
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Story content

Jing Rong learned of the tragedy that befell the Lin family. When she arrived, their ancestral home lay in ashes. For two days, she lingered near the remnants, until she stumbled upon the beggar-like young master of the Lin family.

And so began her journey down the irreversible path of nurturing a wayward disciple.
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Chapter 1 Something happened to the Lin family
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Jing Rong came to the Lin residence and stood at the doorway, staring at the broken walls and ruins in front of him. He was shocked and felt unbelievable.

The Lin family mansion, which was once rich, is now desolate and desolate. It is full of black ashes after being burned by fire, without any trace of its former color.

"I told you that there is no one in the Lin family, but you still insisted on coming. Now that you have seen it with your own eyes, you have given up, right?"

The speaker was the old man Jing Rong invited to lead the way. She looked at the scene in front of her with turbid and dull eyes, shook her head and sighed, "The night when the fire started, it was simply hell on earth. The flames were raging and the heat was steaming. Half of the sky was illuminated by the flames. Although everyone was holding buckets and faces in their hands, no one dared to approach..."

Jing Rong was slightly startled and asked, "Why?"

The old man shook his head and sighed with his hands behind his back, "I dare not save them."

The Lin family has always treated people well. They are considered living Bodhisattvas in Linjia Village. If they can save them, how can they not save them?

But such a big fire suddenly started, but the nearly 100 people in the Lin family did not cry for help. The mansion engulfed by fire seemed like an empty house. Even through the fire, they could smell the strong and pungent smell of blood in the Lin mansion, and they were all afraid to get close.

The Lin family was not a natural disaster, but a man-made disaster.

The people who came to put out the fire were just ordinary people. How many dared to risk their lives to rush in?

Jing Rong frowned slightly when he heard this, and his heart was slightly tightened. He asked in a low voice, "Is there no one in the Lin family who survived?"

The old man shook his head. With such a big fire, even if they were not killed, they should have been burned to death.

Jing Rong silently looked down at the half-palm-sized white silk cloth in his palm, and slowly unfolded it. There were dried bloodstains on it, and two words were clearly written on it - Four Treasures.

If there were really no survivors in the Lin family, Aunt Lin would not let the pigeon send this to her from afar.

Jing Rong looked up at the ruins in front of her, frowned, clenched the silk cloth in her hand, and walked towards the Lin Mansion.

"Young man, don't go in!" The old man hurriedly stopped Jing Rong and shook his head at her, "You can't go in here."

The old man looked around mysteriously, pulled Jing Rong's wrist and said in a low voice: "This house is not clean. Since the Lin family's accident, everyone who has entered this house has been "sick" at the same time, and even the doctor can't do anything. Others say that the resentment of the Lin family after their death has not been dissipated and has remained inside. Whoever enters will be "sick."

Jing Rong lowered her head and took out a small piece of silver from her arms, stuffed it into the old man's hand, and pulled out her wrist, saying: "Thank you for leading the way. I will know the rest."

She hadn't been to the Lin family for many years, and was afraid that she didn't know the way, so she asked people as soon as she entered the Linjia Village.

But when she mentioned the Lin family, the faces of passersby changed drastically, and they walked away hesitantly. Only the old man said to her: "Don't go there again. Whether you are looking for someone to find relatives or revenge, there is nothing there. There is nothing."

The old man led the way out of kindness. He didn't think of getting reward from Jingrong, so he quickly declined.

Jingrong didn't say anything more, turned and went into the mansion, leaving the old man standing at the door with silver, shaking his head and sighing, muttering: "What a sin."

The old man left the door of the Lin mansion, and within two steps he saw a little beggar hiding in the corner of the alley. His clothes were tattered and his hair was messy and dry, shrinking in the shadow without light.

Seeing that the beggar was not very old, the old man guessed that he was probably excluded by the beggars on the street and had no choice but to hide here.

Looking at the little beggar, who was only six or seven years old, how could he end up like this at such a young age. The old man couldn't help but think of the young master of the Lin Mansion, who was the envy of everyone, handsome and smart... What a pity, what a pity.

"Poor you, take it to buy some food," the old man put the silver coins that Jing Rong had just given him in front of the little beggar, and gently reminded him: "Take the money well, don't let others rob you again."

The little beggar moved his body, his eyes were timid, he stretched out his dirty hands to tentatively pick up the silver coins on the ground, clenched them against his chest, and nodded to the old man to thank him.

He was still speechless. The old man shook his head and turned away.

The little beggar stuffed the silver into his arms, turned his head and looked at the door of the Lin Mansion, his originally timid eyes became dark and deep, he climbed up with his hands, dragged his injured leg and limped, and walked to the back door of the Lin Mansion with ease.

In March, everything is revived. Jing Rong walked around the Lin Mansion, but could not see any color other than black.

The breeze blew by, and she could vaguely smell the smell of burnt wood in the house. The entire Lin Mansion was empty and desolate, with nothing.

Looking at the scene in front of her, Jing Rong felt depressed.

She vaguely remembered that the place where she stood should have been paved with staggered bluestone slabs, with well-tended and trimmed flowers placed on both sides. A little girl wearing a red base and silver-lined clothes ran out from the side, bumping into her with a sweet fragrance, and subconsciously hugged her legs with both hands.

"Sibao, you bumped into a guest."

Lin Fulang's gentle voice sounded afterwards, and he looked at the little girl with a smile in his eyes.

"Guest?" The little girl looked up in ignorance and met Jing Rong's eyes. She was not afraid at all, but blinked and smiled at her, hugged her legs and called sweetly, "Sister."

Lin Fulang looked up at Jing Rong's handsome face, and suddenly didn't know whether to laugh or cry. He realized that his son's bad habit of liking beauty had come back again. He gently rebuked, "Chunxiao, this is the young master of the Jing family. He came to your mother for treatment. Don't be unreasonable."

The old patriarch of the Lin family and Jing Rong's father were old friends, so Jing Rong, who was just over ten years old at the time, was sent for treatment. According to seniority, Lin Chunxiao should call her aunt.

Lin Fulang felt that the two were only seven years apart, and it would be unnatural to call Jing Rong aunt, "Call Jing Young Master quickly."

Lin Chunxiao was young and lustful, and refused to change his words. When Mr. Lin came to pull him, he hugged Jingrong's legs and twisted his round body to dodge flexibly, calling Jingrong while dodging, "Sister, save me."

Even though Jingrong was in a bad mood at the time due to physical reasons, he was amused by him and raised his hand to touch his raised little head.

After Lin Chunxiao was taken away, I don't know what Mr. Lin said behind his back. Anyway, he didn't dare to call her sister in front of everyone when they met again.

Jingrong lived in the Lin family for half a year. When she left, Lin Chunxiao cried the most. One hand pulled her sleeves and the other hand wiped the tears and snot on her face. Her shoulders were sobbing and she couldn't speak.

Jing Rong raised his hand and touched his head, and promised softly: "If you still remember me in the future, when you grow up, come to Jingjiazhuang to find me, I will teach you martial arts and be your master, okay?"

Lin Chunxiao's eyes were red, and he turned his head to look at his parents behind him as if asking, with a flat mouth, as if he would lie on the ground and roll if you dare to say no.

The Lin family's wife and husband only have this one child, and they love her to the bone, so there is no reason not to agree. Besides, the Jing family is one of the best in the world, and even if Sibao doesn't learn martial arts in the future, it's good to have such a famous young master as a master.

After only a few years of separation, Jing Rong received a bloody silk cloth before Lin Chunxiao, who had grown up, wrote her a letter.

The head of the Lin family was afraid that he had nowhere to go and no one to trust, so he thought of Jing Rong, hoping that she would remember the Lin family's life-saving grace and hand over Lin Chunxiao to her master who didn't kneel down and serve tea formally.

Jing Rong couldn't imagine what the Lin family head had in mind when he handed a seven-year-old child to her who was only fourteen years old. Maybe she thought Jingjiazhuang could protect him?

Jing Rong walked back and forth in the Lin family twice, but couldn't find any trace of Lin Chunxiao.

The bodies of the Lin family were collected by the people in Linjia Village, but after the fire, it was impossible to tell who was who. Although there were not many children in the Lin family, Lin Chunxiao was not the only one. No one dared to say whether he was among those bodies.

After Jing Rong came out of the Lin Mansion, he planned to find a place to stay on the street first. As long as Lin Chunxiao was still alive, he could always find him.

Linjia Village was not a shabby little mountain village, but it was extremely lively. Although it was small, it had everything. There were many inns on the street, and the one Jing Rong chose happened to be next to a medical clinic.

As soon as she got closer, she heard someone yelling in the clinic, "Isn't this a doctor? How can you not cure such a small problem?"

The doctor said in a neither loud nor low voice, suppressing his anger, "I already said it's not a disease, it's poison."

Jing Rong paused. Everyone said that the Lin family was a family of medicine, and they were one of the few famous doctors in the martial arts world today, but few people remembered that the husband of the old master of the Lin family was a master of poison in the martial arts world when he was young, but he retired after marrying the old master of the Lin family, the genius doctor.

The man was still insisting, so the doctor impatiently put down the medical book in his hand, leaned on the back of the chair behind him, folded his arms, raised his eyelids, looked at her coldly, raised the corners of his mouth and said sarcastically: "The poison is unique to the Lin Mansion, and the name of the poison is 'unclean'... How did you get infected with this poison, you probably know it in your heart."

The man's face turned pale, his eyes flickered with guilt, but he still stiffened his neck and gritted his teeth and said: "Who are you saying has unclean hands? I don't think you want to open this clinic anymore!"

"I didn't say that, and I won't admit it even if the government goes to court," the doctor picked up the book on the table, drooped his eyelids and stretched the pages twice, and said: "This is the name of the poison, as for how to cure it, I don't know."

The man could only turn around and curse, and spit at the door of the clinic, "Quack."

The doctor in the hall seemed to ignore him, shook his head and sneered, "This is a clinic, not a veterinary clinic, I don't treat animals."

Jing Rong looked at the clinic, and then at the man who turned around and left with his hands wrapped in white cloth, thinking.

That afternoon, Jing Rong got a sign, spent a few copper coins to borrow a table from the owner of a tea shop next door, and placed it in the shade.

She sat behind the table with a serious face, and the sign beside her swayed slightly with the spring breeze, drying the ink that had just been written on it. The people walking by were quite curious and stopped to take a look. The sign said, "The family has fallen into poverty and sells ancestral secret recipes, specializing in solving various difficult and complicated poisons."

The little beggar squatting at the entrance of the alley squinted his eyes to see what was written on the sign, and then gnashed his teeth.
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Chapter 2 Shouldn't have saved her
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Jing Rong hadn't been sitting there for long when some business came to her. Although she was young, her dignified temperament was different from others. One could tell at a glance that she was not from an ordinary family.

Someone asked her tentatively with a smile, "What poisons can you cure? How do we know you're not a charlatan?"

If it were any other time, no one would have paid attention to Jing Rong, but it just so happened that many people in Linjia Village had been poisoned recently.

Jing Rong said, "You can test me and see if I can cure it." She hesitated for a moment and added, "If I can't cure it, I won't charge you."

"Oh, you're so arrogant at such a young age." Someone pushed the person in front of him away with his elbow and squeezed in front of Jing Rong, lifted his skirt and sat in front of her table, and put his tightly wrapped hands on the table in front of her, "Just tell me what poison I'm in."

Coincidentally, this person was the one who had been arguing in the clinic before. She chuckled, "Don't be scared after you untie it."

Jing Rong's face was calm, as if she had never seen her before, and she raised her hand to untie the layers of white cloth on the man's hands.

Everyone tilted their heads curiously, wanting to see what Jing Rong could do at such a young age, and also wanting to see what happened to Lai Jiu's hands.

As the white cloth was untied layer by layer, Lai Jiu's two unrecognizable hands were exposed in front of everyone, causing a gasp.

The originally smooth and clean palms and backs of the hands were now crowded with blisters and scars, which made people's scalps numb. The blisters burst and exposed the skin and flesh inside, which looked particularly scary. Lai Jiu had applied medicine powder on his hands, and the palms and backs of his hands were red and yellow, with almost no good meat.

Jing Rong looked like an old man who was used to seeing all kinds of diseases. He looked at the hands in front of him without any emotion and said calmly, "This poison is called 'unclean'. It is not common, but it is not difficult to treat."

Lai Jiu's eyes lit up when she heard this. This hand has been bothering her for many days. She went to see doctors everywhere, but they only told her what the poison was called, but there was no way to detoxify it. She tilted her upper body excitedly and looked at Jing Rong, "Are you serious?"

"Of course." Jing Rong took out a pack of medicine from the bag behind him and handed it to Lai Jiu, "Take one pack three times a day, three times a day, and drink it for three days and it will be fine."

"By the way," Jing Rong reminded, "This medicine not only detoxifies but also excretes toxins. If you have diarrhea after taking it, it is normal, which means that you have excreted all the toxins in your body, don't worry."

Lai Jiu was a little suspicious. After asking the price, a pack of medicine actually cost one or two silver coins. He immediately stood up and said angrily, "Are you robbing money?"

Jing Rong spoke slowly and took the medicine back slowly, "I sell it like this because the medicine is good. If you think it's expensive, then just drag it on. When the weather gets hotter, your entire palm will rot and stink, and the flesh of the entire hand will fall off in pieces..."

Everyone was frightened by the scene described by Jing Rong, and Lai Jiu's scalp was numb and her spine was cold. She gritted her teeth secretly. Although the medicine was expensive, she had money on hand recently.

"Buy it." Lai Jiu stopped struggling and took out the silver feebly, "Here, a total of three taels, give me three packs."

With Lai Jiu's precedent, everyone who came to Jing Rong in the future would have this kind of "dirty" poison on their hands.

Jing Rong asked casually, "Have you touched anything you shouldn't have touched recently?"

Upon hearing this, the visitor's eyes were empty, but he shook his head repeatedly to deny it.

Jing Rong asked again, "Have you ever met a seven-year-old child?"

"Child? No." The man shook his head. No one would pay attention to how old the beggars in the alleys on the street corners are this year.

Jingrong's business was very good. She had sold all the medicines in her bag. She shook the empty bag and put it away. She returned the table to the tea seller and asked for some water.

It stands to reason that a bowl of well water is not worth a penny, but when the boss gave her the water, she was shocked.

Jing Rong was really thirsty, and she drank several mouthfuls before stopping. She raised her hand to wipe the water stains from her mouth, put down the bowl, took out a few copper coins from her arms, and said softly, "Thank you."

The boss looked at the copper coins she put on the table, and saw that Jing Rong looked only in her teens, and immediately frowned in annoyance, took the money and stuffed it into her hand, and said in a rough voice, "How can I feel sorry for your bowl of water?"

The boss glanced in the direction of the Lin Mansion and explained his behavior to Jing Rong, "I feel sorry for that family... I know you shouldn't be blamed for this, but why do you have to come to Linjia Village when you can't go anywhere else to save people and detoxify?"

Jing Rong heard that there was something wrong, sat up straight, looked up at the tea seller, and looked at the tea seller, as if he was listening attentively.

The boss sighed and sat down, saying, "Young man, you don't know that the people you saved this afternoon should not have been saved."

"There is a Lin family master in Linjia Village. No one in the village dares to say that they have not received the kindness of Lin family master. Lin family master gives money when they are sick and have no money, Lin family master provides food when they are hungry, and Lin family master repairs the bridge at the head of the village. Lin family master has done much more for Linjia Village. But good people are not rewarded. Such a good family was all gone overnight..."

The boss choked up, "Even so, when the Lin family was buried in the coffin, some beasts took the opportunity to plunder and rob the valuables in the Lin Mansion, causing the Lin family to have nothing to bury with them. Do you think these people are worthless?"

Jing Rong shook her head silently. The boss asked her softly, "If that's the case, why did you save them? These evil people have finally been punished by God, how can you help them?"

Are the doctors in the village really quacks?

They just see through it and don't say it, wanting these people to suffer.

The boss shook his head, "It's not your fault. You don't know these things."

Jing Rong looked at the boss and said firmly, "Bad people will definitely get retribution."

Jing Rong is not a doctor, and she doesn't have her ancestral antidote. What she sold was just the laxatives she got from the pharmacy when she went out to buy a cover at noon.

The poison of 'unclean' is not a life-saving drug. In fact, its full name is 'unclean and you won't get sick if you eat it'.

Blisters will appear on your hands after eating it, but you won't get sick if you don't take medicine after enduring it.

This kind of thing should be made by the husband of the old master Lin to punish the servants in the mansion who have dirty hands and feet, and to warn children that if their hands and feet are dirty, they will get ulcers in their palms if they touch this powder.

Jing Rong guessed that Lin Chunxiao must still be alive and hiding somewhere in Linjia Village, secretly watching the Lin family. Seeing someone touching their own things, he hid in the dark to take revenge.

For seven-year-old Lin Chunxiao, although he knew that this poison could not kill people, he could not tolerate her helping people detoxify.

Jing Rong looked at the slowly falling night, frowned slightly, and did not dare to think about how Lin Chunxiao was doing now.

There was no conversation all night. The next day, Jing Rong got up and prepared to go to the medicine store to get some more laxatives.

The morning market in Linjia Village has begun. The shops selling steamed buns, steamed buns and spicy soup on both sides of the street have been set up. The tempting aroma wafted out from the steamer, tempting people's taste buds.

Jing Rong bought two steamed buns and ate while looking for other medicine shops on the street. It was not suitable to go to the one yesterday, lest he bought too many laxatives for two consecutive days and arouse suspicion.

It was still a bit cold in the morning in March in early spring.

The beggars on the corner of the street huddled together in groups of three or two to avoid the cold. They slept on the ground covered with hay with tattered mats and had not gotten up yet. Only a little beggar not far away was not sociable and squatted alone.

Lin Chunxiao hunched his shoulders and lowered his head. He glimpsed Jingrong from the corner of his eyes and gritted his teeth secretly, thinking to himself, how can you bear to swallow this bun! He saw the right opportunity, and when Jingrong turned her head to look for the medicine shop, he bent his fingers and flicked the dough in his hand towards her waist.

After Lin Chunxiao escaped, he took away all the valuables on his body. He disguised himself as a beggar and returned to the gate of the mansion. What he saw was that the house was burned down and the few things left were looted by people...

The mansion that used to be warm and lively became like this overnight. His parents and servants who loved him were all covered in blood. When the fire started, he had no choice but to run out.

Lin Chunxiao hoped that he had just had a dream, and when he came back, the mansion would be the same as before. But now, this expectation was torn apart by someone's hands, telling him what it meant to be a farmer and a snake, forcing him to grow up overnight.

Lin Chunxiao had the desire to kill for the first time. His eyes were red. He wanted to kill all these people without leaving any alive. He regretted that he was lazy and slick on weekdays. He relied on his parents to learn useless things.

He used his only silver to buy materials and made "dirty" powder. Every day, he squatted in the street corners and alleys to shoot out the powder in this way.

Spring clothes are much thinner than winter clothes. Although the force of things hitting the stomach is not great, it is still felt. As long as those people raised their hands to touch their stomachs, the poison would stick to their hands.

But Jingrong turned around and avoided the powder ball that Lin Chunxiao shot over intentionally or unintentionally.

Lin Chunxiao's eyes turned, and he began to stand up slowly and move closer to Jingrong.

He stared at the meat bun in Jingrong's hand with a pair of clean big eyes, licked his dry lips, and looked extremely hungry.

Lin Chunxiao crushed the powder ball, half curled her fingers, and suddenly ran towards Jingrong, grabbed her wrist, snatched the meat bun from her hand, and ran forward without looking back.

Jingrong looked down at the white powder on her wrist, her eyes trembled, and she immediately raised her foot to chase after him.
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Chapter 3 Master
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"Stop." Jing Rong ignored the stuff on his wrist and chased after the little figure in front of him. Seeing that his footsteps were deep and shallow, and he was dragging his right leg, which was obviously inconvenient, his brows wrinkled in confusion.

There were only three or two pedestrians walking on the street in the early morning, and it was very sparse. If it were noon, Lin Chunxiao could use his short and thin body to crouch and shuttle through the crowd to avoid Jing Rong's sight.

Lin Chunxiao couldn't run far because of his sloppy feet. Seeing that there was no hope of escape, he simply fell forward and fell to the ground, and the meat bun in his hand rolled away.

Jing Rong just caught up and stopped in front of him.

Lin Chunxiao's two arms, as thin as dry firewood, instantly hugged his head, and cried loudly: "Don't hit me, I don't dare."

His voice attracted the attention of people on the street, and they couldn't help but stop to see what happened.

Lin Chunxiao saw that there were indeed people watching. He shrugged his shoulders with his head down and sobbed, and said pitifully: "I'm really hungry. At worst... I can give the bun back to you."

He crawled forward two steps, reached out to pick up the bun that was already covered with gravel and dirt, looked at Jingrong timidly, and raised the bun to her with trembling hands.

Jingrong stood silently, quietly looking at the black face in front of him, and the fingers hanging by his side slowly curled into fists.

"It's just a bun, don't beat him up," someone was soft-hearted. Seeing Lin Chunxiao's pitiful appearance and Jing Rong's fist, he quickly persuaded: "He must be starving. Just say a few words."

"Yes, yes, don't argue with beggars."

"It's just a bun, just feed it to the dog, forget it."

Jing Rong seemed not to hear the echoing voice beside him, and walked a few steps closer to Lin Chunxiao.

Lin Chunxiao's heart was slightly lifted, and she quickly threw the bun and hugged Jing Rong's legs, crying: "Please forgive me this time, I won't dare to do it again."

Jing Rong lowered his eyes and looked at the person hugging his knees. His throat tightened and his eyes trembled. He felt as if his chest was hit by a fist with all his strength, and it hurt.

Seeing her raise her hand hanging by her side, Lin Chunxiao's heart suddenly hung in his throat. He shrunk his shoulders and closed his eyes, thinking that he could not escape this beating.

The onlookers saw this scene and wanted to step forward to pull Jingrong away, but they stopped before they could take a step.

Jingrong raised his hand and gently placed his palm on Lin Chunxiao's messy head, rubbing it as if he had first seen him, and whispered, "Sibao."

Lin Chunxiao has been a treasure of the Lin family since birth, so his nickname is Sibao, which shows how much the Lin family loves him.

The young master who used to be rich and well-fed has now become a little beggar with ragged clothes and a black face...

Jingrong didn't know how distressed she would be if the Lin family's wife and husband were still alive to see their son, who had been held in their palms since childhood, become like this. She only knew that her heart now seemed to be squeezed by someone's hand and almost exploded.

Lin Chunxiao's eyes suddenly widened and his pupils contracted. His body stiffened and his back felt cold. A wave of chills rose from the bottom of his heart. He trembled and dared not agree.

Jing Rong slowly squatted down, looked him straight in the eye and whispered: "I am Jing Rong. You saw me when you were three years old."

The onlookers had slowly dispersed when they saw this.

Seeing that Lin Chunxiao obviously didn't remember him, Jing Rong took out the silk cloth hidden in his sleeve and handed it to him, "If you don't believe me, then you should know whose handwriting this is, right?"

Lin Chunxiao suspiciously let go of Jing Rong's legs, took the silk cloth, and slowly unfolded it, revealing two blood-red characters inside, "Si Bao."

Lin Chunxiao's eyes slowly widened, and tears fell instantly. He opened his mouth and gasped, his fingers tightly grasped the silk cloth in his palm and pressed it tightly against his chest, bending over and holding his chest and trembling silently.

His body kept sobbing and shaking, but no crying could be heard.

Jing Rong was startled and quickly raised his hand to pat his back.

Lin Chunxiao opened his mouth and twitched twice before he felt the suffocation in his chest eased. He slowly cried out, "Mom."

Jing Rong squatted quietly beside him and accompanied him until he stopped crying.

Lin Chunxiao's wet eyelashes were still covered with unshed tears. He held the silk cloth tightly and turned his head to look at Jingrong. His eyes washed by tears were dark and deep. He asked, "Why did you come so late..."

Jingrong's mouth moved. Lin Chunxiao reached out and picked up the buns that had just been thrown on the ground and threw them at Jingrong. He asked hoarsely, "Why did you help them?"

"I don't want you to take care of me," Lin Chunxiao's tears rolled in his eyes but he stubbornly refused to let them fall. His shoulders trembled and sobbed, "You are not my master. My master would not treat me like this."

Lin Chunxiao lowered her eyes, and tears "clicked" on the back of his hand. He bit his lip and looked at the silk cloth in his palm, "My master is my last relative. She will definitely not help the evil people bully me."

Lin Chunxiao's voice of grievance and accusation along with her falling tears seemed to hit Jingrong's heart hard. With a dull pain, she clenched her fingers and apologized in a low voice, "I'm sorry, I'm late."

If she could come earlier, Lin Chunxiao would definitely suffer less.

Lin Chunxiao was like a child who was lost on the street with his family. After seeing someone he could rely on, he let go of his worries and cried and got angry with the person closest to him, venting his fear in his heart.

Now when he heard Jingrong's apology, Lin Chunxiao lowered his head and tears fell.

The sun was rising higher and higher, and there were more people on the street. Jingrong raised his hand to help Lin Chunxiao's arm and stood up from the ground.

Lin Chunxiao's right foot touched the ground, and he took a small breath of cold air in pain, and subconsciously curled up his legs.

Jing Rong had noticed something was wrong with Lin Chunxiao's legs before. Seeing his reaction, he squatted down again, raised his hand to roll up his loose and ragged trouser legs, took a breath of cold air, and asked him in a suppressed voice, "What is this?"

Lin Chunxiao had a piece of cloth wrapped around his right calf. After untying it, he saw that there was a large area of ​​burns on the outside of his calf. It was particularly serious. Maybe because he didn't take it seriously, the scar has now festered and even grown rotten flesh, which makes people's scalps numb.

"I fell when I went out of the house, and my leg was burned by the fallen wood." Lin Chunxiao lowered his eyes and looked at his legs. His tone was calm, as if it was someone else's business.

Jing Rong stood up silently, bent down slightly, and held Lin Chunxiao horizontally in his arms, "Didn't you learn medicine from your mother? Why don't you know to treat your own injuries first?"

People say that children from poor families grow up early. Although Lin Chunxiao has been born with a silver spoon in his mouth, his resilience and strength when faced with things are no worse than anyone else.

Afraid that his tone sounded too much like a disciplinary one, Jing Rong frowned and added softly, "Doesn't it hurt to drag like this?"

Doesn't it hurt?

Lin Chunxiao lowered his head and bit his lips. He thought that no one would talk to him in such a caring and concerned tone again. He ignored his leg injury like a self-abuse, and wanted to numb his nerves with the pain in his body so that he would not have the mind to think about anything else.

"It hurts."

Lin Chunxiao's eyes were blurred, his fingers clutched Jing Rong's collar, his face buried in her arms, his knuckles were white, and he whispered softly, his voice choked, "It hurts a lot."

Jing Rong paused, slowly tightened his arms around Lin Chunxiao, and took him to the clinic.

The doctor he had seen yesterday was still sitting in the same seat today, reading the same book. He saw Jing Rong holding a little beggar in his arms from the corner of his eye, and then he raised his eyebrows and looked up curiously.

Jing Rong leaned slightly to show Lin Chunxiao the burn on her right leg, and asked concisely, "How to treat it?"

The doctor's brows twisted into a ball at a speed visible to the naked eye. Obviously, she didn't expect a child to be injured so seriously. She put down the book in her hand, stood up, and led Jing Rong into the inner room behind the clinic.

The doctor rolled up her sleeves and washed her hands in the basin, and asked Jing Rong, "Don't you know medical skills? I saw that you had good business yesterday."

Lin Chunxiao, who had just been carefully placed on the bed by Jing Rong, pursed her thin lips instantly and looked at Jing Rong.

The doctor came over with a cloth bag and smiled, "This is the first time I know that a bag of laxatives can be sold for one or two silver coins."

"Laxatives?" Lin Chunxiao had just cried, and her voice was buzzing. She looked at the doctor who was sitting on the bed with her skirt lifted up in confusion.

"Isn't it? The little doctor who can cure all kinds of poisons sells laxatives as miracle drugs and tells others that diarrhea is a normal reaction." The doctor chuckled and shook his head, "Just now, someone had diarrhea and collapsed, and was carried to me by his family."

Lin Chunxiao stared at Jingrong in a daze, his lips moving, and he didn't speak for a long time.

Jingrong raised his hand and touched his head, saying: "No matter what happens, the master will definitely be on your side."

Lin Chunxiao lowered his head and sniffed.

The doctor took a cloth soaked in white wine and gently wiped the side of Lin Chunxiao's calf, shaking her head and sighing, "Fortunately it's spring. If the weather is hotter, your leg will probably stink."

The doctor didn't ask where Jing Rong picked up the child, nor did she ask how Lin Chunxiao's leg was burned. She just turned her head to look at Jing Rong and said, "Hold him down, and don't let him kick his legs later."

The rotten flesh on Lin Chunxiao's leg had already festered and needed to be removed, otherwise it would affect the recovery of the wound. Lin Chunxiao was still young, and the doctor didn't believe in his self-control.

Lin Chunxiao sat on the bed, bit his lips and looked at Jing Rong.

Jing Rong stood beside him and asked in a low voice, "Why don't you sleep first?"

Lin Chunxiao shook his head and stretched out his arms to Jing Rong for her to hold.

Jing Rong stepped forward and took him into her arms, clasped his palms on the back of his head, pressed his face into her arms, and didn't let him look at his legs.

Lin Chunxiao sniffed, hugged her thin waist tightly, and called out softly in a vague voice: "Sister."

Guessing that Lin Chunxiao was probably thinking about the past...

Jingrong smiled and corrected, "It's Master."
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Lin Chunxiao buried his face in Jingrong's belly, and tightened his arms around her waist, but he still couldn't resist the piercing pain, and finally fell asleep in Jingrong's arms with tears on his face.

When he woke up again, he was the only one in the room, and he didn't know where the doctor and Jingrong had gone.

Lin Chunxiao suddenly got up from the bed like a carp, and if it weren't for the faint pain in his calf, he would have thought he had just had a dream.

"Sister?" Lin Chunxiao put his hand on the quilt and called softly. Seeing that no one answered him, he lifted the quilt and called, "Master."

Lin Chunxiao sat on the edge of the bed and called a few times but didn't hear Jingrong's response. Then he frowned, bent down, picked up his straw sandals that had exposed two toes, put them on, and hopped out on one foot.

The doctor was absorbed in the book. She didn't hear the noise until Lin Chunxiao jumped out from the inner room. She looked up at him and said, "Hey?" and raised her voice to ask, "Why did you get up?"

Lin Chunxiao's bright black eyes swept around the clinic, but he didn't see Jingrong. His eyes trembled slightly, and he pursed his pale lips and asked softly, "Where is my master?"

"Your master?" The doctor said with an understanding, "It seems that she went out. She didn't tell me what she did."

The doctor smiled at Lin Chunxiao and stretched out the book in his hand, "Don't worry, she has paid the money."

Lin Chunxiao stood on one foot in silence, looking at the doctor with dark eyes.

"Aren't you tired?" The doctor looked at Lin Chunxiao standing on one leg with amusement, sighed, and shook his head, saying, "You are such an unlovable child. Why didn't you cry or make a fuss when you heard that your master had left?"

Lin Chunxiao's fingers hanging by her side curled up slightly, and the doctor compromised and said, "Don't stand here. She will be back soon."

Lin Chunxiao hopped away on one foot, not to go into the house to rest, but to the threshold, stretched out his hand to hold the door frame and sat on the wooden threshold, facing outward without moving.

The doctor sighed several times in a row, raised his head from the book, and said, "Don't sit at my door and block my business."

Lin Chunxiao held his right leg with both hands and stretched it out carefully, saying in a muffled voice, "I want to sit here and wait for my master."

The doctor put down the book in her hand, "Can't you sit in the house?" She stood up and walked to the door, reaching out to pull him up.

Lin Chunxiao turned and bent to avoid her hand, raised his chin to indicate the street at the door, but did not move his butt, "It's clear here."

The doctor thought to himself that you can see clearly, and my business is ruined by you. There was a little beggar squatting at the door, with blood-stained cloth wrapped around his legs. People who didn't know would think something was wrong with her clinic.

"Get out of the way, get out of the way!" Lin Chunxiao heard someone yelling in front of him, and a woman ran towards him, waving her arms at him, "Don't block the road, you dead beggar, I'm looking for a doctor to help me."

The doctor frowned slightly, but Lin Chunxiao obediently moved to the right to make room.

The woman ran over panting without looking at the road. Lin Chunxiao turned his eyes, turned sideways and quietly stretched out his left leg, crossed the threshold, and tripped the woman.

The woman's toes hit the threshold, and she fell to the ground, half of her body lying in the clinic.

All of Lin Chunxiao's actions were under the doctor's eyes. She raised her hand to her lips and lowered her head to laugh twice.

The woman got up with an ugly face. She turned around and stretched out her hand to grab Lin Chunxiao's collar and lifted him up. She gritted her teeth and said angrily: "You are looking for death, aren't you? How dare you tease your grandmother!"

Lin Chunxiao was terrified. Half of his body was lifted up by her. His little hand grabbed the woman's wrist in fear and said timidly: "I, I don't know what you are talking about..."

The doctor hurried forward to hold the woman's shoulder. She caught a glimpse of a green figure not far away. She shook her head and smiled: "I advise you to let go."

The woman shook her shoulders and bounced off the doctor's palm on her shoulder. She said: "I just want to teach this little thing who has no father to teach me a lesson today."

Lin Chunxiao puffed up his cheeks, raised his hand and shook his sleeves to slap the woman's arm, and said aggrievedly: "How can you scold me."

I don't know if his sleeves have not been washed since the beginning of winter and the beginning of spring. Now when he shook his arms, a cloud of dust was raised.

The woman tilted her head and squinted her eyes, afraid that dust would enter her eyes. The doctor beside him walked aside calmly, pulling his wide sleeves to cover his mouth and nose.

"Dirty things, it bothers your grandmother!" The woman said as she picked up Lin Chunxiao and was about to throw him out.

Lin Chunxiao kept his right leg curled up, fearing that he would fall again when he fell to the ground.

"What are you going to do?" A cold voice sounded, and a hand stretched out from Lin Chunxiao's side, pinching the woman's wrist, while the other hand held Lin Chunxiao, who was curled up like a rabbit with its ears pulled, into his arms, and looked at the woman inquiringly.

Lin Chunxiao was relieved when he heard the voice, and the pitiful person suddenly changed.

He stood on one foot, with the center of gravity of his body hanging on Jingrong's arm, and turned his head to complain, "She said I was a dead beggar, she wanted to beat me, called me dirty and threw me out."

Lin Chunxiao sniffed, lowered her eyes and whispered, "She also said that I didn't have a father to teach me..."

Jingrong frowned instantly, pinched the woman's wrist and said, "Apologize to him."

The woman was a whole head taller than Jingrong, and her body was twice as big as Jingrong, but the wrist pinched by Jingrong's three fingers could not move.

The woman glared at Lin Chunxiao, "You little thing didn't tell the truth!"

Jingrong deepened the force, and the woman's face twisted for a moment, and she bent her knees and turned sideways in pain, gritting her teeth and said, "It was obviously him who stretched his legs to trip me first, so I had to teach him a lesson."

Jingrong frowned, and Lin Chunxiao puffed up her cheeks when he saw her expression, and lowered his head to break his fingers.

The doctor was afraid that Jing Rong was born in a famous family, and his judgment of right and wrong was unbalanced. He did not blame the woman for punishing Lin Chunxiao, and he hesitated to step forward to help him.

Jing Rong pinched the woman's fingers with the same force, and said something that made the doctor's eyebrows jump.

She said: "If my apprentice made a mistake, it should be me, the master, who should punish him. Outsiders are not qualified."

Jing Rong said with a serious face and a serious tone, "Besides, he is young, and it is normal for children to be naughty."

Jing Rong pinched the woman's hand, "If you didn't scold him, he wouldn't have stretched his legs to trip you."

She looked at the woman and repeated what she had just said, "Apologize to him."

Lin Chunxiao was stunned for a moment, and the corners of her mouth couldn't help but rise to both sides. The two toes of the suspended foot were slightly curled up and grasped the sole of the shoe.

The woman was almost forced by Jing Rong to admit her mistake. Her face turned blue and red. She looked at Lin Chunxiao who was smiling at her with wide eyes. Although she said words of apology, her tone was murderous, "I was wrong! I shouldn't have argued with a child."

Jing Rong looked at Lin Chunxiao inquiringly, as if asking if he was satisfied?

Lin Chunxiao immediately put away the smile on his face and said in a deep voice, "That's it."

Jing Rong then let go, and the woman immediately retracted her arm and rubbed her wrist. She no longer looked at the master and apprentice who were cruel and vicious, but looked at the doctor and talked about business, "My sister has diarrhea. She has been terribly diarrhea in the past two days. You should go and see her."

The doctor shook his head, and the woman's face changed, "Don't be afraid, I haven't said anything yet." The doctor said, "I am the only one in my clinic, and all the things I need are here. Bring the person over and I will show you."

The woman frowned, and she caught a glimpse of Jing Rong holding Lin Chunxiao in the corner of her eyes. Her face sank and she didn't dare to say more, and turned away.

The doctor sat back on the chair just now, smiled and looked at Jing Rong who put Lin Chunxiao on the chair, and said in amazement, "If you spoil her like this, she will definitely get sick."

Lin Chunxiao was originally a smart person. If there was a master who protected his child behind him, he would mess up the world.

Jing Rong took out the meat buns she bought from her bosom, opened the oil paper and let Lin Chunxiao eat them while they were hot.

Lin Chunxiao was extremely hungry. He rubbed his palms on his clothes twice, and impatiently took a big bite of the bun. He could no longer remember what the hot meat buns tasted like. His mouth was full. When he heard the doctor say that, he looked up and glared at her.

Jing Rong raised his hand and touched Lin Chunxiao's head. His fingers gently smoothed the dry and messy hair on his head and said, "He should be spoiled."

Lin Chunxiao's mouth was full. He looked up at her when he heard the words, hummed a few times, and didn't know what he was saying.

"It's okay." Jing Rong probably heard Lin Chunxiao say, "She scolded me, so I stretched out my leg to trip her."

The doctor raised her eyebrows slightly, touched the book on the table that she couldn't put down with her fingertips, and asked with a curled lip: "Did you just stretch out your leg to trip her?"

Lin Chunxiao paused while chewing the bun, and then heard the doctor softly ask: "Is there nothing in your palm when you grabbed her wrist?"

"What did you shake out of your sleeve?"

The doctor just saw Lin Chunxiao wiped his hands on his clothes before eating.

She raised her eyelids, leaned back on the back of the chair, and looked straight at Lin Chunxiao.

Lin Chunxiao was frightened by her eyes, and hiccuped.

Jing Rong moved sideways to block the doctor's sight, raised her hand to pour a glass of water and handed it to Lin Chunxiao, her palm along his back, looked at the doctor with displeasure, frowned and said: "You scared him to eat."
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Jing Rong was like an old father watching his children eat. If there was anything, he would wait for Lin Chunxiao to eat first before talking in detail.

Lin Chunxiao lowered her head and ate the buns in small bites. Her head tucked behind Jing Rong, her eyes rolling around, and she said nothing.

The doctor shook her head and sighed slightly, with a smile on her lips. She stroked the book on the table with her palm and said, "I guessed that the poison was you."

When the doctor saw the burns on Lin Chunxiao's legs, she had already had doubts in her heart. It was not until just now that she confirmed that this little beggar might be a descendant of the Lin family.

Jing Rong looked back at the doctor, shielding Lin Chunxiao behind her, and her aura changed slightly.

The doctor smiled calmly, picked up the book on the table, and said with nostalgia and self-mockery, "The head of the Lin family once gave me some advice on medical skills. She may not remember it, but I always regard her as my mentor in my heart."

This book was given by the head of the Lin family, and she benefited a lot from it.

The doctor put down the book, looked at Jingrong and Lin Chunxiao, and said with his arms around his chest: "I am just a doctor, I treat illnesses and save lives. I don't want to know more about other things. You can leave Linjia Village after his leg is healed."

Jingrong put away the cold air around him, lowered his eyes and replied, "Of course."

She thought the doctor wanted to keep Lin Chunxiao.

Lin Chunxiao finished the bun in her hand in silence, stretched out two greasy fingers to pinch Jingrong's sleeves, pulled twice and looked up at her, and asked softly: "Where should I go after leaving Linjia Village?"

The meat buns in this shop have thin skin and rich soup. When you bite it, the soup overflows and flows all over your hands. Jingrong held Lin Chunxiao's wrist, bent down and pulled his tattered hem, wiped off the oil on his hands, and was so patient and serious that he didn't even let go of the fingers.

"Follow me, I will take you with me wherever I go." Jing Rong wiped the oil off the corner of his mouth with the corner of his clothes, and said in a matter-of-fact tone: "No matter what, the master will take good care of you."

The young master who was originally from a medical family and was elegant and refined in his meals has now become a beggar who eats voraciously and rubs his hands and face with food.

Lin Chunxiao didn't need anyone to say anything, just watching Jing Rong lower his head and carefully wipe his fingers, he felt his face burning, and he lowered his head in shame to look at his two toes exposed outside the straw sandals.

From the young master of the Lin family to a dirty beggar, no one knows how Lin Chunxiao resisted the resistance of his body in a short moment and quickly adapted. He only knew that he had nothing left, and he had to live no matter what and learn to accept it.

Jing Rong went to the street today to buy Lin Chunxiao a clean set of clothes. There was no place to wash in the clinic, so she planned to take Lin Chunxiao back to the inn next door where she temporarily stayed.

Jing Rong had just picked up Lin Chunxiao when the woman who had just left returned, followed by two people. There was a person lying on the bed board she was holding.

Lin Chunxiao stretched her head to take a look and almost didn't recognize that the person lying on the bed board was Lai Jiu.

Lai Jiu's face was sallow, his cheeks were sunken, his eyes were dull, and his whole body was a little out of shape.

She lay weakly on the bed board. She caught a glimpse of Jing Rong who was about to leave. Her eyes suddenly widened. She didn't know where the strength came from suddenly. She reached out to grab Jing Rong's clothes and shouted, "It's you! It's you who hurt me!"

Jing Rong didn't dodge either. He glanced at her and said coldly, "Why don't I remember this?"

Lin Chunxiao, who was lying in Jing Rong's arms, stretched out her arms and slapped Lai Jiu's hand holding Jing Rong's clothes with her palm. She frowned and said dissatisfiedly, "Don't touch my master's clothes. She thinks they are dirty."

Lai Jiu stared at him with wide eyes, obviously asking who was dirtier than her.

Lin Chunxiao puffed up her cheeks and opened her eyes wide, staring back unwillingly.

Lai Jiu fell back on the bed with all his strength, and said weakly, "It's all your medicine that hurt me."

The one-liang silver packet of anti-□□ in Jing Rong's mouth was comparable to a laxative. It was also her fault that she was impatient and drank twice the amount at once. As a result, she had diarrhea and was exhausted. Today, she had no choice but to be carried to the clinic.

Jing Rong seemed to have just recognized Lai Jiu and said, "Isn't your hand healed? I am only responsible for curing the poison on your hand. I am not responsible for diarrhea."

The blisters on Lai Jiu's hands have slowly scarred and healed, so he is considered healed.

Lai Jiu's eyes widened when he heard this, obviously he didn't expect this charlatan to say so.

Jing Rong turned sideways to reveal the doctor behind him and said, "Diarrhea is the doctor's business, go find her."

The doctor came over, stretched out his hand to take Lai Jiu's pulse, and then looked at her palms and backs, nodding affirmatively, "The 'unclean' has been solved, and as for the diarrhea, I'm afraid it's a reaction to taking too much medicine."

The doctor asked Lai Jiu to stay for treatment. Although he could see at a glance that she was just dehydrated and nothing serious, he still prescribed medicine for her.

The doctor took the abacus, fiddled with the beads with his fingers twice, and looked at Lai Jiu with a smile, "A total of three taels of silver and six cents, I'll give you the change, and I'll take three taels of silver."

Lai Jiu rolled her eyes and almost fainted. She weakly raised her hand to pound the bed board, with tears in her eyes. The things she "picked up" from the Lin family only sold for this little silver, and now it's all used to treat this strange poison.

The doctor looked at the woman who had not dared to speak because of Jing Rong's presence, and said, "Her 'poison' may be contagious. If you are infected, you can come to me for free treatment. It's buy one get one free."

It is the doctor's job to treat illnesses and save lives. Jing Rong carried Lin Chunxiao away.

Jing Rong asked the waiter to prepare a bucket of hot water for him to take a bath. Due to the difference between men and women, Jing Rong took out some change and handed it to the waiter, saying, "Find a man to wash him."

Lin Chunxiao had difficulty walking and had injuries on his legs. Jing Rong was still worried about letting him jump on one foot in the house.

The waiter put the silver in his arms, said "OK", and went downstairs with a smile on his face to call his husband who was washing vegetables in the kitchen.

The waiter's sleeves were still rolled up, and he wiped his wet hands on the apron around his waist and said to Jingrong, "Leave the person to me."

He looked back at Lin Chunxiao, whose face was as black as coal and whose hair was messy, and exclaimed, "Why is this child so dirty?"

Jingrong frowned slightly, and the waiter nudged the waiter with his elbow. The waiter realized that he had said the wrong thing, and laughed dryly and said, "Don't worry, I can wash a pig clean, let alone a child with only a few pounds of meat."
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