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	Luo Song felt that he was dying, the heat in his body was being eroded by the cold air little by little, and the broken right leg was no longer conscious, only the abdomen came from time to time with severe pain. Maybe the tough yak skin that was swallowed yesterday was soaking in stomach acid and gurgling out foul-smelling bubbles. Thinking of this, Luo Song felt a little sick. He began to regret eating the yak jacket on his body, because this thin monk's clothing on his body was completely unable to stop the bone-chilling chill. Maybe he would freeze to death before starving to death.


	I don't know how long I have been trapped, if I can be buried at the foot of the mountain, it would be a comforting thing, Luo Song thought blankly. Leaning against the cold and rough rock wall, although the cave is dim, it is still not invisible. A little light penetrates through the cracks in the rock at the entrance of the cave. Fewer than thirty people came in alive, mostly young monks his age.


	Thinking of the scene of the avalanche, Luo Song felt that he might really be blessed by the Buddha to be alive now. So much ice and snow gathered into a huge snow dragon rushing down from the top of the mountain with teeth and claws, frantically devouring everything along the way, like the end of the world. The person walking in the front was swallowed up by the snow waves before they even had time to shout. I don't know who yelled "Follow me", and dozens of people who had awakened followed the leader and rushed over. Luo Song was one of them.


	This hiding place may not be regarded as a cave, because it is too shallow, only seven or eight meters in depth, and there are some traces of axe chiseling on the cave wall, which must not be natural.


	It seems that the one who led the people to hide here is also a monk, but judging from his clothes and appearance, he is not a local monk. Luo Song was not sure of the other party's identity, and could not see the other party's face, but could faintly feel that the other party had a kind of compassion, compassion, and universal sentiment.


	The avalanche only lasted for a quarter of an hour before it subsided. Although they did not bury their hiding place, a huge boulder that rolled down from the top of the mountain blocked the entrance of the cave. The rock was as heavy as a mountain, and the people in the cave couldn't move it even if they tried their best. At the same time, the hard as iron walls also shattered their confidence in wanting to dig a way out. Therefore, they can only hope that people outside can be rescued in time. If it weren't for the leader who had been constantly encouraging them in these trapped days, even the firm belief would collapse.


	The entrance of the cave was not completely blocked, some light and air penetrated through the gaps in the rocks. At this moment, the leader is sitting in the innermost part of the cave, hiding in a cloud of darkness where the light cannot shine. Luo Song felt that even if the leader was not a great virtue versed in Buddhism, he must be a learned master, because although the words used to encourage them these days are somewhat unheard of, most of them are taken from many Buddhist texts.


	"Everyone, we worshipped devoutly but did not expect to suffer this catastrophe. The so-called misfortune, perhaps this is a great time to test our faith. Now I have something for everyone to see, please keep it in your heart and keep in mind. Constantly, remember to be pious and convinced when reciting prayers. If everyone does what I say, we will definitely go out alive."


	The speaker is the leader, and he said it in Chinese and Tibetan respectively. Luo Song is proficient in Chinese and Tibetan, so he can naturally hear it clearly.


	After a while, someone held a piece of silk cloth in their hands and approached the bright spot at the entrance of the cave to take a closer look, and silently recite it.


	In the past few days, everyone has been subdued by the leader’s temperament and morals, not only because of his life-saving grace to everyone, but also because of his indifferent and awe-inspiring fearlessness when facing such a difficult situation. The boldness.


	Soon, the piece of cloth was passed to Luosong's hands. He was already on the outermost side of the cave, and he could see the text on the piece of cloth without moving. It was a clean and soft white cloth with Tibetan writing on it, which was rather scribbled and messy, and its color was brown and red. Luo Song's heart was shocked. The word was clearly written in blood. Reading it intensively, but rather confused: the cloth piece is not an obscure scripture, or it is not a scripture at all, but a strange ability or a miracle in the Buddhist texts. . At the end of the writing is another weird pattern. The article stated that when reciting the above words silently, you must also imagine the pattern in your mind. If you violate it, not only will you not be rescued, but you will be cursed.


	Although Luo Song was puzzled, he still kept those words and graphics firmly in his mind, and then handed the piece of cloth to the next person who hadn't seen it.


	About half an hour later, everyone had already kept the contents of the cloth in mind. The leader began to chant something in a weird tone. Although Luo Song could not understand, he could feel a mysterious and powerful force in his voice. After a while, the leader finished chanting, and there was no sound around him.


	I don't know what others are doing. Although Luo Song is a little confused, he still chooses to put all his beliefs on the content that he has memorized a moment ago. He kept meditating in his heart, begging for the miracle depicted on the piece of cloth to appear before his eyes. In this way, I kept begging and looking forward, and kept imagining that weird pattern. I don’t know how long it took, Luo Song suddenly felt that the affected area of his broken right leg was warm and very comfortable. He suddenly opened his eyes and was shocked to see a young man in a black monk’s clothes pressing his hands on his broken right leg. On the legs, the hands shone with dazzling golden light.


	As the leader, Luo Song was inexplicably excited.


	Seeing him waking up, the clothed monk smiled approvingly at him, then got up and walked to the hole that was blocked by the stone, and put his hands on the huge stone. When his hands touched the stone weighing tens of tons, his whole body glowed with dazzling golden light. The golden light shrouded the figure of the monk in cloak, forming a huge golden figure of Arhat with eyebrows and eyes. Must be lifelike. Luo Song screamed and bowed to the ground in tears. The others were also awakened. They were all shocked to see this scene, and then excitedly bowed to the Arhat, pleading for help. Suddenly there was a loud "bang" at the entrance of the cave. Everyone looked up and saw that the huge boulder that had been blocked at the entrance of the cave had been pushed away by the monk in robes. As the stone collapsed with snow and ice, the entire entrance of the cave was exposed. come out.


	"We are saved!"


	The crowd cheered, tears streaming down their faces, and they all knelt down in front of the cloaked monk. At this time, the image of the golden Arhat has disappeared, revealing his original appearance: handsome appearance, young, but a pair of eyes are shining brightly. Luo Song was the only one who didn't kneel down, because he was pleasantly surprised to find that his broken right leg was as good as ever.


	Could it be that he really is the reincarnation of Luohan? If I remember correctly, the content on the piece of cloth should describe the "power of the dragon and elephant" in the Buddhist scriptures. No, if the leader is really the reincarnation of Arhat, then he should open the hole at the very beginning. Is this the test of the Buddha waiting for me? He thought in a daze, then suddenly raised his head to look at the young man surrounded by the crowd.


	It was the moment when the moon was in the middle of the sky, and the cold moonlight was flowing on him like water. The face of the young monk was as usual, he looked at the people lying on the ground, took the piece of cloth from his arms, unfolded it, and a smile appeared at the corner of his mouth. Then he glanced sideways at Luo Song, smiled, and rubbed his hands on the piece of cloth a few times. As soon as Luo Song wanted to stop it, the piece of cloth had already turned into a handful of extremely small cloth strands and fluttered in the wind. NS.


	




Chapter 1 Murder Case


	When the phone rang, Yu Lang was attentively reading a manuscript about the power of human mind. The ringtone is Faye Wong's "The Flower of the Other Side". Compared with other songs, the long prelude makes it uniquely enchanting and vaguely beautiful. Yu Lang likes this song very much, so every time the bell rang, he would be so immersed in it that he forgot to answer it. As a result, he had to endure some complaints and some nasty curses when he was connected, such as the one who came in now. Wei once cursed that his phone would fall into the toilet sooner or later.


	"Hey, what's the matter? Mu, I'm busy." Yu Lang sandwiched the phone between his chin and shoulder, and while talking to Xue Mu, he circled an improper word in the manuscript with a red pen.


	Xue Mu is a writer and a very good friend of Yu Lang. Although this guy is sometimes annoying, he tells the story very well. He is also the leading suspense novel writer in China. Almost every book can sell hundreds of thousands of copies. Fans on Weibo also make Yu Lang jealous. To gnash your teeth.


	Although envy and hatred, Yu Lang still wants to be a slave to Xue Mu and cautiously fawns on Xue Mu, because this servant has opened a column in the magazine run by his boss, and he has to count on getting it from Xue Mu every month. Only one manuscript can take out the salary of the month from the pocket of the boss.


	"Alang, Alang, save me—" Xue Mu said crampedly over there, making a "hissing" sound in his throat, as if being pinched to the neck, "Save me—" the last sentence The tone suddenly rose, as if finally breaking free of the hands that held his throat, shouting heartily. Yu Lang just wanted to say stop making trouble, but Xue Mu's voice stopped abruptly. When he put his ear to the phone's microphone again, he didn't hear the smirk of the mischievous success, and only the busy tone of "toot".


	What Yu Lang hates most is that Xue Mu is out of shape, but he loves pranks when he is twenty-five or sixteen years old. Of course, Yu Lang also admits that these hatreds stemmed from resentment after being tricked by him several times.


	Xue Mu, who had thought that the trick had succeeded, would definitely be tempted to call him to show off, but he waited until the end of get off work, and the phone was still lying quietly on the table. After Yu Lang finished the work at hand, he punched the card and walked out of the office. It was just five o'clock, and there was still a long time before dusk. Although it is early autumn, the weather is still hot.


	After wandering on the road for a long time, Yu Lang still decided to find Xue Mu.


	Xue Mu lives in a high-rise apartment near Wanda Plaza. It is a small apartment with two bedrooms and one living room, well-decorated, complete household appliances, and most importantly, it is equipped with air conditioning. There are many gourmet shops near the square. He has to go with Xue Mu several times a month to improve his life, but in the past two months he has gone less, because Xue Mu is busy creating a new book.


	The square is very spacious, a regular rectangle, with a huge circular fountain in the middle, which is said to be a musical fountain. The fountain is indeed a fountain, but the music has never been heard. As he walked through the square, Yu Lang was stopped by a pretty girl and gave him a leaflet. He thought it was a promotional flyer for the store. When he opened it, he was attracted by a strange pattern on it. It was a black one. The word "ten" has a sharp hook attached to it. There is a sentence printed under the pattern: Faith is the most magical power!


	Then there is a line of small words: I hope you can come and participate in the activities of our "Light of Faith" club, which not only has a variety of member activities, but also offers value-for-money gifts. The time is 9:00 am on the 28th of this month, at the Fenglinyuan Community Club on XX Street.


	Yu Lang balled up the paper and threw it into the trash can on the side of the road. He has encountered this kind of product promotion conferences under various banners many times. It sounds good, but in fact it is just a disguised sales promotion.


	Room 2205 on the 22nd floor of Building C. This is Xue Mu's room number.


	Yu Lang stood outside the door and knocked on the door for a long time, but no one responded, but he found that Xue Mu's cell phone was turned off. After gritted his teeth and cursed for a long time, there was no other way but to go back the same way.


	Returning to the apartment, watching two movies, before going to bed, Yu Lang called Xue Mu again, but the result was still that it was turned off. Yu Lang started to be a little worried. It is said that the bastard rarely turns off his phone for such a long time except for going out to open a room. Thinking of this, he suddenly remembered the prank call he received when he went to work in the afternoon. He said that nothing really happened, but he immediately denied this unreliable idea.


	When he slept in the middle of the night, Yu Lang suddenly felt that someone was standing next to his bed, and suddenly opened his eyes. Naturally, there was no one in front of the bed. He was about to breathe a sigh of relief, only to realize that there was a black shadow standing on the curtain. Behind.


	Yu Lang thought he was dazzled, rubbed his eyes and looked again. He was indeed alone. The heart trembled suddenly, and Yu Lang's sleepiness turned into cold sweat and seeped out.


	"Who...who is there?" Yu Lang walked over to the figure tremblingly.


	"You are Yu Lang?" The voice was faint, with a sharp chill, she was a woman.


	"Who are you? Why are you at my house in the middle of the night?"


	"You are Xue Mu's best friend. Before he leaves, let me bring you a few words."


	The window was open, and the night breeze brought up the curtains. Yu Lang saw the woman standing with her back to her, wearing a white cheongsam dotted with purple flowers, and a slim figure.


	"Where did he go? When did he come back? Ah is really not human, and he didn't say to me. I said why I can't get through his phone." Yu Lang complained as he stretched out the curtains.


	"He won't come back, and never will." She suddenly choked up, covering her face with her hands and shrugging her shoulders.


	"What's going on?" Yu Lang suddenly had a bad feeling.


	"It's me, I killed him!" The woman turned around abruptly and yelled hysterically. A beautiful face was so pale that there was no trace of blood. Her eyes were staring at Yu Lang, as if to protrude, two lines. Red blood and tears were streaming from her eyes. "Hey," she laughed suddenly, her teeth shifted and rattled, "You go with Xue Mu, so that he won't be alone underneath." After that, she stretched out her hands and pinched Yu Lang's neck. .


	Looking at the pointed fingers stretched out in front of him, Yu Lang let out an "Ah" exclamation, and stepped back subconsciously, but stepped on the floor curtain, and then fell backward involuntarily.


	"Don't come here!" Yu Lang sat up abruptly from the bed, his eyes widened, his face covered in cold sweat. He went to look at the window subconsciously, there was nothing. He got out of bed tremblingly, the figure of the woman with blood and tears in his mind still existed. Yu Lang opened the bedroom door, turned on the light, and walked into the bathroom to wash his face. This made him feel more comfortable.


	Yu Lang, who returned to the bed again, couldn't sleep anymore. The woman in the nightmare had clearly never seen her before, but why was her face so clear that he could describe her face and eyebrows? Yu Lang once read a report that said that in dreams, only familiar people can see clearly, while strangers usually have blurred faces.


	It was already half past four in the morning, and the sky was twilight. Yu Lang recalled the scene in his dream, and was upset for a while. Calling Xue Mu's phone again, it still couldn't be connected. After drinking slobber and lying on the bed, he comforted himself that the dream was the opposite, while he was once again confused.


	The nightmare really has a great impact on the quality of sleep. Yu Lang was confused throughout the morning. Fortunately, today is Friday, and the work in the club is not very busy. After eating a little boxed lunch at noon, he lay down on the table and took a nap. Unexpectedly, he was woken up just now when he felt a little sleepy.


	"Range, there is a police officer looking for you outside." Xiao Hu, the American editor, told Yu Lang suspiciously.


	Yu Lang was taken aback, thinking that he had heard it wrong.


	"They're just outside the door." Xiao Hu added.


	Yu Lang stood up, rubbed his sleepy eyes, tidyed up his clothes, and went out.


	Two policemen were standing under the wall-mounted air conditioner drinking water from disposable paper cups. They saw Yu Lang. One of them was approaching Yu Lang with a burly figure and big eyebrows.


	"It's Mr. Yu Lang?" The policeman had a beard, his cheeks and chin were shaved, and his forehead lines were heavy, but his eyes were quite sharp and a bit aggressive.


	Yu Lang nodded: "I am Yu Lang, what's the matter?"


	"Yes, there is a case that needs your assistance in the investigation." He said blankly, and then showed the police officer's ID. "My name is Pan Ming, the captain of the city criminal police detachment. I am the person in charge of this case."


	"Sorry, I don't know what I can help you?" Yu Lang was a little inexplicable.


	"Do you know Xue Mu?" He asked suddenly, then lowered his voice, "He is dead."


	Yu Lang was stunned, his head buzzed, and he asked uncertainly: "Who is dead?"


	"Xue Mu, the policeman from the work report who was in charge of cleaning the room this morning. Now I would like to ask you to go back and assist us in the investigation."


	Yu Lang muran nodded his head and followed them out in a daze. Yu Lang even suspected that this was a prank. Maybe Xue Mu's bastard was hiding somewhere in the house, looking at him with a thief smile, and then suddenly jumped in front of him, pointing to his face and laughing. Said: "Stupid, stupid, I lied to you--"


	This unreal feeling lasted all the way from the company to the Public Security Bureau, and finally turned into incredible consternation when Yu Lang saw Xue Mu's photo. There are about a dozen photos, all taken in his room, from different angles and different distances, but there is only one subject, that is Xue Mu hanging from a chandelier.


	"The preliminary judgment is suicide, and the autopsy report has not come out yet." Pan Ming laid out the photos one by one and pushed them in front of Yu Lang.


	Xue Mu's house, Yu Lang, has been to countless times, and has admired the European-style chandelier more than once. But at this time, I saw Xue Mu hanging on it. His original delicate face was distorted and hideous, and his eyes were bulging out and turned upwards, revealing bloodshot whites, with his long tongue sticking out, Yu Lang. An uncontrollable sense of horror emerged from the bottom of my heart.


	"What do you think of this chandelier?" Xue Mu lay on his back on the sofa eating potato chips, looking straight at the ceiling above his head.


	"Very good!" Yu Langman answered casually, staring at the swimsuit model posing on the wall-mounted TV.


	"I think it's pretty good too," Xue Mu smacked his lips, and then suddenly jumped out, "It's very suitable for hanging."


	Yu Lang turned his face to look at Xue Mu in amazement, and he just lay there so lazily, with a happy smile on his face, as if a wonderful idea had suddenly occurred.


	This memory suddenly came out of my mind and started to play, and then the picture stopped suddenly, but the sound was still ringing, just stopped at the last sentence, and kept repeating, like a CD that was set to play repeatedly: suitable for hanging... …Suitable for hanging…


	Xue Mu's words kept reverberating in his ears. Looking at the extremely tragic pictures on the table, Yu Lang suddenly felt nauseous. He opened the door and ran to the bathroom. He fell on the sink and retched a few times but didn't. Spit out anything and looked up at the dumb face in the opposite mirror, tears gushing out instantly.


	Yu Lang quickly buried his face in the washbasin full of water, all the overflowing water splashed into his shirt, and the cold feeling immediately spread all over his body. Many people stared at him when he came out of the bathroom. Yu Lang knew that he was very embarrassed now, his face was pale, his face was covered with water, the white shirt was wet on his body, and the black trousers were also wet. Yu Lang could even feel the water flowing along the thighs and into the shoes.


	Pan Ming was standing at the door and looking around. When he saw Yu Lang, he was obviously startled.


	"Are you OK?"


	"It's okay." Yu Lang smiled embarrassedly, "I just accidentally spilled water on my clothes."


	"Come here, I'll find you a towel to wipe it off."


	After a brief cleaning, the interrogative conversation began again.


	"About what time did you go to Xue Mu yesterday afternoon?"


	"I remember I went there after work. I didn't look at the watch. It should be around six o'clock." Yu Lang put the already damp towel on the table in front of him and stretched out his hand to pull at the wet trousers. The shirt was no longer dripping, but the underwear was soaked and it was terribly uncomfortable to stick to the body.


	Pan Ming was sitting on the other side of the table. Next to him was a young police officer who was struggling to write. He was probably a fresh graduate from the police academy.


	"When was the last time you saw him?"


	"About two months ago! He said he wanted to create behind closed doors, so I didn't bother him."


	"Then why did you go to him yesterday?"


	Yu Lang hesitated for a moment, and then said: "It was because I received a prank call from Xue Mu."


	"What time do I call you?"


	"Less than four o'clock."


	"What did you say?"


	Yu Lang said the content of the call. Pan Ming was silent for a long time after listening, opened the door and went out, and returned after a long time. Then he drew the young policeman who was in charge of the record away with a solemn expression, closed the door, and watched scorchingly. Zhu Yu Lang: "The results of the autopsy came out. Xue Mu's death time was around 4 o'clock in the afternoon yesterday, and the cause of death was suffocation. Obviously, Xue Mu's last call was to you, so we came to you. But according to the mansion The surveillance video shows that you did not go in at that time. You can go, but please do not leave Sealand in the next few months, because we will find you to find out the situation at any time. If you have any clues, please notify us immediately."


	"Okay." Yu Lang agreed, standing up, feeling a little irritable, the ceiling fan above his head was spinning tremblingly, making a "click" sound, as if it would fall off and cut off his head at any time. "If there are results, please tell me." Yu Lang added.


	"Don't worry!" Pan Ming patted Yu Lang on the shoulder.


	Yu Lang opened the door and walked out, then turned back without waiting for the door to close. Pan Ming almost bumped into Yu Lang, his face a little stunned.


	"Officer Pan, did Xue Mu really commit suicide?"


	Although the photos clearly explained the cause of his death, Yu Lang still couldn't believe it, because he couldn't find any valid reason to prove that Xue Mu had suicidal tendencies, except for the sentence that was obviously a joke. He is handsome and talented. Although he does not have a girlfriend, he never lacks women; he is young and rich, and the royalties from a book are enough to buy a house in a non-urban area; he is full of hope for life and ambitious... Bi, Yu Lang is the guy who should commit suicide.


	Pan Ming frowned and was silent for a moment, then coughed and said: "We have regulations, but it's nothing to tell you. The case of Xue Mu is preliminarily determined to be suicide, but it does not rule out the possibility of being murdered."


	"What is not to exclude?" Yu Lang suddenly grabbed a life-saving straw.


	"First of all there are signs of struggle at the scene, and the chandelier is so high, it is impossible for Xue Mu to hang himself on it without the help of any tools—"


	"You mean he is hanging on top, there is no support underneath that can be stepped on?" Yu Lang interrupted him abruptly, asking inconceivably.


	"When I rushed to the scene, he just hung in the air, the window was open, and his body was gently swinging in the air."


	"Absolutely impossible!" Yu Lang categorically concluded.


	Xue Mu's room is very high, about five meters high. No one can hang himself on a chandelier that is more than four meters above the ground without relying on any tools.


	Pan Ming groaned and frowned, "This is also the biggest doubt, unless the murderer removed the support that was originally located under the chandelier before we arrived. However, there were no fingerprints or belongings from anyone at the crime scene except Xue Mu. There is no trace left on the floor."


	"How could this be?" Yu Lang's eyes were dull.


	"It's really hard to make sense. Our forensics staff did the most meticulous work and did not find other suspicious things. However, I still think there may be things on the scene that we haven't found. After all, you and Xue Mu are good. My friend, I don’t know if he ever told you where to put important things?” Pan Ming stared at Yu Lang without blinking.


	Yu Lang was staring a little hairy, shrank his neck, thought for a moment, and shook his head: "No, he didn't tell me." Then he asked again, "What's the important thing? About what?"


	"I don't know what that thing is. If Xue Mu's death was not a simple suicide, then there will definitely be something left behind." Pan Ming frowned and said hesitantly, "If you remember something, you must tell. I, because this is related to the truth of your friend's death, I don't think you want Xue Mu to die so unclearly."


	After listening to Pan Ming's words, Yu Lang was silent. He lowered his head and looked at the table in front of him. He didn't know what Pan Ming's words meant, but he could clearly feel that the other party was eager to provide valuable information.


	After a moment of silence, Yu Lang raised his head: "Xue Mu really didn't tell me anything important. However, I think if he really expected that he might be killed, then he might have hinted to me. What, but I really can’t think of it now. When I think about it, I’ll definitely let you know.”


	"Well, so be it! You can go." Pan Ming smiled and stretched out his hand to Yu Lang.


	Yu Lang stood up, shook hands with Pan Ming, then hesitated for a moment, and said, "By the way, Officer Pan, I have some things with Xue Mu. I don't know if I can get them back now."


	Pan Ming was taken aback, his gaze towards Yu Lang sharpened sharply, and he immediately asked, "What is important?"


	"It's just a few books, I just want to use it recently." Yu Lang said. In fact, just when he said that, he suddenly remembered a word Xue Mu once said to him.


	Xue Mu said that if there is something he doesn't want others to find, he will hide it in a thick hollowed-out book like Andy in Shawshank's Redemption. Is this a hint? Yu Lang pondered quietly, but when Xue Mu said this sentence, he was clearly joking, and the time was very early, long ago. Did he expect that he would be worried about his life at that time?


	Yu Lang knew that Xue Mu's bookshelf might have more than one thick book, but what important thing would it be? He thought silently, his eyes met Pan Ming's, and his heart trembled. He hesitated whether he should tell Pan Ming the information he had suddenly thought of, but then he thought about it. After all, it was just his own guess. If he said it now, it would be embarrassing if he couldn't find anything by then. It's better to go and see for yourself, if you really find any evidence, it won't be too late to hand it over to Pan Ming.


	"Oh," Pan Ming replied, and touched the chin where the beard stubble appeared with his right hand, "Yes, anyway, the site has been surveyed, you just go to fetch a few books, it should be no problem." He lowered his head and muttered to himself. With that, it seemed to be persuading oneself. Then he took out a bunch of keys from his pocket and picked one out of it. It took a long time to remove the key from the key ring and hand it to Yu Lang.


	Yu Lang took the key, said "OK", and walked out.


	When I came out of the Public Security Bureau, the sky was so cloudy that it looked like it was going to rain. Yu Lang took out his cell phone and called the boss, told him about Xue Mu by the way, and then took a few days off. The wicked capitalist was a little concerned at first, but when he heard the news of Xue Mu's death, his tone immediately changed 180 degrees, a bit like "Why is it not you who died?" Yu Lang knew that without Xue Mu, the bad magazine they had run would probably not sell a few copies. Similarly, without Xue Mu, Yu Lang would have lost the meaning of being in this magazine. Because the only reason for Yu Lang's existence is Xue Mu, Xue Mu is his friend, only he can easily ask for Xue Mu's manuscript, that's all. Although Yu Lang believes that his writing is good, the story can be told in a decent way.


	When he figured this out, Yu Lang became uncontrollably frustrated and walked forward with his head down, feeling down like a heavy, low-hanging lead-grey sky above his head.


	"Yu Lang."


	Suddenly hearing someone call his name, Yu Lang turned around in shock, and a black Passat had already "creaked" and stopped by the road.


	"Come up." Pan Ming appeared behind the slowly rolling car window with a pair of sunglasses.


	Yu Lang hesitated for a moment, and quickly opened the door to sit in the position of the co-pilot.


	"Where are you going? I'll see you off and talk about Xue Mu by the way."


	"The Sunshine Court near Wanda Plaza, I want to visit Xue Mu." Yu Lang's voice was full of sadness.


	"Okay, it just so happens that I have to go over and see."


	Yu Lang nodded and said "thank you", but he felt a little unhappy. It seemed that Pan Ming didn't believe what he said. Thinking that he had concealed some information from him, Yu Lang began to feel uneasy, but thinking that he was going to go with him, when he found anything, he could say that he had just thought of it, so that he would not suspect that he had concealed some information. . When Yu Lang thought of this, he let out a sigh of relief, and the anxiety in his heart gradually disappeared.


	"By the way, what are you going to do with Xue Mu's affairs?"


	Yu Lang was taken aback, somewhat inexplicably: "Is this going to be my responsibility?"


	"I'm afraid this is the case. According to our investigation, Xue Mu's father died when he was four years old, while his mother married an Australian when he was in junior high school and then immigrated. He followed his grandmother. Living together, his grandma passed away three years ago. He has no other relatives, and we can’t reach his mother. So it seems that your best friend can only be responsible.” Pan Ming paused suddenly and watched Glancing at Yu Lang's astonished expression, he said in amazement, "Don't tell me that you don't know these things."


	"Don't tell me, I really don't know." Yu Lang smiled bitterly and shook his head. "Xue Mu never told me about this. He just said he was an orphan, but he didn't expect so many things to come."


	"In your impression, what kind of person is Xue Mu?" Pan Ming asked.


	"I have only known him for more than two years. We met on the Internet. At that time, we both published stories on the same website. Later, we talked more often and found that each other was like each other, and we were in the same city. , I came out to gather a few times, and I became familiar with it. Xue Mu is a kind of self-familiar guy, with a very cheerful personality, playful, and sometimes just like a big child. But this does not mean that he is simple In fact, he has a city mansion, and he only talks to you if he is willing to talk, just like what you said just now, if you don’t talk to me, I don’t know."


	"As far as you know, does he have any enemies?"


	Yu Lang thought for a moment, shook his head and said, "It shouldn't be there. He is a writer. He spends most of his time at home writing novels."


	"Does he have a girlfriend?" Pan Ming asked. "One came some time ago. About a month ago, I didn't listen to him afterwards. I guess it was a point. Xue Mu is very feminine, handsome, and always knows how to do it. Please the girls. But for so long, I really haven't seen any girl with him for more than a month."


	Yu Lang still remembered that Xue Mu had told him on the phone a woman named Bai Lingfei.


	"Do you think his death might have something to do with those women?"


	"uncertain."


	While driving the car, Pan Ming took out a cigarette from the cigarette case next to the dashboard and motioned to Yu Lang. Seeing Yu Lang shook his head, he lit it all by himself and inhaled fiercely in his mouth. A mouthful, and then a puff of blue smoke erupted from between his lips and nostrils. "You may not know how terrible it is for women to be crazy." He curled his lips and said, "Do you know about the death of Guo Xiaopeng, the son of Director Guo of the Finance Bureau, at home half a month ago?"


	"I've heard a little bit." Yu Lang nodded, "Didn't you say that you died suddenly at home?"


	"Sudden death!" Pan Ming chuckled, "The one who was strangled to death on the bed, the two blue and purple handprints on his neck looked panicked. It is said that the two handprints were from a woman. Hand. You said that woman was so cruel, her cervical spine was pinched off."


	"The strength is big enough." Yu Lang said incredulously.


	"It's not just big enough. According to the forensic doctor of our bureau, even a thick piece of wood can be screwed off with the strength at the time. However, Guo Xiaopeng is not a good product. Do something messy. A year ago, it was revealed that he raped a girl and caused the other party to commit suicide. However, at the time because there was no conclusive evidence to prove it, this allowed him to get away with it. Maybe this time he was offended again. Annoying woman."


	"How much hatred is this?"


	"So, if a woman gets crazy, no one knows what will happen." Pan Ming seemed to have lingering fears.


	Yu Lang felt that Pan Ming seemed to mean something, and shook his head, "Xue Mu shouldn't be."


	"That may be true. Do you know why I told you about Guo Xiaopeng's case? In fact, the two cases have something in common."


	"What is in common?" Yu Lang asked in surprise.


	"You may not know that Guo Xiaopeng's case has not been solved so far, and the murderer has not left any clues. On the night of Guo Xiaopeng's death, Director Guo and his wife were both at home, and they proved that Guo Xiaopeng's room was only himself in that night. In addition, the bedroom window did not have any responsibility. Regardless of the traces of opening, the surveillance of the community did not photograph any suspicious people around his home. It can be said that it was a very typical back-door homicide."


	"What does this mean?" Yu Lang looked confused.


	"Think about Xue Mu's death, such a high chandelier. Isn't it incredible that he can hang himself on it without the help of anything? Both cases also have doubts that are difficult to explain clearly with common sense. This is the biggest one. common point."


	Yu Lang was silent for a moment. According to Pan Ming, the two cases are indeed somewhat similar: "Do you suspect that the deaths of Guo Xiaopeng and Xue Mu were caused by the same person?"


	"It's just a preliminary speculation. You also said that Xue Mu is the kind of guy who likes to mess around with flowers, and Guo Xiaopeng is also a playboy. If there is a woman who wants to find revenge against these swingers, it would not be very It's normal. In addition, there is one more thing. I smelled an elegant perfume at the scene of the death of both of them."


	Yu Lang was shocked: "You mean that the place where Guo Xiaopeng died has the same taste as Xue Mu's house?"


	"Right." Pan Ming nodded.


	"Is it the taste of green tea?"


	Pan Ming immediately opened his eyes and asked in an inconceivable way: "How do you know?"


	Yu Lang shook his head and smiled bitterly. He knew that Xue Mu really liked the aroma of green tea. Whether it was toothpaste, shampoo, or drinks, he liked the taste of green tea. He even bought a bottle of women's perfume in order to keep the smell at his side. . That scent is not as rich as other types of perfumes, but very fresh. Xue Mu once said that the fragrance made him feel like being in the woods in the morning after rain. Although Yu Lang is not that sensitive, he still feels that the taste is really good, and even has a refreshing effect.


	"Xue Mu really likes a green tea fragrance."


	Pan Ming put out the cigarette butt in a small ashtray and raised his eyebrows: "Can you tell me about Xue Mu's nearest girlfriend?" Pan Ming turned to Mingde Road, where Xue Mu lives. The garden is at the north exit of Mingde Road.


	"I only know that this woman is called Concubine Bai Ling. I don't know the rest. I haven't met her. Xue Mu never tells me this. This name is still mentioned by Xue Mu during a small chat."


	"Xue Mu never talked to you about these women? Did you know that in Xue Mu's room there is no woman's things, not even hair. For a single man who is attracted to women? Unbelievable." Pan Ming said with a smile.


	Yu Lang pondered for a moment, then hesitated: "Xue Mu seems to never bring his girlfriend home, every time he goes to the hotel to open a room. Xue Mu's interest in those women should be limited to the physical, because he told me He never believed in love in this world."


	"This makes sense. Xue Mu is also a bastard who specializes in playing with women. Maybe I say that your friend will embarrass you, but it is true. By the way, you may not know. Xue Mu and Guo Xiaopeng knew each other very early. The middle school and high school are both in the same school. You see, the connection between the two cases is getting closer. Maybe when I find the Bai Lingfei, this case will come to light." Pan Ming shook his hand. Steering wheel, said firmly.


	At this time, the car suddenly bumped, and Pan Ming's wallet on the dashboard fell with the bumps, and it just fell to Lang's side.


	Yu Lang leaned over to pick up the wallet, and a photo fell out of it. It was a picture of a little girl, about seven or eight years old, with big sharp eyes, cute short hair, leaning on crutches, facing the camera, smiling like an angel.


	"My Niuniu, cute!" Pan Ming turned his face and smiled.


	"Well, it looks like a little beauty." Yu Lang said with a smile.


	"I had polio when I was a child, and my legs were a little disabled." Pan Ming still smiled, but the smile made Yu Lang look distressed. "Recently I found a doctor. It is said that he can heal my Niuniu's legs, but I have to pay a lot. However, for Niuniu, even if it kills me, I am willing."


	"Brother Pan, don't say that. Now that medicine is so advanced, I believe that Niuniu will be cured." Yu Lang comforted, and then handed the wallet to Pan Ming.


	"Thank you." Pan Ming smiled gratefully and reached out to pick it up. When he stretched out his right arm, his sleeve sprang up, revealing a tattoo on his wrist.


	Yu Lang also smiled and said, "You're welcome", but when he saw the tattoo on Pan Ming's wrist, his heart became tight, and he looked familiar. After thinking about it for a long time, he suddenly remembered that he was near Wanda Plaza yesterday. The strange symbol on the leaflet I received seemed to be very similar to the pattern on Pan Ming's wrist. It was a "cross" with a hook underneath. The difference is that Pan Ming's symbol looks more vivid.


	After exiting the intersection of Mingde Road, turn right and you will see Yangguang Garden. Pan Ming parked the car on the side of the road, and just about to get off, the phone rang. Yu Lang stood on the side of the road and waited for a while, but Pan Ming didn't get out of the car. Instead, he talked to him from the window with an apologetic expression on his face.


	"Something happened suddenly in the bureau. I want to go back quickly. Go by yourself. I just called. The people at the survey office said that the protection has been revoked at the scene."


	Yu Lang didn't expect that Pan Ming would suddenly change his mind. He was taken aback, waved his hand, and said with a smile: "Okay, you can go ahead."


	"Okay, please call me if you have anything to do." Pan Ming nodded.


	Yu Lang responded, and then watched Pan Ming's Passat disappear at the turn of the road.


	Yu Lang is very familiar with Sunshine Garden. When Xue Mu was still alive, the two of them wandered around the community more than once. The building where Xue Mu lives is close to the inside. Because it is a high-rise building, there are many elevators for residents to use. Xue Mu's room was located to the west, and Yu Lang chose a separate west elevator as usual. I don’t know if it’s because of habit, most people will choose the middle or east elevator. So this elevator usually has very few people, and it will not be full even when it comes to work in the morning.


	The moment he took the elevator to the 22nd floor and opened the door, Yu Lang seemed to hear footsteps coming from the corridor, but when he turned his head to look, he didn't notice anything.


	Xue Mu's room was not very messy, and the police returned the things they had moved to their original positions after obtaining evidence. The window was always open, and the bright sun was shining in from outside. Standing at the door, Yu Lang could smell the faint green tea aroma at the end of his nose. This reminded him of the Guo Xiaopeng thing that Pan Ming said, maybe there is really some hidden connection in it.


	The chandelier in the living room has been removed and placed near the balcony. There are still screw holes on the ceiling. Those small black holes, looking down in a daze, are accompanied by the marks formed by the disc-shaped base of the chandelier, which resembles a skeleton face that has been stripped of muscles. .


	Yu Lang stood down and looked up, imagining the scene of Xue Mu hanging on it at the time. If what Pan Ming said is true, then at such a height, without the help of something, absolutely no one can hang himself on it.


	Standing in the living room and looking around, he didn't find anything different from what he remembered. Yu Lang was thinking about what Xue Mu once said was hidden in the book, and then walked to the study next door. Xue Mu's computer has been taken away by the police. A layer of ashes fell on the desktop of the computer desk, and a stack of paper was placed on a stack of books next to it, drawn with jumbled lines.


	Yu Lang picked up the stack of paper and flipped through it casually. It was Xue Mu's handwriting, which seemed to be the relationship diagram of the characters and the outline of the story. When I was turning over, I suddenly saw a picture filled with strange symbols. Yu Lang was a little dumbfounded, because the patterns on the paper were all "ten" with hooks, large, small, wide, narrow... it was full of a page. In just two days, he has seen this pattern more than once, the first time it was on the promotional page of the "Light of Faith" club, and the second time it was on Pan Ming's wrist. Could this pattern have Is there any special meaning? Why else would it appear so frequently? Yu Lang thought for a long time and still had no clue, so he reluctantly put down the stack of paper and began to turn his eyes to the bookshelf by the wall. The bookshelf is quite tall, with the right side close to the wall, leaving only a dozen centimeters of space between the left side and the wall. Xue Mu is a book lover and washes his hands every time before reading, so he keeps those books very well. In addition, Yu Lang also knew that Xue Mu had a mild obsessive-compulsive disorder. He could not bear the disorderly arrangement of books in the bookshelf, so all kinds of books on his bookshelf were always arranged in different categories, even better than the library. The in is more detailed.


	Because of this, Yu Lang knew immediately that these books must have been flipped when he arrived in front of the bookshelf, because many of the orders had been disrupted, and some books were even inserted backwards. Yu Lang's heart jumped, and he quickly raised his head to look at the top layer.


	There are thick encyclopedias and reference books on that floor, and the order of arrangement seems to be the same as what I had imagined. Presumably, when the police were investigating the scene, they only flipped through a part of the books in the bookshelf. Thinking of this, Yu Lang felt a little frustrated, but after another thought, he shouldn't have hoped to find anything. If there is anything left, the police can't find it. But looking at the brick-thick book on the top layer, he decided to take a look.


	Xue Mu's bookshelf was bought from IKEA. When he chose it at that time, he liked the bookshelf with the most layers and the highest height. Yu Lang also liked this bookshelf very much at the time, and never expected that it would be so hard to fetch the books today. He tiptoeed down the books, and put them on again after flipping, until the last one. He found nothing, let alone important things, not even a bookmark with words. Yu Lang was completely desperate, sat weakly in the chair, thought about his behavior, and suddenly laughed. Xue Mu was obviously joking when he said it at the time, and he actually took it seriously.


	After laughing, he stood up and fetched the "Global History" on the second floor. He finally bought this set of books, but Xue Mu borrowed it and never wanted to come back. These books are very heavy. When he was holding them, his wrist shook, and he accidentally knocked down a very thick Chinese Dictionary next to him.


	The dictionary hit his shoulder first, then bounced to the side where the bookshelf was close to the wall, and then fell to the floor with a "bang", splashing a cloud of dust.


	When Yu Lang put down the "Global History", the dictionary, which was not very new, had fallen to pieces. If Xue Mu saw it, he would have to talk about it. Yu Lang sighed with emotion, knelt down to clean up the pages of the dictionary. But when he picked up the last page, he suddenly noticed that a piece of the floor was tilted on one side due to the impact of the dictionary.


	Yu Lang frowned and said that the quality of the floor was really bad, and then reached out and flattened the upturned side, but just when his hand was about to press on, he stopped-the floor There is something below. Yu Lang's heart jumped suddenly, and then immediately turned the floor up, and sure enough, a kraft paper portfolio was exposed underneath.


	The portfolio was stacked, Yu Lang took it out carefully, and then put the floor back to its original position.


	There was a stack of paper in the bag, and Yu Lang could feel it. The bag is not sealed. Yu Lang took out the stack of paper. It was a contract for the creation of a novel called "I'm Around You". Below is a slightly smaller portfolio, which is sealed. On the front, it says "Agreement on the Cooperation of the'Making God' Project", and the seal is covered with a red stamp indicating "Top Secret".


	Yu Lang's hands trembled a little, looking at the sealed file bag, his mind was a little dazed for a while. Since Xue Mu hid it so secretly, it is likely that this thing has an important connection with his death. He didn’t know if there was providence in the dark, because coincidence could no longer explain the degree of his shock at this time. If Xue Mu hadn’t said “hidden things in books” to him, if he hadn’t remembered this sentence, if he I didn’t want to get back those copies of "Global History". If he didn’t touch the dictionary, if the dictionary didn’t hit his shoulder, then he would never find it under the dusty floor. Such an important thing is hidden.


	Having settled down, Yu Lang decided to go to Pan Ming.


	After locking the door, Yu Lang holding the portfolio, walked into the elevator, and then took out his mobile phone to check Pan Ming's phone. He only found it when the elevator descended to the fifth floor. When the dial button was pressed, the elevator had reached the first floor. Yu Lang stepped out of the elevator and vaguely heard a cell phone ringing outside. The prelude seemed to be "Heaven High and Earth Thick" by Xin Orchestra.


	Pan Ming's phone kept ringing with a busy tone of "toot". Yu Lang walked out while listening to his mobile phone. Just two steps out, his eyes suddenly became dark, as if a piece of clothing was covering his face. . Yu Lang was stunned by the sudden change. Before he could recover, he received a violent blow to the back of the head, and then became dizzy in front of him, and then fell to the ground as soon as his legs became weak. At this time, the clothes on his face were taken away. He vaguely saw a man leaning down to grab the portfolio in his hand. He clutched it desperately, and the paper bag was not strong. In the fight between two people The bottom broke, and the paper was scattered all over the floor. Yu Lang struggled to raise his head to see the opponent clearly, but he got another punch in the face, and then he was kicked a few more times. Yu Lang felt that something hot and hot came out of his nose, the red, yellow, purple and black in front of him seemed to have poured into a bucket of mixed paint, and his ears rang like a rumbling.


	"Damn!" Yu Lang cursed, then fainted...


	




Chapter 2 Beauty


	When Yu Lang woke up, he was lying in the emergency room of the City Hospital of Traditional Chinese Medicine, his head was wrapped in gauze so that only his two eyes were exposed, exactly like a mummy in a pyramid. The early morning sun had just risen from the east, and the bright sunshine passed through the glass windows with the fresh smell of morning mist, which happened to shine on Yu Lang's face.


	Yu Lang squinted his eyes, frowned and thought for a long time, finally remembering why he would lie here, and then struggling to sit up.


	"Hey, what are you doing? Lie down quickly and don't move around. Do you know what's your situation?"


	A small nurse with delicate eyes rushed over immediately and scolded him horizontally.


	"Sorry, I have to get up, I have very important things to do." Yu Langqiang endured the dizziness.


	Unexpectedly, the little nurse refused to give in, pressed his chest firmly, and forced him to the bed.


	"You can't get up, you have received a heavy blow to the head, and you are still under observation. I can't take responsibility if something happens."


	It seemed that the little nurse didn't talk nonsense. As soon as Yu Lang's head left the pillow, two tracts of blood flowed out of his nose, and then his ears roared and his eyes turned black.


	"What's wrong with me?" Yu Lang immediately lay down weakly.


	"Slight brain contusion. Did you know that you were in a coma for sixteen hours?" The little nurse looked at him angrily.


	"Who brought me here?"


	"A policeman, say it's your friend."


	"Where is he?" Yu Lang immediately thought of Pan Ming.


	"I just went out, it seems to be smoking. I stayed here for one night." The little nurse said while adjusting the drip rate of the IV infusion set.


	"Can you call him for me?" Yu Lang excitedly grabbed the little nurse's hand.


	At this moment, Pan Ming walked in.


	"Yu Lang, you are awake." Pan Ming smiled and walked to Yu Lang's bed, his eyes flushed and his face looked tired.


	"Have you caught him?" Yu Lang asked excitedly.


	"Did you say the person who beat you? No, when I arrived, you were lying on the ground alone. The person who attacked you ran away early. What's the matter? How could you be beaten suddenly?"


	As soon as he heard that the murderer had not been caught, Yu Lang immediately became frustrated.


	"What the hell is going on?" Pan Ming asked.


	"Police Officer Pan, I can tell you with great certainty that Xue Mu's death has absolutely another reason." Yu Lang found out that he and Pan Ming were the only ones left in the room, so he whispered.


	"Did you find anything?"


	Yu Lang held his head in both hands, and said in pain: "I was snatched away by the person who attacked me."


	"What is it?"


	"A portfolio with'Top Secret' written on it. The stuff in it is definitely related to Xue Mu's death."


	"I knew I would go with you." Pan Ming sighed, "I just came back to the bureau yesterday afternoon and saw you call me, press the connect button, and I heard a call from you. Sound. I thought you were in a fight with someone. When I was about to ask, the phone was cut off. I immediately thought that you might be in distress, but I guessed it right. I rushed to the elevator of that building. Seeing you lying on the ground with blood on your face and the phone thrown aside. Do you see what the person who assaulted you looked like?"


	"No, I was calling you at the time, and I was attacked by someone unexpectedly. The bastard first put his clothes on my head, and then he didn't know what he used to smash me. I was in front of me for a while. The position was dark, and I was thinking that I could not loosen the portfolio in my hand. I didn't know that the other party had hit me a few times in the face, and then I was lost."


	"This is difficult. I have already gone to the community to investigate. The camera near the elevator suddenly broke down today, and there were no witnesses at the time. The residents of the community also said that they did not see any suspicious people."


	"Damn." Yu Lang was so angry that he smashed the bed severely.


	"Don't worry, since the murderer has shown his face, then we can catch him. I have already greeted the nearby police station and notified me as soon as I found a suspicious person. Take care of your injuries these days! You don't know the time. I saw how big a wound there is on the back of your head, and the blood all over the floor. I thought you would not be able to save it. I didn't expect that your fellow's life would be quite big." Pan Ming sighed and smacked his mouth.


	"What did the doctor say?" Yu Lang touched the back of his head subconsciously.


	"Slight brain contusion and laceration, severe trauma to the back of the brain, in order to prevent intracranial hematoma, to be hospitalized for observation for several days.


	Yu Lang was startled: "Is it so serious?"


	"The doctor said that if it was delivered later, you might have confessed your fate." Pan Ming smiled, stretched out his hand and rubbed his face, "Since you're awake, I'll go back first. I worry about this night. Yes. You don't have to worry about the medical bills, I'll pay them all."


	"Well, thank you very much. The money you paid will be returned to you when I am discharged from the hospital. Go back and rest soon, I'm fine." Yu Lang looked at Pan Ming's haggard face and said moved.


	"Okay, then I'll go first, and I'll see you in the evening." Pan Ming finished speaking, reached out and patted Yu Lang on the shoulder, smiled, and then turned and walked outside. When he walked to the door, the phone rang suddenly. He took out the phone from his pocket, but didn't connect immediately. He just looked down and left in a hurry.


	Yu Lang stared at the direction of the door blankly, the phone ringing just now echoed in his ears-"Heaven High and Earth Thick" by Xin Orchestra. Yu Lang clearly remembered that he had vaguely heard this ringtone a few seconds before he was attacked.


	Is it really such a coincidence? Yu Lang frowned and thought: Obviously, the murderer who attacked him was definitely the owner of the phone that rang at the time. If it is not a coincidence, is Pan Ming the attacker? Thinking of this possibility, Yu Lang took a deep breath.


	If this speculation continues, maybe he was the murderer who killed Xue Mu. No wonder he repeatedly hinted at himself that that Xue Mu might have hidden something in the house. It turned out that what he had always wanted was the stuff in the portfolio. And all the subsequent behaviors, whether it was to inquire about Xue Mu's information with himself, or to leave abruptly pretending to have something to do, were all to remove his suspicion. He might have suspected that he knew that Xue Mu had hidden something, and then followed him, waiting for an opportunity to seize it, but he didn't expect that he would call him.


	The more Yu Lang thought about it, the more he felt that Pan Ming was the murderer behind the scenes, because as a policeman, he obviously would not leave any clues at the scene. At the same time, he was the first to rush to the scene, destroying some evidence and even doing some perjury. It is not impossible. Thinking of this, Yu Lang felt like falling into an ice cellar. He didn't understand how a suicide case that originally seemed simple suddenly became so complicated. He felt as if he was trapped in an absurd dream, otherwise why did everything behave in such an unthinkable way? From the phone call Xue Mu called him, everything suddenly began to turn to a completely unfamiliar road.


	Impossible, impossible. Yu Lang shook his head, as if he wanted to get rid of this incredible idea in his mind. He thought of the bright red seal on the portfolio. If all this is true, then the complexity of this matter is definitely beyond his imagination. Even policemen like Pan Ming have been involved, and the hidden existence behind the scenes may be a bigger existence.


	Or just let it go, Yu Lang lowered his head, looking at the people coming and going outside the window, thinking in frustration, Xue Mu is already dead anyway, after all, people can’t come back to life after death, and if they have to check it out, maybe It's more than just being beaten next time.


	Thinking about it this way, Yu Lang felt a lot more relaxed in his heart. Since Xue Mu's accident, his life has been disrupted, which makes Yu Lang very uncomfortable. Xue Mu's death made him crush a huge boulder in his heart, and this huge boulder is increasing rapidly towards the weight of a mountain with the gradual development of things, and it may not be long before it will crush him to pieces.


	Yu Lang never thought he was such a great person, lacking perseverance, and poor perseverance. From the time he was in college, he began to realize that his bones were full of laziness and drifting with the crowd, and even some cowardice and low self-esteem. So the sudden pressure began to panic and overwhelm him. Although morally he should be fully responsible for tracing the truth about the death of his friend, but when he thinks about the dangers and troubles he will encounter if he continues to pursue the investigation, the nature rooted in his bones begins to burst out, constantly releasing negative emotions. Go stop him.


	Under the confrontation of the two thoughts, Yu Lang's mind suddenly became a mess. In nature, he wanted to choose to escape from this troublesome matter, but when he thought of his friendship with Xue Mu, he felt that it was too unreasonable for him to do so.


	Yu Lang's ward is on the first floor, and outside the window is a small plaza for patients to take a leisurely stroll. The square is garden-style, with a grassy lawn and some lively, lush tall trees.


	It was early in the morning when the automatic sprinkler facility in the lawn was spinning and spraying a puff of water. Perhaps Yu Lang's position was right, and with the shining of the morning light, he actually saw a small rainbow appearing in the mist. Yu Lang was a little dazzled for a while, but soon this beautiful picture was destroyed. Because someone walked to the side of the sprinkler, blocking the bright morning light.


	Yu Lang was very dissatisfied with the guy who broke in suddenly, but when he saw the guy's face clearly, he was stunned. Then he bit his tongue hard, and the piercing pain immediately told him that this was not an illusion.


	It was a picturesque woman with long, slightly curly hair, her arms wrapped around her chest, her upper body was wearing a white off-the-shoulder shirt, and a string of obsidian accessories hung around her neck. A denim skirt in water-washed blue, the exposed legs are white and tender as jade.


	"Su Zhen." Yu Lang looked at the woman, his eyes straightened, and then gently said a name, cautiously as if he was afraid of the other person hearing it.


	She stood no more than ten meters away from the window of Yulang's ward. Although she didn't face Yu Lang directly, Yu Lang could still clearly see the expression on her face. If you look at Yu Lang from her position, you will be horrified to find a person with gauze on his head staring at him blankly.


	Fortunately, the woman was not in the mood to look around, because she was crying, her shoulders trembling slightly with the sobbing. Although Yu Lang couldn't see the tears on her face, her face was full of tears already appeared in his mind, just like when she was graduating from university, she cried in a mess when she hugged her classmates who were about to be separated.


	Every time he thinks about this, Yu Lang feels chest tightness and shortness of breath, because he clearly remembers that just before his turn, he was suddenly pulled aside by the brothers in the dormitory and poured a large glass of beer. When he came back , Su Zhen had already left. In this regard, Yu Lang can only regretfully beat his chest.


	After graduation, Yu Lang came to Sealand. At that time, many people did not understand why he had to go to this northern city where he was not familiar with his life. The real reason is only clear to Yu Lang himself, because Su Zhen is in this city. However, it may be that Yu Lang's luck was too bad. For nearly three years after graduation, he has not only never met Su Zhen, but even the news has been cut off.


	It's not that Yu Lang didn't look for it, but since graduating, Su Zhen seemed to have evaporated from the world without any information. So when he saw Su Zhen, the first feeling he felt was not excitement, but wondering if he had hallucinations or if he had admitted the wrong person. It was not until she saw her cry that Yu Lang was sure that he was right. The woman outside the window was Su Zhen, the girl he had been in love with for four years but never dared to confess, the girl he had been looking for for three years, but there was no result. Girl.


	Yu Lang felt a pain in his heart, and the picture in front of him suddenly became blurred, like a thick layer of water vapor on the window in the evening of winter. He doesn't know whether he should be happy or sad. Although he has found Su Zhen, does he really have a chance to express his love to her? It's too late, isn't it? Three years, enough to change many things, maybe Su Zhen is already married, maybe Su Zhen has forgotten that there is such a humble person as himself.


	My head became more and more chaotic, and the ears began to produce a "buzzing" roar, the wounds behind the head suddenly burned and burned, the nostrils became hot, and two nosebleeds came out again. Yu Lang felt that his eyes began to turn black, and all the pictures began to rotate, including Su Zhen.


	She cried so sad that she didn't know what happened. Yu Lang thought to himself, and then suddenly heard the little nurse scream and fainted. The moment he lost consciousness, he suddenly realized a problem, was he really just a brain contusion?


	"Hey, what do you think?"


	Yu Lang felt that something flicked his forehead, and he suddenly recovered. Xue Muzheng leaned on the sofa and smiled at him, his hands kept grabbing peanuts from the plate on the coffee table next to him and threw them into it. Mouth.


	"Xue Mu! Are you still alive?" Yu Lang said happily.


	Xue Mu was startled, frowned, grabbed a few peanuts and threw it over, while grinning, "Damn, how can you bastard curse me?"


	Yu Lang turned his head to avoid the peanuts thrown by Xue Mu. He turned around and found himself sitting in Xue Mu’s living room with the European-style chandelier above his head and his favorite rocking chair under his buttocks. Four cans of beer, half of a roast chicken on the coffee table has been wiped out, and a few cold dishes next to it. He felt that his head was a little fuzzy, but the memory gradually returned to his mind. Today is the weekend, Xue Mu asked him to come over for a drink. The two of them ordered some small dishes to pack up at the food stall downstairs. They had already drunk several cans. The topic they just talked about was American director Christopher. Nolan's Inception.


	"I just fell asleep?" Yu Lang asked hesitantly.


	"No, you are just in a daze. When I just talked about dreaming, you started to be in a daze."


	"Oh." Yu Lang responded softly, then stretched out his hand to rub his temples, looked up at the chandelier above his head, and thought for a moment, "I just seemed to have a dream."


	"Is it a daydream?" Xue Mu laughed, "Did you dream of marrying a wife?"


	When Yu Lang looked at Xue Mu's handsome face, a face with raised eyes, tongue out, and bruise suddenly appeared in his mind. He shivered violently: "It was a very strange and terrible dream."


	"Let's talk about it." Xue Mu sat up straight and looked at Yu Lang with interest.


	"I dreamed that you were dead and hanged on this." Yu Lang said as he raised his finger to the chandelier above his head.


	Xue Mu gave a "hey" smile, looked up at the chandelier, frowned, and then nodded in admiration: "Yes, it's a good idea. Wait for me to write it into the story."


	"I also dreamed of Su Zhen."


	"The classmate you have secretly in love with for four years?" Xue Mu asked in surprise.


	"Well, in a hospital. I don't know what happened, she is crying." Yu Lang recalled hard.


	"Is she still exactly the same as she was in college?"


	"How do you know?" Yu Lang's eyes widened.


	"Nonsense, you have said that you dreamed of her, will the person in the dream also age or change with the passage of time? Naturally it will still be what you remember."


	"Can I only see her in my dream?" Yu Lang was a little depressed, and took a sip of beer next to him.


	"It's better not to see each other." Xue Mu sighed, and the depression between her eyebrows grew stronger, "How do you know that she is still not the same way? Things are fickle, maybe she is no longer in this world. It is better not to see, but still Keep some thoughts."


	Yu Lang recalled Xue Mu's words, his face changed, he lowered his head and fell silent for a moment, then raised his head suddenly, with a firm expression: "No, I can't help but, I have lost many opportunities before, and I don't want to be a cowardly loser all the time."
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