
A
 G

H
O

ST
H

A
U

N
TS

JIN
L

IN
TA

I’S
th

ou
san

d
 steps.

T
h

ose 
w

h
o 

listen
 

to 
ru

m
or k

n
ow

 th
e boy is 

Jin
 G

u
an

gsh
an

's bastard
, th

e w
h

ore’s 
son

, th
e on

e w
h

o w
as k

ick
ed

 d
ow

n
. 

H
e's been

 tryin
g to clim

b back
 u

p for 
years, th

e w
ay gh

osts d
o, bu

t everyon
e 

k
n

ow
s better th

an
 to h

elp. W
h

eth
er 

h
e w

an
ts reven

ge—
on

e gh
ost again

st 
th

e w
h

ole Jin
 sect, h

ow
 foolish

—
or 

w
ou

ld
 

sim
ply 

m
ak

e 
an

 
eyesore 

of 
h

im
self, it is n

ot h
is place.

Perh
aps 

th
ose 

ru
m

ors 
n

ever 
reach

ed
 th

e C
lou

d
 R

ecesses. “It’s a 
lon

g 
w

ay 
u

p,” 
says 

L
an

 
X

ich
en

, 
exten

d
in

g a h
an

d
 to th

e gh
ost boy. 

“Sh
all w

e go togeth
er?”

B
ody: N

ew
t Serif; In

itial: N
ew

t Serif
Bo

dy
: E

B 
G

ar
am

on
d;

 In
iti

al:
 E

B 
G

ar
am

on
d I

ni
tia

ls

Q
in

Su
 h

ol
ds

 a
 l

et
te

r 
de

ta
ili

ng
 

ev
er

y 
on

e 
of

 
he

r 
hu

sb
an

d’
s c

rim
es

, a
nd

 
tr

em
bl

es
. S

he
 d

oe
sn

't 
qu

es
-

tio
n 

if 
an

y o
f i

t’s
 tr

ue
. S

he
 as

ks
 w

he
re

 d
id

 
th

is 
co

m
e 

fr
om

, 
sh

e 
as

ks
 h

ow
 d

id
 y

ou
 

kn
ow

?
A

nd
 sh

e g
et

s h
er

 an
sw

er
s.

A
-Y

ao
 fi

nd
s h

er
 in

 th
ei

r 
se

cr
et

 r
oo

m
 

wi
th

 N
ie

 H
ua

isa
ng

 d
ea

d 
at

 h
er

 fe
et

. “
A

-
Su

,”
 h

e 
sa

ys
. “

W
ha

t 
is 

N
ie

-z
on

gz
hu

—
? 

W
ha

t i
s H

ua
isa

ng
—

? A
-S

u,
 h

e’s
 d

ea
d.

” 
W

or
dl

es
sly

, s
he

 h
an

ds
 h

im
 th

e l
et

te
r. 

“A
-S

u.
..?

”
“P

le
as

e 
un

de
rs

ta
nd

,”
 

he
r 

vo
ic

e 
wa

ve
rs

. “
I a

lre
ad

y 
kn

ew
 a

ll 
of

 th
is.

” 
Sh

e 
pl

an
ts 

a 
sis

te
rly

 k
iss

 o
n 

he
r 

hu
sb

an
d’

s 
ch

ee
k.

 “I
 ju

st 
wa

nt
 yo

u 
to

 b
e s

af
e.”

 

s
H

E
 C

IR
C

L
E

S
 Y

O
U

 A
T

A

distance. W
h

en you w
ere 

a ch
ild you th

ough
t W

en
 

Q
in

g 
w

as 
th

e 
bravest 

person
 in

 th
e w

orld, but you don
’t 

rem
em

ber h
er ever bein

g th
is youn

g.
S

w
ord poin

ted at you, sh
e says, “I 

don
’t k

n
ow

 w
h

at you are, but you 
scared m

y little broth
er.”

Y
ou 

w
an

t 
to 

laugh
. 

Y
ou 

can
't 

laugh
. “I didn

't m
ean

 to.”
C

uriosity 
tem

pers 
h

er 
fear. 

“A
 

corpse th
at can

 talk
? Im

possible.”
“It's im

possible n
ow

,” you correct 
h

er. “N
ot in

 th
e future.”

“W
h

o are you?”
Y

ou 
th

in
k

 
of 

h
ow

 
fiercely 

sh
e 

protects little A
-N

in
g, even

 n
ow

, an
d 

you say, “I’m
 n

o on
e.”

B
ody: K

elm
scott R

om
an N

F
; Initial: W

illiam
 M

orris Initials L
et

’s
 

ru
n 

aw
ay

 
to

 
th

e 
m

oo
n 

to
ge

th
er

,” 
W

en
 

N
in

g 
w

ou
ld

 
te

ll 
hi

s 
si

st
er

 b
ac

k 
th

en
, 

un
de

r 
th

e 
to

o-
ho

t s
un

 o
f t

he
 N

ig
ht

le
ss

 C
it

y.
So

m
et

im
es

 h
e 

fe
el

s 
lik

e 
he

 r
ea

lly
 

di
d 

it
: a

 s
ile

nt
 w

at
ch

er
 i

n 
th

e 
ni

gh
t, 

fo
re

ve
r 

lo
ck

ed
 i

n 
a 

se
pa

ra
te

 o
rb

it
 

fr
om

 
th

e 
pe

op
le

 
he

 
lo

ve
s.

 
B

ut
 

so
m

et
im

es
 

Si
zh

ui
 

fi
nd

s 
hi

m
, 

an
d 

th
ey

 
si

t 
to

ge
th

er
 

th
e 

w
ho

le
 

ni
gh

t 
th

ro
ug

h,
 t

el
lin

g 
st

or
ie

s 
no

 o
ne

 e
ls

e 
ca

n 
te

ll 
of

 t
he

 w
ar

m
th

 t
he

ir
 f

am
ily

 
sh

ar
ed

 b
ef

or
e 

th
ey

 s
ho

t 
do

w
n 

th
e 

su
n.

 A
nd

 th
e 

m
oo

n 
is

 a
 lo

ne
ly

 p
la

ce
, 

he
 th

in
ks

, b
ut

 n
ot

 s
o 

lo
ne

ly
 th

at
 th

ey
 

ca
n’

t w
at

ch
 th

e 
su

nr
is

e 
to

ge
th

er
.

Bo
dy

: M
at

e;
 In

iti
al

: K
on

an
ur

ect Lea
der N

ie, you’re 
aw

ake. 
Take 

a 
deep 

breath. D
on’t w

orry, the 
disorientation is norm

al. 
N

o m
ore flow

ers?”
Flow

ers, 
that’s 

right, 
he’d 

been 
coughing flow

ers. H
e w

asn’t anym
ore. 

“W
here’s D

a-ge?” T
hen, a jolt. “W

hy 
did you call m

e sect leader?”
T

he doctor frow
ned

. “You're only 
supposed to forget the one you loved 
...hm

. Ten years’ grow
th, at least...if it 

w
as a m

ajor figure in your life...”
W

ho had H
uaisang loved, so long 

ago? 
W

hy 
didn’t 

he 
rem

ove 
the 

flow
ers, 

forget 
him

, 
sooner? 

W
hat 

happened 
to 

his 
brother? 

“I 
d

on’t 
know

,” said H
uaisang, w

ith daw
ning 

horror. “I really don’t know
.” 

Body: W
alleye; Initial: Rose C

aps M
O

R
E
, T

H
IS

T
IM

E
,"

 th
e 

ph
ar

-
m

ac
is

t 
ob

se
rv

es
. 

H
e 

sh
ak

es
 t

he
 p

ou
ch

 a
 li

tt
le

, 
fe

el
in

g 
it

s 
w

ei
gh

t. 
“A

 
fe

w
 m

or
e 

an
d 

yo
u'

d 
ha

ve
 e

no
ug

h 
to

 
co

ve
r 

th
e 

op
er

at
io

n.
"

M
en

g 
S

hi
 s

ha
ke

s 
he

r 
he

ad
. 

S
he

 
do

es
n'

t 
kn

ow
 w

ha
t 

m
ak

es
 t

he
 fl

ow
er

s 
sh

e 
co

ug
hs

 
so

 
pr

ec
io

us
, 

w
ha

t 
qu

al
it

ie
s 

th
e 

ph
ar

m
ac

is
t 

m
ig

ht
 fi

nd
 

in
 th

em
 th

at
 h

e 
ca

n'
t g

et
 fr

om
 n

or
m

al
 

pe
on

ie
s.

 
A

ll 
sh

e 
kn

ow
s 

is
 

th
at

 
w

it
ho

ut
 t

he
m

, 
A

-Y
ao

 w
ou

ld
n'

t 
ha

ve
 

hi
s 

bo
ok

s,
 

hi
s 

le
ss

on
s,

 
an

yt
hi

ng
. 

W
it

ho
ut

 t
he

m
, 

sh
e 

m
ig

ht
 l

os
e 

si
gh

t 
of

 w
hy

 h
e 

ev
en

 n
ee

ds
 t

ho
se

 t
hi

ng
s.

T
he

 
ph

ar
m

ac
is

t 
sh

ru
gs

. 
“S

ui
t 

yo
ur

se
lf.

" 
H

e 
co

un
ts

 
ou

t 
pe

ta
ls

, 
co

un
ts

 o
ut

 c
oi

ns
, o

ne
 b

y 
on

e.

B
od

y:
 S

ha
llo

t; 
In

iti
al

: A
ra

be
sq

ue
 In

iti
al

en

T
he fic: M

D
Z

S drabbles by E. H
yde, ma

ny 
in

volvin
g the hana

haki tr
ope.

T
he fo

nt
s: all fr

eely available onlin
e.

T
he zin

e: im
posed at https://mo

mi
jizukamo

ri
.

gi
thub.io/bookbin

der-js

Body: W
alleye; Initial: Edda

EN
 N

IN
G
 d

oe
sn

’t 
br

ea
th

e 
an

ym
or

e, 
so

 
he

 
do

es
n'

t 
no

tic
e 

th
e 

flo
w

er
s 

un
til

 
th

ey
 b

eg
in

 to
 b

lo
om

 o
ut

 o
f 

hi
s 

co
lla

ps
ed

 c
he

st
. 

“L
oo

k,
 J

ie
jie

,”
 h

e 
w

hi
sp

er
s i

n 
aw

e.
Sh

e 
lo

ok
s, 

br
ie

fly
, 

th
en

 l
oo

ks
 a

w
ay

. 
“W

hy
 

w
ou

ld
 

yo
u 

be
 

ha
pp

y 
to

 
se

e 
th

os
e?

”
W

he
n 

W
ei 

W
ux

ia
n 

ga
ve

 u
p 

ev
er

y-
th

in
g,

 
tu

rn
ed

 
ag

ai
ns

t 
th

e 
w

ho
le

 
cu

lti
va

tio
n 

w
or

ld
 f

or
 h

im
, 

W
en

 N
in

g 
ha

d 
da

re
d 

to
 h

op
e. 

A
 s

ho
rt

-li
ve

d 
ho

pe
: 

he
 d

oe
sn

’t 
ne

ed
 fl

ow
er

s 
to

 t
el

l h
im

 t
ha

t 
W

ei
 W

ux
ia

n’
s l

oy
al

ty
 is

n’
t t

he
 lo

ve
 h

e’d
 

w
ish

ed
 fo

r. 
H

e 
sh

ru
gs

. 
“T

he
y 

ca
n’

t 
ki

ll 
m

e 
an

ym
or

e, 
Jie

jie
. 

A
nd

 i
t’s

 n
ice

, 
ha

vi
ng

 
so

m
e 

pa
rt

 o
f m

e 
th

at
’s 

st
ill

 a
liv

e.”
 

Bo
dy

: G
ou

dy
 B

oo
kle

tte
r 1

91
1; 

In
iti

al:
 G

ou
dy

 In
iti

ale
n



O
ne H

undred W
ords

&
 an average

 of 553 charact
ers per page

A
 drabble co

llecti
on &

 fo
nt

 sam
pler by E. H

yde

Title: 1470 Jenson; Subtitle: 1501 M
anutius J

IN
 

LI
N

G
H

A
S

A
LW

A
Y

S
C

A
R

R
IE

D

hi
s 

fa
th

er
’s 

sw
or

d.
 

O
nc

e,
 

th
ou

gh
, 

he
 a

sk
ed

 h
is 

un
cl

e 
ho

w
 t

o 
w

ie
ld

 a
 b

la
de

 l
ik

e 
H

en
sh

en
g.

 “
It

 is
 y

ou
r g

oo
d 

fo
rt

un
e,

" 
Jin

 
G

ua
ng

ya
o 

ha
d 

sa
id

, 
“t

ha
t 

yo
u’

ll 
on

ly
 

ev
er

 n
ee

d 
to

 w
ie

ld
 a

n 
ho

ne
st

 b
la

de
.”

A
nd

 
ye

ah
, 

Su
ih

ua
’s 

go
od

. 
Li

ke
 

a 
st

or
y 

—
 li

ke
 h

is 
fa

th
er

.
B

ut
 H

en
sh

en
g’

s 
no

t 
a 

st
or

y.
 H

en
-

sh
en

g 
is 

th
e 

re
al

ity
 h

e’
s 

le
ft 

w
ith

.
Jin

 L
in

g 
ta

ke
s 

up
 H

en
sh

en
g,

 w
ra

ps
 it

 
ar

ou
nd

 h
is 

w
ai

st
. L

et
 e

ve
ry

on
e 

th
in

k 
he

 
de

st
ro

ye
d 

it.
 L

et
 t

he
m

 t
hi

nk
 a

ll 
hi

s 
lo

ve
 

fo
r h

is 
un

cl
e 

w
as

 w
ip

ed
 a

w
ay

. H
en

sh
en

g 
w

as
 a

lw
ay

s 
m

ea
nt

 t
o 

be
 w

or
n 

in
 s

ec
re

t 
an

yw
ay

.

Bo
dy

: B
ell

ef
air

; I
ni

tia
l: 

K
ra

m
er

Bo
dy

: W
al

le
ye

; I
ni

tia
l: 

Ed
da

sew or staple

trim

11

11

Print double sided, flip on short edge,
and if that doesn’t w

ork, try long edge. 
Printers, right?

Instructions: Alegreya Sans
B

o
d

y:
 L

ib
re

 B
as

ke
rv

ill
e;

 I
n

it
ia

l: 
R

o
m

an
ti

k

T
H

E
F

L
O

W
E

R
P

E
T

A
L

C
U

R
S

E

fa
ll

s 
u

p
o

n
 

M
en

g 
Y

ao
 

to
o

 f
as

t 
an

d
 t

o
o

 l
at

e,
 

aft
er

 
L

an
 

X
ic

h
en

 
is

 
sa

fe
 

an
d

 
b

ey
o

n
d

 
h

is
 

re
ac

h
. 

H
e 

d
o

es
 n

o
t 

p
an

ic
, 

th
o

u
gh

 h
e 

k
n

o
w

s 
w

el
l 

h
o

w
 

it
 

ca
n

 
u

p
en

d
 

a 
li

fe
. 

In
st

ea
d

 h
e 

gi
ve

s 
h

im
se

lf
 a

 w
ee

k
, t

o
 

in
d

u
lg

e 
in

 i
m

p
o

ss
ib

le
 h

o
p

es
 a

n
d

 
d

re
am

s.
 T

h
en

 h
e 

cu
ts

 t
h

e 
fl

o
w

er
s 

o
u

t,
 t

h
en

 h
e 

d
ep

ar
ts

 f
o

r 
Q

in
gh

e.
E

ve
r 

si
n

ce
 

th
en

, 
h

e 
m

ak
es

 
a 

p
o

in
t 

to
 

tr
ea

t 
L

an
 

X
ic

h
en

 
w

it
h

 
gr

ea
t 

ca
re

, 
k

n
o

w
in

g 
w

h
at

 h
e 

o
n

ce
 

m
ea

n
t 

to
 h

im
, 

an
d

 e
ve

ry
 m

o
m

en
t 

h
e 

sp
en

d
s 

b
y 

L
an

 X
ic

h
en

's
 s

id
e 

h
e 

w
o

n
d

er
s 

w
h

at
 i

t 
fe

el
s 

li
ke

 t
o

 b
e 

in
 

lo
ve

.

T
hat tim

e, it w
as purple

lightning, betw
een them

, 
illum

inating their prey in 
the night. Even then they 

had their reputations, and knew
 each 

other.
Zhao 

Zhuliu 
w

ith 
his 

fists, 
Yu 

Ziyuan w
ith her w

hip, neither fought 
w

ith the sw
ord. Zhao Zhuliu w

ithout 
his 

clan, 
Yu 

Ziyuan 
w

ithout 
her 

husband—
For a night-hunt, for a night, they 

found m
ore alike betw

een them
 than 

all the ties that bound them
 to the 

w
orld.

But purple lightning pales under 
the harsh fire of the sun, and all they 
share now

 is the dim
 glow

 of a golden 
core as it fades into darkness. 

Body: Alegreya; Initial: AnnStone

u
ts

id
e 

th
e 

li
br

ar
y 

pa
vi

lio
n,

 m
ag

no
lia

s b
lo

om
 

an
ew

. 
“I

n 
th

e 
en

d,
 

it
 

w
as

 t
he

 W
en

 l
ib

ra
ry

 t
ha

t 
w

as
 l

os
t,”

 L
an

 X
ic

he
n 

ob
se

rv
es

. “
Th

ei
r 

m
ed

ic
al

 t
ec

hn
iq

ue
s 

w
er

e 
un

pa
ra

lle
le

d.
 

A
-Y

ao
, I

 k
no

w
 y

ou
r 

m
em

or
y.

 D
id

 y
ou

 
re

ad
 a

ny
 W

en
 m

an
ua

ls,
 in

 th
e 

N
ig

ht
le

ss
 

C
it

y?
”

H
es

it
at

in
gl

y,
 “

I 
ha

ve
. 

C
ou

ld
 i

t 
be

 
yo

u 
w

is
h 

to
 p

re
se

rv
e 

th
os

e,
 to

o?
”

“I
 w

on
't 

fo
rc

e 
ex

tr
a 

w
or

k 
on

 y
ou

. 
Sh

ou
ld

 y
ou

 e
ve

r 
w

is
h 

to
 w

ri
te

 t
he

m
 

do
w

n,
 I

’ll
 a

sk
 o

ne
 o

f 
ou

r 
di

sc
ip

le
s 

to
 

m
ak

e 
a 

co
py

.”
“Y

ou
 h

av
e 

a 
di

sc
ip

le
 w

ho
 c

an
 b

e 
tr

us
te

d 
w

it
h 

su
ch

 k
no

w
le

dg
e?

”
La

n 
X

ic
he

n 
no

ds
. “

Si
zh

ui
 h

as
 a

 g
oo

d 
ha

nd
. H

e’l
l d

o 
w

el
l.”

Bo
dy

: C
or

m
or

an
t I

nf
an

t; 
In

iti
al

: M
ut

lu

O

B
ody: IM

 Fell G
reat Prim

er; Initial: Im
perator

H
old still, Jiang C

heng, I'll 
do your hair."
Softly, 

stroke 
by 

stroke, 
W

ei 
W

uxian 
com

bed 
through the tangles, w

histling a lullaby 
as he w

ent. T
he hair had grow

n brittle, 
so he took m

ore care pulling it up than 
he ever had w

ith his ow
n, lest he break 

som
ething that couldn't be repaired.

Side by side, they entered the sect 
leaders' 

tent. 
C

ries 
of 

outrage 
m

et 
them

. “Jiang W
anyin is the heir of 

Yunm
eng Jiang," said W

ei W
uxian. 

“H
e attends the m

eeting."
Yu Z

iyuan rose, turned, and left 
w

ithout a w
ord.

T
he 

black 
veins 

lining 
Jiang 

C
heng's unseeing face inched higher. 

Bo
dy

: C
oe

lac
an

th
; I

ni
tia

l: R
ev

ol
ve

r B
lac

kl
et

te
r

S
en

io
r 

W
ei

?”
 T

he
 t

itl
e 

st
ill

 
co

m
es

 m
or

e 
na

tu
ra

lly
 t

ha
n 

fa
th
er

, t
ha

n 
an

y 
of

 t
he

 o
th

er
 

na
m

es
 

W
ei

 
W

ux
ia

n 
ha

d 
su

gg
es

te
d.

 
Si

zh
ui

 
ha

s 
be

gu
n 

to
 

re
-

m
em

be
r 

hi
nt

s 
of

 h
is 

pa
st

, b
ut

 h
e 

st
ill

 
isn

't 
su

re
 j

us
t 

ho
w 

W
ei

 W
ux

ia
n 

fit
s 

in
to

 h
is 

lif
e 

no
w.

 “
D

o 
yo

u 
kn

ow
 t

he
 

na
m

es
 o

f m
y p

ar
en

ts
?”

W
ei

 W
ux

ia
n 

fa
lls

 st
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Y
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k W
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in

g,
” h

e s
ay
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fin
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 n

ev
er

 
kn

ew
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 n
ev

er
 as

ke
d.

”
“..

.S
en
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r W
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“T
he

y 
we

re
 W

en
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 W
ei

 W
ux

ia
n 

sa
ys

, 
sim

pl
y. 
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he
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di
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ur
in

g 
th

e 
Su
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ho

t C
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pa
ig

n.
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H
is 

ha
nd
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all

s t
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C
he

nq
in

g 
at

 h
is 

wa
ist

, a
nd

 h
e 

do
es

n'
t 

ha
ve

 to
 sa

y t
he
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st

.


