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Thank you for continuing to watch The Heiress and Her Rebel Son season 2. The story continues.

Description:

Lin Qiao was interrupted before she could say his name. Gu Xingran rubbed his arms exaggeratedly, with a look of disgust: "Forget the sentimental words. I am not helping you, but helping our Class 2 which is in danger in the sports meeting. Jiang Yan wants to lead Class 1 to suppress Class 2? Dream on! What's the difference between that and stepping on me? I won't allow it!" He pointed to the four people next to him: "These are the people I found for you. They are all good at playing instruments and singing. It's up to you to arrange them, except for them. Gu Xingran paused for a moment, then cleared his throat and continued. "Well, there's also me. I'm idle anyway, so I might as well win glory for the class." "You?" Lin Qiao covered her mouth in shock. She did have the idea of ​​letting Gu Xingran participate in the show before, but after being firmly rejected by him, she gave up the idea. Who would have thought that he would take the initiative to participate.
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Chapter 1 It seems that there is a fortune teller in her family
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Lin Qiao looked surprised, and doubted her ears.

What? Gu Xingran helped her to gather all the performers? It only took her a meal?

She asked him to help find the performers casually, but she didn't expect him to actually do it. Not only did he do it, but he actually found people for her!

Although there were only four people, it was much better than Lin Qiao's result of asking zero people for the whole morning. Some of them didn't want to sign up and some she didn't have time to ask. Under Jiang Yan's conspiracy, Gu Xingran was able to find candidates who were willing to participate for her. It was like giving her a cup of thirst-quenching water in the desert. It would be a lie to say that she was not moved.

This guy is usually a bit tough, but he never lets down his guard at the critical moment. Her lips pursed, and she said with emotion: "Gu Xingran..."

"Stop!"

Lin Qiao had just called out his name when her words of thanks were interrupted. Gu Xingran rubbed his arms exaggeratedly, with a look of disgust: "Forget the sentimental words. I am not helping you, but helping our Class 2 who is in danger in the sports meeting. Jiang Yan wants to lead Class 1 to suppress Class 2? Dream on! What's the difference between that and stepping on me? I won't allow it!"

He pointed to the four people next to him: "These are the people I found for you. They are all good at playing instruments and singing. It's up to you to arrange them. Except for them..." Gu Xingran paused for a moment, then cleared his throat and continued.

"Well, there's also me. I'm idle anyway, so I might as well win glory for the class."

"You?" Lin Qiao covered her mouth in shock. She did have the idea of ​​asking Gu Xingran to participate in the show before, but after he firmly refused, she gave up the idea. She never thought that he would take the initiative to participate.

Wait, Lin Qiao suddenly realized that if there were many people who signed up for the performance, Gu Xingran would definitely not join in the fun. Even he participated, and it might not be as easy as he said to gather these people.

Thinking of this, Feng Ming leaned close to Lin Qiao's ear and reported: "Report to my cousin, these are not randomly found by Brother Ran. He is frightened by his fierce look. As for the rest of those who have some talent, they all received money from Jiang Yan's grandson. These are the fish that slipped through the net that Jiang Yan didn't like."

After this explanation, Lin Qiao understood. Indeed, Feng Ming and Zou Shou were Gu Xingran's people and could not be bribed by Jiang Yan. Wang Hang was a short and slightly wide fat man, and Lu Gaoyang was a nerd with glasses and acne. Jiang Yan probably thought that Lin Qiao would definitely not use these people who were not outstanding in appearance to participate in the competition.

Gu Xingran saw Feng Ming whispering to Lin Qiao, frowned and interrupted: "What are you still talking about here? Hurry up and register them in your little notebook. This time, I want to see whose name is written in the notebook and dares to go back on his word? Unless he really wants to die."

The other people were so scared that they looked at each other and swallowed their saliva timidly.

After being reminded by Gu Xingran, Lin Qiao immediately returned to her seat and took out her notebook. She crossed out the word "dance" at the top of the paper, and then rewrote two big words - band.

At the beginning of the next line, Lin Qiao wrote the word "lead singer". Just as she was about to continue writing, her pen suddenly stopped and she looked up at the people opposite her: "Who sings the best? I want to choose a lead singer."

The next second, two people were selected by others at the same time.

Feng Ming was referring to Zou Shou: "He, he, Zou Shou sings really well, I can testify!"

Zou Shou slapped his hand away: "Are you kidding me! I want to pee when I'm nervous, and I have a fear of crowds. At most, I can just play drums on the side. How can I be the lead singer!"

And Lu Gaoyang was referring to Wang Hang. Through the thick glasses, his eyes revealed the rigor of a top student: "I think Wang Hang is the best singer in our class. It's perfect for him to be the lead singer."

Wang Hang waved his hand and refused: "Let Zou Zhuang come. His image is much better than mine. If I become the lead singer like this, I will definitely ruin the whole show. I can also play the piano. I can play the electronic keyboard and sing harmony on the side."

Lin Qiao was not surprised that both of them refused this important task. She also knew that they didn't want to, but they didn't have confidence.

The people present at the moment, whether it was Gu Xingran's group, or Wang Hang and Lu Gaoyang, were the kind of people who would not be considered by the teacher for any activities. Gu Xingran and his group were the problem students that the teacher had a headache because they did not listen to discipline, Wang Hang was a little fat and was a transparent person who was sometimes laughed at in the class, and Lu Gaoyang only knew how to study, had a dull personality, and had no desire to perform.

These four people had not planned to sign up for the program. If Gu Xingran had not come to them personally, they would not even participate, let alone be the lead singer. No one had the courage to do so. They just went through the process with the intention of filling the numbers, and never thought about being selected to perform.

Lin Qiao saw that they had no passion, so she took the initiative to say: "How about this, each of you sing a few sentences, and I will choose one."

Zou Shou and Wang Hang looked at each other, and then sang two or three sentences in turn very shyly, without even singing more than one sentence, but this was enough for Lin Qiao. Her eyes fell on Wang Hang. Lu Gaoyang did not lie. Wang Hang's singing was indeed very good. In terms of voice alone, he was better than many people.

Seeing that Lin Qiao was always looking at him, Wang Hang's eyes dodged and he had a bad feeling, so he subconsciously said: "In fact, I think the most suitable person for the lead singer is classmate Lin Mumu. You are so beautiful, you don't even need to sing. Just standing in the middle of the show is half the success. Otherwise, let Brother Ran come. The popularity of the show will definitely explode!"

Lin Qiao curled his lips and nodded: "Yeah, you are right."

Wang Hang was about to breathe a sigh of relief when he heard Lin Qiao's next words: "So you are our lead singer, that is, our center position!"

––––––––
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HIS CHUBBY FACE SUDDENLY began to change color like a palette, and his head shook like a rattle: "No, no, no, I can't do it! Isn't it embarrassing for me to stand there with my body shape and image? I think I should think about this matter again! Anyone among us is better than me as the lead singer!"

Lin Qiao said frankly: "I think no one is more suitable than you. You just said that I should be the lead singer, but in fact, I sing out of tune. It would be embarrassing if I really sang. What we need is someone who can sing infectiously, not a vase. Similarly, Gu Xingran is also—"

Lin Qiao turned her head to look at the side, and her voice paused. Feng Ming quickly followed up with a look: "Brother Ran is tone-deaf and his singing is also out of tune. Not only is it out of tune, it's as unpleasant as chanting a sutra."

Zou Shou also added a shot at the side: "Hiss, singing out of tune is also hereditary? I didn't expect that Brother Ran's family has no musical talent."

Gu Xingran glared at them unconvinced, but did not refute. After all, no matter how much he didn't want to admit it, he knew how he sang. The crooked tones he opened his mouth didn't seem like something his face could sing out. Isn't it hereditary?

Someone explained the situation to Lin Qiao, and she looked away with satisfaction: "So, you are the best candidate, and you don't need to worry about anything. The reason why the lead singer is called the lead singer is that he needs to sing well. What does it have to do with how he looks and how he looks? We are going to sing, not to participate in a beauty pageant. Do you think you don't sing well?" Although Lin Qiao transferred to Nan Gao, she was suddenly airborne in Class 2. In her opinion, the performance of this sports meeting is a graduation gift for Class 2 and should belong to their memories. She doesn't want to steal the limelight. Those who didn't participate are fine, but since they participated, she, as the leader, has to give them the best answer. As for Gu Xingran, no matter how selfish Lin Qiao is, she will not ruin the whole program because of personal feelings. Even if she gave her son a good position, his tone-deaf appearance will only waste this opportunity. So she thought for a while and felt that Wang Hang was still the most suitable candidate for the lead singer. Wang Hang was stunned. This was the first time someone told him that strength was more important than appearance. He had always been very self-conscious about his appearance, and he had never met someone who believed in him so unconditionally. For a moment, he even forgot to continue to refuse, and just murmured to answer Lin Qiao's question: "I think it's... pretty good."

"That's it!" Lin Qiao picked up the notebook and wrote Wang Hang's name behind the lead singer. Then he wrote down their positions on each line. Zou Shou played drums, Feng Ming played electric guitar, and Lu Gaoyang, like Wang Hang, could play the piano and electronic keyboard. The two of them had some overlaps, so Lin Qiao had to think about how to allocate them and put everyone to use.

Finally, Lin Qiao looked at Gu Xingran and asked curiously: "What about you? What can you do?"

Before Gu Xingran could answer, Feng Ming raised his hand again: "Brother Ran can play guitar! He plays very well, and his singing level is completely different. He studied in the same place as me before, but he hasn't been here since the third year of high school. Although he is a little rusty, he can still play ordinary songs!"

Guitar? I didn't expect that my eldest son has such a hobby? Lin Qiao looked at Gu Xingran in surprise. The latter coughed awkwardly and said vaguely: "Don't listen to Feng Ming's nonsense. I only learned it for a short period of time. I can only say that I can play it."

Lin Qiao patted his shoulder: "Why are you so modest? It's good to be able to play it. Your hands are so beautiful, you should use them for other things. How can you just use them to hit people all day long?"

"Puff!" Zou Shou couldn't help but burst out laughing. Fortunately, Feng Ming pinched him and held back in time. He just thought silently in his heart, otherwise, there is a saying that one thing conquers another. Brother Ran always seems to want to break away from his cousin, but in fact he is completely subdued by him.

During this period, he attended classes on time and completed his homework seriously. Now he is also helping to find students who will participate in the performance, and even making an exception to participate. It is useless to say that he does not want to meddle in other people's business. What he has done is enough to show everything. Ran Ge has changed a lot after his cousin transferred to school. Except for himself not admitting it, anyone with eyes can see how big it is.

Seeing Gu Xingran's unhappy but helpless look, Lin Qiao smiled and lowered her head to write the two words Gu Xingran and guitar on the same line in the notebook. After finishing, she closed the notebook and looked at the person opposite and said.

"Thank you very much for your enthusiastic participation. I promise to work hard to plan our class's program and strive to get a good score. It's almost lunch time, so I won't talk nonsense for now. The first class in the afternoon is physical education. The teacher should not occupy the class for the sports meeting next week. While other students go to the playground to practice the registered projects, let's stay in the class to discuss the performance!"

After receiving a positive answer, the six people dispersed and went to do their own things. Lin Qiao did not stay in the class. After putting the notebook in the table hole, she turned around and was about to go out. She finally solved the biggest worry. She finally had time to carry out the next task.

Seeing her leaving, Gu Xingran subconsciously asked: "Where are you going for lunch break?"

Lin Qiao turned her head to look at him, with a smile on her face: "I have something to do with Fang Xuewei. What's the matter? Don't you want me to leave?"

Gu Xingran snorted: "What a joke, I don't care about you." He just sat on the chair and stood up again. That posture also wanted to go out. Lin Qiao asked strangely.

"What are you going to do? Are you going to go with me to find Fang Xuewei?"

Gu Xingran glanced at her: "Why should I look for her? I've been busy all afternoon. Can't I go to the bathroom now?"

Lin Qiao said, "Oh", she followed Gu Xingran's footsteps, put her hands behind her back, looked at him with a smile, and said in a voice that only the two of them could hear: "My dear, I didn't expect you to be so helpful. Thank you so much for today's matter. You really helped me a lot. Tell me, how do you want me to repay you?"

Gu Xingran pulled the corner of his mouth: "Forget it, I don't need your repayment. I said I did this for Class 2, not for you at all. I'm not helpful at all. Don't flatter me."

Lin Qiao was immune to his sharp tongue and soft heart. She smiled with a mouthful of white teeth and said sincerely.

"I have to thank you anyway. If our program is lucky enough to be selected in the future, it will definitely be your greatest contribution. I believe that with the efforts of our mother and son, we will definitely get a good result. When the time comes, we will slap Jiang Yan in the face and let him know that our family is not easy to mess with! We must also make those who quit the performance regret that these honors have nothing to do with them!" They have already walked to the door of the class. The corridor and the classroom are very noisy. Lin Qiao deliberately lowered the volume. The voice was not prominent in the mix, but every word and every stress fell clearly into Gu Xingran's ears. He looked at Lin Qiao's cheerful little face, and his heart was inexplicably hot. Why would he help when he was never too lazy to meddle in other people's affairs? Even Gu Xingran didn't know the answer to this question. He just wanted to do it, and then he did it. He told himself every day not to be fooled by the current illusion. Even if Lin Qiao was a good person now, she would definitely become a bad person in the future. But even so, when a new day came, Gu Xingran saw Lin Qiao's energetic face, and his heart, which he thought was as hard as stone, would soften.

It was the same this time.

Gu Xingran took a deep breath and thought, forget it, just think of it as repaying her kindness in supervising his study. He was really annoyed when he was forced to study at the beginning, but thinking back later, he knew that Lin Qiao was doing it for his own good. Gu Xingran was stubborn, but not stupid. Lin Qiao would not necessarily harm him with study, right?

This was the only time, and it was over after repaying. Lin Qiao's affairs had nothing to do with him in the future. Gu Xingran told himself silently in his heart.

As soon as the two of them left the classroom, they happened to meet Fang Xuewei and Yu Peng walking hand in hand. Fang Xuewei was holding a small bag of snacks and a bag of spicy strips in her hand, feeding Yu Peng. When she saw Lin Qiao and Gu Xingran, her movements stopped in mid-air for a moment, and she instinctively looked at Yu Peng beside her with a slightly complicated expression.

Lin Qiao keenly captured this scene and finally confirmed her guess. It was probably because her previous reminder had worked. Fang Xuewei knew who Gu Xingran really liked, and she didn't know it today. It was probably known last Friday. This just explained why Fang Xuewei was so repulsive to Yu Peng when the three of them went out to play together on Saturday.

Although seeing Fang Xuewei and Yu Peng's intimacy now, Lin Qiao felt that Fang Xuewei should have come to her senses, but after all, there were various precedents, and she was still afraid that Fang Xuewei would suddenly become impulsive and change her face.

Gu Xingran was walking casually, trying to zip up his school uniform jacket, but when he was halfway through, he saw Yu Peng next to Fang Xuewei. His expression froze for several seconds, and his hand stopped in mid-air.

Yu Peng's bangs were clipped up.

When he realized this, Gu Xingran's mind was full of only one sentence, and he didn't know anything else - she was so beautiful, even more beautiful than he imagined.

When Gu Xingran came to his senses, he hurriedly turned his head and zipped up his jacket. His ears were already red, and his body was straight. He didn't look as casual as before, and he didn't know where to put his nervous hands and feet.

Yu Peng kept his head down the whole time, and didn't dare to look up at the person opposite him. He felt that other people's eyes were On her body, her small body still felt insecure and squeezed towards Fang Xuewei.

This scene happened very quickly. In the eyes of those who didn't care, it was just a blink of an eye. They didn't realize that Gu Xingran was different. But in the eyes of those who cared, everything was so obvious, such as Lin Qiao and Fang Xuewei.

Lin Qiao felt it was magical to see her own son's heart fluttering because he met a girl he secretly loved. Only at her age could she have this opportunity to participate in every moment of Gu Xingran's growth and fully understand him.

Lin Qiao didn't think this was premature love or disobedience. She only felt - wow, what a pure and beautiful moment!

Soon, her sight moved to Fang Xuewei again. Fang Xuewei stood there with her eyes downcast, not knowing what she was thinking. Her expression was a little lonely. Lin Qiao sighed lightly, raised her foot and walked over there, holding Fang Xuewei's hand, interrupting the short silence.

"Xuewei, I have something to talk to you about. Let's go to a quiet place?"

Fang Xuewei came back to her senses. She forced herself to hold up her mouth and nodded, then told Yu Peng: "You go back to the class first. I'll talk to Mumu."

Yu Peng was obedient

She responded obediently, lowered her head and walked back to the class quickly, as if running away. When Yu Peng's back disappeared from her sight, Lin Qiao glanced at Gu Xingran.

"Tsk tsk, you're still looking at me when everyone has left. Don't you want to go to the bathroom? Go quickly."

Gu Xingran first subconsciously said "oh", then his eyes widened, and he looked at Fang Xuewei in panic, giving Lin Qiao a look that said, "What nonsense are you talking about in front of outsiders?"

After all, fearing that it would be too obvious, Gu Xingran did not stop after warning Lin Qiao with his eyes, and walked directly to the other end of the corridor. As soon as Gu Xingran left, Lin Qiao immediately pulled Fang Xuewei away from this area. They went down one floor and stood in the corner of the staircase. Lin Qiao asked Fang Xuewei about it first, paving the way for the next questions and diverting her attention from the sad things.

"Xuewei, how is your family's affairs handled? After several days, there should be a preliminary conclusion, right?"

As long as Fan Xinyan, the number one rival, is mentioned, Fang Xuewei's attention will be diverted immediately, and her expression will be more joyful.

"Yes! I really owe my stepmother's case to you, Mumu. If it weren't for you, I wouldn't have discovered her flaws. Using the method you taught me, I successfully got the housekeeper to stand on the same side as me. The private detective he hired has collected some previous evidence. Now all that's left is to catch her in the act. I can then explain this to my dad and kick her out of the house completely!"

Lin Qiao also said happily: "That's great. If this thing succeeds, you will not only win over your stepmother, but also save the Fang family and eliminate a future hidden danger for the Fang family. Your dad will definitely look up to you from now on, and maybe your status in the family will change all of a sudden."

"Wow, this is all thanks to you. Without you, I would still be bullied by that damn woman!" Fang Xuewei hugged Lin Qiao and rubbed her neck twice. "Not only did I get rid of the thorn in my side, but I also avoided the fate of being replaced by other children. How can I thank you, Mumu, you are really my benefactor!"

Lin Qiao smiled and patted her shoulder: "Hey, don't cry, or other classmates will see you and you will feel embarrassed."

"Don't cry! Why should I cry for such a happy thing!" Fang Xuewei let go of Lin Qiao. Although she said so, her eyes were still red. She touched them randomly with her hands for a few times. She suddenly remembered something and asked Lin Qiao.

"By the way, Mumu, didn't you say you had something to talk to me about? What is it?"

Lin Qiao saw that the preparations were almost done, so she prepared to talk about business. She looked around and made sure that there was no one around, then lowered her voice and asked Fang Xuewei.

"Xuewei, do you know the person in charge of the Lin family now, that is, Lin Sina?"

Fang Xuewei saw Lin Qiao's serious expression, and she also straightened her face and answered: "I know, she is Jiang Yan's mother. I have met her many times. What's wrong, Mumu, why do you suddenly mention her?"

Lin Qiao did not answer, but just said: "What is your impression of her, such as what kind of person do you think she is?"

"Hiss...My impression of Aunt Lin..." Fang Xuewei took a breath and fell into memories. The last time she met Lin Sina was at the parent-teacher meeting. It had only been a few weeks, and she still remembered the vague oppression clearly.

"Aunt Lin is a very gentle, intellectual and mature person. I seem to have never seen her angry with others. Even my father often praises her as a leader with great wisdom and vision. She has always had a good reputation in the outside world."

Lin Qiao just relaxed her frown, and suddenly saw Fang Xuewei approaching her again, and said mysteriously: "But I think Aunt Lin is not such a simple person. To be honest, although I am not very thoughtful, my sixth sense is still very accurate. Every time Aunt Lin smiles more gently, I feel more and more scared. How to say it, it feels like this person is wearing a mask, fake from the inside out."

Perhaps because she was afraid of being heard, Fang Xuewei's voice became smaller and smaller, and even to the last sentence, she directly leaned on Lin Qiao's ear and said it with some hot breath.

"And I have heard a rumor that there is a half-immortal who is very accurate in fortune-telling behind Lin Sina."
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Chapter 2 Your dad sang this song to me before
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When Lin Qiao heard the first half of Fang Xuewei's words, she didn't feel much, until she said the second half, her expression suddenly changed.

"Half-immortal?" Lin Qiao repeated, and asked in confusion, "What do you mean?"

This time Fang Xuewei shook her head: "I don't know either. These rumors are just what I heard from others. I'm not familiar with Aunt Lin, and I don't have the habit of digging into other people's gossip, so I only know these."

Lin Qiao's thoughts turned several times, and she intuitively felt that there must be a lot of meaning in this sentence, and perhaps there was the information she needed. Rumors are indeed not to be believed, but sometimes they are not groundless.

"Xuewei, I need to ask you for a favor. Please help me find out why there is this rumor about Lin Sina, and other gossip about her. Good or bad, thank you in advance."

It was the first time that Fang Xuewei heard Lin Qiao care so much about others, especially an elder who was much older than them. Although she was curious, she was not a fool after all, so she didn't ask more questions and just nodded heavily.

"Okay, Mumu, don't worry. I'll take care of this. My dad often takes me to other friends' homes, and I have good connections in the circle. I will definitely find out everything and try not to leak any secrets, even my dad. And you don't have to be so polite to me. I don't know how many times more you have helped me. I'm so happy that I can't wait to help you a little bit!" Lin Qiao smiled and put her heart back in her stomach, so she said that Fang Xuewei's favors are very useful. The effect and efficiency of doing things with favors are completely different from those without favors. She sincerely helps others, and only when she needs them will they sincerely help her. Lin Qiao arranged two tasks for herself today. One is to find the performers for the show, and the second is to find Fang Xuewei to find out about Lin Sina. Fortunately, both tasks were completed before lunch break. Lin Qiao was able to take a very sweet nap and slept until the bell rang. When she woke up, she stretched her body with energy. Gu Xingran spent his lunch break reading comic books. When he saw her wake up, he subconsciously wanted to put the book away. He put his hands in the hole of the table before he remembered that it was not class time and Lin Qiao could not control him.

This time, even Gu Xingran himself did not realize that he had tacitly accepted Lin Qiao's control over him. When he took out the comic book again, he was still patting his chest and thanking that it was fortunately the end of get out of class, otherwise his book would be confiscated again.

The afternoon class was physical education. Just as Lin Qiao thought, the sports meeting was coming soon. The teacher did not take up the time of physical education class, but let them go down to do free activities. Those who should practice running practiced running, and those who should practice other events practiced other events.

After everyone left, only Lin Qiao, Gu Xingran, and the other members of their performance team were left in the class. Everyone gathered in front of the podium and stood in a circle around the table.

Lin Qiao was in the center of the circle. She put the notebook on the desk and repeated the content on it: "One guitar, one electric guitar, one drum set, two electronic keyboards, what can be played with this configuration?"

"The electronic keyboard is repeated. Since Wang Hang is the lead singer, I will play it." Student Lu Gaoyang pushed his eyes and said very seriously. His expression did not look like he was about to form a band with others, but more like he was solving some world problems with the study group.

"In this case, our instruments are very limited. The very rock songs can be crossed out first." Lin Qiao turned the pen in her hand and looked at the people opposite. "Everyone recommend songs first. I will listen to them on my mobile phone."

She asked this question with good intentions, trying to make everyone feel involved. However, after she heard various heart-wrenching, ghost-like howling, and gibberish foreign languages ​​a few minutes later, Lin Qiao felt deeply regretful. She was almost certain and certain that if they really chose these songs, they would be eliminated 100%.

Lin Qiao may not understand what is needed for a sports band performance, but she knows it is definitely not a niche, or a language that others can't understand. She thinks that if she wants to make it lively, she must make everyone feel resonant.

Feng Ming and Zou Shou and a few others began to argue

Who chose the better one, picking a general from a short man. Lin Qiao pondered for a long time and finally got an inspiration after seeing the word Gu Xingran's name on the book.

She reached out and slapped the desk, showing the courage of the performance leader and announced solemnly.

"Everyone be quiet, I have thought about what song we are going to perform, it's a pop song!" As she said, Lin Qiao took out her mobile phone, opened the music software and started searching. Everyone's eyes immediately gathered on Lin Qiao. Some people wanted to listen to the songs she recommended, and some people were eagerly waiting for Lin Qiao to choose their own songs.

Only Gu Xingran's eyebrows jumped, and he had a bad premonition in his heart. Others didn't know, but he knew. Lin Qiao was a person from 25 years ago. What pop songs could she know? Even the popular songs are so old that they are so tacky now!

Gu Xingran approached Lin Qiao, glanced at her phone screen, and said to her vaguely without moving his lips: "Don't do anything weird, you are afraid that people will not know that you are old-fashioned, right? What do you want to recommend? It won't be Sad Pacific, right? No, no, whose sports meeting is singing love songs? Other classes are having fun!"

"Hey, you look down on me too much, don't you?" Lin Qiao said with a tut, "Don't worry, how could I let you ruin my favorite song?"

Lin Qiao raised the corner of her mouth: "Hehe, I'm just kidding, I actually have other ideas, It is guaranteed to be suitable for everyone to sing, and it is also suitable for youthful occasions such as high school sports meetings. Moreover, your father sang this song to me. It is a song from the same album as Sad Pacific. Isn't it a coincidence that he also played guitar when he was young, and he played it very well. "

Gu Xingran was so surprised that his voice changed: "What? My dad? Can play guitar? Are you kidding me!"

Just at this time, Lin Qiao found the song. She was too lazy to explain any more. She just looked at others, pressed the volume button of the mobile phone to the maximum and placed it in the middle of the desk, and then said.

"Let's sing this one! "Look at the Girl Across the Street." "

The cheerful melody flowed out of the mobile phone, hovering in this small space. In the prelude that was relatively calm in the first half, everyone looked at each other, all in a state of confusion. After they began to react one after another, they asked each other.

"Is this the song you chose?"

"How is it possible? Who would choose such an old song? I think the music with screams is the coolest and most suitable for singing during performances."

"Old Zou, stop it. No one can choose your song. My ears hurt just listening to it. I haven't really listened to the song Mumu mentioned, but I'm familiar with it. How come?"

"Pfft, who can't sing this song? Although it has a sense of age, it was popular in the streets and alleys at that time.

As the song progressed, the rhythm became smoother and more pleasant. Everyone's discussion gradually decreased, and they began to listen to the song seriously. Their bodies began to sway left and right with the rhythm of the song. Some people blurted out the familiar lyrics at the climax.

Until the end of the song, they still had an unsatisfied look on their faces.

Feng Ming scratched his little yellow hair: "Well, it seems that this song is really good. I can see the picture in front of my eyes just by listening to the music."

"Indeed. "Zou Shou agreed, "I thought the songs before were very non-mainstream, why do I feel okay now? No wonder this song has been popular for so many years, there is a reason."

Lv Gaoyang's attention is a little different from others: "I think there are many reasons why Lin Mumu chose this song. One is that we are all boys, which is very suitable for the lyrics of this song. In addition, the advantage of old songs is also obvious, that is, they are widely sung. We can sing them after just listening to them once, and other students should not be much different."

"That's right! Student Lu Gaoyang is worthy of being a top student, and his analysis is spot on! "

Lin Qiao looked at him approvingly. Lu Gaoyang raised his head slightly proudly and made his signature move - pushing his eyes. It is said that he likes to watch anime. Many powerful behind-the-scenes bosses like to do this move. He learned it specially.

Lin Qiao has no opinion on the second-year heart of the academic master. He is young. If he is not second-year now, when will he be second-year.

Like Gu Zhixun, he couldn't push his eyes when he was young because he was not nearsighted. Now that he is nearsighted, he has no chance to be second-year. However, They didn't like these things at that time.

Speaking of which, this song was inspired by Gu Zhixun when Lin Qiao saw Gu Xingran's last name in the notebook. Lin Qiao still remembers that day when they had a rare quarrel. To be more precise, she quarreled with him unilaterally. In order to coax her, Gu Zhixun asked others for help and learned this song. In the middle of winter, he played the guitar for her under Lin Qiao's window with his face and hands red from the cold. He also found a little follower to help him wipe his clear snot from the cold.

It was really cold that day. , the wind was howling outside, but Lin Qiao was warmed in such a cold day. She laughed at the people downstairs, and all the anger in her stomach disappeared.

Lin Qiao was distracted. What did Gu Zhixun think of her at that time? Did he regard her as a friend, a sister, or a girl he might like in the future? It was the first time that Lin Qiao was curious about this question. She secretly thought in her heart that she would definitely ask Gu Zhixun when she returned. Anyway, they would get married in the future, so they might as well hurry up and get things done.

But... when can she go back?

While Lin Qiao was thinking about it, the others had already discussed the result. After listening to the song again, they found that the required instruments were also very suitable, so they unanimously approved this song as the singing repertoire and went back to find the score to practice.

After the piano position was given to Lu Gaoyang, Wang Hang also had a new task, which was to shake the bell with the accompaniment. It didn't require much technical skills, but it was also a highlight of the song.

"Wait. "Feng Ming paused a section of the music accompaniment, went back and listened again, his face full of confusion, "What is this music played with? It sounds pretty nice."

Zou Shou and Wang Hang also leaned in to listen, and just as they were about to shake their heads in confusion, they heard Lin Qiao's voice.

"This is a harmonica. Do any of you know how to play it? This solo without lyrics is quite important."

Feng Ming was surprised that Lin Qiao knew the answer at first, and then wondered, "Harmonica? I have never seen this thing, can you play it, old Zou?"

Zou Shou shook his head: "I have only seen a harmonica my dad bought to play with before, and I don't know where it is now. It's long gone. People from a few generations ago might be able to play it, but none of us can play it. "

Hearing the last era, Gu Xingran immediately turned to look at Lin Qiao. Lin Qiao understood what he meant and shook her head twice apologetically. She was indeed more interested in harmonica at that time, but it was not very popular among the rich.

Lin Qiao herself did not despise any musical instrument, but there was nothing she could do in that environment. Most of the big families wanted their children to learn piano, violin, cello and other things with style. They thought that harmonica was just a toy for children and could not be used in big occasions. She was busy learning this and that all day long and had no time to learn harmonica by herself.

Lv Gaoyang thought for a while: "This section is more important in the whole song. I think we should not delete it. We can think of other ways to deal with it, such as replacing the harmonica with other instruments. As long as it is not abrupt, it can also add some style to our second class that is different from the original song. "

"Good idea! But what should it be replaced with, saxophone? Erhu?"

"These two seem a bit abrupt, and where can we find people who can do these? "

Just when Feng Ming and Zou Shou were in a dilemma, Wang Hang suddenly said cautiously: "I think maybe the violin is more suitable, the timbre is similar, and it is not strange to put it in the whole song."

"Violin?" Zou Shou slapped his forehead, "It is suitable, but it is harder to find than other instruments. I feel that there are not many people around me who can play it."

Feng Ming pounded the table: "I remember that Jiang Yan's grandson seems to be able to play the violin, and he plays it well. He has participated in some competitions. Damn, no, no, we can't ask that guy for help even if we are short of people. Let's change another instrument-"

"Uh, actually..." Lin Qiao interrupted Feng Ming and raised her little hand weakly, "I know a little about violin."

Except for Gu Xingran, the remaining four heads turned to Lin Qiao in an instant, their eyes almost popped out.

Feng Ming was extremely shocked: "Oh my god, I didn't see that cousin, you can actually play the violin? Real people don't show their true colors!"

Lin Qiao waved her hands hurriedly: "Not really, I can play a little bit, I'm not the best, just average."

Zou Shou: "It's just a short segment, average is enough, as long as it's not like sawing wood, it's great, this show has Ran Ge and cousin as the two faces, plus our group of talented people, it will definitely take off, won't it make those villains who look down on us angry to death? "

Gu Xingran curled his lips and said nothing. Lin Qiao was really modest. The violin she played was considered ordinary? Gu Xingran had attended her solo concert when he was a child. Lin Qiao could not count the instruments she played on one hand, but the violin was definitely ranked first, followed by the piano.

Based on Jiang Yan's level, several of them were not as good as Lin Qiao alone. Even though Lin Qiao was still young and her skills were not as sophisticated as in the future, her talent was not much worse. It was easy for her to crush Jiang Yan.

Because of this special accompaniment, Lin Qiao was forced to change from the person in charge to a performer. For the rest of the time, the few people settled down. After arranging the lyrics for the chorus, they agreed to go home and practice, and the group meeting ended when the bell rang.

After Lin Qiao and Gu Xingran returned to their seats, she suddenly fell on the table, exhausted but in a good mood.

With one week left, the performance group's progress bar is finally no longer zero. Although playing the violin is not within her plan, Lin Qiao is not opposed to making some contribution to everyone. The only problem is that she doesn't have a violin, and she probably has to ask someone to help borrow one.

"Hey, Gu Xingran, why don't I see your guitar at home? Do you want me to borrow one for you?"

Gu Xingran took out a book from the hole in the table and threw it on the table: "You haven't been to my room, how do you know I don't have it?"

Lin Qiao raised his eyebrows: "How do you know I haven't been there?"

Gu Xingran was quiet for a moment, and his expression suddenly changed: "No way? You really have been to my room!"

"Hehe, just kidding, of course not. "Lin Qiao yawned lazily, "I'm not an impolite person. How could I go in without your permission? But you look so scared. Is there any secret hidden in your room?"

Gu Xingran touched his nose: "No, I'm just not used to others entering my room. It's my private area."

"What do you mean by 'others'? I'm not someone else. I'm your dearest mother."

"Don't talk nonsense to me." Gu Xingran opened the notebook where he recorded his homework and looked at the notes he had written down Homework, "There are not many math and English homework today, let's try to finish it as soon as possible. I went home early for evening self-study to prepare for the performance, and the process and positioning have not been decided yet."

Lin Qiao straightened up in surprise: "I didn't realize that Gu Xingran, you are so enthusiastic about this performance. This is the first time you urge me to do my homework. The sun is rising from the west."

Gu Xingran pulled his collar in a rogue manner, and did not refute Lin Qiao: "I didn't want to participate at first, but now I suddenly realized one thing. As long as our program is selected and wins the first prize at the sports meeting, I can step on Jiang Yan. Losing to me in this matter is probably more painful for him than being beaten ten times. In this case, why not do it?"

Lin Qiao opened her mouth and clapped her hands in admiration: "Oh my God, it's rare that my dear child is willing to use the muscles in his brain instead of the muscles in his arms, and he even said a sentence in classical Chinese. I'm almost in a new light!"

Gu Xingran just snorted with pride, and suddenly recalled that something was wrong with Lin Qiao's words. He immediately lowered the corners of his mouth and raised his eyebrows: "Wait, what do you mean? Why do I feel more and more strange the more I listen? Are you mocking me for being brainless again!"

Lin Qiao blinked innocently and smiled obediently: "Oh, how could that be, am I that kind of person! You misunderstood me!"

"I think you are—" Gu Xingran wanted to say something else, but suddenly there was a loud speaker at the entrance of the class, and he was shouting at Gu Xingran.

"Brother Ran! Someone is looking for you outside!"

Gu Xingran was interrupted. He looked towards the door unhappily. He saw no one except the smiling loud speaker. After giving Lin Qiao a warning look, Gu Xingran pushed his chair back, stood up and strode towards the door.

It was almost time for class. Who would come to look for him?

Gu Xingran originally thought that the person might be a younger brother from another class, but he didn't expect that when he walked out of the door, he actually saw Fang Xuewei waiting against the wall.

He had a flash of doubt in his eyes. Why did Fang Xuewei come to look for him?

On the seat.

Gu Xingran beside him was found out. No one continued to bicker with Lin Qiao. She felt a little bored for a while.

When she was bored, her mind loved to think about all sorts of things.

She looked at the notebook on the table where she recorded the performances. The song title she wrote reminded her of someone who was not in front of her. Lin Qiao held her chin and picked up a pen. She scribbled the person's name on a used draft paper. She couldn't help thinking in her heart - What is Gu Zhixun doing now? Lin Qiao glanced in the direction of the door. After making sure that the teacher had no signs of coming, she secretly took out her cell phone from her pocket and found Gu Zhixun's phone number. It was strange. She had hardly taken out her cell phone a few times when she was in school before, and she had never thought of chatting with Gu Zhixun. But today she wanted to share this good news with Gu Zhixun as soon as possible. In addition, she also wanted to ask about Gu Zhixun's violin. According to Lin Qiao's understanding of herself, she might not have other instruments, but she must have a violin at home. She just didn't know if it was still there. Lin Qiao stared at the phone number for a while, and then remembered that almost no one uses text messages to communicate now. She couldn't act too old-fashioned, so she opened WeChat, which she had just registered not long ago, and found Gu Zhixun in the contact list where she had not added many people, and clicked on the chat box with him.

Gu Zhixun's avatar was a picture of the company's lobby logo, which looked like it was taken casually. His name was the single word "Gu". All the content and forwarded links in his circle of friends were related to work. They were neither high-end nor pretentious, and were no different from ordinary people.

Lin Qiao's mouth curved. Sure enough, the president in reality was not as exaggerated as in the novel. Gu Zhixun didn't look old, but his WeChat was so old-fashioned and simple, and he really looked like a middle-aged uncle in his forties.

However, the boring middle-aged uncle in the eyes of others was also a clear-headed boy who played guitar and sang a few decades ago.

Lin Qiao had seen the scene that even Gu Xingran could hardly imagine with her own eyes.

After taking a photo of the notebook recording the performers, Lin Qiao sent it to Gu Zhixun, with the caption: [Finally, the performance has been settled. Gu Xingran has also signed up for the program. I just found out that he can play the guitar. I don’t know which of you two plays better. I don’t know if you still remember this song. I suggested it. ]

After Lin Qiao clicked send, she wanted to put her phone back into the hole in the table. Gu Zhixun was so busy all day, she didn’t think he would reply to her WeChat so quickly.

But unexpectedly, she felt a vibration in her palm when she stretched out her hand halfway. Lin Qiao was startled and immediately took out her phone again. When she looked down, she saw Gu Zhixun’s reply, which was not just one message, but several.

[Great, I wish you a successful performance. ]

[Well, Xingran learned it before and played it very well, much better than me. ]

[Remember, I played it for you, under the window over there in your room. ]

[Good choice, this song is very suitable for lively occasions. 】

The white message boxes kept popping up, splitting Lin Qiao's long paragraph into several parts and replying one by one. Lin Qiao looked at these messages blankly, and laughed after a long time. Her heart felt sweet as if she had eaten honey.

Whether in reality or on the phone, he always responded to everything when chatting with her.

Gu Zhixun is so silly. She just said it casually, why does he need to reply so seriously one by one? He has become a meticulous antique, right?

Lin Qiao's pretty face was full of smiles. The light was bright during the day. In addition to the chat records between her and Gu Zhixun, the mobile phone screen also reflected her blue and white school uniform and the black hair tips of the ponytail on her shoulders. The breeze from the window blew in, making her hair float in the air, tirelessly.

But Gu Zhixun seemed quite cute like this.
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Chapter 3 A big quarrel every three days, a small quarrel every two days
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At the entrance of Class 2.

Gu Xingran and Fang Xuewei looked at each other for a few seconds, then pointed at their noses: "Are you here to see me? Did you call the wrong person on the loudspeaker?"

Since Fang Xuewei and Lin Qiao got along well, she never came to see Gu Xingran again, so he naturally thought that she was here to see Lin Qiao this time, and he turned around and wanted to call Lin Qiao out while saying this.

"No, he didn't call the wrong person, I'm here to see you."

Fang Xuewei stopped Gu Xingran, she stood up straight, and stood face to face with Gu Xingran. When it was time for class, there were no students in the corridor, and the noisy sounds of chatting and fighting came from inside the class, making it seem even quieter around them.

Gu Xingran turned back and twisted half of his body, looked at Fang Xuewei in confusion for a while, then casually put his hand in his pocket and asked nonchalantly: "Oh, what do you want to see me for?"

Casual movements, casual words, and undisguised impatience, completely different from the nervous look when facing Yu Peng. Fang Xuewei looked at the handsome face of the boy opposite and suddenly wanted to laugh. How could she not notice such a clear difference in treatment at that time?

She didn't understand why some people said that people in love are idiots, but now she understands. Not only are they idiots, they are blind and deaf, only seeing what they want to see and hearing what they want to hear.

Fang Xuewei often wondered why someone told her that Gu Xingran had a crush on her and secretly watched her from the window, and she believed it without thinking much? Maybe it was because before that, she had been secretly paying attention to him.

Seeing Fang Xuewei staring at him without saying anything, Gu Xingran finally felt something was wrong. He frowned slightly, took a step forward and looked down at her: "What's wrong with you? What happened?" Fang Xuewei pursed her lips, suddenly snorted and raised her chin, putting on her usual arrogant look: "Can't I look for you if there's nothing wrong? After all, we are high school classmates who have known each other for three years, okay?" Gu Xingran raised his eyebrows and looked her up and down: "Although I don't know what you are up to, but you still say this I feel better if you talk to me. I thought you were in trouble when you didn't say anything just now. You don't look like a lady at all." Fang Xuewei burst out laughing: "Hey Gu Xingran, why didn't I realize that you were a pushover before? Wouldn't it be better for you to be gentle? You have to yell at me to make you feel comfortable. Besides..." Fang Xuewei paused for a moment and smiled a little less: "Don't you like girls who are like ladies?" Gu Xingran was choked. He instinctively dodged his eyes and retorted awkwardly: "What nonsense are you talking about? ? You didn't come here just to pick a fight with me, did you? "

"No." Fang Xuewei shook her head and raised the corners of her lips, "I just want to tell you that this is the last time I will come to you privately."

Seeing that Gu Xingran's eyebrows were a little more confused, she didn't explain too much, just said: "Okay, don't think too much, we will still be friends in the future, Mumu also asked me to join your study team, I am much better at studying than you, and you can ask me when you have questions, I promise to answer them seriously. "

Although he didn't quite understand Fang Xuewei's real purpose in looking for him What is it, but Gu Xingran could still vaguely feel that the atmosphere at the moment was a bit strange. He did not continue to ask, but pretended to be disdainful: "Tsk, we haven't decided who will guide whom yet, believe it or not, I can surpass you in a minute?"

Fang Xuewei's eyes flashed with a smile, she pinched her arms to her waist, and stretched her neck like Gu Xingran's arrogance: "I don't believe it! If you have the guts, let's compete."

Gu Xingran raised his lips nonchalantly: "Compete, who is afraid of who."

Fang Xuewei: "Oh, you are quite courageous"

'Dinglingling'.

The familiar melody of the preparatory bell sounded, interrupting Fang Xuewei's unspoken words. Her eyelashes trembled slightly, and she felt that the ringing of the bell was really appropriate.

The words that could not be finished, the first love that ended without a result.

Actually, there was really no meaning for Fang Xuewei to come to Gu Xingran today. She didn't need him to respond. She just wanted to say goodbye to the person she liked for the first time. After today, Gu Xingran would be just Gu Xingran to her, an ordinary classmate who was no different from others.

"It's time for class. You go back. I have to go back to class too."

Fang Xuewei took a step back, took a last look at Gu Xingran, and turned to walk towards her class.

"Fang Xuewei."

Hearing the voice behind her, Fang Xuewei's heart shrank, and her steps suddenly stopped, like a ruler standing still.

She was stunned for a few seconds before slowly turning around and looking at the slender boy behind her. It was only because he called her that Fang Xuewei's suppressed heartbeat accelerated again.

In her expectant eyes, she heard him say

"Your shoelaces are untied, be careful not to trip."

Gu Xingran pointed at the position of her shoes with his chin, then yawned lazily and walked into the class, and the hand in his pocket was never taken out.

Fang Xuewei stood there for a while in a daze, and when she came back to her senses, she suddenly laughed subconsciously, and then shook her head helplessly. What was she expecting? Even she wanted to laugh at herself.

However, Fang Xuewei turned around and walked towards her class, took a long breath, and stretched her waist comfortably. This time, she did not feel that she was poured with cold water. On the contrary, she even felt that the burden on her body became lighter instantly.

This was all thanks to Gu Xingran. He used a word "shoelaces untied" to let her put down the last bit of expectation in her heart and let it go completely. Anyway, Fang Xuewei, who is rich and beautiful, will not hang herself on a crooked tree. At least she should try a few more.

First love is meant to be reminisced. Although she is not the heroine of Gu Xingran's story, she will always be the heroine of her own story. Anyway, she is now the most youthful and invincible 18 years old. Is there anything she can't overcome?

Goodbye, her first love full of blunders!

But young people always do some stupid things. If they are not stupid, is it still youth?

Fang Xuewei returned to Class 3 in a carefree manner. After sitting in her seat, she waved to the side and said in a pinched voice: "Little Yuzi, lend me the notes you just copied. I need to make up for it quickly."

Yu Peng immediately lowered his head and took out his notebook from his schoolbag. He held the two corners with both hands and put it in Fang Xuewei's hand obediently, and made a sound in cooperation: "Huh."

Fang Xuewei was amused by Yu Peng's soft and sticky "little eunuch" look. She couldn't help but stepped forward and rubbed her head hard a few times until Yu Peng's head was messed up. Then she returned to her seat to take notes with satisfaction.

Yu Peng was not angry at all. He just arranged his hair and smiled silently for a while. He looked softer than a persimmon.

The two girls, one gentle and pretty, the other bright and impetuous, are separated by a corridor. The former has a light blue hair tie, while the latter has a bright red hair tie. In the light and shadow outside the window, their backs fit perfectly.

It looks like a blooming season.

In the company's office, in front of a heavy dark brown wooden table.

The man is looking down at his phone with a lit screen, his expression calm, but his eyes unblinking. One of his hands is placed next to the keyboard, and his big palm completely wraps around the mouse, maintaining a working posture.

The assistant knocked on the door to report on his work, and saw this scene. He paused at the door for three seconds before walking into the office with light steps, his expression full of disbelief. What the hell, the famous workaholic Mr. Gu is actually slacking off and looking at his phone during work hours? He even suspected that there was something wrong with his eyes.

However, the next second, something even more shocking happened. When the notification sound of a new WeChat message sounded, Mr. Gu immediately raised his hand from the mouse and began to reply to the message seriously, with a faint smile on his lips.

The assistant was so shocked that his chin almost dropped to the ground. When he walked in front of Mr. Gu, he didn't dare to speak easily, for fear of disturbing Mr. Gu's happy "fishing time".

Until Mr. Gu put down his phone, looked up at him and asked, "What's the matter? Why don't you say anything when you come in."

The assistant laughed embarrassedly a few times: "Hehe, isn't it because you are busy, Mr. Gu, I am afraid to disturb you?"

After explaining, he immediately leaned over and handed over the document in his hand, and placed it on the desk in front of Gu Zhixun: "Mr. Gu, this document needs your signature after reading it."

Gu Zhixun opened the document, picked up the black pen next to him while reading it, and was about to sign in the lower right corner after confirming that it was correct,

The phone notification sound rang again.

The assistant didn't take it seriously at first. After all, Mr. Gu's pen was about to fall. At this critical moment, no one's news would stop Mr. Gu from working. Could it be that Mr. Gu could put the pen cap back on?

Then, the assistant really saw Mr. Gu put the pen cap back on and picked up the phone next to him to reply to the message.

Damn! Who on the other end of the phone could make Mr. Gu stop working and reply to messages again and again? This is unscientific!

That was the workaholic Gu Zhixun. There was a saying in the industry that even if the world was coming to an end, Gu Zhixun would come to work on time before the company building collapsed, and discuss new projects to save the earth with customers who had not yet turned into zombies, and make the first pot of gold in the end of the world.

When the assistant went out with the documents signed by Gu Zhixun, the shock on his face had not yet dissipated. He felt that it was time for him to discuss gossip with a few colleagues. Could it be that Mr. Gu had a pink situation?

'Bang'.

After the door closed, the office returned to calm again.

Gu Zhixun looked at Lin Qiao's new reply, his brows softened.

[Gu Zhixun, I want to hear you play guitar for me. Can you play a song for me when you have time? ]

The text was arranged in two lines in the white message box. It was just dry text, but Gu Zhixun felt as if he heard Lin Qiao's playful and crisp voice. He raised his lips, clicked the text box, and tapped the keyboard with his neatly trimmed fingertips.

[Okay, I will practice in advance. ]

Lin Qiao's reply came very quickly, probably because she was looking at the screen: [Wow, aren't you busy at the company today? How come you replied so quickly? ]

Gu Zhixun replied: [Not bad, I can handle it. ]

[Well...it seems that you are not completely idle. You even took time out to chat with me during work hours. Did you miss me after not seeing each other for a long time? Hehe. 】

The sentence was followed by a bunny emoticon, which stood there with its hands on its waist, saying with a smirk, "Don't explain, I understand."

Looking at the line of text, the smile on Gu Zhixun's face froze, and the curve of his mouth slowly returned to normal. After a few seconds, he looked up at the computer next to him and the work that had been paused.

What is he doing?

Gu Zhixun stood there as if he was frozen, and he didn't move for a long time. Even Lin Qiao couldn't wait any longer, and sent him another new message to urge him.

[Where are you? Why didn't you reply immediately? ]

Gu Zhixun looked at the message in silence, picked up his phone, and replied to Lin Qiao briefly.

[Class is about to start, go study first, I'm going to work too. 】

After sending the message, Gu Zhixun turned his phone upside down on the table. Even though he heard the message notification sound, he didn't look at it again. He put his attention back on the document on the computer screen. The complicated contract content in it brought Gu Zhixun back to reality.

Recently, he seemed to have neglected the sense of boundaries.

And the sense of boundaries is the most important thing between them. Gu Zhixun is very clear that Lin Qiao can't be his emotional sustenance now. There is a distance between the two of them. He has warned himself several times.

Even if she should have been his wife.

Gu Zhixun's fingertips trembled, and he slowly looked at the sky outside the French window, looking at the glass that looked like a cage. It seemed to isolate not only the cold air outside, but also the past that he dared not recall and the feelings he dared not face.

For a few minutes, there was no sound in the empty office.

The next time there was a sound, it was the lonely tapping of the keyboard and mouse.

An afternoon of classes passed in the blink of an eye. According to the original plan, Lin Qiao and Gu Xingran sped up their homework in the evening self-study and successfully completed the task more than an hour ahead of schedule.

This time, Lin Qiao and Gu Xingran did not sneak away, but explained the situation to the teacher and asked for leave. The teacher on duty for the evening self-study today happened to be the teacher of other subjects in Class 2. Seeing that Gu Xingran did not skip class directly but asked for leave obediently, he was so happy that his mouth did not fall for a long time and immediately allowed it.

On the way home from leaving the campus, Lin Qiao thought of the teacher's attitude and sighed to Gu Xingran.

"You've only been a little bit obedient, and the teacher is so happy for you. If one day you really change your previous unlearned and unlearned appearance, the teachers will be so happy. Gu Xingran, look at how many people are waiting for you to change for the better!" Gu Xingran lowered his head, holding the backpack strap on his shoulder, kicking the pebbles on the road with his feet. He couldn't tell whether he was happy or embarrassed. A mixture of emotions made him say awkward words when he opened his mouth. "I don't need other people's expectations, I can do whatever I want."

Lin Qiao pouted: "Hey, when can you stop saying one thing and thinking another? You are obviously very happy when the teacher praises you, okay? Isn't it good to feel like a good student? You have been a bad student for so long, it's time to experience what it feels like to be a good student, right?"

Gu Xingran turned his head to look at her, his eyes widened. He obviously didn't dislike what Lin Qiao said, but he still said something that was so annoying: "Who cares?"

These three words directly ignited Lin Qiao's temper. She pinched her waist with both hands and simply stopped walking. She also looked at Gu Xingran with wide eyes, as if she wanted to compete with him to see whose eyes were bigger.

"Gu! Xing! Ran! You are being disrespectful again! Was there something I said just now wrong!"

Gu Xingran also stopped and stood face to face with her. They staggered the peak time for school dismissal, and there were not many people on the road, which made it convenient for them to quarrel.

He took a step forward and tried to use his height to look down on her: "You're not even that big, I'm the big one in terms of physique, you're the tiny one!"

Lin Qiao immediately stood on tiptoe, shaking her whole body: "Hey! Why are you still talking about height? I'm not very short among girls, okay?

Do you think everyone is like you, with good genes and a big body!"

Gu Xingran almost laughed: "Good genes? Don't think I can't hear you are praising yourself in a roundabout way!"

Lin Qiao: "So what! Dead tsundere!"

"You!" Gu Xingran was choked and his teeth creaked, but he didn't know how to retort for a while. It happened that at this time, he glanced at Lin Qiao's schoolbag strap and blurted out—

"Your schoolbag is so tacky!"

After the words fell, there was a strange silence between the two. A dead leaf was blown by the wind, spun around on the ground and flew away.

Gu Xingran looked at Lin Qiao with a look on his face, "Brother, you quarreled and brought the schoolbag to attack others. Isn't it childish? ", gradually became embarrassed, his face getting hotter and hotter, until a schoolbag was thrown in his arms.

Beige, like half a Want Want senbei biscuit, this was the schoolbag he said was tacky.

He blinked and asked in confusion: "Huh? Why did you give me the schoolbag..."

Gu Xingran raised his eyes stupidly while talking, but saw that Lin Qiao had walked a distance away. Perhaps because the weight on her shoulders was reduced, her steps became faster, and her arms swung back and forth on both sides of her body, as relaxed as a primary school student on an outing.

Gu Xingran held the extra yellow schoolbag in his arms like a little yellow duck. He was stunned for a moment, and suddenly realized what Lin Qiao meant, and shouted in surprise-

"Oh my god! How can I carry your schoolbag for you! Lin Mumu, come back here! "

In front of Gu Xingran, Lin Qiao, who had already walked a long distance, curled her lips and smiled. Not bad, he knew to call her fake name when he was so angry. He is not completely brainless.

Humph, he dared to say that the schoolbag she carefully selected was tacky, then let him carry it!

Lin Qiao walked away regardless, making Gu Xingran behind him so angry that he jumped up and down. Did Lin Qiao really think he was easy to mess with? Not only did she call him arrogant, but she also dared to stuff this schoolbag that looked like a yellow duck into his hands. Did she really think he wouldn't throw it away for her? What a joke, she looked down on him too much!

Thinking of this, Gu Xingran grabbed the top of the schoolbag with one hand and was about to throw it to the ground.

But when the bottom of the schoolbag was about to touch the ground less than ten centimeters, Gu Xingran stopped.

He frowned and looked at the yellow, clean little yellow duck schoolbag. Looking at the dirty, pitch-black ground again, he struggled with his conscience for a long time, but finally gritted his teeth and picked up the schoolbag and stuffed it into his arms.

This was the last time, and he would indulge Lin Qiao for the last time. If there was a next time, he would definitely throw her schoolbag directly on the ground!

The bright moon hung in the dark sky, casting cold moonlight on the ground. The girl was jumping in front with her hands behind her back, followed by a dark-faced boy, who was carrying a black schoolbag on his back and a beige schoolbag in his arms.

If you ask him why he didn't carry it in his hands, it was because he was afraid that the straps hanging under the schoolbag would fall to the ground and get dirty again.

After finally getting home, Gu Xingran threw the schoolbag on the sofa in a vent of anger and began to speak harshly in an evil voice.

"Lin Qiao, if you put your Wangwang Senbei in my hand again, I will—"

"Take out your guitar! We are going to start planning the stage! "Lin Qiao took off her cotton jacket and hung it at the door, then sat on the spotless floor in her school uniform, took out a small notebook from her schoolbag and placed it on the coffee table, then turned around and urged Gu Xingran. "Hurry up, hurry up, time is limited, we have to save every minute and every second! "

Lin Qiao's expression as if nothing had happened successfully made Gu Xingran's words stuck in his throat. He opened and opened his mouth again and again, but still couldn't say a word, just like a punch on cotton. In the end, he could only go back to the house to get his guitar in frustration.

Lin Qiao outside raised her lips proudly. You little brat, you want to fight with her as a mother? Gu Xingran is still too young!

Five minutes later, Lin Qiao and Gu Xingran finally started the stage planning for the performance. Each of them tore a piece of paper from the notebook and presented the ideas in their minds in the form of drawings.

Lin Qiao took the lead in drawing a formation, with six stick figures forming a circle, the lead singer standing in front and the others standing in the back. As she was drawing, she felt a little bored, so she painted it black and prepared to come up with another one.

Lin Qiao curiously leaned over to see Gu Xingran drawing seriously. After seeing Gu Xingran's masterpiece, she was silent for a few seconds before asking.

"Son, what are these two things stacked together that you drew? Zhu Bajie carries his wife on his back? "

"No." Gu Xingran shook his head seriously, "It's you who plays the violin."
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Chapter 4 Those torn photos
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After listening to Gu Xingran's answer, Lin Qiao said something inexplicable.

"I think it's better for you to speak and then I'll draw. Your drawing is really, uh, too abstract."

Gu Xingran also knew that his drawing was indeed a bit bad. He coughed lightly, crumpled the paper and threw it aside. Lin Qiao put his own paper in the middle, turned the blank back to the top, and listened to the song to be sung while having a heated discussion with Gu Xingran.

"The first part needs to be sung with guitar, will you provide accompaniment then?"

"I think this part is more suitable for Wang Hang to sing alone, how about this, after we go on stage, except Wang Hang, we all turn our backs, and then turn around one by one as the lyrics progress, and then everyone sings together after the climax?"

"That's a good idea! I feel that with the foreshadowing in the front, the back will definitely be very lively, so where should I stand with my violin?"

"Don't rush to go on stage, doesn't this song ask the girl on the opposite side to look over here? You can just be that girl on the opposite side, and interact with us before the solo, oh, by the way, where did you get your violin?"

"Don't you have my old violin at home?" Lin Qiao wanted to ask him when she sent WeChat to Gu Zhixun today, but she forgot it completely because of the chat.

Gu Xingran paused, his eyes dodged awkwardly: "It's been so long, and we moved once during this period. It must be lost. You should think of another way."

When he said this, Lin Qiao immediately understood that it was probably thrown away when she cleaned up her things. Forget it, she still waited to find Fang Xuewei and asked Fang Xuewei to help her borrow one.

Lin Qiao casually followed up Gu Xingran's words: "Then you moved really quickly. Did you leave those old photos behind? Otherwise, why didn't you recognize me at the time?"

This time Gu Xingran didn't answer quickly. He stared at the paper for a while before speaking in a very ordinary tone.

"No." He said softly, "Because I tore it up a long time ago."

Lin Qiao's eyelids flickered, knowing that she accidentally asked about a sensitive topic again. She didn't need to think about what Gu Xingran meant by tearing it up and why he tore it up.

So she didn't ask, just looked at the wooden guitar next to her and took the initiative to say. "Gu Xingran, play a song for me. The first time I heard someone play guitar for me was when your dad played it for me. This is the second time—"

Lin Qiao looked at Gu Xingran and smiled brightly: "I think you are the most suitable one. You are my son. Not everyone is as lucky as me. I can hear my 18-year-old son playing guitar at the age of 18."

Lucky? Is it lucky to be treated unfairly?

Gu Xingran asked silently in his heart, and then met Lin Qiao's eyes.

He heard others say that eyes are windows to the soul. What kind of eyes a person has will determine what kind of person he is.

Lin Qiao's eyes are very beautiful. Of course, it's not just her eye shape, but more about what is carried in them. Gu Xingran has only seen the bright, energetic, vibrant, and expectant look in Lin Qiao's eyes.

He often wondered why Lin Qiao had such a vigorous power? Why did she have such a positive and optimistic attitude? If he traveled to the future and found that his family was bankrupt, his son was a gangster, his lover was a blockhead, and he himself had become a bad person, he would definitely blow up the world and perish with everyone.

But Lin Qiao, even if she had the worst hand, she could keep her mind steady and tell herself that it was because of luck that she had the opportunity to show her true strength, and then she hoped to play it to the best of her ability.

Lin Qiao is really different. Gu Xingran thought.

He picked up the guitar next to him without saying a word, and his fingertips plucked the strings from top to bottom, and the soft sound of the guitar rang in the living room.

"Okay."

Gu Xingran answered Lin Qiao, he held the guitar tightly, "This song is called "The Sound of Silence", translated into Chinese is"

Gu Xingran looked up at her, his eyes faded a little bit of arrogance, and a little more softness.

"The sound of silence."

Gu Zhixun came back late today, and it was past eleven when he got home.

If it were normal, Gu Xingran and Lin Qiao would have gone back to bed at this time, and there would be no one in the living room, and the lights would not be on.

So when Gu Zhixun pushed open the door and found that the lights in the living room were still on, and the whole space was bright, he had a brief doubt. His eyes moved to the two people in the center. The hand that was about to close the door stopped, and when it moved again, the movement became very slow, and the door was closed with the least movement.

The two children in the living room were already asleep, one lying on the coffee table, and the other lying on the sofa. The table and the floor were full of papers, scattered in a mess. Looking to the side, there was a wooden guitar.

Lin Qiao briefly explained the situation to Gu Zhixun, so he roughly understood what was going on at a glance. He took off his coat, changed his leather shoes, walked inside, stood next to the two sleeping children, bent down and began to pick up the messy papers next to him, one, two, three.

Gu Zhixun stopped moving, he slowly turned his head to the side and saw a touch of light green.

At some point, the monotonous gray sofa was covered with a light green sofa blanket with funny geometric patterns on it, and decorated with white and goose yellow, etc., covering the cold tones below, as if adding a bit of warmth to the sofa.

Gu Zhixun remembered that this was bought by Lin Qiao last week and washed and laid on it.

He stood up and looked around the whole living room. There were several vibrant yellow sunflowers in the glass vase on the TV cabinet; there were all kinds of colorful cartoon magnets on the black double-door refrigerator in the open kitchen; on the balcony, in addition to his and Xingran's black, white and gray tops and pants, there were also misty purple sweaters, light blue long skirts and red scarves.

Interesting small ornaments, beautiful rainbow foot pads, water cups painted with small strawberries, and similar things occupied every corner of the living room. Gu Zhixun held his breath and looked at all the objects one by one. All those colorful colors remained in his eyes and occupied his dark pupils.

When did the house become like this?

When there was one more thing, he didn't care. When there were two, he thought she was happy. It was not until Gu Zhixun suddenly came to his senses at this moment that he found that the originally monotonous and simple house had countless bright colors. It no longer looked cold, but had warmth.

The last time the house was like this was eight years ago.

There was a sound from the coffee table. Gu Xingran turned over in a daze, facing Gu Zhixun, changed her position and rested her head on her arm to continue sleeping, revealing a child-like defenseless sleeping face.

As for the girl on the sofa, she still obediently

maintained the side-lying position at the beginning, curled up, relaxed fingers slightly bent inward, black hair covered most of her face, only a small piece of white skin and pink and moist lips were exposed.

The two people's eyes, noses, and mouths are very similar, and there is also the unignorable collagen. The skin is so delicate that the pores can't be seen clearly. The neat and clean school uniforms on their bodies remind Gu Zhixun of the small green sprouts in the soil, full of vitality and flourishing.

They didn't occupy much space in this house, but strangely filled the whole space. Gu Xingran used to hide in the room with low pressure at home. Even if Gu Zhixun came home early after work, he could hardly see him.

After Lin Qiao came, it was as if she had watered and fertilized Gu Xingran's withered green bud, and most importantly, she had given him enough warm light. Gu Xingran finally walked out of his closed little world, put down his mobile phone, turned off his computer, and began to face life seriously.

It was as if everything had returned to the time before the accident.

Gu Zhixun's eyelids trembled slightly, and his chest felt sore and swollen, not because he was sad, but because it was filled with unknown things, as if a missing piece of the puzzle was finally filled back, lost and found, and it was a false alarm.

Gu Zhixun pulled his tie to relax his neck that was about to suffocate. His right hand was still holding the paper he picked up from the ground, as if it was embellishing his black shirt. He looked at the different home and the sleeping person in front of him, and slowly exhaled.

It's good to be back.

It's good to be back. He stood quietly for a while, and began to pick up the papers on the ground again, helping them to put them away and put them on the coffee table. After finishing, Gu Zhixun stood beside the sofa, lowered his eyes, unbuttoned the two sleeves of his shirt, bent down, passed one hand over Lin Qiao's slender neck, and passed the other hand over her knees, with his palm slightly extended outward to Lin Qiao's body, his fingertips naturally curled slightly, and supported her with the strength of his arm alone.
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