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Chapter 226 Not a shred of meat left for us 

“Eat more, there won’t be enough left in the kitchen. 

 

Lin Laogan looked at Liu Chushui, his grandson, and said something. 

 

"He'er, where's the chicken? Didn't Brother Melian send half a chicken? Why didn't you take it out?" Lin 

Caisang asked Lin Caisang doubtfully when she saw that the table was covered with wild vegetables she 

had picked before. 

 

Hearing her question, Lin Caihe winced with guilt, swallowed, and replied to her words. 

 

"We only have half a chicken at home. We don't even have enough for our own family. How can we give 

him more to eat? Since my second uncle is so scheming against my elder brother, it would be good to 

give him corn tortillas!" 

 

"Um?" 

 

Lin Caisang's eyes narrowed dangerously. 

 

Although she said that, she didn't like Liu Baixiao and the others, but what she saw in Lin Caihe's eyes 

was not like this. 

 

"Brother Changfeng, go to the kitchen and bring the chicken. Chu Shui is a thin kid. I guess my second 

uncle will treat him well..." 

 

Turning her head, she looked at Lin Changfeng. 

 

Lin Changfeng understood without saying much. After nodding, he turned to the kitchen. 

 

"Oh, brother, wait, wait for me." 



 

When Lin Caihe saw Lin Changfeng sullenly heading to the kitchen, his face turned green and he quickly 

chased after him. 

 

However, she was still a step too late when she saw Lin Changfeng, whose face was as black as the 

bottom of a pot, standing in front of the small kitchen table, looking at the chicken bones in the bowl. 

There was not even a trace of meat on them. 

 

"Lin Caihe!" 

 

"ah--" 

 

After a while, the people in the main room heard Lin Changfeng's violent roar, followed by Lin Caihe's 

scream. Everyone was anxious and immediately ran to the yard. 

 

Lin Changfeng was seen chasing Lin Caihe with a rolling pin in his hand, while Lin Caihe was running 

around in the yard holding his head. 

 

"Changfeng, Changfeng, what are you doing? Stop it." Upon seeing this, Yang Lin rushed forward and 

snatched the rolling pin from his son's hand, and then heaved a sigh of relief. 

 

Such a strong rolling pin, if it really hit He Yatou, she would definitely get sick. 

 

"He girl is your sister. If there is something you can't talk to me about, why do you have to hit someone 

with something? What if you fight for good or bad?" 

 

"Mom, you don't know what she has done!" Lin Changfeng stared at Lin Caihe not far away with scarlet 

eyes. The welcoming look frightened Lin Caihe's whole body to tremble, and she subconsciously held her 

head. 

 

"What did you do? He girl, what did you do to make your brother angry?" Yang Lin looked at Lin Caihe in 

confusion and asked. 



 

"Mom, the second sister has eaten half of the chicken that Brother Mo Lian sent, and there is not a 

shred of meat left for us." At the door of the kitchen, Lin Changyi shouted to Yang Lin what Lin Caihe had 

done. 

 

When he saw his eldest brother chasing his second sister just now, he knew it must have happened in 

the kitchen. Sure enough, as soon as he entered the kitchen, he saw that there were only bare chicken 

bones left in the bowl on the table. 

 

"What?!" 

 

Yang Lin was startled, but it was Lin Baiyi who screamed. 

 

"Lin Caihe, you - you've eaten half of the chicken, and you're not afraid of dying of it!" 

 

Although pheasants are called chickens, they are particularly strong because they grow in the woods, so 

they are larger than domestic chickens, and their meat is firmer, so they are heavier. 

 

Even after a winter, pheasants are heavier than ordinary domestic chickens. 

 

This girl actually ate half of the chicken. 

 

"If your brother didn't beat you to death, it would be easy. If it were me..." 

 

"Okay, okay, it's just half a chicken. Let Changhong go to the mountains to hunt some pheasants another 

day. Don't even talk about it." Although Lin Laogan was a little disappointed with this granddaughter, he 

still said to her in the end. . 

 


