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IN THIS GRIPPING PSYCHOLOGICAL thriller, a renowned psychologist, a seasoned detective, a forensic expert, a psychiatrist, a psychology professor, and a high-IQ mental patient are drawn into a deadly game of wits. The story centers around their intense psychological battles with a notorious serial killer who exhibits severe schizophrenia while in prison.

The novel delves into the depths of the human mind, exploring themes of deep hypnosis, subconscious retaliation, and the eerie concept of replicated spaces. It also tackles various psychological disorders such as infinite phobia, paraphilia, and dissociative identity disorder.

This novel encapsulates a wide range of abnormal psychological states and offers readers a glimpse into the fascinating and often terrifying world of psychological professionals.

This is the second season of The Ultimate Psychological Showdown series, and there are two more parts in the first season.
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Part 3 The Ultimate Psychological Showdown: Parody


Preface
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AIDS, or acquired immunodeficiency syndrome virus infection. The immune system of the infected person is destroyed, and the functions of the immune system, including the skin, white blood cells, macrophages and various antibodies, gradually decline. The personal defense in the body completely collapses, and this state is like a sovereign state without national defense, which is about to be tainted by various forces.

Similarly, our spiritual world also has a self-protection function, which Freud called the psychological defense mechanism. One of the cores of psychodynamic research is actually this defense mechanism.

I am a psychological counselor. If psychoanalysis is a personality appreciation, then I am a scholar who always looks at this strange aesthetic with a smile.

Analyzing others is my profession.

Analyzing oneself may be a kind of practice...

I want to go back to AIDS, a disease that breaks the human body's defense system. It originated in Africa and is said to be transmitted to humans after primates have sex with humans. Therefore, some people say that this virus was created by God to punish greedy and lustful humans.

Then, we can change the word for the virus that destroys the human body's defense system, that is - divine punishment.
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Introduction
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She closed the thin iron door behind her and pressed the switch on the right. The whole morgue was instantly bright. The white light was like the universal blessing of an angel spreading its wings, hugging the neatly arranged people who had lost their souls tightly and bringing them into the mythical world of death.

She flipped through the death confirmation form in her hand. There were a total of four bodies sent to the Haiyang City Crematorium tonight. Their last proof in this world was just this thin piece of paper in her hand. She shook her head, still feeling that in the face of life and death, life is as light as a feather and as small as an ant.

She walked forward and continued to flip through the confirmation form in her hand. The first two were medical death certificates issued by the hospital. The cause of death of the first deceased was lung cancer. The black lung lobe in his chest made people feel sick. The second died of a sudden cerebral hemorrhage. It is said that the deceased was playing football with a group of friends before his death. After yelling and running wantonly, he left behind a two-year-old son and a wife who was not able to shoulder a family alone.

The third death certificate was issued by the village committee of a remote small village in the suburbs, and the cause of death was written as "unknown". She glanced at the age of the deceased, 79 years old... At this time, a slight rotten smell invaded her nose, making her frown. It is said that this left-behind old woman has been ill for a long time, and no one knows how many days her soul has left her body. It is impossible to be sure whether it was a sunrise or a sunset, and no one cares anymore.

Well! No one wants to care... Her death is just that, no matter that she once loved a smiling man, and was deeply loved by a man who wanted to defend her life.

When she turned to the fourth death certificate, she looked at the body under the white bed sheet that belonged to this certificate - she no longer had a human shape, and was simply fragmented. The confirmation form was stamped with a red seal of the public security agency, and the cause of death was written as suicide.

I really don't know what this woman thinks.

She sighed and lifted the white bed sheet. Sure enough, under the bed sheet was a light blue body bag, with blocks of different sizes inside, which made her feel very uncomfortable - any items that were not neatly and evenly divided would make her angry, and she wanted to do something for this world that didn't understand the rules.

She put a few thin death certificates into the not-so-small backpack, and took out a small black flat box from it. She opened the box and smiled. She liked the brightness of the scalpel almost crazily, because she felt that these metals could interpret the dazzling luster. And only luster is the beauty without any flaws, the true magnificence that has risen to a certain level of nothingness but can be captured intuitively...

She put on gloves and unzipped the body bag. Her hand wandered inside, and finally brought out a face with long hair and blood stains, and at the same time, it had lost its vitality.

As she began her work, she inexplicably recalled a true event that had been buried in history: at 1:15 a.m. on April 18, 1955, an undisputed genius, Albert Einstein, died in hospital, and his body was sent to Trenton, New Jersey, for cremation. However, the next morning, Einstein's son Hans discovered that his father's body was not intact. The New York Times reported on the front page: "The brain that calculated the theory of relativity and made the development of nuclear fission possible was secretly stolen and moved for scientific research purposes."

The autopsy of Einstein was performed by the famous pathologist Dr. Thomas Harvey, who secretly sawed open Einstein's skull in the early morning and took away the genius' brain.

23 years later, people gradually forgot the condemnation of this crazy doctor. A reporter finally walked into Harvey's laboratory and saw the two precious jars that Harvey kept. That issue of New Jersey Monthly described it this way: A conch-shaped mass of wrinkled material, the color of fired clay. Fist-sized and blocky. The lining and surface are very similar to sponges. In a separate bag, a ball of pink and white thread looked like swollen dental floss. In another large jar, there were dozens of rectangular translucent blocks, like Gordon peanut candy, one by one...

She smiled when she thought of this. The simple operation on hand was also completed, and the object that excited her was carefully placed in the glass jar taken out of the backpack.

She packed up her things and put on her backpack, so that she could hug the glass jar with both hands. She began to be happy and excited, and her steps became cheerful. How happy it is to have a chance to study the brain of a psychologist! It is said that this scholar once suffered from mental illness and could only choose to commit suicide to get rid of it.

Besides, the reason why she felt mischievous and happy was that the husband of this scholar was him...

Well! It's fine.

She walked to the door of the morgue and put the glass jar on the small table beside the door. Before leaving, she still needed to look back to make sure that no one would catch the trace of her presence. Although, no one would try to catch it. Finally, she smiled and looked back.

At this time, she found that there was a death certificate on the mouth of her backpack that was not put away properly, and a corner was exposed.

She took it out. It was the fourth one, and it was also the purpose of her coming here tonight.

She looked at the words on it again-Weng Ge. Hmm! She has always liked Sister Wen Ge's name, and she has liked it since the first day she met Wen Ge. And that morning was also the first time she saw Shen Fei...

She smiled: So, what happened in Sister Wen Ge's world that could not be peeped into? In addition to Shen Fei, has anyone loved you? Has anyone hated you? Do they love your unpredictability? Or do they love your self-pity? Or do they hate your indifference? Hate your sweet words and treacherous heart?

She didn't know.

She picked up the glass jar again and pressed the switch with her elbow. On the pass on her chest were three words written by herself: Le Jinyu.

She walked out of the morgue of Haiyang City Funeral Home.
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Chapter 1 Terraces on the Sea
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She is not an old woman. On the contrary, she has a plump and mature female body like a lotus root just emerging from a lotus pond. I moved the camera to her face again, but she had turned her head away, and I could only see her neck. The slender neck reminded me of...

White Hair

When Li Hao, Zhao Ke and I arrived at the port, Shao Bo, Bajie and Gu Dali had already boarded the cruise ship. The initiator of this island tour was Zhao Ke, who had been close to Professor Chen Moran in the past few months. I know that the main purpose of inviting these friends around me to embark on a cruise to Chenxi Island is to allow me to get out of the quagmire I am trapped in.

I chose to accept it because I have let down enough people and cannot let down anyone who is good to me. Besides, the Chenxi Island we will arrive at tomorrow has the charming dawn and setting sun that I will never forget. There is also the place where a certain story begins. However, I never expected that the arrival at the beautiful island the next day would also be the beginning of a terrifying nightmare.

We followed the queue of people through security check and finally boarded the steps of the cruise ship. Behind us was the beautiful city of Haiyang. I have too many stories happening in this city, and too many emotions buried in this city. Perhaps, Professor Chen Moran's arrangement was correct. I was accompanied by a few people closest to me, and walked through a series of ritual-like procedures to leave this land and memory infected by various sad stories. In front of me, there is a part of my past, as well as the vast ocean and the strong hint of freedom that the ocean can give to people's conscious world.

Okay! Then, I hope this trip can make me feel better, even a little bit.

Just then, a strange feeling of discomfort suddenly arose. Then, I felt the hair on the back of my neck stand up inexplicably.

I turned around abruptly and looked at the crowd waiting in line behind me to board the ship. There was nothing unusual. But I am so familiar with the feeling I feel, because, because this is only when Qiu Ling stares at me with cold eyes.

"Shen Fei, are you imagining again?" Zhao Ke turned his head and said to me.

I didn't answer, and shook my head.

"Did you take medicine today?" Li Hao, who was in front of me, also turned around and asked me.

"Yes." I answered a little vaguely.

Yes, it has been more than a year. In these more than 400 days, the well-dressed Shen Fei is no longer there. There is only one Shen Fei in this world who is immersed in past memories and can't extricate himself. Once, I thought my world collapsed on the morning when Wen Ge left, but in the end, Qiu Ling's appearance made me know that no one is everything to anyone. Then, I was awakened by a woman named Le Jinyu, and I thought I would be rekindled. But... in the same way, it was Qiu Ling who made everything go back to zero. The look Le Jinyu gave me that last night was like a background color that was solidified in my mind and never disappeared. The difference is that the details in the background change from time to time. There are her smiling, her expecting, her standing stupidly in the dormitory room, and, and what remains after she is crushed by the machine...

A lot of hallucinations appear in my mind. I scream in my own clinic at the top of my lungs, and I run madly in the rainy night. I always feel that in the moment of self-harm, there will be a woman who really cares about and loves me, who will rush out and hug me without hesitation, because she will not allow me to lose or suffer.

Unfortunately, she will never appear again. Her body was crushed in the rolling mechanical gears, and the person who committed this atrocity was Qiu Ling.

I had to accept Professor Chen Moran's psychological counseling for me, but all the details in those counseling courses were exactly what I used on my patients before. I began to rely on drugs to fall asleep, and even got some prescription drugs from Dean An to stop myself from being shocked by the various small things around me.

After more than a year, I finally got better. But this so-called improvement is only relative to the few months after Le Jinyu's death. I am still silent and unwilling to contact people. I know that I am a typical autistic person, but I also understand that this experience may also be the rebirth of Nirvana that I am experiencing. Only through real fire can one's spiritual world become truly strong. But... but after I have such a strong spiritual world, will Qiu Ling appear again? Or, after he has completed everything he wants to accomplish, will he choose to hide forever comfortably?

I looked at the flow of people in the team behind me again and took a deep breath. Yes, how could Qiu Ling appear again? How could such a cunning person like him appear again in this world we can see?

I shook my backpack up, raised my face and smiled at Li Hao above the stairs: "It's okay, I'm just a little cold."

Yes, December in the Pearl River Delta will only be a little cold. Because cold has never been related to this city.

We arrived above the deck and walked to the third floor with the boat ticket. We booked three sea view cabins, all double rooms. Li Hao and Zhao Ke were naturally together, Bajie and Gu Dali, two snorers, were in one room, and Shao Bo and I were left in one room. Li Hao still strode in front, and the handle of the suitcase was not easy to use because of his height, so he simply lifted the suitcase directly. Zhao Ke smiled at Li Hao behind him, her eyes full of sweetness.

I was a little uncomfortable with their loving behavior, so I could only turn my head while walking. My eyes involuntarily looked at the tourists who made me feel strange before, but I saw only vanity, nothing unusual. At this time, a large wooden box with brown patterns on the truck parked on the shore attracted my attention.

It was a rectangular wooden box with a size of about 6 cubic meters. At first glance, it looked a bit like a coffin, but it was a circle larger than a coffin. The dock workers on the side were sliding it down the carriage and hanging the rope on the wooden box on the crane. The crane was clumsy but persistent. It shook slightly a few times, and finally the wooden box was lifted. The crane arm moved and headed towards the top of the cruise ship, but the rope shook very slowly, indicating that the contents of the wooden box were not light.

The destination of this Yejin Maru cruise ship is Japan, but many of the passengers will stay on Chenxi Island for a few days, waiting for the cruise ship to return and take us back to Haiyang City. So, this wooden box should be the goods to Japan, right? I thought to myself, quickening my pace to catch up with Li Hao and Zhao Ke in front.

At this time, a woman in a black windbreaker walked out from the side of the van. She seemed to be talking to the dock workers. She wore a somewhat exaggerated wide-brimmed hat on her head, revealing her long silver-white hair under the hat, and tied it up casually.

This is an old woman. Although she is no longer young, she still dresses herself very seriously. Her well-fitting windbreaker and long boots prevent her no longer plump figure from being revealed so thoroughly, just like the mystery of a noble lady behind a veil. The exquisite bow on her hat shows that in her heart, she still has a girl's expectation and longing for the beautiful world.

Turning the corner, I stepped onto the stairs leading to the guest room on the third floor, and everything on the shore no longer entered my sight. I walked through the second floor a little woodenly and went up to the third floor. Zhao Ke pointed to one of the doors and said, "Shen Fei, this is your room, Shao Bo should be inside."

I answered, but did not knock on the door. I directly used the room card issued to me during the security check to open the door. The room is not big, about ten square meters. Shao Bo's suitcase was placed on one of the beds in a domineering posture like its owner.

"The three of them should go directly to the deck." Li Hao said as he and Zhao Ke walked into the room diagonally opposite.

I responded vaguely, and I don't know if he heard it. The door of the room closed automatically, as if it knew that I like to hide in a small and closed space that no one can touch.

I put my luggage away and found a pair of binoculars on the bedside table. I knew at a glance that it was bought by Shao Bo, a military fan, and there was the number of a Soviet army on it.

I picked up the binoculars and glanced out the window. Then I found that the direction of the small window in our room could actually see the truck on the shore. So I raised the binoculars and looked towards the shore. Strangely, I inexplicably wanted to see the woman in a black windbreaker, a wide-brimmed hat, and silver-white hair again.

I caught her. She was talking to the dock worker with her back to me. What was different from before was that there was a tall and thin man next to her. Because of the binoculars, I could see all kinds of details about the tall and thin man. His hair was smeared with gel and combed neatly. The collar of his shirt was clean and white, and the black suit was very decent and well-made.

At this time, the conversation between the white-haired woman and the dock worker seemed to have come to an end. She looked back at the tall and thin man beside her, and it was this turn of head that allowed me to peek at part of her face through the telescope. She was wearing a pair of huge sunglasses and a white mask, which made her even more mysterious. The man, who should be in his early thirties, stretched out his hand and put it on the lower back of the white-haired woman, and the windbreaker at the lower back was moved...

She was not an old woman. On the contrary, she had a full and mature female body like a lotus root just emerging from a lotus pond. I moved the camera to her face again, but she had turned her head, and I could only see her neck. The slender neck reminded me of...

Yes, I couldn't help but think of Le Jinyu, and her slender and pink neck.

After realizing this, I put down the telescope and ended my clumsy peeping behavior. I sat down and shook my head to myself. I understand that I will continue to have fantasies and hallucinations, capturing everything that Le Jinyu once waved around me from the details of the world around me, and also self-righteously spying on the traces of Qiu Ling's reappearance.

Happiness was once within reach. But I chose to take a detour.

Sense of ritual

One of the reasons why humans can be different from other animals is that we understand order and rely on order to construct an orderly society. And ritual is the most typical manifestation of order.

The so-called sense of ritual is a process in which humans use this order to self-suggest themselves and the people around them when implementing a specific order. No matter how advanced our thoughts are, and how much science we have mastered to make ourselves stronger, there are always moments when the common sense of social order is shaken. Then, the sense of ritual becomes very important, which can make people quickly enter the state and not be confused and lost.

So, there will be this moment when I stand on the deck. In front of me is the endless ocean, and the horizon is as neat as a ruler. Our ancestors originally came from this blue world, where they swam freely and were extremely free physically and mentally. Therefore, Professor Chen Moran chose to let me go on a cruise ship, and the meaning was the word "freedom".

The whistle roared, and the cruise ship finally began to move slowly. I took a deep breath, and my friends and more tourists around me were finally no longer in the same space with me. I turned my head, closed and lonely in the world of self-consciousness. Haiyang City was far away but within reach. But soon, it will disappear at the end of my sight, along with the people and things in the whole city, as well as the gratitude and resentment that happened here.

I tried not to let my emotions fluctuate, and calm down to feel the beginning of this voyage. I took a deep breath and exhaled, but the air flow seemed to tremble slightly... I can't be trapped in the past forever, and I always need to face the future. Even if I have been depressed to the bottom for more than a year, it doesn't mean that I have completely given up my estimation of myself. Life is a song that you will forget the lyrics when singing it. After all, I am just an ordinary person. I understand that I will never have the strong spiritual strength of Qiu Ling, who can only focus on the goals I want to achieve in the face of any pain. I, Shen Fei, need to kill the suffering I am experiencing.

The cruise ship sailed out of the port. Should I put it down?

I looked at the blue sky and the deep ocean, and unconsciously, my eyes were wet. I couldn't control the boiling in my heart, but this time, what made me emotional was the dividing line brought to me by the sense of ritual.

"Shen Fei, let's go down and eat something first. There will be a red wine party on the deck tonight. I noticed when I got on the ship that there were many women without male companions on board. Maybe tonight..." Shao Bo stretched out his hand and put it on my shoulder and said with a smile.

I wanted to refuse, but turned my head and found that Li Hao and Zhao Ke were also standing beside Shao Bo and looking at me. They all smiled, trying to make the conspiracy look natural and casual.

I catered to him and nodded: "Okay! But Dean An asked me to try to go to bed before 11 o'clock."

"No problem, the party starts at 8 o'clock, and there are enough stories in three hours." Shao Bo said loudly.

Yes, there are enough stories in three hours. Sin will not perish because it is far away from the land. It is everywhere.

It was 10:25 pm when I left the deck. At that time, Bajie led Gu Dali to chat up two young girls who had just graduated from college, and they were bragging about everything. Bajie had recently read a few books on success under Gu Dali's guidance, which made him look much taller when dealing with people. He would occasionally give a piece of chicken soup for the soul, just like a successful person in a town. Li Hao and Zhao Ke stood in front of the railing outside the captain's room upstairs, chatting with Captain David Chen. David Chen is a Chinese of Japanese descent, tall and with a very finely trimmed beard. At this moment, he stretched out his hands on the railing, which is a typical body language of male creatures declaring territorial sovereignty. This captain in his prime knew Li Hao a few years ago. At that time, a criminal case occurred on the cruise ship, and it was Li Hao, who had just become the captain of the criminal police, who boarded the ship to investigate the case.

Shao Bo held a cigar with no sparks in his hand, sent me to the room and returned to the deck. I closed the door, and the small cabin was like an isolated world, making me feel safe and comfortable. In the past few hours, I tried to dress naturally and stood among the strangers on the deck. No one knew that my back was actually soaked. I could only lean on the iron railing, so that I could feel safe. Qiu Ling, like a nightmare that I could never avoid, made me feel extremely frightened once I stood in a crowded place, as if he would come back at any time.

Then, I tried to observe everyone in front of me. Because of what I learned, I can always dig out people's likes and dislikes through some subtle movements. This way of diverting attention also made my fear a little lighter. Unfortunately, I dare not look directly at people I am not familiar with, so I can only focus on people I know on the deck to observe. In the end, I locked on Gu Dali.

He is not normal, and it should even be said that his emotional intelligence makes him destined to be frustrated again and again in normal social interactions. But he always smiled and followed behind Bajie, who was wearing a light blue suit and looked like a ball of stretched cotton. Yes, Gu Dali did not give up saving himself, even if he always hit a wall, but he tried very hard. Just as he always fell because of the compression of the brain stem, he always tried to maintain the balance that normal people have.

All night, I watched him, watching him smile happily and clumsily imitate Bajie to show his masculine charm.

He is a strong man who dares to face difficulties! I have to admit it.

I hung my suit on the wall, took off my sweaty shirt, and put on a loose T-shirt. At this time, the door was suddenly knocked.

"Who?" I asked.

"It's me, Dali!"

I walked over and opened the door. Gu Dali seemed to be very anxious, so he quickly got in and closed the door immediately.

I was a little strange and asked, "What's the matter?"

"Dr. Shen, I remember that you know Dean An, right? Then you should be familiar with the psychiatrists in Haiyang City, right?" Gu Dali looked a little flustered and spoke very quickly.

"I don't know much." I answered truthfully.

"Then do you know Dr. Iwata?" Gu Dali said as he strode to the only small window in the room and looked outside nervously.

"Are you a doctor from Haiyang City Mental Hospital?"

Gu Dali turned his head: "No! But this kid has been in Haiyang City Mental Hospital for more than a year. His full name is Iwata Sukei, an exchange student at the University of Tokyo and Fengcheng Medical University, majoring in psychiatry. In Fengcheng After finishing my graduate studies at the Medical University, I interned at the Haiyang Mental Hospital for a year. And that year, I was also studying at the Haiyang Mental Hospital." Gu Dali pointed at his fat face.

I nodded. Regarding Gu Dali’s trick of beautifying his dark history in a mental hospital, we always responded with a very low-key look of tolerance.

"Well! That's not a good memory." Gu Dali added seriously, "It was in that year that I met Dr. Iwata and saw his weirdness."

"Dali, let me help you explain what you just described." I sat down in front of him and leaned my back against the wall of the cabin. In this way, I would feel at ease, gain more confidence, and regain the ability to face the disease that day. The psychologist's state of mind at the time of the illness, "The Dr. Iwata you are talking about is a student who came to China to study after graduating from the University of Tokyo. He later worked as a doctor in Haiyang City Mental Hospital. And you happened to be in the mental hospital at the time... Well, It should have been four years ago. His relationship with you is a doctor-patient relationship, right? "

"It's a colleague relationship." Gu Dali corrected him seriously.

"Now, what's the problem?" I tried to smile at him, using a professional expression that I had practiced countless times but was completely unfamiliar with now.

"Don't you understand yet?" Gu Dali raised his hand and wiped the sweat from his forehead, "The problem now is that Dr. Iwata also appeared on this ship."

"Did you come here just to tell me this?" I frowned.

Gu Dali was stunned, and then he might have figured something out, and stood up again: "Yes! I just came here to tell you about this, I thought, I thought you would be as concerned about this as me. After all, you are also now same as me."

I turned my head and didn't look at him anymore, "Okay, Dali, I want to rest."

Gu Dali nodded and walked out of my room.

Iwata Sukei is a very interesting name. I got into the small bathroom in the cabin, and while washing myself, I thought to myself, what kind of "weird" would it be to be rated as "weird" by Gu Dali? At this time, inexplicably, the figure of the man standing next to the white-haired woman on the shore when I boarded the boat flashed through my mind.

I turned off the light, and the few pills in my mouth were slowly merging with the warm water in my mouth. The bitter taste made my taste buds seem to be shrinking. After it was all dissolved, I swallowed the liquid in my mouth. In the dark, I can't feel my own existence. My stomach is independent, and the chemical components in it will spread quickly through the strands of my body, making me fall asleep quickly.

The vibrating sound of the phone woke me up. I grabbed the phone and used the light emitted by the phone to see that the bed next to me was empty. Shao Bo had not come back yet.

It was Li Hao who called: "Shen Fei, come up here quickly."

"I am sleeping."

"Come on! Come to the stern of the boat, something happened." When Li Hao said this, he seemed to be discussing something quietly with the people next to him, and then his voice came again, "Shao Bo has gone down to pick you up, you come with him Come up."

After saying this, he hung up. I looked at the screen of my phone and saw that it was already 1 o'clock. Being woken up after taking sleeping pills makes people a little confused. So, I reached out to press the light, which was a bit clumsy. At this time, the door was opened directly with a key, and a tall figure appeared at the door.

It was Shao Bo. His face was not very good, and there was hesitation in his eyes when he looked at me.

"Shao Bo, Li Hao called me. What happened?" I sat up and asked.

"Chen Fei, originally Zhao Ke refused to let us wake you up, but," Shao Bo did not enter the room, but stood at the door and continued, "But, Shen Fei, Li Hao and I always felt that you would not Have you really become a madman? Answer me, can you go through a life of nonsense again?"

I realized something terrible had happened, and the hairs on the back of my neck stood up involuntarily again. I put on my suit and stood up. The eyes of Shao Bo in front of me were full of expectation and encouragement, which made me feel warm and a little scared at the same time.

I took a deep breath, exhaled, and finally, in the calmest tone I tried to control, I replied: "I can do it."

"Okay! Then put on your clothes and follow me up." Shao Bo nodded, "The terraced demon may have appeared again."

My brain buzzed, and an inexplicable thing squeezed from a corner of my body quickly filled my body like an explosion.

Is it Qiu Ling? He finally...

He is finally here.

The broken body

I clearly felt that my fingers began to shake rapidly and my heartbeat accelerated. The strange thing is that hearing this news did not cause me the blankness and great panic that some people with mental illness experience when they are stimulated. Instead, my deep inhales and exhales began to become rhythmic. I don't know what my expression was like at this moment, but the concerned look in Shao Bo's eyes in front of me told me that I was not crazy.

"Are you sure?" I straightened my collar and quickly put on my pants and socks. The moment I put my feet into my leather shoes under the bed, I felt an indescribable excitement.

Finally, I understand. In fact, I have been waiting for Qiu Ling's arrival for more than a year. Nothing in my world makes sense except for him to come back again.

"I'm not sure, it's just possible." Shao Bo said as he reached out and patted my shoulder. He wanted to say one or two more words, but he hesitated.

I smiled at him, closed the door, and followed him outside. At this time, one or two flashlight lights swayed toward us from behind the cruise ship. I turned my head and looked over there, but I didn't see who was shining a flashlight on us.

"It should be Li Hao and the others, right?" Shao Bo said, "The party was not over yet. A crew member found a body under the stairs leading to the luggage compartment at the stern and quickly informed the captain. Li Hao and Zhao Ke immediately After that, Dali, Bajie and I arrived ten minutes late."

"Corpse? Under the stairs?" I repeated these two keywords.

"Yes." Shao Bo quickened his pace, "It's a female corpse."

"Place it on the steps under the stairs. The broken bones fit exactly into the steps, just like terraces?" I whispered.

Shao Bo did not choose to answer me directly: "Zhao Ke is here, you should listen to her opinion first."

I said "hmm" and said no more.

Soon, we both walked to the deck at the stern of the ship. Seven or eight people, including David Chen, Li Hao and others, stood there talking. Several crew members carried something on a stretcher and quickly walked towards the other end of the ship. I knew that what was covered under the white sheet on the stretcher should be the female body that Shao Bo mentioned.

I am a psychiatrist, not a detective. Therefore, I don't care about the appearance or death state of the female corpse.

At this time, Zhao Ke also saw me. She whispered something in Li Hao's ear, then pointed to an unoccupied corner not far away and motioned for me to come over.

I nodded, but my eyes were attracted by a man in a black suit standing with David Chen and Li Hao. His neatly combed hair, spotless white shirt collar, and slightly shiny leather shoes were exactly the male companion of the white-haired woman I spied with Shao Bo's telescope when we boarded the boat in the afternoon.

He didn’t look at me, or it should be said that I don’t have the strong aura that makes people notice me in the crowd right now. Then, I turned around and walked towards Zhao Ke. I had a strange premonition in my heart that this man in black had something familiar to me, but I couldn't put it into practice.

"Shen Fei, if Qiu Ling really appears again, can you ensure that you won't collapse?" Zhao Ke's question brought my thoughts back to the deck where the sea breeze was blowing.

I smiled at her: "I don't know."

"Oh." Zhao Ke hesitated.

"But no matter whether it collapses or not, you have to face it, right?" I tried to pretend to be relaxed.

Zhao Ke looked at me again and gritted his teeth: "The deceased should have died around 9 o'clock. The preliminary result of the on-site investigation is that he accidentally fell down the stairs while drunk and landed face first. The fatal injury was a fracture of the neck bone. At the same time, Her left leg and thigh bones were also broken. Her head, upper torso and lower body were displayed in a somewhat strange curled-up manner on the bottom three steps of the stairs."

"Yes..." My voice trembled a little, "Is it the first scene?"

"The preliminary identification is the first scene, but at present we can only rely on the unclear body spots to judge." Zhao Ke replied.

Shao Bo, who was standing next to me, interrupted: "What did Li Hao say?"

"He didn't say anything, he just asked Captain David if he had heard of the 'Terrace Man Demon Case'." Zhao Ke glanced at Li Hao not far away as he spoke, "David Chen denied it, but I Both he and Li Hao felt that he knew about the Qiu Ling case. However, David Chen would rather believe that it was an accident than suspect that there was a notorious murderer on his ship. "

"Maybe it was really just an accident." I whispered.

At this moment, the man in a black suit next to David Chen suddenly shouted something in Japanese. I turned to look at him, but my eyes were attracted by Gu Dali standing in the other corner. I saw him standing shrunk under a lamp not far away, holding a lollipop in his mouth, staring at the man in a suit who was talking with a strange expression.

"His name is Sukei Iwata, a friend of David Chen, a psychiatrist, and a senior criminal psychology expert." Zhao Ke introduced beside me.

"Oh." I responded and walked towards them, because I heard the man's Japanese insert an English phrase - antisocial personality disorder - antisocial personality disorder.

Zhao Ke walked over one step ahead of me and stood next to me, so that the excited man would not feel that my approach was too abrupt. At this moment, David Chen shrugged and said to Iwata in Chinese: "I think you should use Chinese, after all, Officer Li can't understand your questioning arguments."

Iwata was stunned for a moment, then raised his glasses. His voice is actually very nice. Even when he spoke loudly before, his voice remained rich and not harsh. He glanced at Li Hao and made a slight nod to apologize for his inadvertent disrespect: "Well! Officer Li, I'm a little out of control. But my view is the same as yours. Besides, the terraced people and demons are still at large. , this is also an indisputable fact.”

Li Hao's face looked a little ugly, but he still frowned and responded: "The 'Terrace Man Demon Case' is a shame to our Haiyang City Police, and we have been working hard."

David Chen shrugged. The four golden horizontal bars on his shoulders, which represented the captain's majesty, were particularly conspicuous under the light: "Mr. Iwata, my work is different from yours. Please forgive me for not having the opportunity to come into contact with what you are talking about." Serial murder cases. Even if you know about them, you only see them on TV or in newspapers. Besides, how can there be so many serial murderers in such a stable society? "

"David, I think I need to teach you a lesson. The current Chinese society, in just 30 years, is walking at a miraculous speed on the trajectory of change that two or three generations of us in Japan have experienced. A large number of ordinary people, There will be huge gaps in thinking, which will eventually lead to mental illness. I believe you will agree with this, right? Fortunately, the Chinese people have a tolerant national character, so they will not explode inexplicably." Iwata paused. "But the appearance of the terraced demon can be understood as the first carp to leap up on the calm lake in Haiyang City. Other fish underwater saw it and began to understand that I can still do this. You can vent like this.”

David Chen interrupted him: "Iwata, I think you should go back to your room and rest. I can understand how much you long for the opportunity to face a serial murderer in your peaceful life. But this time Demand cannot be used as a reason for you to change my judgment when facing an accident."

Iwata shook his head: "David, can I tell you a piece of history?" He did not wait for the other party's response and said directly, "In November 1963, President Kennedy was assassinated. Three days later, the murderer was shot on TV. Broadcast. Immediately afterwards, countless murderers with dirty souls began to huddle in their own corners, and the bloody assassination of the president became the catalyst for their crimes. The day after Kennedy's assassination, the "Boston Assassin" appeared in "The Killer". After announcing that he had raped and killed 12 victims, in 1966, several homeless people in Chicago tied up, stabbed, and strangled eight students. . Three weeks later, a crazy college boy climbed up the clock tower and killed 16 people and injured 46 others with a shotgun. Then, the massacre by the US military in My Lai Village, Vietnam, was revealed, and Shallan Tate was tortured and killed by hippies. The case was extremely appalling. In the 1970s, the situation began to worsen.”

Iwata slowed down his speech, but his expression became more serious: "Jerry Brudos, a shoe fetishist, murdered four women and cut off their feet in 1968. John Norman of Michigan Collins murdered seven beautiful young girls. In May 1971, police exhumed 26 bodies in a peach orchard owned by foreman Juan Crona. In 1973, 'Gay Trash' Dean Coe. Murdered 27 temps in Houston. In 1976, self-proclaimed 'Son of Sam' David Berkowitz systematically shot and killed women in Queens, New York. In the late 1970s, Kenneth Bianchi and Angelo. · Bono dumped 10 murdered bodies on a Hollywood hillside; Wayne Williams dumped the bodies of five victims into an Atlanta river; Richard Cottingham's New York cheap Several sexy girls were dismembered and burned in the hotel. John Wayne Gacy, a successful man well respected by the community, stuffed the bodies of 28 boys into the underground pipes of his house. Faye Kaplan, his 20-year-old wife, pieced together sheets from the clothes of the hired workers they killed; until the case of the Cincinnati hospital nurse was solved, Donald Harvey, who committed 58 murders, set a new record for serial killers in the United States. Gacy's 33 people and the Green River Killer's 48 people all surpassed..."

"But," David interrupted lightly, "but Mr. Iwata, these are cases that span ten or twenty years and span the entire United States. They do not represent the case of this ship tour The same is true for Hai Duong City, the main source of tourists. There is no way that there are so many demons lurking in one city, right? Um! You have to understand, it's just a city. "

I clearly felt that something deep in my consciousness was being ignited and started to burn. I couldn't help but take a step forward: "Mr. David, during the era that Iwata just mentioned, John Frazier, who killed 5 people, appeared in Santa Cruz, California, for two consecutive years; Ed, who killed 8 women. Mon Chip and Herbert Mullin, who killed three people, were in the same city."

David Chen glanced at me. He had known me before because of Li Hao. So, he nodded slightly at me and said, "Dr. Shen, it seems that your views are consistent with Mr. Iwata's?"

"Doctor Shen?" Iwata turned over, "He called you Doctor Shen?"

He looked me up and down: "You are not Shen Fei, are you?"

"Yes, I am Shen Fei." I nodded.

Iwata smiled, took a step toward me, and extended his right hand.

His hands are dry and strong.

"Nice to meet you, Dr. Shen." His smile was very professional, and you could tell that he had practiced it many times in front of the mirror. "My name is Suke Iwata, a lover of criminal psychology." He said to himself very humbly. introduced.
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Chapter 2 History of Serial Killers
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The light in the cargo hold was not bright, and the box was placed alone against the wall, looking particularly large, so large that it seemed to be able to hold all kinds of terrifying objects, as well as all kinds of crimes and evil.

Dr. Iwata

Criminal psychology is a discipline that studies the will, thoughts, intentions and reactions of criminals, and is related to criminal anthropology. The core issue of this discipline is what causes people to commit crimes.

Criminal psychology can be divided into narrow and broad definitions. The research object of narrow criminal psychology is the psychology and behavior of criminals, including their psychological processes, personality psychology, the causes and processes of the formation of criminal psychological structures, as well as the psychological activities during the crime process, the laws of the development and change of criminal psychology, etc. In other words, narrow criminal psychology only studies the personality defects of criminals and related psychological problems.

The research object of broad criminal psychology, in addition to the narrow criminal psychology, also includes psychological problems in crime countermeasures, such as crime prevention, crime punishment, and criminal psychological transformation. In addition, the psychology of criminals, victims, witnesses, investigation, and interrogation are all within the scope of general criminal psychology. Simply put, general criminal psychology studies both the psychology and behavior of criminals and the psychology of countermeasures against crime.

Because of Li Hao, I started to come into contact with many criminal cases when I first entered the psychological counseling industry. At that time, I was overjoyed and felt that this was a valuable opportunity to collect cases that many colleagues would never touch in their lifetime. So, I habitually began to study criminal psychology. But compared to the criminal psychology scholar Iwata Jieju, who was a psychiatrist in front of me, I may just be a frog in the well.

"I am also very happy to meet you, Mr. Iwata." I returned a smile, which I had simulated countless times like the other party.

"Actually, one thing David Chen said just now is true. Although I know a little about criminal psychology, I have never really fought against a typical serial killer." Iwata said, "Doctor Shen, I heard about your story with the Terrace Demon Qiu Ling from a teacher who is familiar to both of us. But the teacher didn't know enough details, so I always wanted to find an opportunity to get to know you and hear you tell it in person. I think it must be a very exciting and classic experience, right?" When Iwata said this, there was a gleam of anticipation in his eyes.

My heart was twitched, and I couldn't tell whether I was sour or bitter. I tried to maintain a smile: "The teacher you are talking about is Dean An, right?"

Iwata was stunned: "Huh? How did you guess it was Dean An? Did you know that I once interned at Haiyang City Mental Hospital?"

"I just guessed casually." As I said this, I glanced at Gu Dali who was peeking at me with a sly look not far away.

"Oh!" Iwata nodded, "Qiu Ling was sent to Haiyang City Mental Hospital two years ago. I believe you have been there many times during those days. Then, the psychiatrists you know should all be concentrated there. And I am originally a psychiatrist, so it is more reasonable for you to connect Dean An with me at the first time."

I didn't respond to him. On the contrary, I took a step back involuntarily, as if I could take Iwata in front of me completely. At this time, I actually remembered the afternoon when I first met Qiu Ling. That day, I thought I was calm and I thought I could easily defeat my opponent. My self-confidence destined me to be caught off guard since I met Qiu Ling...

Finally, I knew why I had a strange sense of intimacy with this Iwata Jieju in front of me. Because I seemed to see another me, the me when I first met Qiu Ling more than two years ago, the me who buried Wen Ge's death deep in my subconscious and showed self-confidence and arrogance. And I, like Iwata, was wearing a well-tailored dark suit, a shirt collar that was so white that there was not a speck of dust on it, and carefully groomed hair. All the shaping of my appearance was to let people know that I was a psychologist who was perfectly orderly in the spiritual world.

Iwata seemed a little disappointed when he saw that I didn't say anything. He quickly returned to normal and turned his head to look at David Chen behind him again: "David, in fact, I don't have to convince you. You are the captain, the highest officer on this ship. It is your power to finally classify this murder as murder or accident. But I still hope that you can inform all passengers through the ship's broadcast and ask them to take appropriate precautions. I think this request is not too much, right?"

David Chen didn't reply. He put the white hat with a blue rim on his head again. At this time, Li Hao leaned over to David's ear and whispered something. David nodded, then said to a few of us, "I have listened to everyone's opinions, but as the captain, the first issue I have to face now is to comfort the families of the deceased. Iwata is right, whether it is murder or an accident, as long as we are on this cruise ship, it is up to me to judge. But you all know that this is the high seas, and once we reach land, it will no longer be up to me to decide, right?" After saying this, he turned around and walked towards the crew members carrying the bodies. After taking two steps, he seemed to remember something, and stopped and turned back to say to me: "By the way, Dr. Shen. If... well, just if. If the Terrace Demon is really on our "Ye Shen Wan" cruise ship, then I believe that you and Officer Li will be able to catch him. Besides," he smiled and looked at Iwata, "there is Mr. Iwata who is sharpening his knife. He has been waiting for such an opportunity to face the serial killer head-on for many years." Iwata was not annoyed by David Chen's ridicule. On the contrary, he smiled and shrugged at David Chen's back who turned around again. It was at this time that I found that Iwata's various body movements seemed a bit exaggerated and very frequent. I took another step back, so that I was closer to the cabin wall on the side, and seemed to be more comfortable. Iwata in front of me began to talk with Li Hao, and his hands were always placed in front of his body, so that the audience on the deck could notice his arms waving from time to time. He and Li Hao, Zhao Ke and others talked about the deceased again, but I didn't care about those details. What I paid attention to was the various gestures that Iwata kept raising his hands and drawing while he was talking.

He is a psychologist, so he should be very clear about what frequent body language can win for himself. Especially the gestures that accompany his speech can maximize people's confident and positive impression of the speaker.

As we all know, for some people, positive gestures are a kind of talent and do not need to be learned deliberately. Adolf Hitler is a very vivid example. This private in World War I was once a real little man. Before he stepped onto the podium, he did not receive any pre-qualification and had no experience in speaking. He just practiced in front of the mirror and eventually became the devil who incited the whole of Germany to go crazy.

However, in Hitler's daily life, the use of gestures was relatively restrained. But at this moment, Mr. Iwata, who was standing a few meters away from me, his seemingly chic and unrestrained body movements seemed artificial to me. The most obvious point is his feet. When facing Li Hao and I, who supported his argument that "this is a murder", his toes were pointed precisely in the direction of us. On the contrary, when he was talking to David Chen, he turned his toes to one side and raised his elbows across his chest, so that people could know his rejection without listening to his words or looking at his expression.

"Shen Fei, why don't you care about the details of the murder? I don't think you pay attention to what we are talking about at all." Zhao Ke leaned over to my side and asked in a low voice.

I smiled at her: "With you and Li Hao here, I only need to listen to the results." Zhao Ke also smiled. At this time, Li Hao seemed tired of talking with Iwata. He deliberately patted the other's shoulder: "Okay, Dr. Iwata, are you going to accompany your newlywed wife? It's so late, can you bear to let her wait for you alone in the cabin?"

"Newlywed wife?" These five words made me look at Iwata again, and the woman with white hair appeared in my mind. Iwata touched his nose with his right hand, trying to make people feel that he didn't care. "Don't worry. Besides, if she knew I was with Dr. Shen Fei, she would probably scream." After saying this, he looked at me: "The story of your battle with the Terrace Demon is as exciting as the most classic case in psychology in our opinion." As he spoke, he raised his hand to look at his watch, and finally smiled and said: "But what Officer Li said is right, it's too late. Dr. Shen, can we have breakfast together tomorrow? After I left Fengcheng Medical University, I once audited the Department of Psychology at Sumen University for half a semester, so I should be considered your junior. As an alumnus of Sumen University, I am looking forward to having a good chat with my senior brother." I nodded, but still didn't say anything, and turned my face to the side. In fact, I didn't resist contact with him, but I couldn't control myself from thinking about the woman with silver hair and her neck that looked very similar to Le Jinyu. Even, because of Iwata's appearance, the terraced demon that I should be most concerned about tonight seems not so important.

"Then see you at the open-air restaurant on the top floor at 8 o'clock tomorrow morning." Iwata waved to me and turned to walk to the back. I felt relieved and looked at his back. Tall and thin, upright, with a rhythmic step, and very powerful arm swings... All these show that he is a person with a stable mood. But why did he shout loudly on this deck and frequently use exaggerated body language?

There is only one possibility, he wants people to misunderstand him.

I thought again of the afternoon when I first met Qiu Ling in the detention center. That day, I deliberately spoke loudly, wanting to show a stupid and self-righteous self, in order to make Qiu Ling think that I was just so-so. I think this may also be the definition of him that Iwata wants me tonight? But why did he do this? What is his purpose in doing this?

I lowered my head and stopped thinking about these details that may just be my over-thinking. Gradually, I began to feel an inexplicable sadness, feeling that many things in the world are constantly repeating themselves. Then, I turned around and casually looked at a certain place in the cabin. Just such a casual glance made my back cold - because, because I saw a flash of light that was fleeting, and the location of that flash seemed to be the direction where the light was sweeping when Shao Bo and I walked out of the cabin.

Is someone watching me? This thought made me suddenly panic. But then, my hand in my trouser pocket just touched the small box of pills.

Perhaps, I am still too sensitive, just like a delusional mental patient who is always worried about being persecuted?

Knowing too much about the truth will make it impossible for me to get better - this may be my current state, right?

"Shen Fei, are you okay?" Li Hao walked towards me. His eyes were still bright, and I could interpret from his solemn expression that this murder tonight might not be that simple. So, he would reveal a message, and he was thinking about whether to let me know.

"It's OK!" I forced a smile and turned my eyes away from the direction where "there might be a peeper".

"Well! I dare to conclude that this murder tonight is a murder." Li Hao gritted his teeth, "There are only two possibilities for the identity of the murderer. The first is that the murderer is Qiu Ling's admirer. After all, after his case was reported by the media that day, the Terrace Demon became a god worshipped by many dark-minded people. They imitated the Terrace Demon's modus operandi, but because of fear, they dared not be too ostentatious, and finally chose to disguise the scene as an accident." Li Hao paused here and looked at me again, probably trying to figure out my reaction to receiving this information.

I secretly lengthened my breath to ensure that my emotions were stable enough, and bravely looked into Li Hao's eyes.

Li Hao continued: "And the second possibility is that the murderer is..." He sighed and finally said word by word: "The murderer is Qiu Ling. Although, although there was a pair of black-framed glasses at the scene to confuse people." "Black-framed glasses?" Shao Bo, who was standing behind me, interrupted, "You said there was a pair of black-framed glasses that Qiu Ling wore at the scene?" "Yes!" Li Hao did not look at Shao Bo, his eyes were still fixed on me, "A pair of black-framed glasses belonging to Qiu Ling was left at the scene." Criminal psychology Serial killers who target prostitutes have many commonalities: they all have legitimate jobs, wives, children and houses, and even stable circles of friends, and can maintain good relationships with people around them. The most notorious "Green River Killer" Gary Ridgeway, the demon who killed 48 prostitutes in Washington State, once visited neighbors door to door for a period of time, asking them to convert to God. At the same time, he is also a sociable, friendly and patient colleague in the mouths of his colleagues. In November 2003, 54-year-old Gary Ridgway was sentenced to death for murders that occurred 20 years ago. In the two years between 1982 and 1984, he strangled dozens of poor prostitutes and dumped their bodies in the woods. Ridgway called that place "the bush" and would go back regularly to molest the rotting bodies.

Ridgway's case is now well known to the world. The reason why he was brought to justice 20 years after committing the crime was due to some of his little thoughts. In American police terminology, Ridgway's behavior of giving a false meaning to the crime scene is called "staging." He would carefully leave chewing gum or cigarette butts at the scene of the body dumping to mislead the police. He himself neither smoked nor had the habit of chewing gum. He would also trim the victim's nails to avoid leaving evidence. He even placed sausages, fish and wine bottles on the body of a victim to create a scene similar to the "Last Supper" to confuse the police and make them think that it was done by cultists of alternative worship.

Then, at the crime scene under the stairs under the deck, there was a pair of black-framed glasses that Qiu Ling had worn before - this clue, in Li Hao's opinion, was obviously the "scenery" used by the murderer to confuse people.

"I prefer the first one." Shao Bo took a step forward, and the red light flashing from the cigarette in his mouth was dazzling. "It should be Qiu Ling's imitator. After all, a guy as meticulous as Qiu Ling would not leave such a big bug."

"Well! I agree with your point of view, but please think about it. Qiu Ling is no longer hiding in the dark and dealing with us like he did at the beginning. Can we also guess that he left this pair of glasses as a declaration of war to us?" Li Hao looked at the cigarette in Shao Bo's mouth and swallowed a mouthful of saliva. He is quitting smoking in order to have a healthy child with Zhao Ke.

"He doesn't need glasses at all." I murmured, "Every time the real him appeared in front of me, he looked at me with eyes that skipped the lenses. Qiu Ling was born to be a sharp person, especially after he graduated from college and gradually untied the shackles that imprisoned himself. But his childhood experiences made him understand that once his bloodthirsty gene was released, he would not be able to maintain the low-key life he wanted. So, he chose glasses, and a pair of glasses with a high degree. In other words,The world he sees through the lenses every day is blurry. Then, the ordinaryness and inconspicuousness he presented were just because he couldn't see clearly. "

I looked again in the direction where there had been flashes of light, but this time I gained nothing. Maybe, I still can't keep myself peaceful and calm enough! Then, I turned back and said: "Li Hao, I agree with your point of view. Qiu Ling knows that I am on this ship and he is back. And he threw away the last layer of disguise used to confuse the audience - his glasses." I took a deep breath and said, "He wants to tell me that the battle has begun again."

"Shen Fei," Zhao Ke whispered beside me, "it's very late. Maybe you should go back to your room to rest."

"Why do you want me to go back? Don't you think it was Qiu Ling who blew the horn tonight?" I looked at Zhao Ke a little annoyed.

"Chen Fei, what Zhao Ke said is right." Li Hao stretched out his hand and put it on my shoulder, "Although I can't penetrate people's hearts like you, I am a policeman and I can also observe. When you said what you just said, I Keep staring at your eyes, looking at the calmness and calmness you try to pretend. Unfortunately, your body is honest, your eyelids tremble from time to time, and the air you exhale is trembling slightly when you speak. Under such circumstances, can your judgment on Qiu Ling's possible appearance be objective and rational? "

I quickly avoided his eyes. Yes, I am a psychological counselor. As a practitioner in this industry, the number one personal quality is that one must look at cases objectively.

I can not do it! In my world, Qiu Ling is everywhere. I even suspected that I was hallucinating, and all the doubts about the humans and demons in the terraced fields were just illusions created in my mind.

"Shen Fei, how about I accompany you back first?" Shao Bo asked.

"I don't want to leave." I responded in a low voice, then raised my head, "I can't go on like this forever, escaping is not an option. Li Hao, Shao Bo, I know you are all for my own good, and you also wish me well. But... ...”

I paused and forced a wry smile from the corner of my mouth: "But I am a psychiatrist myself. I have cured so many patients with mental illness, but I cannot cure myself. The reason is very simple, that is, all the detours and guidance , in my paranoia and fear, it is useless. Because I understand these and am familiar with these tricks, they are just the methods I used to treat others. Well, thank you very much, but I need to face it. You can’t escape. Because the way to heal yourself is to make yourself stronger and let the confident self in your subconscious come back.”

"Shen Fei, but we are really worried about you." Zhao Ke shook his head, "You are right to choose to face it strong. But you have to know that the hardest weapon will not bend, it will only break, and use destruction to explain yourself Don't want to bow your head. Shen Fei, we are afraid that you will go crazy. Professor Chen and Dean An have told us not to let you be stimulated anymore. "

"Maybe. But I feel that there are only two possibilities for my tomorrow - crazy or extremely rational. No matter which of these two possibilities is realized, I will not be as aggrieved and miserable as I am now. "

I tried my best to show a professional smile again and looked at the people in front of me who cared about me: "So, I hope you can make me happy once, okay?"

Zhao Ke continued to shake his head and opened his mouth to say a few more words. At this time, Li Hao put his arm on her shoulder and signaled her to stop talking. Then, Li Hao glared at Shao Bo, who lit up his cigarette again, and smiled at me: "I think I understand what you mean."

"Why don't I understand yet?" Shao Bo muttered beside me, "But it should be easy to give you a good time!"

At this moment, Bajie, who had never appeared, appeared out of nowhere and walked quickly to a few of us, looking a little strange. Seeing Bajie appear, Gu Dali seemed to feel a lot more comfortable and came closer.

Bajie made a silence gesture to us, looked around, and saw that the crew not far away were just quietly cleaning up the scene and did not pay attention to us, so he lowered his voice and his expression was solemn and exaggerated: "There are things in the cargo hold. Weird stuff. Hmm! I think we need to go down and see."

Gu Dali became more energetic, stretched out his big head, blinked his small eyes and said, "I knew aliens were real!"

Bajie was very depressed and rolled his eyes at Gu Dali: "Don't make trouble!"

Seeing Bajie's serious expression, Gu Dali became even more anxious: "Could it be a monster?"

It turned out that during the previous period, Bajie did not gather in the crowd to watch the excitement. Instead, he struck up a conversation with a crew member who was responsible for managing the luggage compartment. The other party was from Henan, and Bajie was very happy. He insisted on saying that his hometown of Shandong and Henan were from the same hometown, and even mentioned that the Zhongyuan family was close. He almost squeezed out two tears when he held his hand. When the other party saw that Bajie looked like he had low intelligence and was well-dressed, and the pack of cigarettes he took out was worth one of his own, he was naturally willing to make friends with such a typical stupid rich man, so he started chatting with Bajie.

After chatting for a while, Bajie asked: "Is there anything wrong in this cargo hold?"

The other party said, "There's something wrong. A drunk man fell to death. Can't you see his body lying there?"

Bajie nodded, thoughtfully, and murmured in a low voice: "There may be something truly rare that you don't know."

The other party was a little annoyed and said, "What's so strange about it that I don't know about? There is indeed something wrong with this sea route, it's that big box!"

Bajie's expression was still dull, and he didn't even look at the other person at all: "What's wrong with a big box? Maybe there's a dinosaur egg in the big box!"

When Bajie said this, Gu Dali interrupted again: "I knew it was an ancient creature, right?"

Everyone laughed at him at the same time, he quickly shut up, and Bajie continued.

The crew member was excited by Bajie: "Brother, have you ever seen anyone traveling on a cruise ship and transporting a box of soil?"

Bajie shook his head quickly: "You mean someone brought a suitcase of soil and took it to Japan?" Seeing that Bajie still didn't show any surprise, the crew became anxious: "It's not a small box, but - "

"But what?" Bajie asked.

The other party swallowed his saliva: "Okay, anyway, I'm going to inspect the cargo hold now. You can come with me and take a look yourself."

Bajie naturally agreed. Then, he followed the crew member to the cargo hold, and then ran up to us and told us all this, asking us to follow him down and take a look.

Gu Dali didn't understand: "What exactly did you see?"

Bajie didn't talk nonsense: "Go down and take a look for yourselves. It's nothing. It's just weird."

So, we asked Zhao Ke and Li Hao to stay on the deck. After all, it was too conspicuous for so many people to go down together. In Li Hao's words, the two of them were watching out for everyone, while Shao Bo's theory was that they were on guard.

I didn't say anything, just stood beside them and listened to their words and arrangements. The image that appeared in my mind again was that of the white-haired woman and the huge wooden box that she had transported to the ship with a crane in the afternoon.

Um! If nothing else, what the crew member was talking about to Bajie was probably the box.

Strange wooden box

The cargo hold is located on the third floor below the deck. The door is open, and a middle-aged man wearing crew uniform is standing at the door. He is not small, but he has a rustic look, which is far from the image of a tough and cold sailor in people's minds. He looked up and grinned happily when he saw Bajie coming down, and quickly stuffed the golden lighter he was playing with into his trouser pocket.

If I remember correctly, that lighter was a very luxurious high-end brand limited edition. It was previously in Bajie's hands and he frequently waved it in front of the little girl. The reason why it changed ownership at this moment is probably because the other party was willing to take us to see the strange wooden box.

Shao Bo also noticed this detail. He whispered in my ear: "Bajie bought it online for 80 yuan a few days ago."

I didn't respond to him. I looked at the back collar of Bajie's white shirt, who was walking in front of me. There was a large amount of shiny golden powder. It was probably the fake gold chain he was wearing that had faded. But I have to admit that with Bajie's aura, outsiders can't see anything wrong, especially after he has recently read a lot of books on success, and from time to time he throws out two sentences such as "mentality is the key to success." The warning added a lot of points to his self-proclaimed status as the "second generation coal boss".

After the crew member saw me, Shao Bo, and Gu Dali clearly behind Bajie, he seemed to breathe a sigh of relief and said with a smile: "Mr. Niu, I really thought you were going to bring five or six bodyguards down with you."

"Mr. Niu" raised his fat hooves and smoothed his suit: "Brother Gun, these brothers are like me. They have nothing to do every day and just like to find excitement. That's why I brought them together. Come down and take a look, it’s great if you don’t mind.”

"I don't mind, I don't mind, just don't let too many people know. After all, these are the tourists' personal belongings." The crew member named Gunge said as he stretched out his hand to signal us to come in, and put his other hand on the door. , slowly closing the door, "But, the big box I want to show you is indeed a bit ridiculously big."

As soon as he finished speaking, the iron gate was closed by him. My heart suddenly shrank the moment the iron door was closed. I knew it was due to my nervousness. There are so many entries about mental illness that I know about. Therefore, after entering a claustrophobic space, I will immediately worry - will I already have claustrophobia?

I secretly took a deep breath, thankful that I didn't feel depressed or suffocated.

Brother Gun walked quickly forward. This cabin is not small, it should be eight to nine hundred square meters. Long boxes of various sizes lay quietly on the shelves on both sides. Under the dim yellow light, there was a strange smell, but I couldn't figure out what it was for the moment.

"That's the big guy." Brother Gun pointed at a large wooden box lying in the corner and said to us.

I poked my head over, and sure enough it was the big box with wood grain paint that I saw in the afternoon. The light in the cargo hold was not bright, and the box was placed alone against the wall. It looked extremely huge. It was so huge that it seemed to be able to hold all kinds of frightening objects, as well as all kinds of sins and evils. .

Shao Bo and the others are not like me, who have these confusing thoughts immediately. Shao Bo strode forward, reached out and pushed the wooden box a few times, then turned around and said, "It's really heavy. Are you sure it's all dirt?"

"I'm sure, such a large box of things cannot be put on the ship without careful inspection. But then again, no matter how much I check, no one has turned it upside down and looked at the fine sand and stones one by one. Be careful!" Brother Stick leaned on the shelf, and the sailor suit on his body turned a little yellow in the dim light.

"Then who is the person who consigned this big box? He must have an excuse for hauling such a big box of soil, right? He can't possibly bring the soil and fertilizer from our Haiyang City to Japan to grow food, right?" Bajie asked seriously road.

The crew member named Gunge laughed again and said: "The owner of the box is a scholar. I heard from my colleagues that he didn't ask for this box himself, but helped someone to sort it out for some research. Little Japan is rigorous in doing things. I have been traveling to Japan for several years and have seen all kinds of weird things they do, so even though the idea of ​​using this big box to haul dirt is ridiculous, I don’t think it’s that strange anymore.”

"Is this box belonging to Dr. Sukei Iwata?" I asked abruptly from behind.

Brother Gun was stunned for a moment and looked over at me: "It belongs to a doctor, but I don't know his name." As he spoke, he lowered his head to look at the label on the box. "It didn't have anything written on it, but the room number was written on it."

"Shen Fei, why do you think this belongs to Sukei Iwata?" Shao Bo asked me.

"Dr. Shen must be right. This box belongs to Dr. Iwata." The speaker was Gu Dali. He squatted next to the box, raised his head and said to us seriously, "We live in the sea view cabin in the middle of the cruise ship. , when Dr. Iwata returned just now, I watched from a distance as he did not turn in the middle aisle, but walked toward the stern. The rooms at the stern were not cheap, but Dr. Iwata was considered a well-off man at best, and he was definitely not a rich man. The room we stayed in could not be the Presidential Stateroom at the stern of the ship, but the terrace suite next to the stern. The label on the box showed the initials of the room number - VS, which is the number of the terrace suite on our ship Nogami Maru. The code at the beginning. In addition, I noticed before that although Dr. Iwata’s hair was neat, it was a bit high, probably because it was shaken by the sea breeze. So, the floor of the room he lives in should not be low. It shows that this passenger lives on the fourth floor, which is barely consistent.”

Brother Gun, who was standing aside, nodded.

Gu Dali stood up slowly, his expression becoming more solemn: "After the identity of the owner of the box is determined, his purpose can be easily discovered."

As he spoke, he put his right hand into his trouser pocket and took out a pack of squid shreds. He slowed down and said, "Japan is too small, Amaterasu is not reliable, and earthquakes and tsunamis occur frequently. Therefore, people like Dr. Iwata All these high-level intellectuals have a sense of urgency and do not want Japan, a tiny country, to disappear in the future. Moreover, a few years ago, some young Japanese scientists proposed that the soil in China's inland areas could be reclaimed through land reclamation. Ship it back to Japan..."

"Bajie, if Dali makes a sound again, can you just carry him up first?" Shao Bo said to Bajie.

Bajie nodded: "Okay."

Gu Dali realized that his analysis and reasoning were too high-spirited, so he smiled at us, rolled his eyes and closed his mouth, shook his big head from side to side, and walked aside.

Shao Bo pushed the big wooden box again and fiddled with the iron lock on the wooden box a few times: "Brother Gun, I want to open this box and take a look. Do you mind?"

Brother Gun glared: "This is not possible. How can the passenger's box be opened casually?"

Shao Bo took out his wallet and took out a $100 bill.

Brother Gun's tone softened a lot: "But...but I don't have a key either?"

Bajie stepped forward: "It's okay, I have it!" After saying this, he didn't care about Brother Gun anymore and went straight forward to extend his hand. We didn't even see clearly how he was doing it, and the iron lock on the wooden box was opened instantly. [1]

Brother Gun was not idle either. He quickly reached out and took away the banknote in Shao Bo's hand without saying another word.

Bajie slowly opened the lid of the wooden box. I took two steps forward and poked my head over. I saw that inside the wooden box, it was really just a box of soil, but...

Shao Bo turned to look at me, and I looked at him habitually, just like before I had any problems.

At the same time, Brother Gun said "Huh", then looked straight towards the door, muttering: "Could it be that someone has come in?"

The soil in the box clearly showed signs of being dug. The soil was not full, but it could be seen that it had been compacted before. In the middle, there are two obvious holes dug with tools such as shovels, with loose soil scattered inside.

"Someone came in, opened the wooden box, and dug out the two things that were buried inside." Shao Bo said in a deep voice, "The time can basically be determined after the ship sailed. Because, the wooden box was Before being shipped to the cruise ship, the soil would have experienced various shakings, and even if there were traces of excavation, they would not be as clear as they are now.”

Shao Bo turned to look at me again: "The cruise ship set sail in the afternoon, and the person who dug out the contents of the box probably came in tonight. And the location of the female corpse we saw was on the only way to the cargo hold. Maybe..." Shao Bo took out a cigarette and put it in his mouth, but did not light it, "Maybe there is some connection between them." Bajie stood aside and hummed randomly. Since he and Gu Dali became good friends, he became more superstitious about Gu Dali than Shao Bo in reasoning and analysis. I saw his big head turned left and right, and finally locked on the back of Gu Dali who was standing in another corner and didn't know what he was doing and shouted: "Dali, you come and analyze it!" Gu Dali seemed not to hear our conversation, and his body seemed to be frozen in place. Bajie shouted again: "Hey, Dali, what's wrong?" Gu Dali slowly turned around, his face was not good, and stretched out his hand, pointing to an inconspicuous corner on the back of a shelf behind him: "This, this position, this position has slept before. "
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Chapter 3 Le Jinyu Returns
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What is charming must also be annoying.

What can make people intoxicated can also make people heartbroken.

Blanket

We looked at the corner together and saw a vent with a length and width of about 40 cm on the wall where Gu Dali pointed. Shao Bo didn't say anything and walked over. Gun Ge was also a little confused by Gu Dali's words and followed Shao Bo.

"It's just an ordinary vent, right?" Bajie muttered in a low voice.

At this time, the vent cover made of aluminum alloy was grabbed by Shao Bo and pulled out violently. With a "crash", it was thrown to the side, and a pipe opening with a length and width of more than 30 cm appeared in our sight. Gun Ge seemed to have discovered something, squatted on the ground, and put his hand into the vent.

"Who put it here?" Gun Ge should have touched something, but the hand he put in did not pull out the things inside immediately. Several of us also realized that something big had happened, and each of us moved forward and looked at him squatting on the ground.

Gun Ge's face became very ugly, and his hand began to shrink back. What was brought out along with his hand turned out to be a gray blanket.

"It should be someone's prank, right?" Gun Ge whispered.

Gu Dali stepped forward to grab the blanket, muttered something, and then dived into the balled blanket and took a deep breath.

"It smells like a man's sweat and sourness." He raised his head, "but there is no musty smell, which means that the person curled up in this blanket has not been away for long."

As he spoke, he smoothed the blanket again, and his nose made a sound of inhaling heavily again. Finally, as if he had confirmed something, he pulled a corner of the blanket and licked it with his tongue.

"It can be confirmed that he is an Asian male in his prime, and he hasn't washed his hair for at least 20 days, and his hair is very greasy." Gu Dali said seriously, "If this is confirmed, what we are afraid of is just an ordinary man. Everyone's concerns about alien creatures and monsters can basically be denied." Bajie scolded: "Can't you be serious? Every time you talk about serious matters, you always talk about nonsense." Gu Dali was stunned for a moment, then curled his lips and said: "I, don't I have a little problem with my brain?" "There seems to be something inside." Gun Ge's words attracted our attention. I saw him reach in again and dig a few times: "I reached it, it should be a small wooden box." As he spoke, he tried to reach his hand deep into the vent. The sound of something hitting the wall was particularly clear in the dead silence. His hand began to retract, and then the other hand followed in, and it turned out to be a small black wooden box. He put the wooden box aside and took out a small flashlight from his jacket pocket: "Something is wrong inside."

As he spoke, Brother Gun turned on the flashlight and lay on the ground, pretending to put his head into the vent. I couldn't help but step forward and said, "Brother Gun, be careful."

Brother Gun ignored me and put his head in. The sound of his muttering gradually changed from clear to a faint echo in the ventilation duct: "It seems that there is a wet airflow rushing to my hand, just like a person's nostrils..."

Before Brother Gun finished speaking, his life ended. I saw his body outside the vent twitched violently, and it softened like a balloon that was instantly deflated, accompanied by a heavy groan.

Shao Bo roared: "It's over!" He grabbed Brother Gun's collar and pulled him out, and a bloody smell instantly filled the air. In Brother Gun's left eye, there was an exquisite crossbow arrow, and blood was rushing out from around the crossbow arrow.

At the same time, a rapid "clattering" sound came from deep in the ventilation duct. It was obvious that someone was crawling quickly in another direction.

"Call Li Hao!" Shao Bo moved quickly and tried to drill into the ventilation duct. Bajie and I rushed over at almost the same time and pulled him back violently.

"What are you doing?" Shao Bo roared, "The bastard inside ran away." When he said this, the sound in the ventilation duct was getting farther and farther away.

"You are crazy, the guy inside has a crossbow." Bajie cursed.

More than ten minutes later, Li Hao, Zhao Ke, David Chen and others who heard the news blocked the cargo hold. David Chen also arranged crew members to watch the other exits of the ventilation duct, but no one had much hope of gaining anything. Gun Ge was killed by a sharp crossbow arrow that pierced his left eye. The arrow tip stained with red blood and milky white brain matter was exposed from the back of his head, like a battle flag shouting at us. We didn't touch the blanket and wooden box that Gun Ge found in the ventilation duct, and handed them to Li Hao and the others.

David Chen's face was not looking good. If it wasn't for Li Hao, I believe he would have handcuffed me and Shao Bo and the others. Li Hao followed behind him, talking in a low voice. Zhao Ke was holding the blanket and was in a daze. I don't know what she was thinking.

Shao Bo wanted to get closer to me, but the crew members standing in front of us stretched out their hands to signal us not to move. Gu Dali stuck out his tongue and whispered, "It's over. We're suspects."

At this time, Li Hao turned around and said, "'Ye Shen Maru' is a Japanese cruise ship. We are currently in the high seas. So the murder on the ship should be taken over by the Japanese police and the next police to arrive at the port should file a case for investigation. However, the passengers on the ship are all from Haiyang City, so Mr. David and I discussed that this case will be handled by our Haiyang City police. Zhao Ke will investigate the scene, issue a report, and arrange for the crew to put the body in the cold storage."

Shao Bo's unreliable smile was on his face again: "Brother Hao, aren't you afraid that Director Wang will peel your skin? You have taken on the case on the high seas and no one else would touch it."

Li Hao had a stern face and didn't mean to come over. Instead, David Chen behind him turned around and looked at us with a look of fire in his eyes. Li Hao's voice was loud, and he obviously wanted everyone, including David Chen, to hear it: "Article 6, Paragraph 3 of the Criminal Law: If one of the acts or results of a crime occurs within the territory of the People's Republic of China, it is considered a crime within the territory of the People's Republic of China. Article 7 of the Criminal Law: This law shall apply to any crime committed by a citizen of the People's Republic of China outside the territory of the People's Republic of China. At present, it seems that the murderer... Humph! Because the murderer is likely to be the escaped terraced demon Qiu Ling, then, is there any problem with our Haiyang City Police taking over this case?"

Li Hao's tone was very affirmative. As a representative of the police, his words at this moment were actually a preliminary confirmation of the identity of the criminal, and it is even possible that there is already some evidence. So, Shao Bo shrugged and said nothing.

Perhaps because he has enough authority in my heart, I closed my eyes when his words reached my ears. I understand that what is coming will always come, Qiu Ling, after all.

I slowly opened my eyes: "Li Hao, can we go back to the room and rest now?"

Li Hao was stunned. He never thought that I would ask such a question at this moment. But he did not answer me. Instead, he turned his head and whispered something in David Chen's ear.

"So Brother Hao also needs to ask others for instructions?" Gu Dali whispered.

David Chen over there seemed to nod, but he still did not look back at us. It seemed that he vented his anger about the crew member's murder case tonight on us. Of course, he could not be blamed for this. If it were not for us, Brother Gun would not have discovered the trick behind the vent and would not have been killed.

Li Hao turned and walked towards us: "You guys go up first, Shao Bo stays to take a record."

Shao Bo smiled: "Why do you have to let me stay to take a record?"

Li Hao lowered his voice: "Not enough manpower, who else can I use if not you?"

Shao Bo shrugged and agreed.

I opened my mouth and wanted to speak, but Bajie had already put his arm around my shoulder and walked out. Li Hao behind me began to talk to Shao Bo in a low voice, so low that I couldn't hear him clearly. But just as we were about to reach the door, I clearly heard Shao Bo exclaim "Ah" and muttered, "Show me the photo."

As for what photos they were talking about, I naturally had no chance to see them. I walked out of the cargo hold and stepped onto the deck again. I took a deep breath, and the humid sea breeze filled my nose with a slight fishy smell belonging to the ocean. Then, I felt unexpectedly calm, and my mood was like the quiet sea surface at this moment. I looked up and looked at the crescent moon in the distance. The incompleteness was her dress tonight, and the cloudy and bright and round and crescent belonged to her appearance. Perfection is only morning and evening, just two short nights, repeating over and over again, just like our lives. Some people say that life is originally a journey of tasting bitterness. The reason why there is joy is that if you don't give you sweetness, you don't know how unforgettable bitterness is.

Maybe it is? Maybe my life is also on this road of tasting bitterness. I would fall, be lost, curl up in the middle of the night, my mind full of Wen Ge and Jin Yu's rippling smiles; I was heartbroken because the images of their shattered bodies were like a mark branded in my heart. I don't know how I should interpret this process. Am I a poor cursed creature in a fairy tale? Are the people I miss destined to become meat paste and broken bones?

Hmm! So now, is it time to break this curse?

I looked up and looked in the distance in the direction where I felt someone was observing me before. So far, I still think that my current suspicion started with my current mental illness. But I also vaguely felt that someone was approaching me again. His aura was so familiar, and his sins could not be redeemed.

Qiu Ling, is it really you?

Dissociative wandering disorder patient

Shao Bo didn't return to the room until 6 o'clock in the morning. He was afraid of waking me up, so he tiptoed to wash and go to bed. But in fact, I woke up the moment he pushed the door open, but I didn't want to talk or ask him anything.

I didn't want them to worry about me.

After confirming that he was asleep, I got up secretly, washed and dressed quietly. I opened the door and walked to the corridor. There was a bright glass at the front of the corridor, and my appearance at this moment was reflected on the glass.

I smiled bitterly, facing my embarrassed appearance. Because of poor sleep, my eyes lost the bright light they should have, and were replaced by gray. If Li Hao hadn't taken me to get my hair done before boarding the ship, my messy appearance would make people around me look worried.

I lifted the collar of my shirt and walked downstairs. It was only 7:10 now, and there were still 50 minutes before the appointment with Dr. Iwata.

I walked towards the stairs in the middle of the ship. The open-air restaurant was located on the top floor of the cruise ship. The passengers walking around were those who got up early, and they were all older. The young passengers must have played very late last night, after all, the nightlife on the cruise ship is quite exciting.
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