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What should have been an ordinary morning turned into a tragedy—thousands of students stood under the relentless sun, waiting for Education Director Wang Hualiang’s arrival. The delay proved fatal. Heatstroke claimed many victims, and among them, young Lü Yunxiang lost his life. In a desperate attempt to cover up the incident, kindergarten principal Cheng Yan secretly buried the child’s body.

But when devastated parents reported the crime, the authorities uncovered more than they expected—two bodies, not one. The second belonged to Chen Hai, a worker from a black-market bean sprout factory.

Meanwhile, over a hundred coal miners suffering from lung disease continued their relentless fight for justice, only to be met with brutal retaliation. When one of them, Xu Hu, was murdered, suspicions pointed toward the coal magnate, yet no evidence could prove his involvement.

Digging deeper, investigators discovered a dark past—seven years ago, Chen Hai and Xu Hu had participated in a gruesome scheme, demanding ransom for corpses. One name stood out among their accomplices: Bai Shibing, now a prime suspect. Just as the police prepared to close in, Bai Shibing vanished.

Then came the train crash.

A single news photo revealed Bai Shibing’s presence, yet railway authorities insisted he had never boarded the train. The mystery deepened further when a nameless man, plagued by amnesia for seven years, suddenly regained his memory—uttering fragments of truth that shifted the investigation’s focus.

And then, another disaster struck.

The Shanghai Metro suffered a catastrophic collision. In a fleeting clip from a journalist’s on-site report, detectives spotted a crucial clue. That same day, an unrelated yet scandalous image surfaced—a reckless driver caught in an obscene act behind the wheel. It was this very photograph that unraveled the entire web of deception, bringing clarity to a crime steeped in secrets, betrayal, and long-buried sins.
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Chapter 1. The disappearance of a young child leads to a case within a case
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1. A bolt from the blue, my son is missing

Toynbee said: Human history is divided into two periods, Yin and Yang. In the Yin period, humans were scattered all over the world, living a muddled life of eating and sleeping, sleeping and eating again. Later, humans gathered in groups on some river valley plains and developed civilization, from which all troubles arose.

Wang Xiaobo read Toynbee's book and said: My life also has two periods, hard and soft, just like the Yin and Yang worlds. After I became soft, I recalled that the past was so hard that I couldn't believe that I would be soft.

I read Wang Xiaobo's book and said that the so-called Yin and Yang worlds often do not have a clear watershed. As time goes by, they change from Yang to Yin, or from hard to soft. However, this is not absolute. Some people have a clear watershed between the Yin and Yang worlds. Such people are people with stories.

The watershed of Lu Guohao's life was July 2, the second day of the sixth lunar month, which was the day of the rat in the north. It was forbidden to fast and offer sacrifices, move, move into a new house, or start construction. He received a phone call, which mercilessly tore his life into two halves, one half yang, the other half yin, one half happy and perfect, the other half painful and sad.

Before this, his sky was blue, with white clouds in the blue sky, and happy birds flying under the white clouds. The chirping of birds was melodious and beautiful, which made the children on the ground giggle. The little kid pointed at the birds flying by in the sky and shouted happily: "Come down, come down."

After this, Lu Guohao's heart was pounding, almost jumping out of his throat. After hanging up the phone, he stood up in a daze, and immediately felt dizzy and fell into the sofa again. He looked at his horrified wife and said: "It's lost, Xiang'er is lost."

Xiang'er is his son, three and a half years old, who looks like his father, with a chubby face. In front of him, the world is opening doors one by one, waiting for him to discover and explore step by step. Apart from the love of his parents, he has nothing, but he has a bright future and infinite possibilities waiting for him. He can become a pianist like Lang Lang, an athlete like Liu Xiang, or even the next Bill Gates, or a national leader.

Lu Guohao doesn't know what kind of hero his son will become, so he rarely interferes with his son. When his son dismantled the remote control, he happily thought that his son might become an inventor like Edison. When his son painted the wall with paint, he touched his son's head and thought that he might be the next Da Vinci.

But now, his son is lost.

Last year, his son went to kindergarten. There was a public kindergarten near the community, but after Lu Guohao's investigation, he gave up this public kindergarten and chose a private kindergarten called "Zhi Duo Xing". It is said that this kindergarten adopts the most advanced education method in the world, which can maximize the potential of children. The tuition is not cheap, more than 2,500 yuan a month. Lu Guohao is an administrator of a portal website, and his wife is a doctor in a hospital. They have a good income and can afford this little money. The kindergarten is more than ten kilometers away from home, but there is a school bus to pick up his son. Every morning at seven o'clock, he sends his son to the school bus, and at six o'clock in the evening, the school bus will send his son back on time.

This morning, before getting on the bus, his son clamored for a Transformer. Lu Guohao patted the little guy on the head and smiled, "Don't you have one?"

"My one is... that one is... yellow... yellow bee."

The little guy didn't say many words fluently, so Lu Guohao continued, "Is it 'Bumblebee'?"

"Yes, 'Bumblebee', I also want an 'Optimus Prime'."

"Dad has no money." He likes to tease his son the most.

"No, Dad has money. Don't you have a credit card?"

"Okay, Dad will buy you an 'Optimus Prime'."

"You are really my good dad!"

The little guy got on the bus happily with his little butt twisted. At six o'clock in the evening, Lu Guohao stood at the gate of the community with "Optimus Prime" to welcome his son. The little boys passing by him all cast envious eyes. A "little guy" walked forward, touched "Optimus Prime" and asked: "Uncle, is this a Transformer?"

"Yes."

"I have one too. My dad bought it for me."

"What's yours?"

"Mine is 'Megatron'."

"That's great. We can fight together. Can you play with Xiang'er then?"

"Okay."

"Little guy" took another look at "Optimus Prime" and jumped away.

The school bus hadn't arrived yet. Lu Guohao saw that ten minutes had passed, so he called Cheng Yan, the principal of the kindergarten. "Hello, Director Cheng. I'm Xiang'er's father. Why hasn't the school bus come yet?"

Director Cheng panted and said, "Oh, I'm so sorry. I was delayed by something. The school bus is on the way now and will arrive soon. I'm so sorry."

"It's okay. I'll wait at the gate of the community."

"You don't have to wait. I'll ask the driver to send the child home for you later."

"Then I'll trouble Director Cheng."

After returning home, Lu Guohao told his wife that his son would be back soon. He held "Optimus Prime" in his left hand and "Bumblebee" in his right hand and started role-playing. His wife was listening to him talking to himself in the kitchen. She looked out and found that her husband was having fun like a child. She said, "When Xiang'er comes back, he will see that you have dismantled all the Transformers. How will you explain it?"

"We are good father and son. He won't say anything about me!"

Half an hour later, his wife had finished cooking, but his son still didn't come back. He began to worry and called Director Cheng again, but no one answered. He and his wife began to panic. What would happen? There are so many car accidents now. What about the school bus? He didn't dare to think about it and continued to call Cheng Yan, but Cheng Yan didn't answer.

His wife was panicked and tears fell: "Should we call the police?"

"No, no, it's just that something delayed you?" He comforted his wife like this, but he was also in a state of anxiety. After calling seven or eight times, he finally decided: "Call the police!"

Just then, Cheng Yan called.

"Director Cheng, why hasn't Xiang'er come back yet?"

Cheng Yan's hesitant voice came from the other end of the phone: "Oh, I really don't know what to say"

"What's wrong, what happened to Xiang'er?"

"Xiang'er's father, don't worry, I'll tell you slowly"

"You tell me, you tell me."

"Around four o'clock this afternoon, I took Xiang'er to go shopping and bought a watermelon at the entrance of Zhulin Hotel. I just took out my wallet to pay for it, and when I turned around, Xiang'er disappeared."

"What, disappeared? Didn't you say you would be back in a while?"

"I've been looking for the child all the time. I wanted to send him back after I found him, but who knew, I... I've been looking for him for more than three hours"

"Where did you lose him?"

"Zhulin Hotel."

Lu Guohao didn't listen to Cheng Yan continue to talk. He said to his wife in a daze: "Lost, Xiang'er is lost."

The night was filled with heat. The Shunning Meteorological Observatory forecast that under the influence of subtropical high pressure, this hot and humid weather will continue in the next few days. The thick air sticks to the trees, cars, people's clothes, and every sigh of the whole city... So, Shunning City has become a pot of paste.

Wang Meng stretched out his big hand to wipe his face and looked at the sky angrily, which means: "God, come down, I will fight you one-on-one."

But God was arrogant and ignored him. Some people say that when the weather is hot, the crime rate will be high, because women wear less, revealing their thighs and backs, which is really tempting to commit crimes. Wang Meng felt that the person who said this must not have taken "stifling" into consideration. If the factor of "stifling" is added, everyone will be like a frost-bitten eggplant, and the thought of committing a crime will probably be gone. He picked up the intercom and called out, "Taozi, Taozi."

"Mengzi, Mengzi, what's up?"

"Where are you?"

"In the office!"

"You know how to enjoy yourself!"

"Taozi's full name is Liu Tao. His colleagues initially called him Taozi, but Wang Meng always deliberately called him "Taozi". After calling him that way, everyone started calling him that way. Taozi was very angry and tried to fight to the death several times, but Wang Meng calmed him down. Wang Meng said, "You can also read my name in the fourth tone!" The fourth tone is the falling tone. If Wang Meng calls me that way, he will make a fortune and become "Mencius". Taozi will not let him off easily!

Mengzi returned to the office, put his hat on the table, and cursed, "You are so comfortable. When did you come back?"

"I just came back a while ago. What are you yelling about?" Taozi was surfing the Internet without even raising his head.

Mengzi unbuttoned his collar, took a cup and walked to the water dispenser to get two large cups of water. He drank them all, then took a deep breath and said, "This damn weather, when will it rain?"

"Soon, the weather station said there will be a heavy rainstorm tonight."

Mengzi looked out the window and sneered, "Didn't the weather station say it would be cold for a few more days this morning? Why did it change its mind?"

"The weather station changed its mind."

"How many days did it say it would rain?"

"It rained for three days."

"Finally it will be cool for a few days. Hey, what are you looking at?" Mengzi leaned over.

Taozi looked at him seriously and said, "There's more explosive information about MM Guo! Netizens are so talented. They found a few more photos and several companies were also exposed."

Just then, the phone rang. After answering the phone, Mengzi nodded to Taozi and said, "Let's go, the police are on the way!"

Lv Guohao was alone at home. His wife brought more than 70 friends and relatives to the Zhulin Hotel to try their luck. They hoped that their son was just lost and was looking for his parents like a headless fly. Lv Guohao waited at home, restless and anxious. When the police arrived, he immediately shouted, "Police comrade, police comrade, please help me, my son is lost." As he spoke, tears rolled down his face.

Taozi is also a father, and he empathizes with Lu Guohao's situation. He patted Lu Guohao on the shoulder and said, "Don't worry, don't worry, it's less than four hours, we will definitely find him. Find a photo of your son first, with obvious features, hurry up!"

Lu Guohao was so anxious that his mouth trembled: "No... no photos, they are all in the computer."

"Electronic documents are better, hurry up!"

Taozi emailed Xiang'er's photo to the Municipal Bureau Command Center. He told Lu Guohao: "We have a set of plans. After the command center receives the photos, it will immediately send them to every police station and every traffic artery, including the airport, railway station and bus station. If your son is really abducted, tell us and we can only hope that the traffickers did not escape Shunning within these three hours."

Lu Guohao punched the wall angrily. Because of excessive force, the skin on his finger joints was broken and blood oozed out.

Mengzi asked, "She disappeared at around 4 o'clock. Why didn't you call the police immediately? The sooner you call the police, the greater the hope!"

Taozi said, "There is no time to lose. Let's go find the principal now."

Kindergarten principal Cheng Yan was even more nervous. The air conditioner was set to 18℃, but she still felt hot. She walked around restlessly, grabbing a pillow and throwing it on the ground from time to time to vent her pressure. But she was not crazy after all. She would not throw a computer or TV on the ground, and she was even reluctant to smash a teacup. She did pick up a teacup, but thinking of the trouble of cleaning, she put it down halfway and replaced it with a pillow, and then the pillow was thrown straight to the ground. Cheng Yan was still not satisfied, and rushed up and kicked it away. After doing all this, Cheng Yan sat at the head of the bed and panted heavily. Only at this time did she feel that it was very important to have a man around her. Not only could she have someone to discuss with, but she could also use him as a punching bag when necessary.

Cheng Yan is 35 years old and has been divorced for three years. Her ex-husband opened a pharmaceutical factory and made a lot of money. Later, he cheated on her and got together with a female doctor. Cheng Yan didn't know about this until one day, the man told her in person and asked for a divorce. Cheng Yan was shocked at the time and was stunned for a long time without saying a word.

The man finally said, "She is pregnant." Then he walked out of the house.

After saying this, Cheng Yan was desperate and agreed to divorce. The man had wanted a child for a long time, but she couldn't have children. This matter has always been a concern for her. She often felt sad when she saw a group of cute and lively children in the kindergarten.

If the man was still there, she would definitely hug him and cry, but the huge house was empty and lifeless. For the first time, she felt that the house was dead. She was upset and picked up her mobile phone and dialed a number.

"Old Wang..."

"Headmaster Cheng, hello."

"Uh...ah...that...I told Xiang'er's parents."

"What did they say?"

"Missing."

"Oh."

"Is everything okay?"

"It's okay. Anyway, the child is lost, what else can we do?"

"Okay, okay!"

Cheng Yan hung up the phone hesitantly, and then thought, how nice it would be if Old Wang was with her! She felt like a floating leaf in a torrent, helpless and without relatives.

The doorbell rang, and two policemen and Lu Guohao appeared at the door. Lu Guohao stumbled into the room, grabbed her hands, held them tightly, and shook them desperately, his eyes full of tears: "Headmaster Cheng, Headmaster Cheng, my Headmaster Cheng, where did Xiang'er go?"

Cheng Yan cried, and her tears were like beads that had fallen off the string. She looked at Lu Guohao and kept saying, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry."

Mengzi said, "You are Director Cheng, right?"

"Yes." Cheng Yan pulled her hand out of Lu Guohao's hand, lifted the corner of her clothes and wiped her tears.

"We are from the police station. We called you once before we came."

"Oh, oh, please come in, please come in... No need to change your shoes. You see, I was so anxious that I didn't change my shoes when I got home. The floor is already dirty." Cheng Yan let the three people into the house.

Taozi asked as he walked: "Director Cheng, I want to confirm where the child was lost?"

"It's near Zhulin Hotel," Cheng Yan said, "Please sit down."

Mengzi and Taozi sat down, but Lu Guohao couldn't sit still and kept stamping his feet. Taozi comforted him, "Mr. Lu, don't worry, we have to understand the situation clearly."

Lu Guohao sighed heavily and fell into the sofa.

Mengzi continued to ask: "Is it the main entrance of Zhulin Hotel?"

"Yes, there is a fruit stand on the right side of the main entrance. The man sells fruit there every day. I took Xiang'er to go shopping and wanted to buy a watermelon. As a result, when I took out the money, I turned around and the man disappeared. Hey, you say... you say... it would be great if I had always held his hand!"

"When you bought the watermelon, did you notice any suspicious people around you?"

"How could I think so much at that time? I didn't pay attention at all."

Lu Guohao interrupted and asked: "Director Cheng, why did you take Xiang'er to buy watermelon?"

Taozi asked: "Do you often take children shopping?"

"Zhulin Hotel is next to the kindergarten, so I took Xiang'er out to buy a watermelon. He is very well-behaved, I like him very much, so I took him out to buy fruit."

Hearing the director praising his son for being well-behaved, Lu Guohao's tears flowed again, and he murmured "Xiang'er, Xiang'er, where are you? Where are you?"

Cheng Yan also started crying: "Xiang'er dad, I'm sorry, I'm sorry."

Lv Guohao took out his mobile phone and handed it to the cover, saying: "Look, this is what I recorded when he was singing last night. He was very happy and said he would go to sing today."

In the video, Xiang'er was big and smiling. Although his speech was immature, he sang with emotion. Every line of the lyrics was accompanied by dance gestures. "Our motherland is a garden, and the flowers in the garden are so bright..."

Listening to his son's childish singing, Lu Guohao held his head with both hands and pulled his hair desperately, roaring in a low voice: "Xiang'er, Xiang'er, Dad loves you, Dad loves you, come back soon, Come back soon!"

Taozi's eyes were already filled with tears, and even Mengzi, who was not a father, had red eyes. He coughed and said, "Mr. Lu, don't worry, we will definitely find your son."

Taozi returned the phone to Lu Guohao and said, "Director Cheng, can you come with us?"

"Ah, where to?"

"Go to Zhulin Hotel, confirm with us, and look around by the way."

"Oh, okay, okay."

The wind started to blow, but it was very light. The leaves swayed slightly under the light. Mengzi sniffed hard and looked at the sky, saying, "It looks like it's going to rain."

Taozi drove very fast, and Xiang'er's singing kept lingering in his mind, as if he was the one who lost his child. Mengzi asked thoughtfully, "Director Cheng, where did you go this afternoon?"

"Nowhere! I was looking for my child near the Zhulin Hotel."

"Hey, Taozi, is there a construction site near the Zhulin Hotel?"

"Construction site, what construction site? It seems there is no construction site!"

"Oh." Mengzi nodded.

"Why do you ask this?"

"Nothing."

Taozi knew Mengzi's character and knew that he would not ask such a nonsensical question for no reason. What did he think of? Taozi began to recall, recalling every detail, and then suddenly realized and said, "Okay, okay, I was defeated by you."

The two policemen's questions and answers were like jargon, which made Cheng Yan tremble with fear, while Lu Guohao looked out the window blankly. The street lamp poles cast shadows into the car and on his face, as if the whole car was loaded into a huge scanner. It was God's scanner. If God thought he was kind, would he return his son to him? The cell phone rang. It was his wife. Her voice was hoarse. She said with a nasal tone and a crying tone: "Husband, husband, where are you? Where is our Xiang'er?"

"I am with the police and will be at Zhulin Hotel soon. Wait for me. Don't worry. The police said they will definitely help us find our son."

One sentence weighs a thousand pounds! Mengzi and Taozi felt that the burden on their shoulders suddenly became extremely heavy. Taozi couldn't help but step on the accelerator again.

Lu Guohao's wife sat on the cement floor at the entrance of Zhulin Hotel in a daze. Her hair was disheveled and her eyes were bloodshot. She looked like a crazy woman. There were dozens of people standing or sitting around her. They were all relatives and friends of Lu Guohao. They had been looking for more than an hour, but they found nothing. Everyone had sorrow and regret on their faces, but after all, it was not the same as the sadness of the Lu couple. In the eyes of many people, besides regret and indignation, this matter has only become a topic of conversation.

When they saw the police coming, everyone immediately gathered around and begged the police to help find the child. Lu Guohao's wife threw herself into her husband's arms, crying and shaking like a tearful person. She murmured, "How I wish he was kidnapped. No matter how much money it costs, I will redeem my son. Let's sell the house! Yes, yes, sell the house! Let's go sell the house!" Then she was about to take her husband's hand and leave. Lu Guohao's tears rolled down uncontrollably again. He hugged his wife tightly and comforted her: "It's okay, it's okay, we will definitely find Xiang'er."

Cheng Yan stammered: "Xiang'er's mother, I'm so sorry, it's all my fault."

Lu Guohao's wife raised her bloodshot eyes and stared at Cheng Yan viciously. She rushed over without any warning, grabbed her neck and shouted: "If anything happens to my Xiang'er, I will kill you!"

Mengzi saw this and immediately stepped forward to pull Lu Guohao's wife away. Cheng Yan covered her chest and coughed continuously. When she finished coughing, Taozi said: "Director Cheng, please point us where you bought the watermelon?"

"It's over there." Cheng Yan covered her chest with one hand and pointed forward with the other hand.

Taozi looked around and said, "That's easy. Look, there's a camera over there." Mengzi looked up in the direction of his finger and a bean-sized raindrop fell into his eyes. God damn it, it finally rained. He said loudly, "It's raining. You are all Lu Guohao's friends, right? You've worked hard. Go back quickly. Leave the rest to us." "Comrade police, you have to be more careful." Someone in the crowd shouted. "No problem, no problem. Go back quickly. It's going to rain heavily soon." 2. Urban management law enforcement exposed her lies The rain did not fall, but poured down. First, there was a strong wind with a smell of dampness and dust. The trees on the roadside shook violently, as if they had a cramp. Then there was a loud thunder, and a "crack" tore a hole in the sky, and then heavy rain poured down. A few people were lucky. When the rain poured down, they had just entered the house. The rain tonight was unbridled and thorough. Mengzi wiped the sweat from his forehead and said, "It finally rained."

The heavy rain was as if it had cast a huge net between heaven and earth. The trees nearby and the buildings in the distance were not clear. Even the ostentatious neon lights were hazy, showing a tired state after the rain.

Lu Guohao and his wife were not in the mood to watch the rain. All they thought about was their son. His wife said, "Do you remember? Once, I asked Xiang'er to put on his pants by himself, and he asked me to put them on for him. I told him to do his own things and Xiang'er should wear his own pants. Do you remember what he said? He said Xiang'er's pants were bought by his mother, and Xiang'er's pants were bought by his mother and worn by his mother." As soon as she finished speaking, she couldn't help crying again, lying on her husband's chest and twitching constantly.

Lu Guohao patted his wife's shoulder and said, "It's okay, it's okay, Xiang'er just got lost, we will find him."

"It's raining so hard, what should we do if he gets wet?"

Lu Guohao's eyes were red again. How could he not remember his son's affairs? Every time the little guy was naughty, every time he laughed and cried, scenes came to his mind. Once, he deliberately teased his son and said, "Xiang'er's nose is ugly." The son immediately said, "Xiang'er's nose is not ugly." He then said, "Xiang'er's mouth is ugly." Xiang'er said, "Xiang'er's mouth is not ugly." Next, he said that Xiang'er's ears were ugly and his feet were ugly, and Xiang'er firmly denied it every time. Finally, he said, "Xiang'er's hair is beautiful." After that, he waited, waiting for Xiang'er to blurt out "Xiang'er's hair is not beautiful" under the action of inertia. Who knew that Xiang'er pondered for a long time and praised, "You are right!"

Lu Guohao couldn't help laughing, with tears in his laughter, sad and sorrowful. Cheng Yan kept her head down like a thief, rubbing her hands together until the skin was almost peeled off.

There is a monitoring center in the police station, with dozens of screens embedded on the walls, which display the monitoring images of some cameras in the jurisdiction in turn. Mengzi and Taozi greeted the staff on duty, called up the images of Zhulin Hotel, and then rewinded to 3:30 in the afternoon. Taozi asked: "Director Cheng, you and Xiang'er went to buy watermelons around 4 o'clock, right?"

Cheng Yan looked at the screen and said: "Ah... yes, yes, it seems so."

"Is it true?" Mengzi asked.

"Yes, it's around four o'clock."

Click to play... The scene on the right side of the main entrance of Zhulin Hotel was presented to everyone. Lu Guohao and his wife eagerly approached to see that there was indeed a fruit stand there. It was a small van with the rear hood open. Fruits were placed inside and outside the car, including watermelons, cantaloupes, peaches, apples, cherries, pineapples...all kinds of seasonal fruits. Business was pretty good. From time to time, one or two people came to weigh a watermelon and carry two pineapples. The stall owner was a middle-aged man who happily greeted the guests. This was the situation between 3:30 and 3:45.

At 3:46, the law enforcement vehicle of Shunning Urban Management stopped nearby. Several members of the Urban Management Team were talking to the vendors. At 3:50, the vendors moved the fruits into the vehicle and drove away from Zhulin Hotel. At 3:52, the Urban Management Law Enforcement Vehicle also left.

At 4:25, a middle-aged woman led a little boy into view. Mengzi shouted, "Slow down."

"I know." Taozi replied.

Lu Guohao and his wife approached the screen with hope, and then said disappointedly, "No, it's not my Xiang'er."

Mengzi glanced at Cheng Yan again. Cheng Yan was still looking at the rain.

"Director Cheng!" Mengzi shouted. "Ah, what's wrong?"

"Where did you buy the fruit?"

"I bought it at the gate of Zhulin Hotel. There are people selling fruit there every day."

"We didn't see you."

"How could it be?"

A flash of lightning illuminated the night, followed by a thunderbolt, and the sound of the thunderbolt shook Cheng Yan's whole body.

Lu Guohao's eyes were about to spit fire, and he shouted loudly: "Mr. Cheng, where did you hide my son?"

Lu Guohao's wife cried and threw herself on Cheng Yan: "Director Cheng, please, give my son back to me, I will be your slave, please." She held Mengzi's hand again and cried, "Police comrade, police comrade, we will not report the case, we will not report the case, this is all a misunderstanding, all a misunderstanding. Director Cheng, Director Cheng, did you hear me? We will not report the case, tell me where Xiang'er went? Where is Xiang'er? The police will not arrest you. Director Cheng, please"

Cheng Yan said: "I'm sorry, I deserve to die, I really accidentally lost Xiang'er . ”

Taozi asked: "Director Cheng, your shoes are covered with mud. Where did you get them?"

"Ah, is there?" She couldn't help but look down at her shoes. Sure enough, there was a lot of mud. "This is just now."

"No, we saw it when we were at your house," Mengzi said, "and after leaving your house, you only went to Zhulin Hotel and our compound. These two places are either cement or tiled. How could you get mud?"

"Oh...oh..." Cheng Yan smiled, "I don't know where this got it from."

Mengzi walked to the window thoughtfully and opened the glass window. The sound of rain and wind came in, and nature showed its power in the small monitoring room. Mengzi said, "We Chinese have an old saying, 'Heaven will strike with five thunderbolts. Director Cheng, aren't you afraid?'

Cheng Yan said, 'Comrade police, I really don't know where Xiang'er went.'

"Then how do you explain this surveillance video?" Mengzi said, 'You said you took Xiang'er to buy watermelons at around four o'clock, but you didn't go there at all! You thought that fruit stand was there every day, but you didn't expect the urban management to come to enforce the law today? Child trafficking is a serious crime! Cheng Yan, you have to think twice! Before you make a big mistake, tell us where Xiang'er is?"

Lu Guohao asked coldly, 'Director Cheng, are you really not afraid of retribution?'

"I...I really...I really don't..."

Before the word "know" came out, there was a sudden thunder. At first, a high-altitude thunder sounded in the eastern sky, and then caused a chain reaction. One after another, high-altitude thunder roared from far to near with a mighty momentum. Cheng Yan was terrified and looked out the window in panic. The high-altitude thunder did not stop for long and rushed towards the western sky. Then, the night sky suddenly brightened. This time it was bright for a long time, as long as two or three seconds. Then, thunders exploded one after another in the sky above. Cheng Yan stammered, "I...I..." Mengzi opened the window before, and he did have the idea of ​​borrowing the power of wind, rain, thunder and lightning, but he didn't expect God to give him face like this. Thunders continued at the critical moment. It was really awesome! As he was thinking about this, the window was bright, and he saw a white ball of light falling from the sky and heading straight for a police car in the yard. Mengzi thought: "It's over now." However, the ball lightning seemed to be a living spirit. It suddenly slowed down, floated in the air and slowly drifted towards the window. Mengzi looked at the electronic equipment in the room and thought: "God, you don't have to be so powerful, right?"

The ball lightning seemed to be very human. It stopped in front of the window and no longer floated in. Everyone in the room was shocked. They had never seen such a scene. They only heard Lu Guohao's wife laughing and shouting: "Cheng Yan, your retribution came so quickly!"

The ball lightning was jumping, as if dancing.

"I said... I'm sorry... I'm sorry, Xiang'er is dead."

Mengzi didn't believe his ears. He always thought that Xiang'er was abducted by Cheng Yan, but who knew that he was dead. He looked at Cheng Yan suspiciously, and saw that she was shaking like a sieve, and she didn't seem to be lying. Looking out the window again, the ball lightning had disappeared. He asked stupidly, "It's gone?"

Taozi didn't dare to speak loudly: "It's gone."

"How did it go?"

"Just like that..." Taozi clenched his fists, then opened them, "It was gone in an instant."

Mengzi walked to the window carefully, looked outside, and there was no trace, and the rain was still pouring down. He raised his head and shouted, "Thank you!" After he thanked her, he looked back and saw that several people were already fighting. Lu Guohao pinched Cheng Yan's neck and asked loudly, "How did Xiang'er die? Tell me! Tell me!" Taozi grabbed Lu Guohao's wrist and pulled him away. Lu Guohao's wife rushed over again and kept grabbing Cheng Yan's face. Mengzi quickly blocked her away.

Cheng Yan cried out in grievance: "I didn't kill anyone!"

3. The director was late, and the child had heatstroke

Xiang'er's death began on July 1st. Shunning City held a party, and Wang Hualiang participated in the chorus, singing "Four Crossings of the Chishui River". The party ended at more than ten o'clock. He left the auditorium and went straight to the Tianshang Renjian nightclub.

"Tian Shang Renjian" is a wonderful name, which can make people imagine and feel ecstatic. There are many Tianshang Renjian in many places across the country. Some are also nightclubs, and some are just tourist attractions. There is no need to give examples of the former. The latter is in Shenzhen Xianhu Botanical Garden. The green lawn on the hillside is decorated with four ambiguous big characters with flowers: "Tian Shang Renjian". Of course, before May 11, 2010, these words were not ambiguous, but became malicious after that. That day, the "Tian Shang Renjian Nightclub" in Beijing was shut down by the police, which caused a sensation across the country. As a result, more "Tian Shang Renjian" sprang up all over the country. There is no way, few nightclub owners are educated, so they have no creativity in naming, they just plagiarize. "Heaven on Earth" in Shunning City was also opened after May 11, 2010, and it led the trend with its luxurious decoration style as soon as it opened.

The cheongsams at the door are all red, bright red, and the legs are white The color of the face was white and tender. As soon as Wang Hualiang entered the lobby, twelve cheongsam beauties bent down together and shouted in unison: "Welcome."

The welcome startled a guest in the lobby, a fat man with a round head, round nose, round belly and round legs. He stood up quickly, grinned, walked towards him in small steps, and stretched out a chubby hand: "Hey, Director Wang, you didn't call me before you came, so that I could pick you up at the door!"

Wang Hualiang didn't shake his hand, but pointed at his round nose and scolded: "Who is the director? Your whole family is the director."

The round head knew that he had said something wrong, and hurriedly responded: "Oh, Uncle Wang, I was wrong."

Wang Hualiang laughed, patted the round fat man on the shoulder and walked into the elevator. There was also a cheongsam girl in the elevator, who asked sweetly: "Sir, which floor are you going to?"

It doesn't matter what the round fat man's name is, as long as you know that he is fat, has a round head and a round nose. He opened a kindergarten, registered with the industrial and commercial administration, passed the fire inspection, and got the health certificate, but he couldn't get the approval from the Education Bureau. Summer vacation is coming, and if he can't get the approval, he won't be able to recruit students. For this matter, he ran all the departments of the Xifeng District Education Bureau. He knew all the department heads and above, and met Wang Hualiang several times, but he couldn't chew this hard bone. Later, with the guidance of an expert, he finally knew Wang Hualiang's preferences, so there was a scene of "Heaven on Earth". It doesn't matter what Fatty Yuan and Wang Hualiang did in "Heaven on Earth"; it doesn't matter whether Fatty Yuan succeeded in his mission. What matters is that Wang Hualiang didn't leave Heaven on Earth until two in the morning. It was already three when he went home, washed up and lay down on the bed.

Wang Hualiang's driver was named Lai. He was waiting downstairs of the director at eight in the morning. The 10,000-person singing contest of the Xifeng District Education System started at nine, but until half past nine, the director had no intention of coming downstairs. Lai was not in a hurry. If he was in a hurry, he wouldn't be a leader's driver. He started the car, the air conditioner was turned on very cold, and he stood by the car smoking. After a while, he felt very hot, so he quickly put out the cigarette and got into the car to cool down.

At ten o'clock, Wang Hualiang went downstairs, walked to the car, and sighed: "Hey, I'm late, I'm late, and you didn't even call me."

When he got in the car, Xiao Lai said: "You came back late yesterday, sleep a little longer."

"Hey, more than 10,000 people are waiting for me."

"Just wait a little longer, haha."

In fact, there were not 10,000 people at the 10,000-person singing contest. The teachers and students of the district's primary and secondary schools and kindergartens added together only had more than 6,000 people, but if it was called "6,000-person singing contest", it would not be loud enough, so it was rounded up to 10,000 people. The singing contest was held at Xinglin Primary School, which had the largest playground in the district, which could accommodate more than 6,000 people, or 10,000 people. The principal of Xinglin Primary School was surnamed Ba, and the dean of teaching was surnamed Gao. The two had been waiting at the school gate for a long time, sweating all over, and their clothes were soaked. If Director Wang came a little later, they would not be able to pretend to be righteous. Fortunately, Director Wang arrived in time, so Principal Ba extended his sanctimonious hand and Director Gao smiled sanctimoniously. One said, "Welcome Director Wang." The other said, "Director Wang, this way." Director Gao almost said "looking forward to it" to express his excitement for Director Wang's "long-awaited rain", but he swallowed the words hard, thinking, "What a close call." If he said this, he would blame Director Wang for being late. Director Wang was influenced by Ba and Gao, and he also became dignified, saying: "Oh! I'm so sorry... I'm late... I was delayed by something..."

Principal Ba said: "Director Wang is very busy."

Director Gao said: "It's okay for us to wait for another hour. As long as Director Wang can come, we will be excited."

Wang, Ba, and Gao greeted each other and walked to the rostrum. The rostrum was very high. Standing on the rostrum and overlooking the whole audience, he saw the flags fluttering in the wind and the students standing in a neat line. Wang Hualiang suddenly felt heroic. What he didn't expect was that more than 6,000 teachers and students, no, more than 10,000 teachers and students, suddenly shouted in unison, "Welcome Director Wang, welcome, welcome, warm welcome." Wang Hualiang was so moved that he almost cried.

The 10,000-person singing meeting finally began, but it didn't start with singing, but speeches. First, the student representatives spoke, then the teacher representatives spoke, then the principal Ba of the host school spoke, and finally Wang Hualiang spoke. Before he spoke, he wiped his sweat off his face and looked at the sky. The sun was blazing. Then he began to speak in a rhythmic manner. Director Gao was sharp-eyed. When he saw Director Wang looking at the sky, he immediately ordered the teacher to find a dozen parasols and a dozen students, one to stand behind each leader and hold an umbrella for them.

Wang Hualiang's speech was not long, only four pages of A4 paper, and in size 4 font. However, he spoke slowly, which he had practiced for many years. If he spoke too fast, he would not be a leader. He had to say "umm, umm, ahh" several times between each sentence or even each phrase. This "umm, umm, ahh" was authority. Whenever he said "umm, umm, ahh", he would also scan the whole audience to show his concern for every teacher and student.

When he said "umm, umm, ahh" for the fifteenth time, the first student fell down. The teacher immediately took action and found two students to carry him out. When he said "umm, umm, ahh" for the thirtieth time, five students had already fallen down. Finally, he finally said loudly: "I wish this 10,000-person singing conference a complete success!"

Then, the gongs and drums were deafening.

Then, the applause was thunderous.

Amid the thunderous applause, six more students fell down.

The opening ceremony of the 10,000-person singing competition ended, and then the meeting was adjourned. Next, each school organized a singing party on its own.

At the opening ceremony, a total of eleven students suffered from heatstroke, including three junior high school students, three elementary school students, and five kindergarten children. The opening ceremony started at nine o'clock, and they were already sitting on the playground at eight o'clock. The leaders did not come until half past ten, and one speech was given, and it was not until half past eleven that the ceremony ended. Those children who did not suffer from heatstroke were also listless, as if they had just suffered a serious illness.

Among the five kindergarten children who suffered from heatstroke, two were from Zhiduoxing Kindergarten, but Lu Guohao's son Xiang'er did not suffer from heatstroke. He was just exhausted by the sun.

The gate of Xinglin Primary School was noisy, and dozens of school buses lined up to pick up children. Cheng Yan was so anxious that she was sweating. The school bus did not come after waiting for a long time. When she called to ask, she was told that it was stuck at the intersection. It was not until 12:30 noon that she took the children on the school bus. There were two school buses and more than 60 children. They squeezed together and sat down.

The two children who had suffered from heatstroke received the most care. Each teacher held one of them, fearing that something might happen to the children. The car drove for more than ten minutes to the kindergarten. At this time, the teachers and children were all hungry. Cheng Yan asked the children to get off the bus, lined up, and returned to their respective classrooms hand in hand. Cheng Yan had told the canteen in advance to prepare mung bean porridge. At this time, the mung bean porridge had been prepared, and the teachers shared it with the children. Seeing the children wolfing down their food, Cheng Yan's tense nerves finally relaxed. She felt like she was falling apart. She returned to the office without eating, closed the door, and lay down on the sofa to sleep. She didn't know how long she slept, but she was awakened by a hurried knock on the door. It was already three o'clock in the afternoon. Standing outside the door was the school bus driver Lao Wang. He was full of panic. He walked into the office without waiting for Cheng Yan to invite him and closed the door.

"Old Wang, what's wrong?"

"Director Cheng, something happened!"

"What's the matter? Take your time, don't rush."

"I was just about to wash the car, and I found a child in the car."

"Ah, what is he doing in there? Who is he?"

"I don't know, he's in the car anyway, and..."

"What's wrong?" Cheng Yan just asked, his face suddenly changed, and asked, "Where did you park your car?"

"The car has always been parked on the vacant lot next to it."

The vacant lot is actually a wasteland. It was bought by a developer a few years ago, but it has been hoarded and not developed. The weeds on the ground are as tall as people. Usually, few people go there. The two school buses of Zhiduoxing Kindergarten have always been parked there, which can avoid parking fees. There is no shelter there, and it is exposed to the sun from one o'clock to three o'clock. "How is the child?"

"No breath!"

The child who was suffocated was Xiang'er. He was sitting in the last row. Maybe because he was too sleepy and tired, he slipped to the ground and curled up to sleep. In addition, the teachers were also anxious, and no one noticed that there was a child on the ground in the last row, so they left him in the car.

Cheng Yan felt Xiang'er's breath and felt only coldness. She looked out the window, the weeds were swaying in the breeze, and in a flash, she made a decision that was not difficult at all.

"Lao Wang, I want to deal with him..."

"Ah?"

"I'll tell his parents that he's missing."

"I can't afford the money, Lao Wang, you must help me!"

4. Rainy night, looking for a corpse in the mountains

Led by Cheng Yan, Mengzi and Taozi found the driver Lao Wang. When Lao Wang saw the police coming to the door, he knew that the matter was exposed. He tried to stay calm and asked, "Director Cheng, what's wrong with you?"

Cheng Yan said hesitantly, "I've already told you."

Mengzi said, "Please come with us."

Going downstairs, Lao Wang was greeted by two cold and angry eyes. Lu Guohao wanted to tear him apart. He looked at Lu Guohao and lowered his head quickly. A woman suddenly rushed out of the car, without an umbrella, and ran to him in the rain. She slapped him in the face and spit in his face. Lao Wang knew that it was Xiang'er's mother, and he endured it silently.

Three police cars flashed their lights, lined up in a row and drove slowly forward in the pouring rain. The wipers swung back and forth at the fastest speed. Even so, the vision was still unclear and always foggy.

Mengzi held the steering wheel and asked, "Director Cheng, what are you thinking? If there is an accident, can't we just pay some money?"

"I was blinded by greed." As she spoke, Cheng Yan sobbed, and Lao Wang secretly pinched her hand. She wanted to snuggle in Lao Wang's arms and seek some warmth.

Lao Wang said, "Comrade police, this is all my idea."

"No, it's my idea. I'm the director of the kindergarten. It has nothing to do with others."

Mengzi shook his head helplessly and was too lazy to pay attention to them.

Taozi's car followed Mengzi. Lu Guohao and his wife sat in the back seat. Lu Guohao laughed, and Taozi was very confused. Then Lu Guohao's wife also laughed. Taozi couldn't help looking at the rearview mirror. He could only see Lu Guohao hugging his wife's waist, pulling her into his arms, stroking her hair, and both of them lowered their heads and didn't know what they were looking at.

I just heard Lu Guohao say with a smile: "Look, this is when he was one year old, look how naughty he is."

The woman also laughed and said: "I remember, I asked him what he was drawing on the wall, he said he was drawing his dad, I said you drew your dad so ugly, then he laughed, laughed so silly."

"This was taken yesterday, he was singing, listen."

The faint singing came from the back seat, the childish voice was intertwined with the sound of wind and rain, intertwined with the thunder and lightning.

Our motherland is a garden, the flowers in the garden are so bright, the warm sunshine shines on us, everyone has a smile on their face. Wahaha Wahaha, everyone has a smile on their face. Big sister, come quickly, little brother, don't hide away, hold hands and sing that song, our life is so happy, Wahaha Wahaha, our life is so happy!

Lu Guohao asked: "Officer Liu, my son sings well?"

The eyes of the boss were already wet, and he said repeatedly: "Good, good." His voice was also choked with sobs.

Taozi's car was followed by three other colleagues. He and Mengzi reported the matter to the director. The director thought it was a serious matter and assigned three people to help them dig up the bodies.

The heavy rain had no intention of stopping. Many places were flooded. Some sections of the road could be waded through, but some sections could not be driven into at all, otherwise the engine would be scrapped. They had to take a detour, stopping and starting like this. After more than an hour, they finally arrived at the foot of Donkey Head Mountain in the suburbs.

Mengzi looked at the dark sky and muttered, "It's raining more than ever. How can we get there?"

"Go up the mountain from here."

This was a dirt road going up the mountain. The slope was very steep. The rain rolled down the dirt road with sand and mud. Mengzi took out the walkie-talkie and said, "We are going up the mountain. Be careful."

He stepped on the accelerator slowly and drove forward carefully, but the dirt road was muddy and the wheels got stuck in it and could not be driven at all.

The voice of Taozi came from the intercom: "They got off the car."

Lu Guohao and his wife were worried. They couldn't wait any longer. Although they knew their son was dead, they still wanted to see him as soon as possible. The rain was too heavy and they didn't want their son to get wet. They walked to Mengzi's car and opened the back door. Lu Guohao shouted, "Get off!"

Old Wang and Cheng Yan lowered their heads and got off the car.

Mengzi shouted, "Take the umbrella."

Lu Guohao shouted anxiously, "No need."

The police also got off the car. Mengzi and Taozi held umbrellas, but it didn't work at all. They were soaked in a short while. The three reinforcements were well-equipped. Everyone wore raincoats and boots, flashlights, and shovels. Meng and Tao smiled bitterly at each other and simply threw the umbrella into the car.

The thunder was still roaring in the air. The heavy rain had no intention of stopping. There was a roar in the mountain stream. Mengzi was a little worried. Don't let the mountain slide.

Lao Wang and Cheng Yan led the way, and several people trudged through the mud. From time to time, someone fell down, and the people next to them quickly helped him up. After walking for about twenty minutes, Lao Wang stopped and pointed to a big tree halfway up the mountain and said, "It's right there."

Lu Guohao and his wife rushed over immediately after hearing this.

"Xiang'er, Xiang'er, mom is here, mom is here. Where are you?"

The police rushed to the front, and Taozi asked, "Are you sure it's here?"

Lao Wang said, "Yes, it's here. I recognize this tree."

"Find the specific location."

There was no need for Lao Wang to look for it. With the help of a flash of lightning, Mengzi had already found that under the tree, a human foot was exposed from the mud.

Lu Guohao's wife was heartbroken. She wanted to rush forward, but at this moment her legs were like lead and she couldn't move at all. She leaned on her husband weakly, and her tears flowed with the rain. Taozi walked over to them, patted Lu Guohao on the shoulder, and said, "Be strong." Mengzi shouted, "Don't use a shovel, dig with your hands." Mengzi and his colleagues dug the soil with their bare hands. The mud was filled in the afternoon, and it was even looser after being washed by heavy rain. Because of this, the foot was exposed from the mud. It was also because of that foot that Mengzi became suspicious and uneasy, because it was not a child's foot. After only a short while of digging, the whole body was dug out. Lu Guohao's wife was shocked at first, and then she laughed happily: "That's not Xiang'er, that's not Xiang'er." She rushed to Cheng Yan, grabbed her arms and shook them desperately, and laughed happily: "Director Cheng, Xiang'er is not dead, right? He is not dead, right?" At this moment, Cheng Yan was already scared. She turned her head to look at Lao Wang. In the dark I couldn't see his face clearly.

Mengzi asked, "What's going on?"

Lao Wang's voice was dull: "I don't know."

"What do you mean I don't know?" Mengzi shouted, "How many people did you bury?" He now hoped that God would cooperate with a lightning to increase the momentum, but God ignored him this time.
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