out of my skin.

Kevin was so startled that his trembling stopped completely. He stared at me wide-eyed.

Under the faint light, Kevin yelled, “Run, bro!”

That shout sent me sprinting like an Olympian. I followed Kevin as we bolted toward the main building, soon crashing through the front door and collapsing in the lobby.

In the lobby, Leo was talking to Vincent（the director of this Mental Asylum). Our sudden, noisy entrance made both of them turn and stare, puzzled, at Kevin and me lying on the floor.

Vincent recovered first. He walked over, bent down, and adjusted his gold-rimmed glasses. “Oh, it’s Kevin. You haven’t been here for months, have you? And who’s this?”

Embarrassed, I scrambled to my feet. “Vincent, I’m Julian. I came with Kevin earlier. Kevin’s out of medication, and he seems to be having an episode. Could you take a look and prescribe something?”

Vincent was refined and scholarly in appearance. Even in his white coat, he gave off an intimidating vibe.

So I got straight to the point, hoping to get out of this creepy place as soon as possible.

“Oh, I see,” Vincent said without pressing further. He chuckled. “It’s rare to see someone come this late for medication. Leo, you can return to your duties.”

Vincent shot Leo a look and led us toward the pharmacy.

In the pharmacy, Vincent took out a stethoscope, gave Kevin a quick checkup, and then pulled out a few bottles of medication. “This is a month’s supply. That’ll be 240 yuan in total.”

Kevin looked at me innocently. I stared back, baffled. “Dude, you pay! What did you do with the wages you just got?”

“My mom… she’s in the hospital. I… I sent all the money home…” Kevin mumbled, hanging his head like a guilty child.

Suddenly, I understood why Kevin had run out of medication, leading to today’s episode.

His family urgently needed money, and he had neglected himself.

I dug into my pockets. All I had was a hundred-yuan bill and a handful of small change—not enough.

Vincent had already sat down at his desk and was leisurely smoking a cigarette.

Watching me slowly count out the money, he seemed intrigued and observed us closely.
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