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Fidel is a Spanish Jesuit who has just arrived in China with high hopes of
converting a town left at his charge. And, well, the very attractive man
dressed in red is surely a great person to start with!

“This is... What you worship.”

“I worship him.” Hua Cheng confirmed, simple and real. His eyes did not
leave the statue and stared with waves of true emotion. Fidel felt
righteous anger boil inside of him. How could a man as holy as Hua
Cheng kiss the hand of a false god instead of the One True God’s?

He willed himself to calm. It was not Hua Cheng’s fault. He had not been
guided. He was missing a teacher, and well, this was why Fidel was here,
was he not?

dungenb — UCNAHCKUI Ne3yuT, TONbKO YTO NpmnbbiBLUMA B KuTtam ¢
BbonbwMMK Hagexgamm obpaTnTb OTAaHHBbIM EMY rOpOA B
NUCTUHHYO BepY. YTO X, nodemMy 6bl He Ha4aTb C NpUBNEKaTeIbHOro
FOHOLLIN, OAETOro B KpacHoe!

— 370 T0... YEMY Tbl NOKMOHSAELLLCA?

— 4 noknoHswck emy, — noareepaun Xya YaH, npocto u
nckpeHHe. OH He OTBOAMST rMas OT CTaTyw, U B3NS4, ero noinarn
nnamMmeHeM UCTUHHOro 4YyBcTBa. dPuaens NOYyBCTBOBAS, Kak
BHYTPU HEro 3aknnaet npasefHblv rHeB. Kak MOr Takom CBATOM
4yenoBek, Kak Xya YaH, LenoBaTb pyKy JIOXXHOro 6ora BMECTo pyku
€anHoro nctuHHoro bora?

OH 3acTtaBun cebs ycnokontbca. Xya YaH He BMHoBaT. Hekomy
ObINo ero HacTaBuUTb. Y HEro He ObINo YYNTENS, U YTO XK, UMEHHO
anga atoro duaens 340ech, passBe HeT?

Douay-Rheims Bible:
Stay me up with flowers, compass me about with apples: because |
languish with love.

Look, | have deep knowledge of the Bible, if you think | will not use it to
write about loves as pure as hualian, you're dead wrong. All my
catechism trivia better be useful for something, right?

Enjoy!!!!

Moakpenn meHs uBetamu, obrnoxum MmeHs abnokamm, Bedb S
U3Hemorato oT noodsu [2:5]

[eno B Tom, 4TO 51 XOpoLLO 3Hato bubnuto, n ecnu Bbl fymaeTe, 4To
S1 HE BOCMNONb3YOChb 3TUMM 3HAHUAMM, YTOBbI HanucaTb O
yucTenLen nodem XyansHemn, To Bbl rMy6oko 3abnyxgaetech. A
Xe 4Nd Yero-To ndyyarna Katexmsmc, Tak?
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MpUATHOrO YTEHUS!

<b>[1pnmeyaHne nepesoaymka:</b> «llecHb necHen» UNTUPyeTCS
B nepeBogax A. Jlaxa un A. 3ppoca. Ctux 2:5, AaBLUMIA HA3BaHWE
paboTe, nepeBeaEH C aHIMMNCKOro, Tak Kak B UMEIOLLMXCS
nepeBofax Ha PyCCKUM LBETbI B 3TOM MeCTe, YBbl, He
YNOMMWHAKTCS.

Vade retro Satana: "Go back, Satan" or "Step back, Satan", or "Back off,
Satan" is a Medieval Catholic formula for exorcisms.

|, of course, do not agree with the opinions expressed in this fic, this is a
work of fiction, thanksss

Hit me up in Twitter @AnielkaEla! | really love talking to people!
Thank you for reading!!

MpymedaHus B KOHLE
Vade retro Satana: «/gu npoyb, Catana» nnu «M3biamn, CataHa» —
cpeaHeBeKoBas KaTonunyeckasa doopmMyrna ans akaopumama.

PasymeeTcs, MHEHME aBTOpa MOXET He coBMnaaaTh C MHEHUEM
repoeB, 3TO UK, criacnbo.

B 1BUTTEpPE 51 @AnielkaEla! A Bceraa 6yay paga nobontaTtb!<br />

Cnacunbo, 4To NpoYnun.

Even if China was like a monster threatening to swallow him whole, Fidel
was excited. His work as a missionary was of utmost importance! These
poor, unfortunate souls with no shepherd to shepherd them, they had
to be brought home and to the light of God! There was not one minute
to spare!

Okaxucb Kutain nogobeH yyaosuLly, rpo3siemy noxparb ero
LeNIMKOM, 3TO He YMeHbLUMNO 6kl BooayLwesneHus dugens. Ero
Muccna Oblna aenom YypessblidanHon BaXHocTn! He 6b1no aTum
3abnygwunm gywam nacTblip4d, YTO ykasarn 6bl UM NyTb K JOMY U
ceeTy [ocnogHo. Henb3sa ObIno TepaTb HU MUHYTHI!




Some of Fidel’s brothers had already gone ahead, but he didn’t feel
discouraged, not at all. He would have the opportunity to do his part for
the Lord, he had no doubt. Oh, when they told him he would be in
charge of evangelizing a tiny town on his own, what a joy! The amount
of trust laid in him by his elders was amazing. He could only hope he
was deserving of it!

Bbinu 6paTbsa, KoTopble yXe npes3oLwnu ero, Ho Pngens He
yHbIBan, Bosce HeT. OH ToXe paHO uUnn No3aHO BHECET CBOW BKNaz,
B cnyxeHue locnoay. O, korga emy ckasanu, 4To oH byaet
eJMHONNYHO OTBeYaThb 3a obpalleHue ropofka, Kak OH
Bo3pagosancs! Kak xxe emy gosepsnun HactaBHUKM! OH MOT TOMbKO
HaLesATbCA, YTO 3aCIy>XMBAET ATOro JOBEpPUS.

The trip of almost a month and a half felt much shorter thanks to the
unbridled emotion in the missionary’s soul. Fidel truly felt blessed by
the Lord God! China was a beautiful country! With its kind people, and
its breathtaking sceneries. He was a little concerned about the “gods”
they worshipped, but they would be fine. Thanks to the work of him and
his brothers, all these souls would be saved, no matter their sin. Ah, the
Lord was truly merciful, to welcome all these people to His church!

Moyt nonTopa mecaAua NyTn NposieTenn HesaMeTHO 13-3a
obypeBaBLUMX ero ayuy 4yBcTB. Puaens YyBcTBOBan Ha cebe
GnarocnoseHne boXxbe. BonctuHy npekpacHasi ctpaHa! Kakue xe
Aobpble Noan BOKPYr, BUAbI, OT KOTOPbIX 3aXBaTbiBasio ayX.
HemHoro 6ecnokounnu «6orm», KOTopbIM 34€Ch MOKMOHSAMNC, HO
Hu4ero. bnarogaps Tpyay ero n bpatbes, 3TU AyLUM CacyTcs,
CKOJb He BbIfv BENUKKN NX FPeEXU 1 nperpeLuenuns. focnogb
MuUnocepaeH, OH NPUMET UX BCEX 3TUX Ntogen B NoHo Ceoen
uepksu!

He was enchanted by the little town that was now his mission; the tiny
houses with their funny curved ceilings, and the faint smell of incense in
the air, mixed with the fresh scent of watered earth. How charming was
this little town! He adored everything his eyes looked.

[opofokK, CTaBWKIN ero Muccuen, nokopun ero. O, 3T KpoLleYyHble
AOMUKM C 3a6aBHbIMU PE3HbIMM NOTONKaMW. 30eCb NErknin apomart
©GnaroBoHWI MeLlancs co CBEXMM 3arnaxom BnaXHOW NoYBbI.
OuapoBarternbHenLwmn ropogok! duaento npmMxoamnock No Hpaey
BCE, Ha YTO Nagan B3rnsa.

Even the man in red.

[laxke 3TOT loHOLLA B anoMm.

Well, especially the man in red.

Moxanyn, 0cCoGeHHO OHOLLIA B afioM.

He was... Really something.

B HEM... YTO-TO ObINO.

Fidel was yet to talk to him, but he could see.

dupaens suaen ato, xoTb ele He 6ecegosan ¢ Hum. W, flocnoaun, oH B
caMoMm Jerie Buaern.




And, by God, did he see.

The man was on the attractive side and had Fidel been a woman, he
would have fawned over him the way the Chinese ladies did, no doubt.
The lack of an eye or the insistent cover of his eye-patch did little to hide
his handsome face or his charming smirk.

FKOHowa 6bin npueBnekaTeneH, U, byab Puaens XXeHLWMHON, OH Obl
HenpeMeHHO BepTencs nepea HAM Tak e, Kak BCe 3TN KUTasiHKW.
OTcyTCcTBME Masa unm HemameHHas NoBsi3ka Ha rnasy He NopTUIn
KpacoTy nuua n o4apoBaTefibHyH YXMbIKY.

His whole attire was red, every day with no change. His long hair, usually
a sign of savagery Fidel hated, flew with the wind when the man was
outside. He made Fidel think of the blood of Christ, precious even with
its violent beginnings.

Kaxxabii oeHb 6e3 nckniyeHn oH ogesarcs B anoe. [JnuHHbIe
BOJOCHI - 3HaK BapBapcTBa, koTopoe duaenb 0Obl4HO Npesunpan, -
pa3BeBanuchb No BETPY, CTOMNO OHOLWE BbIATK Ha ynnyy. OH
HaBoaun dngensa Ha MbICNKY 0 KPOBU XPUCTOBOW, AparoLeHHOn
Aaxke B CBOEM XXECTOKOM Hayane.

The man was outside a lot, truth be told. He went around helping
farming families with the rice picking, or with the moving of animals. He
was truly a servant of the people, always a hand ready. Oh, how Fidel
wished to hold the man, close like a brother and praise him, like he did
his brothers in Christ. This need would have certainly been wrongly
received, and yet Fidel could barely hold himself back when he finally
got close enough.

Mo npaBae roBops, FOHOLLA MHOMO BPEMEHM MPOBOAWUI HA yrnuLe.
OH nomoran cemMmbsiM KpecTbsiH cobupaTb puc nnu nactu ckot. OH
OblN1 UICTUHHBLIM CNYron BrvXKHKUM, BCerga rotoBbiM NomMoYb. Kak
duagento xoTenocb Obl 0OHATL 3TOro YenoBeka, NpmxaTtb K cebe kak
OGpaTta 1 BocxBanaTb €ro, Kak OH BOCXBarsinn CBOMX 6GpaTbeB BO
XpucTe. BT0 ero xenaHne ckopee Bcero NoHsAmM 6el npespaTHo, n
Bce e duaenb eqBa cMor yaepxaTtb cebsi, koraa eMy HaKOHEL-TO
yaanocb OKka3aTbCAa PSAOM.

The man in red had been missing for most of the morning, a rare
occurrence. He returned hours late into the day, the sun high already, all
while carrying a basket filled with white flowers.

FOHoLWWM B aniom He BbINo BUOHO NOYTU BCE YTPO, PEOKUI CryYan.
OH BepHyncs no3xe, Korga CosHLe YXKe CTOSN0 BbICOKO B HeEDe, 1 C
cobow HEC KOP3UNHY, NOMHY0 6enbix LBETOB.

The basket was big enough to put to shame the offerings to Virgin Mary
in May, Fidel shivered. Where was he taking them? He surely was
bringing them to someone who could not see them, that was the type
of man he was.

3OTa Kop3nHa CBOMMW pa3MepamMu Morfa nocpamMuTb Maiickme
napbl Boropoauue. Kyna oH nx HEc? Be3 COMHEHUS, K TOMY, KTO He
Mor HaGpaTb nx CaM, BeOb TaK OH 06bIYHO U nocrtynarn.




“Kind young master,” Fidel called in a broken Chinese. “You truly are so
good!”

— [No6pbIv Monogoun rocnognH, — obpaTtuncs Kk Hemy duaens Ha
FIOMaHOM KMTaNnCcKoM. — BOUCTUHY, Tbl UICNONHEH MUITOCEPAUS.

The man stopped in his tracks and looked over at Fidel, eyebrows raised.
Oh, how Fidel’s skin tingled under that look! Truly, this was a sign of God
that this man had to be brought over to His House.

KOHowa ocTaHoBuUIcsa 1 nocMmoTpen Ha duaens, nogHse 6posun. O,
OT 3TOro B3rnsiaa no cnuHe nobexxanu mypawukm! BonctuHy, BOT
3HaMeHWe, YTO 3TOro YernoBeka HykHO npueecTun B [Jom [locnoaeHs.

“Young master,” he continued. “Please forgive my forwardness, | know
not your name.”

— Mornogou rocnoguH, — NPOLOSMKNIT OH, — MPOCTU MOK NPSIMOTY,
S1 HE 3Hal0 TBOEro UMEHWN.

The man smirked and Fidel felt the breath leave him.

FOHowa YCMEXHYICA, N AbIXaHne dunpens nepexsaTtuno.

“Hua Cheng.”

— Xya YaH.

“Hua Cheng,” he repeated, softly trying out the foreign language,
struggling to remember the translation of those words separately. ‘City
of Flowers’, by God, what a beautiful name for such a beautiful man.

— Xya Y3H, — TMX0 NOBTOPUIT OH, MPUMEPAACH K YY>KOMY A3bIKY U
BCMNOMWHAsA 3Ha4YeHne Kaxxgoro crosa. "['opog usetoB", [ocnoaw,
Kakoe KpacuBO€E MMSA Yy 3TOro KpacuBOro YenoBeka.

And he was right here, right now! A gift from God himself. “I am Brother
Fidel.” He shared back. “l am a-“

A oH 6611 ¢ HUM 3aecb, cenvac! ap camoro 'ocnoga!

— MeHs 30ByT 6paT Puaenb, — NpeacTaBuUCs OH B OTBET. — A...

“Jesuit, | know. You come to share your book and beliefs from across the
sea.” Hua Cheng rearranged his basket carefully.

— WMesyuT, 3Hato. [NprLwén ns-3a Mopsi pacnpoCcTpaHATb CBOU KHUMM
n ybexageHus.

Xya YaH akkypaTHO rnepectaBui KOP3uHy.

“I do, but, oh! You must be getting tired from carrying, may | accompany
you to where you’re taking these?” He pointed at the flowers. He didn’t
want to lose sight of Hua Cheng now that he was getting to know him!

— [la, HO, 0, 4OMKHO ObITb, Tbl yCTan HECTU KOP3uHY. [03BONb MHE
conpoBoauTb Tebs, Kyaa 6bl Tbl He HEC UX. — OH yKasan Ha UBeTbl.
OH He xoTen TepsaTb Xya YaHa 13 Bnay Tenepb, kKorga TOnbKo
Hayan y3HaBaTb ero nonywie!

“You may do as you wish,” Hua Cheng resumed his walking, allowing
Fidel to go with him. He led them to one of the littlest houses, on the

— [enan kak 3Haelwb. — Xya YaH npogormkun cBov nyTb, NO3BOSINB
®uaento naty ¢ HUM. OH NoBen UX K OAHOMY U3 CaMblX ManeHbKMX




farthest side. It was a humble home, Fidel realized as he walked inside.

AOMWKOB B CaMou oTaanéHHom Yactu ropoaa. M sonas, duagens
MOHSST, YTO BHYTPU BCE 0OCTaBNEeHO 04EeHb CKPOMHO.

A single mat on the floor, much like his own. A little stove, little baskets
all around.

LinHOBKa Ha nony, Takas xe, kak ero cobcTBeHHas. HeGonbLuoi
ouvar, KOP3UHKW NMoBCHOAY.

All small and lacking, not at all what a man like Hua Cheng looked like.

Bcé maneHbKkoe 1 ckygHOe, COBCEM He noaxopsiiee Takomy
YyerioBeky, Kakum kasancs Xya YaH.

Not to say Hua Cheng looked like a wastrel heathen, of course not! But
Fidel had a good eye when it came to clothes, and Hua Cheng’s were
certainly of the finest quality. As was the silver around his neck and
wrists, when he was dressed up. He was not a man that lacked
resources and yet he lived like this? Like a monk?

HeT, Xya YaH He noxoamn Ha He 3HatoLLero Mepbl A3bluHUKa, KOHEYHO Xe
HeT! Ho y ®dnaens 6bin HamMEéTaHHbIW rna3 B TOM, YTO Ka3anocb
ogexnabl, n ogexaa Xya YaHa, 6e3ycnoBHo, Obina camoro fny4dwlero
KadyecTBa. Kak 1 cepebpo Ha wee 1 3anaCTbsAX. OH He UCTbITbIBa
HYX/bl, M BCE Xe Xun BoT Tak? Kak MoHax?

“You... live here?”

— Tbl... XuBéwb 3gecb?

“I do.” He simply said, walking over to another space in the house. It was
a... Shrine.

— [la, — npocTo oTBETUN TOT, NPOX0As K p,pyroﬁ KomHate. Y Tam
Obino... ceaTunuLle.

A beautiful one, aesthetically speaking. Fidel was revolted at the sight of
pagan adoration, but the picture it made, was truly one to remember;
this was where Hua Cheng’s money ended, clearly. Sticks of incense
erupted from wherever they could. Food offerings littered the table, all
fresh fruits, and soft bread, sweet-smelling tea served in fine teacups
that shone with the bright midday sun. In the center of it all, a statue
stood proudly.

Kpacusoe, ecrnv cyanTb C 3CTETUYECKOW TOYKM 3peHus. Bce B
dugene BoccTaBano NpoTUB BUAa s13bI4ECKOro MAOMNOMOKIOHCTBA,
HO KapTnHa 6bina genCTBUTENBHO 3anoMMHAOLWENCH; 04EeBUOHO,
ctoga v yxogunu ece geHbrn Xya HaHa. [oscrogy Tnenm nanoyku
GrnaroBoHui. AnTapb Obin yCbiNaH NOXXePTBOBAHUAMU: CBEXNMU
dpyKTamu, MArKUM xnebom, crnagko naxHyLwmm Yaem, pasnuTbiM B
npekpacHbIe YallKn, brnecTsawme B nydax apKoro nonygeHHoro
conHua. B ueHTpe e ropao Bo3BbiLanach cratys.

As Fidel looked, Hua Cheng busied himself with setting the flowers all
around. The sight was worthy of a king, and yet Hua Cheng seemed not
done. He had taken the biggest, most beautiful flower and was placing it

[Moka dngenb ocmatpusarnca, Xya YaH pacctaBnsasn uBeThbl.
3penuwie 661110 4OCTOMHO Kopornen, a Xya YaH, noxoxe, eweé He
3akoH4uMn. OH B35 cambln 605bLION, CaMbli KPACUBbIN LIBETOK U




in the icon’s hand.

BJ1OXWUIT €ro B PYKY U3BaAHUA.

“What is that?” He could not stop himself.

— Y710 310? — BbIpBanock y dugens.

“This is His Highness, The Crown Prince of Xian Le.” Hua Chen said,
reverently. Fidel watched with horror as Hua Cheng kissed the statue’s
palm before setting the flower. “My god.”

— 3710 Ero BeicovecTBo, HacneaHbin NpuHL, CAHbNS, — C
GnaroroBeHnem ckasan Xya YaH. C yxacom dugenb CMOTpen, Kak
Xya YaH uenyert pyKy cTaTye 1 3aTeM BKIiagblBaeT B HEE LIBETOK. —
Mow 6or.

It was a beautiful statue, clean like no other was and masterfully done.
Fidel couldn’t see a single nick in the stone and yet the details were
unbelievable. It looked less like pale stone and more like a real man, had
it not been for the lack of color on its cheeks.

9710 6bINa NpekpacHasa cTaTys, YncTasa U NPeKpPacHO BbITOYEHHAS.
dungenb He MOT HAUTN B KAMHE HM €QUHOro U3bsHAa, U 3TO NPU TOM,
4yTO NpopaboTka Aetanen dbina 6ecnogobHa. Ecnn 6bl He
GrneaHocCTb LWEK, CKynbnTypa 6onblie noxoamna 6bl HE Ha KAMEHD,
a Ha XXMBOro YenoBeka.

“This is... What you worship.”

— OTO TO... YeMy Tbl MOKMOHSELWbCA?

“I worship him.” Hua Cheng confirmed, simple and real. His eyes did not
leave the statue and stared with waves of true emotion. Fidel felt
righteous anger boil inside of him. How could a man as holy as Hua
Cheng kiss the hand of a false god instead of the One True God’s?

— A noknoHsawck emy, — noaresepans Xya YaH, npocTto u
nckpeHHe. OH He OTBOAWST rNas OT cTaTyu, U B3rNs4 ero noinarn
nfiameHeM UCTUHHOro YyBcTBa. dPuaens OLWyTU, Kak BHYTpU
3aKkunaet npasefHbiv rHeB. Kak Mor Takon CBATOM YENoBEK, Kak
Xya YaH, uenoBaTb pyKy NOXHOro 6ora BMECTO PYKN €ANHOTO
NUCcTuUHHoro bora?

He willed himself to calm. It was not Hua Cheng’s fault. He had not been
guided. He was missing a teacher, and well, this was why Fidel was here,
was he not?

OH 3acTaBun cebst yCnokonTbCs. ATO HE BUHA Xya YaHa. Hekomy
ObINo ero HacTaBUTb. Y HEro He BbINo YYNTENS, U YTO X, UMEHHO
anga atoro dupens 3aech, pasBe HeT?

“And does this Prince have a book?”

— Ay npuHua ectb Knura?

“A book of writings? No.” Hua Cheng smirked. “He’d not like it. Though |
know yours does.”

— Mucanue? Het, — bipkHyN Xya YaH. — EMy 6bl He
NMOHPaBUNOChL. XOTA 5 3Hat0, YTO Y TBOETO ECTb.




“The Holy Bible, yes.” Fidel pulled it out of his clothes, grateful for the
never-ending pockets it had. He offered it over to Hua Cheng, forcing
him to look away from the fake god. “Can you read?”

— Csgartas bubnusa, na, — dugens BbiTaWM €€, KaK HUKorga
A0BOSbHbIN CBOMMW 6€340HHBIMU KapMaHamu. OH NPOTSAHY eé
Xya YaHy, BbIHY>Kad TOro 0TBECTU B3rns OT JIOXKHoro 6ora. — Tbl
ymMeellb YnTaTb?

“I can read, yes.”

— [la.

“Then perhaps you’d like to have this one copy?” Hua Cheng eyed it
carefully, then shrugged.

— Torga no3Borb 00NMKUTbL Tebe.

Xya YaH BHUMaTenbHO NOCMOTPEN Ha HEE 1 noXxan nnevyamu.

“Sure, | could use some light reading for tonight.”

— MNoyemy Bbl 1 HET, HE OTKaXYCb OT JIErKOro YTeHUs nepes CHOM.

Fidel smiled sweetly. What a naive and charming man. The Bible, light
reading, ha! At least he didn’t seem offended by the offer.

duaenb nackoso ynblbHyrcA. Kakon HavBHbIN 1 o4apoBaTernbHbIN
toHowa. bnbnusa emy — nérkoe YteHue, xa! o KpanHen mepe, ero,
Nnoxoxe, He 3a4ero NpeanoXxeHue.

As Fidel walked away from the house, he could not help to shoot one
last look at the statue of that Crown Prince, whoever he was.

Yxoasa us goma, duaens He Mor He 6pocuTb NocneaHWiA B3rNaa Ha
CTaTyl 3TOro HacNeaHoro NpuHLA, kem Obl TOT HU GbIn.

‘You'll see,” he thought towards it, which was a sin for which he’d repent
later on. ‘I'll take him away from you and save him.

“BOT yBUAMLb, — MbICIIEHHO 06paTUICs OH K HEN — rpex, B
KOTOPOM OH Mocrie nokaeTcd, — 51 3abepy ero y Tebsa n cnacy”.

The statue kept its serene look, softly lit by candlelight.

Cratysa 6e3mMaTexxHO CMOTpera Ha Hero, CTosi B MSIrkOM CBeTe
cBeyen.

<center>***</center>

In the morning, Fidel found Hua Cheng sitting at the feet of the shrine.

YTpom dupens Haweén Xya YaHa y nogHoXus antaps.

In the early light, his clothes looked more a color pink than red. He had

B ceeTe 3apun ero ogexgbl Ka3dalinCb CKopee po30BbIMU, HEM




the Bible open in his lap, and he seemed to be reading out loud as he
played with his own hair. No, not played, braided; he was doing a tiny
braid from under his ear, finishing it up with a red bead.

KpacHbIMW. Ha KoneHsix y Hero nexarna packpbitasg bubnmsa, n oH
yuTan BCnyx, nourpbiBas Npsiabto BONoc. Het, He nourpbiBas: OH
3anneTarn TOHKY KOCUYKY C KpacHOW BYCMHOM Ha KOHLLE.

Fidel hid away behind a tree, waiting to see what Hua Cheng, precious
City of Flowers, was doing.

dugens cnpaTancd 3a 4epeBoM, YTOObI MOCMOTPETb, YTO ByaeT
aenatb Xya YaH, aparoueHHbiv FTopop LiBeTos.

“Here, you’ll like this,” Hua Cheng said. He cleared his throat and began
reading. “How beautiful you are, my love, how beautiful you are! Your
eyes are those of a dove, except for what’s hidden within.” He purred
the last line; how sinful it sounded! “Your hair is a flock of goats, which
ascend along to the mountains of Gilead. Your lips are a scarlet ribbon,
and your eloguence is sweetness. Like a piece of pomegranate, so are
your cheeks, except for what’s hidden within.”4:5

— Bor, Tebe noHpaButcsa, — ckasan oH. OH NPOYNCTMN FOpPo 1
Havan yMtatb. — Tbl XOpOLUA, Nogpyra Mos, Tbl XOpoLula, rnasa
TBOW — ABa ronybka ns-nog Kyapewn, — OH NpoMmypriblkarn
NocrnegHIo CTPOKY, N Kak rpeLlHo OHa 3a3By4vanal — Bonocbl —
KO3be CTago, YTO CKaTUNoCh C BbICOT MMnaga. Anoto NeHTon ryobl,
N MUna TBOS peyb, NOSTOBMHKOW rpaHaTta Wweka u3-noa Kyapeun.

There again with hidden things! What could be inside a mouth? It was
just teeth and saliva, disgusting. There was nothing in a mouth
but warm flesh and slick sounds, a flickering tongue, wetness, and...

CHoBa 310 «13-nog Kyapen»! N 4To MaHsLWero B 3TMX Kyapsax u
rybax? PoT — 370 nuwb poT, 3yObl 1 CNtoHa, OTBpaTUTENbHO. M BO
PTY HUYEro, NULLb TENNAas NNOTb, Y BNaXHbIe 3BYKWU, U ABWKEHNE
A3blKka, ¥ Bnara...

Fidel shook his head. Now was not the time to fall to sinful thoughts!

dunpenb nokadan ronosoun. He Bpemsi npegaBaTbCsi FPEXOBHbIM
MbICNAM!

Hua Cheng kept going.

Xya YaH yntan ganbLue.

“You are totally beautiful, my love, and there is no blemish in you. Your
lips, my spouse, are dripping honeycomb; honey and milk are under
your tongue.” He flipped through a couple of pages before resuming. “I
bind you by oath, O daughters of Jerusalem, if you find my beloved, tell
him | am faint with love.” He threw his head back and stared at the
statue upside down. “Who is this that appears at dawn, fair as the

— Tbl BCeM xopoLua, nogpyra Mosi, 1 HeTy B Tebe nsbsiHa. NyObl
TBOW MeBsiHbl, HEBECTa, MEL-MOSOKO MOA A3bIKOM, — OH
NponMcTan HeCKOSbKO CTPaHUL, U NPOAOIKMA: — 3aknuHato Bac,
aesyLwkn Mepycanuma, ecnm Munoro Bbl HangeTe, pacckaxnte
eMy, 4To A No60oBbI0 BoribHa. — OH 3aNPOKUHYI FOMOBY U
NMOCMOTpEr Ha cTaTyto CHU3Yy BBepX. — He oHa nun 3apgenach




moon, bright as the sun, majestic as the stars in procession? Such is my
beloved,” Hua Cheng sighed. “And he is my friend, O daughters of
Jerusalem.” [6:10]

3apemu, CBETUT NIyHOW, COMNHLEM CUSIET, 3Be3a4ammn brneweT?
CnapnocTHbl rybbl, 1 BECb OH MUST — BOT MOW NOOUMbINA, BOT MOW
APYXOK, aesyLwku Nepycanmma!

“My love you are beautiful: sweet and graceful, like Jerusalem; terrible,
like an army in battle array. Take me away with you— let us hurry! Let
the prince bring me into his chambers. We rejoice and delight in you; we
!II

will praise your love more than wine. How right we are to adore you
[6:4], [1:4 — acbpoc!]

— Tbl XopoLua, Kak Tupua, nogpyra mos, kak Mlepycanum
npekpacHa, Benm4yasa, kak 3Be3abl B Hebe. [o3o0Bu, nobexnm 3a
TO60K — B NOKOW A Llapckne npueeaeHa — Briekn Tol MeHsi! 3a
To601 Nobexmum mMbl! OH NpMBEN MeHs, <i>NPUHLL/i>, B MOKOU CBOW.
O Tebe Bo3nnKyem n Bospagyemcsi Mbl! BCNOMHUM nacku TBOW,
47O ny4ywe BuHa! ICTUHHO, NMobaT Teds.

Fidel clenched his jaw. Hua Cheng was changing the verses for them to
fit his “prince”, how terrible! He had to stop him!

duagenb CTUCHY”N 3y6bl. Xya YaH MeHsn cTuxum, YTobbl OHU
noaxoannu ero “npuHuy”, y>kacHo! Hago 6bino ero octaHoBUTD!

He took a big breath and came out if his hiding place; he’d have to have
a serious talk with the man.

OH rny©oKo B34OXHYI M BbILLEN U3 YKPbITUS; HACTano Bpems
CepbE&3Horo pasrosopa.

“Good morning, Hua Cheng.” He put his hands behind and smiled his
most charming smile.

— [Nobpoe yTpo, Xya YaH, — OH CrOXun pyku 3a CMHON U
ynblGHyNcs camon odapoBaTenbHOM YrblOKON.

“Brother Fidel.” Hua Cheng greeted back. “I did not know your book had
erotic poetry. | would have read it long ago if | had.”

— bpat ®dugenb, — nonpmBeTcTBOBan ero Xya YaH B oTBeT. — A He
3Harn, 4To B TBOEW KHUIE €CTb 9pOoTMYeCcKasi Noa3uns, a To Obl NpoYEn
paHbLUe.

“Erotic... what?”

— OpoTuyeckasd... 4To?

“The Song of Songs.” Hua Cheng closed the book and waved it.

— lNecHb necHen, — Xya YaH 3axS10MHyI KHUTY 1 oMaxan en.

“Oh? But-“ Fidel prayed for Hua Cheng not to begin reading again.
Listening had been hard enough.

— O? Ho... — ®uagenb Ba3monuncs, 4tobbl Xya YaH He Havan
ynuTaTb CHOBA. XBaTUI10 1 OAHOrO pasa.

Hua Cheng laughed.

Xya YaH 3acmesncs.

“You priests.... Always so innocent. Even my god,” there again with the

— Bawn cBsiLeHHMKN. .. Bcerga Takme HeBUHHbIE. [laxe mou Oor,
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sacrilege. “Heard the verses and laughed. It is a very enjoyable book.”
He offered the closed book back at Fidel, who took it instinctively.
“Although it is strange, the number of contradictions it has.”

— W CHOBAa CBATOTATCTBO, — Crywarn 3Tu CTuxum n cmeancd. OyeHb
npuaTHas KHWKKa. — OH NPOTSHYN 3aKpbITYO KHUrY dugernto,
KOTOPbIN MPUHAN €€, He 3aQyMblBasiCb. — XOTb U CTPAHHO, YTO B
HeWn CTOSTbKO NPOTUBOPEYMI.

“Contradictions?”

— [poTnBopeunin?

“More than once, your God speaks of being all-merciful, and yet he
orders his followers to prepare their sons for the slaughter. It also keeps
changing the blame of wars; for the same war, it seems it’s God who
raises the spirits, and in another verse, it is Satan’s fault. Numbers
change all the time and in exaggerate ways. Punishments are big and
then small, and God’s fury is both eternal and inexistent.”

— Baw bor cHoBa 1 cHoBa roBopu1T, YTO OH BCEMUITOCTUB, U BCE Xe
npukasbiBaeT CBOMM nocrnegoBaTensiM rotToBUTb CbIHOBEN K
3aknaHuto. Ewé oH NoCTOsIHHO MEHSIET BUHOBATOMO B BOMHAX: B
OLHOM U TOW XXe BOMHE KaXeTc4, 4To 310 bor nogHumaet ayx
BOMHaM, HO B JpyroM CTMXe 3TO ye BUHa CaTtaHbl. Ymcna Bcé
BpeMsi MEHAIOTCSl, CTAHOBATCS BCE 6onbLue. HakaszaHna To
Bonblune, To ManeHbkue, a rHes boxumin oqHOBPEMEHHO U
BGesrpaHnyeH, N HUYTOXEH.

Fidel blinked slowly.

dunaenb MegneHHo MOPrHy-.

“You read it all.” He could barely understand the amount of information
being given. Not only had Hua Cheng read all of the Bible, which should
take, at least a full week, but he also made a deep analysis and found
mistakes. This man was truly blessed! Fidel had to make him join the
Church.

— Tbl BCE NpoYén.

OH efBa MOr oco3HaTb BeCb 06bEM MHOpMaL K. Xya YaH He
TOSbKO NPOYEN BCO brnbnuto, 4To yxxe JOMMKHO BbINOo 3aHATL He
MEHbLLEe Heaenu, Tak ewe u npoaHannanpoBars e€, n Hallén
owmnbkn. BoncTtuHy, oH 66151 Weapo ogapéH Hebecamn! dugens
OOIMKeH Obln 3acTaBUTbL €ro npucoeanHnTbLES K Liepksn.

With a man like that in their ranks, they would bring the true religion to
every corner in the world.

C Taknum 4ernoBeKkoM B CBOUX pAaO0ax OHU NMOHECYT CBET NCTUHHOM
Bepbl B KaXabIn Yronok mupa.

llI

“It was a boring night and it is a violent book.” Hua Cheng shrugged.
am afraid | bore His Highness with my reading. He is into lighter things.”

— Houbto MHe BbIfo CKY4HO, a B 3TOM KHUIe MHOTO KECTOKOCTU, —
noxan nnevyamun Xya YaH. — borocb, s Hacky4un Ero BeicouecTtBy
cBouM 4YTteHnem. OH npegnovmMTaeT BeLn nonerye.
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“You read out loud to the statue?”

— Tbl yntan cratye?

“He enjoyed the very beginnings of King David’s story. Is there more of
it?”

— Emy noHpaBwunock Havyano nctopuv uapsa Jasuaa. Ewé ects?

“No... Not that | know of.” How was Hua Cheng so nonchalant about
this all? This was sin! “And of the story of Jesus? Did you read that
too?” Everyone liked Jesus. Jesus was the best, Hua Cheng

couldn’t not like the Son of Man!

— Hert... Hackonbko s 3Hato. — Kak Xya YaH Mor oTHOCUTBLCS K
39TOMY C TaKkom HEDPEXHOCTLIO? OTO Xe rpex! — A Kak ke nctopus
Nncyca? E€ Tbl TOXXe npoyunTtan?

Bcem Hpasunca Nncyc. OH nyywunn, Xya YaH He Mor He nontobuTb
CblHa Yenoseyeckoro.

Yet, Hua Cheng’s expression darkened.

N Bcé xe nuuo Xya YaHa nompadHerno.

“I do not enjoy stories where people attack their saviors. He shouldn’t
have died.”

— MHe He HpaBsATCA UCTOPUK O TOM, Kak noan HabpacbiBatoTCs Ha
cBoux cnacutenen. OH He JOMMKeH BbIn ymupaThb.

“He died for His people.” Fidel was thankful for the change of subject. “It

'II

was for Love

— OH ymep 3a ntogen Ero, — dungenb pag 6b151 CMEHUTL TEMY. —
9710 6bIN0 paan Jlioben.

“Love? What kind of love is that? They were promised and given, and
they killed him.”

— JTlto6BU? N 410 970 3a NtoboBL Takasa? im Obino obeLaHo n
AafeHo, a oHu younu ero.

“They were only human.” Fidel leaned in to pat Hua Cheng on his arm,
but this one recoiled.

— OHun Bcero nuwe noan, — dugene xoten nornagutb Xya YaHa
Nno pyKe, HO TOT OTLUATHYICS.

“As was 1.” He quickly rose and walked away leaving Fidel stunned.

— A TOXE Obl1 YenoBEKOM.

OH ObICTPO NOAHANCA HA HOMW U yLWEn, ocTaensas Puaens
OrMYLEHHbIM.

“. ..was?”

— ...ObIN?
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<center>***</center>

Fidel stood there in the empty shrine as reality set.

dupenb npuxoann B cebsi B onycTeBLUEM CBATUNULLE.

He didn’t even get to talk to Hua Cheng about truly important things!
They were sidetracked by Hua Cheng’s brilliant mind, which only served
a fake icon that would drag him to Hell.

EmMy naxke He yaanocb noroBoputb ¢ Xya YaHOM 0 no-HacTosiwemy
BakHbIX Bellax! Ero oTBNEK aT0T 6necTawmnn pasym, CnyxXnsBLUInN
nuwb naony danbwmneoro 60xecTBa, BNEKyLLEro ero B AA.

Fidel turned to look at the statue with barely hidden hate. How dare this
pagan figure keep its claws in a pure, hard-working heart like Hua
Cheng’s? He deserved better! He deserved Heaven!

duaenb pasBepHyIcs K cTaTye C eABa CKpblBAEMOW HEHABUCTLIO.
Kak cmerno aTo A3bl4eckoe u3BasiHue gepxaTb B CBOUX KOrTAX
Takoe 4ucToe, Tpygontobmeoe cepaLe, Kak y Xya YaHa? Tot
3acnyxwuBan nyywero! 3acnyxusan Pas.

But Fidel knew, oh he knew, as long as this human invention was
around, Hua Cheng would not be free.

Ho ®unaenkb 3Han, 0, OH 3Harl, YTo Noka 3TO TBOPEHME PYK THOACKMX
Oyaoet nobnmsocTtu, Xya YaH He cMoXeT 0CcBOBOANTLCS.

The decision came as easy a Jesus Christ’s own at the temple: he’d have
to tear it down. All of it.

PelueHune npuwino Tak e nerko, kak kK iucycy Xpucty B xpame: oH
OOMMKEH COKpyLWnNTb ero. [1o ocHoBaHumS.

Leave no evidence of the dark power the pagan god had so that Hua
Cheng could be guided into the light of God and all that was good.

He ocTtaBuTb HM crnega TEMHOM CUTbl A3bIMECKOro 60XecTBa,
4yT06bI Xya YaHa MOXXHO ObIfI0 NPUBECTU K CBETY [OCNOAHIO, 1
OyaeT aTo XOpOoLLO.

Fidel’s hands shook but he knew what he had to do. His fingers curled
into the altar cloth and he pulled, bringing down food and water,
incense, candles, golden coins, and flowers.

Pykn dugensa nogparmeanuy, HO OH 3Han, YTO AOSHKEH caenartb.
Manbubl Cxxanuck Ha Nokpose antapsa. OH pBaHyn TKaHb Ha cebs,
cwmnbasn ey v Boay, 6riaroBoHMS, CBEYM, 30510Tble MOHETLI U
LBETHI.

So many flowers! They rained down as Fidel pushed and pulled, and
dragged away, as he forced his way through the place the statue
tumbled precariously. It seemed to mock Fidel even now, with its eyes

Ctonbko usetoB! OHM ocbinanucb AoXaEM, a duaens cpbiBan u
cpbiBan unx, n otbpacbiBan B CTOPOHbI, NpoknagbiBasa cede nyTb K
LaTarouwencs ctatye. Kaxercs, faxe cenyac oHa HacMexanach
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still sweetly looking into the horror around them. The wine had splashed
at his feet and the flower from his hand had fallen away. All the flowers’
petals were broken and squashed, and they painted the old wooden
floor.

Ha HUM, C HEXXHOCTbIO MAAS Ha y>Kac BOKpYr. BuHO
pacnneckanoch Yy €€ Hor, a UBEeTOK Bbinas na pyk. Ctapbiu
AepeBSAHHbIN MO yCTUNanm n3oapaHHble N pasfaaBreHHble
nenecTku.

“Vade retro, Satana,” Fidel snarled at the statue as he pulled it down. It
seemed to go in slow motion, as it crashed into the floor and broke into
a thousand pieces.

— Vade retro, Satana, — npopblidan duaens ctatye 1 CTONKHyI eé.
Kasanocb, Bpemsi 3aCThINO B MUT, KOraa OHa pyxHyra Ha nos u
pasneTtenachk Ha TbICAYM OCKOJITKOB.

Fidel stood there, catching his breath from his outburst for a moment,
taking in the wreckage he’d made.

dunaenb ocTaHOBUIICS, NEPEBOASA AblXaHMe NOCe U ocMaTprBasi
paspyLLEHUS], KOTOPbIE OH YYMHUIT.

A voice rang out, crystal clear and calm.

Paspanca ronoc, KpuctanbHO YACTbIN U COKOWHBIN.

“What have you done?”

— Y10 THI HAOQENan?

Fidel turned around: Hua Cheng was at the door, holding the Bible in
one hand. ‘To give it back,” Fidel realized. When Hua Cheng walked away
just a few minutes ago, he had taken it with him.

dugenb 06epHyncsa. Xya YaH ctosan B ABepsix ¢ bubnuen B pykax.
«OH xoTen BepHyTb €€», — NoHAN dugens. Yxoas, Xya YaH 3abpan
eé c cobon.

Hua Cheng stepped inside carefully, not stepping over anything on the
floor. He seemed terribly pale, more so than usual; his dark eye took the
whole picture in.

Xya YaH O0CTOPOXKHO BOLLES, CTapasiCb HX Ha YTO He HacTynNnTb. OH
Kasarncs y>acHo bnegHbim, brieaHee 06bI4YHOro; ero B3rnsg
CKOMb3WS1 N0 KOMHaTe, OLeHNBasa paspyLUueHune.

When Hua Cheng saw the broken pieces of the statue his eye went wide
and Fidel blacked out.

Korga Xya YaH yBuaen ockornku, rnas LWMpoKo pacrnaxHyrcs, u
dugens NoTepsan co3HaHue.

<center>***</center>
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Fidel came to himself sitting in a chair; his hands were tied behind him,
as were his feet.

Korga ®uagenb npuwwen B cebsi, OH cMaen Ha CTyne, CBA3aHHbIN Mo
pyKam 1 Horam.

He opened his eyes and found himself with a clear view of Hua Cheng
reassembling the altar he’d just knocked down. The floor had been
swept but the wood was still tinted from the flowers. Hua Cheng’s hands
were exceedingly gentle as he folded the cloth and picked up dishes and
cups.

OH oTkpbI1 rnasa un yeugen Xya Yana. Tot cobupan Tonbko 4To
NnoBep>KeHHbIM anTapb. [1on yxe Oblf YNCT, XOTb €ro BCE paBHO
ycbinanu octaswunecs nenectkn. V tenepb Xya YaH ¢
HeBepPOATHOM 3ab60TON CknaabiBan TKaHb U cobupan Tapenku ¢
YyalwKkamu.

When he saw Fidel was awake, he reached him quickly with wide
strides.

YBuaes, 4to Puaernb ovHyncs, Xya YaH nogowen K Hemy B
HECKOJbKO LUMPOKMX LLIAroB.

“You just couldn’t leave it alone, could you?” He hissed; his beautiful red
mouth dripped venom. Fidel shook from head to toe, gone was the
sweet youth who carried rice and flowers: he had been replaced with a
demon.

— Tbl HE MOT NPOCTO OCTaBUTb BCE Kak €CTb, Aa? — NpoLUUmen OH.
Ero kpacusble anble rydobl uctovanu sa. dmagens coaporHyncs:
ncyes MUIbI KOHOLLA, HOCUBLLUWKA LBETbI U PUC, U €r0 CMEHWS
OEMOH.

Hua Cheng looked put out: his hair was up in a messy bun held up by a
wooden rod, his hands were dirty with dust and his fingertips were
tinted from the wine he must wave wiped away on his knees if the cloth
above them was any indication.

Xya YaH Kkasancs coseplleHHO nogasreHHbIM. Ero Bosiock! 6binu
cobpaHbl B 6eCnopsiA0YHbIN NYYOK, yAepKUBaeMbIN AePEBSHHOM
LUNWIBbKOK, PYKM Nepenayvykannch B Mbifiv, a KOHYMKK NanbLes
OKpacuso BMHO, KOTOPOE OH, Cyas N0 BCEMY, BbITUparn, CTOS Ha
KONeHsIX.

He looked upset. Angry. Wild.

OH BbIrNsigen paccepXXeHHbIM. 3nbiMm. Ee3yﬂ,ep)KHblM.

“You must understand,” Fidel still pleaded. “You are not in your right
mind, you are-“

— Tbl JOMKEH NOHATb, — BCE e B3monunca dugenb. — Tbl HE B
30paBoOM yMe, Thl...

“It is you who isn’t thinking,” Hua Cheng grabbed him by the clothes on
his chest, pulling him violently close to his own face.

“Your brothers were wise enough to leave us alone, but you just had

to meddle, and now you’ve made the biggest mistake of your miserable

— OT0 Tbl He coobpaxaellb, — Xya YaH cxBaTun ero 3a rpyaku u
SAPOCTHO AEPHYN K cebe. — TBouM BpaTbsiM XBaTUIO MyapoCTH
OCTaBUTb Hac B Nokoe, HO Tebe HenpeMeHHO NoHaao0bmMMNoCh
nonesTb He B CBOE AEr0, M BOT Tbl COBEPLUMIT CaMyto 60MbLLYHO
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existence.”

OLIJVI6Ky B CBOEM >KaJrikoM CyLleCcTBOBaHUN.

Hua Cheng let go of him and he slammed back into place.

Xya YaH oTnycTun ero v WBbIPHYI Ha MecTo.

“You Europeans are funny little things, all of you. All the cultivators
know who | am, know what | do, and yet you come and disrespect His
Highness’ shrine, you tear it down like it is your right-“

— Bbl, eBponenubl, Takme 3abaBHble co3aaHus. Bece 3aknuHatenm
3HaloT, KTO 51 TAaKOW 1 YeM 3aHMMalOCb, a Bbl Npuxoante 6e3
yBaXkeHus1 K cBaTunuwy Ero BeicovecTBa, pasHocuTe ero, OyaTo
MMEETE Ha 3TO Npaso...

“Who you are?” Fidel interrupted, his mind barely catching up with
what he was being told.

— K0 Tbl TakON? — nepebun ero Puaens, eqsa ycneBasi NOHATD,
4YTO eMy roBOPST.

Hua Cheng chuckled, and the sound was terribly dark and completely
terrifying. Hua Cheng had never looked less human than this.

Xya YaH gobIpKHYII, 1 ero cMex 3ByYar yXacHO Mpa4Ho U
abcontoTHO ycTpalatolle. B Xya YaHe He Morno 6biTb MeHbLUE
4YenoBeyecKoro, Yem cenyac.

He towered above Fidel as he answered.

OH Bo3BbIWancda Hag Punagenem.

“I am the Ghost King Hua Cheng, | am the Devastation Blood Rain
Seeking Flower, and, unfortunately for you, | am His Highness’ most
devoted follower. | have brought down the Heaven to its knees, |
destroyed thirty-three gods, | have raised three thousand lanterns, |
have returned from the dead over and over for my god!”

— A Xya YaH, KHA3b 4eMOHOB, 1 HenpeB3onaéHHbin Cobupatens
LBETOB Mof, KpOBaBbIM AOXKAEM, U, K HeCHaCTbto Ans Tebsi, cambin
npenaHHbIn Bepyowmin Ero BelcovecTBa. A noctaBusl Ha KOSeHN

Hebeca, a HM3Bepr TpuauaTb TPEX 60roB, 1 0CBETUN HEBO ThiCAYEN

dooHapen, 1 Bo3BpaLLancyd u3 MEPTBbIX BHOBb M BHOBbL paau
csoero boral!

Fidel was frozen in his spot. Skeptic as he was of the Chinese’s mythos

and beliefs, he couldn’t doubt Hua Cheng’s words. He barely understood

him, what was a devastation? Who was His Highness? What thirty-three
gods? And yet he knew now what he couldn’t have understood
yesterday: he had destroyed something precious and it had been a fatal
mistake.

®uaenb 3acTbin. Kak 661 CKeNTUYECKM OH HE OTHOCUICS K
KUTaUCKNM Mudam 1n BepoBaHUAM, OH HE MOI COMHEBATbCS B
cnosax Xya YaHa. OH egBa NoHMMan ero, 4To 3a
«HenpeB3onaEHHbIN»? YT0o 3a Ero BeicovecTso? U Tpuauats Tpu
6ora? M BCEé e Tenepb OH 3Han TO, Yero He MOr NOHATbL BYepa: OH
YHUUYTOXMNI HEYTO BaXXHOE, 1 3TO CTaNo POKOBOW OLUNMGKON.
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“I' have killed greater creatures for less grave offenses than yours, and
you will pay for the disrespect-“

— # y6usan cyliecTts, BO BCEM NPEBOCXOAALLMX Tebs, 3a MeHblue€, U Thbl
3anaTullb 3a HeyBaXeHue. ..

A child’s voice rang from the road.

[eTckuin ronoc JOHECCA C ynuubl:

“Xie-gege is back!”

— Ce-rara BepHyncs!

In the blink of an eye Hua Cheng’s whole demeanor changed, the
tension in the room faded as he rushed to the door with the biggest
smile Fidel had ever seen on his face. The red-clothed man rushed to
the door.

B MrHoBeHue oka Xya YaHa npeobpasunncs, n HanpsbkeHve B
KOMHaTe cnano, CTOMmno eMy 6pocuTbCs K ABEPU C CaMOK LLUMPOKOW
ynblbkon, koTopyto Puaens Korga-nmbo Buaen Ha ero nvue.

“Gege! Gege, you're back!”

— [ara! ['ary, Tbl BEpHyncs!

“San Lang!” Another man’s voice answered. “I’'m home!”

— CaHbnaH! — oTBeTWN eMy apyrov rorioc. — A gomal

The mysterious person walked in and Fidel felt fear for him. He was a
youth, not even above twenty, he was sure; sweet doe eyes and a
gentleness to his movement as he greeted Hua Cheng at the door.

TanHcTBEHHbIN YenoBek BoLlern, u duaento ctano 3a Hero
cTpaLuHo. OH Bbin Monoa, HUKak He cTapwe asaguatn. OH
ABUranca MArko 1 nnaeBHoO U, NpmuBeTcTBYs Xya YaHa, cMoTpen Ha
HEero NlackoBbIM B3rMsSA0M.

They began talking animatedly, and to Fidel’s horror and surprised, the
young man in white leaned into Hua Cheng’s chest and was promptly
kissed.

OHM OXXMBNEHHO 3aroBOpUIIN, 1, K yxxacy u yameneHuio duaens,
toHOLLa B ©6erom npunbHyn K rpyam Xya YaHa u TyT Xe Obin yTAaHYT
B nouenymu.

Fidel gasped. The child had been roped in into sin by the pagan demon!
Fidel had maintained himself above the seductions of the creature but
someone as young and naive as this one could not. His soul wept for the
child!

dugenb axHyn. A3bliMeckuit 4eMOH BOBEK AnTS BO rpex! dugens
CMOT YCTOATb Nepen UCKYLLEHNEM, HO 3TOT YErTOBEK, IOHbIN U
HauBHbIN, — HeT. [lywa duaena polgana o Heém!

The white-robed child walked inside and stopped as he looked into
Fidel’s eyes.

[nta B 6€nom cTynuno BHyTPb M OCTAHOBWUITOCH, MOMaB B3rnsaa
dupgens.
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“Run!” He hoped the young man would heed his words: he was too
young to perish as Fidel would. He prayed to God to protect this child
from the devil that was Hua Cheng. “Save yourself!”

— beru!

OH Hapesrncs, Y4To toHOoLA NpUCHyLLIAeTes K ero croeam. ToT Obin
CIULLKOM OH, YTOObI NOrMbHyTb BMecTe ¢ Puaenem. OH Monun
[ocnoaa 3alMTUTb 3TO ANUTS OT AbsSBOMA, KOUM okasancs Xya YaH.

— Cnacawcs!

The teen blinked.

TOT MOprHy”n.

“San Lang?”

— CaHbnaH?

“Do not worry, gege, this is just some trash | have yet to take out.”

— He BOnHyKcS, rara, 1 NpocTo He ycnen BbIHECTU MYCOP.

‘Gege?’, Fidel wondered. Why would a powerful devil defer like this to a
child? Unless Hua Cheng was lying to him as he was to everyone else
about his goodness and helpfulness...

«ara?» MNoyeMy MoryLLeCcTBEHHbIN AEMOH Tak obpallancs kK aTomy
anTs? Ecny Tonbko Xya YaH He niran emy, Kak 1 BCeM OCTarbHbIM,
0 CBO€eW A06POTE U YCIYXKIMBOCTY. ..

“Young man,” Fidel spoke in a rush. “Run and hide, this man is but a
demon! He is insane! Not even human! Get away from him!”

— KOHowa, — Toponnueo 3arosopun dugens. — bern n npsaybcs,
OoH gemoH! OH 6e3ymeH! 310 gaxe He yenosek! Cnacancs!

“I know he is not human,” the child smiled, and it was a genuine
gesture. He turned to the devil. “San Lang, what happened? Did he
threaten you?”

— £ 3Halo, YTO OH He YenoBeK, — yrblIOHYNOCh ANTS, 1 yrblbka aTa
6bina nckpeHHen. OH NoBepHyIcs K 4eMoHy: — CaHbnaH, B YéM
aeno? OH Tebe yrpoxan?

‘Threaten a monster?’

Yrpoxarn 4yaoBuLLy?

“This San Lang is flattered gege thinks of his safety, but | am alright.” The
red demon preened under the young man’s careful stare. “The Jesuit, on
the other hand...”

— 4 NonbLUEH, YTO rars AOyMa€eT O Moen 6e30nacHOCTU, HO 9 B
nopsgke. — log npucrtanbHbIM B3rns40M MONOAOro YernoBeka
OEMOH B KPpaCHOM OCKarnurica: — V|e3yl/IT Xe, HanpoTuB...

The child gave him a look, like a mother, would to an especially unruly
child, and Hua Cheng laughed.

FOHOLLa noCcMOTpeEs Ha Hero COBHO MaTb Ha HENOCNYLIHOE ANTS, 1
Xya YaH paccmesncs.
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“He thought it’d be alright to disrupt His Highness’ shrine.”

— OH peLumn, 4To Hennoxo Obino 66l paspywnTsb ceaTunNue Ero
BeicoyecTBa.

The youth made an ‘0’ with his pretty pink mouth and muttered an ‘I
see’ as he leaned into the shrine room to assess the “disruption”.

YBuaeB pasopeHHoe CBATUSULLE, FOHOLLA OKPYIMn U3ALLHO
oYepyeHHbIn poT 1 npobopmoTan: "MoHATHO".

Surprisingly, he smiled.

YOMBUTENBHO, HO OH YNbIOHYNCS.

“Oh, it’s not so bad! The table is still standing! | see San Lang has already
started cleaning up! Let the Jesuit go and let’s finish, alright?” He
reached out and placed a pale hand on Hua Cheng’s red-clothed bicep,
smiling sweetly at him. Fidel watched with wide eyes as the devil
seemed to melt under the touch.

— Hy, BCcé He Tak nnoxo! )KepTBeHHUK yueners. A CMOTpIo, Tbl yXXe
Hayan npubupaTtbca. OTnycTn nesymTta, n 3aKOH4YNM, XOPOLLIO?

OH NpOoTAHYN PYKY 1 C HEXHOW YIbIGKOW Nonoxun énegHyto
nagoHb Ha O6TAHYTOE KpaCcHOM TKaHbto nrevo Xya YaHa. dugennb
LLUIMPOKO packpbITbiIMY rnasamu Habnwaan, kak AbsiBon 6yaTo Taet
NnoA NPUKOCHOBEHUEM.

“If you say so, gege.” Hua Cheng started walking away. “I'll get the
broom.” He disappeared into the next room.

— Kak ckaxelb, rara, — Xya YaH noweén npoyb. — A npuHecy
meTny.

OH ncyes B cocegHen kKomHare.

The white-dressed man watched the demon walk away before walking
up to Fidel and showing him his empty palms.

KOHowa B 6enom cMoTpen, Kak AEMOH YXO4MUT, a 3aTEM NOAOLLEN K
duaento 1 nokasan emy NycTble NnagoHu.

“I will untie you now.” He said and kneeled to begin with Fidel’s feet.
“Are you enjoying your stay in China?” He asked, making polite
conversation as if they had met in the market and not in a dangerous
kidnapping.

— Cenvac s 1ebs pasBsixy, — ckasan OH U ONyCTUIICA Ha KOMNEHM,
HauymHas ¢ Hor dugens. — Kak Tebe Kutan? — cnpocun oH, 6yato
OHM BCTPETUMNCH Ha PbIHKE, @ HE B CTOSb ONACHOW CUTYyauun.

“You are in danger.” He whispered.

— Tbl B ONAcCHOCTH, — npowienTtarsl OH.
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“San Lang would never hurt me.” The man said as he finished one foot.

— CaHbnaH HMKorga He NPUYKMHNT MHE Bpeaa, — OTBETUN TOT,
3aKaH4mBasi C O4QHOWN HOrOW.

“He is insane, he has this weird little cult— You must run away before he
drags you too.”

— OH BGe3ymeH, aTOT ero CTpaHHbIV KynbT... berun, noka oH He
BTSIHYN 1 TeOs.

“I’'m ashamed to say | dragged him into it,” The youth chuckled, and the
devil’s voice carried from far away.

— CTblAHO NpPU3HAaTLCS, HO 3TO 1 ero BTSAHYM, — NPbICHYN lOHOLWA, U
TYT M3ganeka JOHECCS ronoc AbsiBona:

“I wasn’t dragged into anything, gege, | volunteered, and | would do so
again.”

— MeHs1 HM BO YTO He BTArMBanu, rara. A Bbi3Basncs cam v caenarn
Obl 37O eLé pas.

Fidel shivered.

duaens B3QPOrHyI.

llYou_ll

— Thl...

“Don’t worry about it,” the man moved on to his back and Fidel took the
chance to stretch his legs, getting ready to run. “It is all alright, now.
Just... Don’t destroy the shrine, | suppose?” The child smiled at him as
he helped him stand up.

— He 6ecnokoncs, — roHOLa okasarcs y Hero 3a CrivHoOwn, 1
duaenb BOCNOMNb30Basicst BO3MOXHOCTbIO pa3MATb HOMM, rOTOBACH
B6exartb. — Tenepb BCE B nopsaake. [NMpocTo... HaBepHoe, HE Haao
paspyLwaTtb CBATUNULLE? — ANTA YNbIOHYNOCk eMy, nomMoras
NOAHATBCA.

Like this, Fidel could see the teen more clearly. He was very... small, he
could say. Fine, elegant features wrapped up in a friendly stance. His
touch was exceedingly gentle but steady, nonetheless, as he wrapped
his fingers around the crook of his arms to lead him.

Tenepb Pmaenb cmor paccMoTpeTb ero nony4we. OH Obin OYeHsb. ..
MOXHO CKa3aTb, ManeHbKUM. Y HEro Obifn TOHKME U N3SILLHbIE
4yepTbl NMMLA, Ha KOTOPbIX ObINO HanNUcaHo apyxentodne.
UpesBblvanHO MSArKO, HO, TEM HE MEHEE, YBEPEHHO OH 06XBaTUI
dugens 3a pyky 1 NOBEN MpoYb.

“It’s alright,” the youth repeated. “I'll walk you to the door.” He
accompanied him to the front entrance, and as they passed, Fidel stole a
glance at the mess he’d made.

— Bceé B nopsagke, — noBTOpUI tOHOLWA. — A NpoBOXY Tebsa Ao
asepu.

OH goweén ¢ HMM A0 Bbixoaa, 1 no nyTn duaens ykpaakon rsHyn
Ha 6ecnopsiaokK, KOTOPbI YCTPOWH.
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The flowers were, as he had presumed, gone, but the dishes, the ones
that weren’t broken, were on top of the table. Next to those, set
carefully over a cloth where the statue’s remains.

LiBeTbl, Kak OH W Npearonarar, UC4e3nu, Ho Tapenku, Te, YTo
yLenenu, nexanu Ha ctone. PAoom ¢ HUMKM Ha TKaHW Obinu
akKypaTHO cobpaHbl OCTaTku cTaTyw.

Funny enough, the head stayed almost unscathed: the fall had only
chipped away the fine pieces of the head’s hairpiece; you could still see
the god’s beautiful face clearly. The gentle look remained, as did the
sweet smile, the fine nose, the roundness of youth in his cheeks...

3abaBHo, 4TO ronosa cTaTtyun octarnachb Nno4Tu HeBpeaNMOW: Npun
nageHunn oTKOJ10JTUCh JTULLb MEJNTKME KYCOYKHN roJyioBHOIO y6opa, "
oTctoga OTNNYHO BbINo BUOHO npekpacHoe nnmuo boxecTBa.
OcTancsa HeXHbIn B3rnsg n msarkas ynb|6|<a, N3SILLHBINA HOC,
IOHOLWIECKanA OKPYrI1oCTb LLEK....

Fidel stopped dead on his track, also stopping the young man with him.

duaenb OCTaHOBUIICA KakK BKONMAHHbIN.

“Is something wrong?”

— Y10-TO HE TaK?

Fidel couldn’t talk, he just stared at the statue. The white-robbed teen
looked in the same direction as him and sighed.

CDI/Ip,eJ'Ib HE MOTI BbIFrOBOPUTb HX CNOBA, ero B3rnsj 6bin NpMKoBaH K
cTartye. Ounta B 6enom MOCMOTPESIO B TY XXe CTOPOHY M B3 0XHYIIO.

“It is a shame,” he said. “San Lang worked very hard on that one...”
Fidel turned his head to the teen slowly, fearfully.

— XKanb, — ckasan oH. — CaHbnaH Hag Hewn CTONbKO pa60Tan...

dnpenb MeaneHHo, ¢ onackon, NOBEPHYIT roJ10BY K NOOPOCTKY.

He had been right.

OH 6b1n Npas.

The statue and the youth... They had the same face.

Cratya v toHoLwa. .. Y HUX B6bIS1I0 0O4HO M TO Xe NnLO.

The young man seemed to realize he had realized and gave him a
bashful smile.

FOHoLa, 04eBMAHO, NOHSAS, YTO OH Aoragarncs, N CKPOMHO
ynbIOHYNCS.

“Ah, | had hoped you wouldn’t notice...”

— Ox, 9 Hageancs, 4To Tbl HE 3aMETULLb...

Hua Cheng appeared in front of them, looking still as fearsome with a
broom in hand.

Xya YaH nossuncs nepen HUMM, yctpaluarowmui faxe ¢ MeT/oi B pyKax.

“Gege, just throw him out,” he huffed.

— [3r3, NpOCTO BbILBbLIPHM €r0 — U BCE, — (PbIPKHYIT OH.
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“You are...” Fidel whispered. “You...”

— Tbl... — npowentan ®uagens. — Thbl...

His mind raced. Was Hua Cheng just insane? Chose a teen lover and
made him his god? Or he just chose the teen lover because he looked
like his god? Or made the statue mimicking the youth’s face as flattery?

Mbicnu nnxopago4yHo 3ameTtanuch. bein nu Xya YaH npocTto
Besymuem? B3an cebe B NtoOOBHMKM OTpPOKa U caenar ero CBOUMm
B6orom? Nnun Beibpan nogpocTka U3-3a TOoro, YTo TOT NOXOX Ha ero
6ora? Unu, 4tobbl NONbCTUTL, Cco3Aar CTaTyto C ero NMUoM?

He gulped when Hua Cheng’s eyes went on him again.

OH crnoTHyn, koraa B3rnsaa Xya YsaHa BHOBb OCTaHOBWIICS HA HEM.

“You should be more respectful to His Highness,” he told him. “You can’t
just speak so casually to him, show some face.”

— K Ero BbicouecTBy crnieayeT OTHOCUTLCSA C BDOMbLUMM YBaXXEHUNEM,
— ckasan oH ®ugento. —C HUM Henb3sa 6onTaTh NPOCTO Tak,
NOCTbIONCh.

The youth laughed.

KOHowa paccmesancs.

“What face? San Lang, ah, you know | don’t care.” The child patted
Fidel’s arm cheerfully. “It is fine, you need not worry.”

— Kakoli cTbia? CaHbnaH, Hy Thl e 3Haelllb, YTO MHe BCE paBHO.
FOHowwa Beceno noxnonan dvaens no pyke.

— Bce B nopske, He BOSTHYMCS.

But Hua Cheng kept going.

Ho Xya Y3aH He oTcTynan.

“You should pay your respects to His Highness.”

— Tbl 4OMKEH OTHOCUTBLCS K Ero BeicovecTBy C yBaXXeHUEM.

“San Lang, ah...” The youth covered his face with his hand. “It’s not a
big deal...” He mumbled.

— CaHbnaH, ox... — KOHoLWa 3aKpbin AnLo pykon. — OTO BCE Takas
epyHaa... — npobopmoTarn oH.

Fidel spoke directly to Hua Cheng, the surprise making him forget all
fear.

dugenb obpaTuncsa k Xya YaHy, yameneHme 3actaBusio ero 3abbiTb
O CTpaxe.

“You’re saying... This child... Is that god?”

— Tbl xo4eLlb ckasaTb... ATO AUTH... U ecTb bor?

llYes .II

— [a.

Fidel could actually feel the last of his care leave him.

dunpenb noYvyBCTBOBaAsl, Kak ero rnokmgaroT nocriegHmne octaTku
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CoCTpagaHusa K 3TUM noaAaM.

These two...

9T OBoe...

They were crazy. That was all.

OHn 6binun cymaclieawmnmm. Bot n BCéE.

He’'d been lied to, kidnapped, scared shitless, and now this?

Emy conranu, ero noXMTUnu, Hanyranm o CMepTu, a Tenepb 3T10?

This, this, this... This ridiculous belief!

OTU, 3TN, 3TU... TN Henenble BepoBaHUs!

That was it! He’d have nothing to do in China anymore!

NoBonbHo! C Hero xBaTuUT aToro Kurtas!

He yanked his arm away from “His Highness” and said:

OH oTaepHyn pyky oT “Ero BeicoyecTtBa” u ckasan:

III

“You, child, Your Majesty, or whoever you are,” Hua Cheng frowned,
thank you for saving me from this psychopath, I'll be taking my leave,”
Fidel gave him a half-assed bow that was surely terribly disrespectful but
he didn’t care anymore. Everyone had told him time and time again that
China was too far away, too different, but he had not listened.

— Tbl, anTA, Bawe Benn4yecTtBo, nnu kem 6bl Tbl HX BbIT. — Xya
UaH Haxmypuncs. — bnarogapto 3a cnaceHue ot aToro 6esymua,
HO Tenepb A yXoxy, — duaenb oTBECUn emy nérkum n 6es
COMHEHNS KparHe HEYBaXXUTESbHbIN MOKNOH, HO eMY ObINo yxe
BCE paBHO. Bce pas 3a pa3om NoBTopsnn emy, 4to Kntam cnuiikom
Aanek, CrMwKoOM oTnn4vaeTtcs oT EBporibl, HO OH He cnyLiarn.

“You,” he turned to Hua Cheng, “would be an exemplary Christian if you
were not a cut-sleeved, child-molesting heathen.”

— Tbl, — OH noBepHyncs k Xya YaHy, — 6bi51 661 00pa3LoBbIM
XPUCTUAHUHOM, He Byab 06pe3aHHbIM PYKaBOM U A3bIYHUKOM,
pacTneBarowmm geTeun.

Hua Cheng blinked and turned to see the child he was standing next to;
he made an ‘oh’ noise.

Xya YaH MOPrHyn 1 NoBepHYcst K OTPOKY, Y TUXO OXHYIN.

“He’s older than | am.” He told Fidel in all seriousness.

— OH cTapLue MeHs1, — ckasan oH dugernto co BCen CEPbEZHOCTLIO.

Fidel threw his hands in the sky and laughed hysterically.

dunaenb Bo3aen pyku kK HeOy 1 UCTEPUYECKM pacxoxoTarncs.

“I give up. There’s nothing to be done here. These people will not be
saved, not by my hand, not by Jesus’ hands themselves....”

— A coarock. 34€ecCh YXKe HUYero He UcnpaBuTb. OTUX NoAen He
CracTu HU MOeW PyKon, HU pykamu camoro Mucyca...
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He stomped away from the house, wondering how he was going to
explain the whole situation to his elders.

OH 3awaran npo4b OT A0Ma, 3aaBasiCb BONPOCOM, Kak byaeT
0OBACHATLCA Nepen HacTaBHUKaMMU.

<center>***</center>

San Lang and Xie Lian watched the Jesuit disappear into town.

CaHbnaH c Ce JlaHem cmoTpenu, Kak nesyut nponagaet us smaa.

“At least he’s gone.” San Lang said and Xie Lian smacked his arm softly
and playfully.

— [lNo kpanHen mepe, oH ywen, — cka3an CaHbnaH, n Ce JlaHb
NEroHbKO LEMHYI ero rno pyke.

“I leave for a week and you kidnap a Jesuit, San Lang, what am | to do
with you? Won’t you make friends?”

— CTonno MHe yexaTtb Ha HeJernto, U Tbl NOXMLLaeLlb Ne3yunTa,
CaHbnaH. 1 yto MHe ¢ Tobon genatb? Pa3Be Bbl HE NOAPYXMUNUCE?

San Lang made a scandalized face.

CaHbnaH c BO3MYLLEHMNEM NMOCMOTpPEST Ha HETO.

“He believed gege to be nothing more than a fake! How can | be friends
with someone like him?”

— OH cyunTaert, 4To rara — ansLumeka! Kak g Mory nogpyXuTbcs C
Taknm 4YenoBeKkom?

Xie Lian shook his head but let the subject go.

Ce JlaHb nokayan rofoBou, HO He CcTan HacTaneaTb.

“l wonder if he will return for his book...”

— NHTepeCcHO, OH BEpHETCS 3a KHUTOW?..

“Probably won’t.” Hua Cheng shrugged. “Does His Highness want
to hear more stories from it?”

— Ckopee Bcero HeT, — Xya YaH noxan nnevyamun. — Ero
Bbico4ecTBO xernaeT nocnywaTts ewe?

“Oh, there’s more?” Xie Lian straightened up excitedly. San Lang
nodded, and they walked inside to enjoy their time together.

— O, Tam ecTb ew€? — Ce J1aHb ¢ BOOAYLLEBNEHMEM MNOAHASICA HA
Horn. CaHbnaH KUBHYII, 1 OHU BOLUSIM BHYTPb, YTOObLI HacnaanTbea
obuecTsom apyr gpyra.

And if the religious poetry gave way to more physical poetry, it was no

N ecnu noasnsa pennrnosHasa cMeHunach noasnen Ten, To 3To He
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one’s business but their own.

KacaJ10Cb HUKOro, KpOMe HUX.
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