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	Shattered Blade Broken Soul

	1

	If you want to be a swordsman, you must first have courage.A coward can’t even hold a blade, let alone disarm an opponent.To build my courage, I once slept in a cemetery for five months—seeing more corpses than living souls.To build my courage, I worked as a laborer in a slaughterhouse for a year, growing accustomed to the stench of blood and the whimpers of animals before they died.To build my courage, I snuck into a town overrun by rebels under the cover of night and witnessed a living hell.My junior sister,said she could smell death on me.Finally, Master was satisfied and began to teach me swordsmanship.If you want to be a great swordsman, perseverance matters even more.Master only taught me seven sword techniques. I begged him to teach me more, but he insisted these seven were all he knew.It wasn’t until much later that I realized these seven moves were more than enough to survive in the martial arts world.In a duel between true masters, life and death often hinges on a single strike.Swordsmanship is simple: one move after another. The one who strikes faster stands; the slower one falls.So, out of twelve hours a day, I spent six swinging my sword. I practiced for nine full years—by the end, the sword felt like an extension of my body, a part of my own hand.My sword was four feet long and weighed thirteen pounds.The hilt was black, the scabbard black, but when I drew it, the blade was often stained scarlet.Of course, the most important trait of a swordsman is having principles.A swordsman is not a bandit, not a butcher, and certainly not a murderer.You must have a just reason to draw your sword.Master once told me he’d taught four disciples. The first killed a bully over a woman; the second challenged the leaders of the Salt Lake and Santa Fe sects for fame; the third became a government officer, and in one night of suppressing a rebellion, he killed eighty-eight people—thirty-two of them women and children. I was his last disciple.As we descended the mountain, Master said to me, “Your sword may not be faster than theirs, but it is steadier. So the task of ending them falls to you.”The setting sun blazed like blood, and peach blossoms drifted from the trees.A petal twirled in the air, and Master caught it between his fingers with ease. He dropped it into his wine cup, then clinked it against mine.I drained the cup in one gulp, sheathed my sword, and walked down the mountain without looking back.

	2

	A casino is a place of temptation—wine, opium, gold, silver, and the fantasy of changing your fate.On the street, you feel small, your actions meaningless among the crowds; but at the gambling table, you feel powerful, like you can control your destiny, turn the tide, and crush your opponents.This casino was even more lavish. Its second floor had rows of rooms filled with women selected from across the globe—not just delicate beauties from Charleston, but pale-skinned women from Persia; not just famous actresses from Durham, but geishas from Japan.As long as you had money, you could indulge in every pleasure the world offered.The casino’s manager was a thin man in his twenties, slowly fanning himself and sipping aged Bamboo Leaf Green wine. His squinting eyes glinted sharply as he tracked every move in the room.I’d already won twenty thousand taels of silver. When the final hand of Pai Gow was revealed, the banker’s face turned ashen, like he might faint at any moment.“Damn luck,” a man behind me muttered, his voice thick with envy.Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the casino’s thugs surrounding me—some cracking their knuckles, others gripping their weapons tightly.One order, and they’d pounce like wolves.The manager came downstairs smiling, sat across from me, and said, “Brother, you’re on a hot streak today! It’s late—why not go upstairs and rest a while?”I smiled back. “No need. Just exchange these chips for cash. I’ve got business elsewhere.”The manager’s smile froze for a split second, then returned. He told his men to fetch the money, poured two glasses of wine, and set them in front of me. “They say meeting is fate. You’ve won big today—we’d be grateful if you’d bring friends to our place next time.”I picked up a glass, sniffed it, then set it down slowly. “I don’t drink.”The manager said, “We have good tea too.”“I don’t drink tea either.”“Then what do you drink?”“Nothing that’s poisoned.”The manager’s eyes turned cold as he flicked his folding fan. “Sir, you’re joking! How could there be poisoned wine in our casino?”The thugs inched closer—I could almost smell the stale sweat on their breath.I sighed. “Looks like I have to drink this after all.”The manager grinned. “Life’s short—enjoy it while you can. Why spoil a good night?”“You’re right. I’d be rude to refuse.”I lifted the cup, and with a slight flick of my wrist, the thugs behind me yelped in pain. Two rolled on the floor, rubbing their eyes; one clawed at his throat—he’d swallowed a mouthful of the poison.“That’s strange,” I said, staring at the manager with a smile. “I was the one who drank the wine. Why are they the ones acting drunk and crazy?”The manager sneered and lunged at my chest with his folding fan.He moved so fast that nine out of ten people wouldn’t have reacted—but I was the tenth.My scabbard blocked the fan, and I saw a bead of cold sweat trickle down his forehead.He spun around, flicked his wrist, and a handful of poison needles shot from the fan. At this distance, ninety-nine out of a hundred would have died instantly—but I was the hundredth.I swung my arm, and my scabbard knocked all the needles into the ceiling.The manager’s face turned grayer than a corpse, and his hands started shaking.Anyone who’s traveled the martial arts world knows what shaking hands mean in a fight—fear.“If you have more tricks, now’s the time,” I said, letting go of his fan.The thugs stared at each other, confused. Without their leader, they were just a pack of stray dogs.“I lose,” the manager said through gritted teeth, sinking back onto his stool. “We’ll return all the money you won—plus an extra twenty thousand taels as compensation.”“Keep the money. Just take me to see your boss.”I never expected that one sentence would make the manager—who’d just surrendered—and the demoralized thugs charge at me like madmen.
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