Chapter 131

The so-called overwhelming power was not

only in terms of techniques but also in terms
of combat awareness, which was also an

absolute crushing.

Henry was attacked by three people in this
narrow space that he could not dodge
effectively, Even if he was kicked in the leg, it
was not a big deal for him. On the contrary,
the person who kicked Henry was in pain at
the moment.

Of course, this was also the reason why
Henry did not do his best. If Henry now
wanted to kill these three people, then they
had no chance to survive.

Killing people and defeating people were two
completely different ways of fighting.

Once when Henry came into contact with the
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dark underground, he met a super master. At
that time, someone asked him about how
much percent he could defeat this master.
Henry 's answer was that there was no
chance to defeat him, but he was 70% sure
that he could kill him.

This was the difference between Killing
people and defeating people.

For a long time, Henry had mastered the
killing skill.

At this time, on the arena, Henry was
completely outclassed by his strength!

After blocking the three people's attacks,
Henry also started his counterattack.
Compared with the three people, his
counterattack was not very skillful. He gave
people the feeling that there were only one
words: direct!

His punch was quick and unstoppable and hit
the man in front of him directly in the
abdomen.



Having been punched by Henry, the young
man who had just waved his fist at Henry
only felt that bitter water was surging up from
his stomach. His whole body couldn't use any
strength, so he naturally curled up.

Henry turned around and threw a whip kick at
the man who had just attacked him in the
knee and knocked him over. The last man,
covering his calf, looked at Henry with a
complicated look. The three brothers
attacked at the same time, but not only did
not cause any threat to the other party but
also made the other party lose the ability to
fight with the two people in an instant. Now
his calf was still not enough.

After knocking down the two men in a flash,
Henry did not continue to fight. He looked at
the third person and asked, "Do you still want
to fight?"

"Of..." The third person was just about to
speak.



‘Open the door! We have lost!” The middle-
aged man behind Black Saber stood up and
spoke in a loud voice.

The young man in front of Henry looked
discouraged. Indeed, they had |lost
completely.

Black Saber stood up and turned around. He
looked at the middle-aged man behind him

and said, "Master Binbo, thank you for your
help this time."

“Mr.Black Saber, this is originally a matter of
our ancient Kungfu. | asked you to be a
messenger in the middle, so | should be the
one to thank you.” The middle-aged man said.
He was wearing a black tunic suit and flat
cloth shoes, and he had the demeanor of a
master.

Binbo bypassed the Black Sober and walked
towards the cage.

The gate was opened, and three young men
came out with each other's help.
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"Master..."

"Go back and rest. The opponent's strength is
very strong. It's not your fault." Binbo patted
the shoulders of the three people one by one,
walked into the cage, and then took the
initiative to close the gate. The fight between
him and Henry would be the final game.

At this moment, the people had thoroughly
seen how strong Henry was. Facing the
attacks from the three young men, he dealt
with them calmly and counterattacked them
like lightning. His movements were as
relaxed and natural as if he had practiced
them countless times. It was like a show.

The cage door was shuted. Henry and Binbo
stared at each other.

With his hands behind his back, Binbo looked
at Henry and said, "Young man, you have
such strength at such a young age. Where
did you learn?"

The corners of Henry 's mouth turned up.



"Self-taught."

"What a self- taught. By right, you are also
considered a genius. As a senior, | admire
you very much, but your people killed my own
son. In the battle just now, you had a sense of
propriety. You shouldn't kill people." Standing
there, Binbo's voice was calm, but he was
questioning.

'Hehe." Henry chuckled and said, "l know a
little about what happened last time. Your
son was ruthless, my people shouldn't be
blamed for killing him. If he could be like your
disciples today, there would be no reason to
Kill him, and he would not die miserably.”

Binbo did not say a word. He understood
Henry's words clearly. His sons temperament

was indeed somewhat wrong, but no matter
what, he was still his son. How could he just

sit back and watch when his son was killed
like this?

Henry stopped saying anything either. Both of
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them just looked at each other quietly.

Binbo had just guessed that Henry was not
psychical practicing but he had a strong Qi.
He was going to feel how strong the young
man's Qi was!

Time passed slowly, Binbo' s breathing
became more and more heavy. He had been
looking at his opponent in front of him. At the
beginning, he could not feel any momentum
from Henry. But now, he could clearly feel
that the man obviously did nothing, but
standing in front of him, from a sheep to a
lion! He was like a fierce beast, ready to
pounce on him at any time.

Henry made a gesture of raising his hand
slightly, but this small gesture gave Binbo a
feeling of chest tightness.

Binbo's pupils violently contracted because
he found that it was a very terrible thing. No
wonder his disciple was pressed by this
person's momentum and couldn't move. At
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that time, Bingbo was still puzzled. How
could a young man have such a horrible
momentum? But now he was sure that this
young man didnt have momentum, but...
murderous intent!

The momentum could be performed in many
ways. Sharp eyes, tall physique, or the
majesty that had been cultivated for a long

time. This kind of momentum would make
the weak unconsciously bow their heads.

However, when the murderous aura was
formed, there was only one way: killing! There

was not a definite humber of people to be
Killed.

Binbo looked at the opponent in front of him.
How old is he? Why does he have such a

strong murderous aura that even made Binbo
feel depressed!"

Binbo's breathing was heavy, and his back
was sweating. Now he felt the same as the
girl before. In the face of Henry 's murderous
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look, he felt weak in his legs and feet, and he
couldn't think of any resistance in his heart.
This feeling made him feel scared. Who the
hell was this person! How could he give him
such a strong pressure, and this pressure
was still getting stronger as time went by!

The people could not tell what kind of game
was going on between the two of them.

Binbo felt that at this moment, even breathing
was a little difficult, and the feeling of chest

tightness became more and more obvious.

Just as he was about to lose his balance,
something strange happened!

An ear- piercing ringtone rang from the iron
cage.

"Hello? Ah? I'm outside. With Daisy, really.
Oh." Henry picked up the phone and said
quickly. Then he waved his hand to the
outside of the iron cage. "Daisy, come here,
your sister wants to talk with you!”
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The phone call from Henry stunned all the
people.

What's going on? The atmosphere changed
too fast.

Daisy stood up from her seat with a strange
expression, walked to the cage, and took the
phone from the railings of the iron cage.

"Hello, sister. Yes, I'm with my brother-in-law.
Okay, I'll tell him. That's it."

Daisy spoke a few words on the phone and
handed the phone back to Henry.

"What's the matter?" Henry asked.

"My sister said that she wants you to be
home in half an hour.”

"Half an hour?" Henry's face changed. "How
long will it take to drive back from here?"
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"Well..." Daisy thought for a moment and
answered, "It will take about 20 minutes.’

Hearing this, Henry breathed a sigh of relief.
"Okay, it's not too late. Wait for me to finish
this, and you wait for me."

After Henry finished speaking, he turned
around and looked at Binbo.

When Henry answered the phone, Binbo just
took a breath and felt the murderous aura
form Henry. He didn't want to experience it
again. His idea was to fight directly. Since he
couldn't beat the young man in momentum,
he would beat him in other aspects!

Binbo stepped back with his left foot and
made a bow stance. He spread his hands in
front of his abdomen and took a deep breath.

"Young man, | admit you..."

"Sorry, my wife urged me to go home. | have
to finish this soon." Henry interrupted the
words of Binbo and clenched his fists. Then,
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he stepped forward and rushed straight to
him.

Henry's action shocked Binbo. He couldn't
help but exclaim, "So fast!"

As soon as the exclamation stopped, Henry
came to him step-by-step and punched out.

Binbo subconsciously twisted his body and
narrowly dodged the punch. Henry's fist didn't

slow down and hit the iron cage behind him.
The steel bar, as thick as a human's thumb,

was bent by Henry's punch.

Looking at the curved steel bars behind him,
Binbo swallowed his saliva. If this punch hit
him, he could imagine what would happen to
him.

Henry did not stop when he threw a punch.

He turned around and threw a whip kick.

Binbo grabbed the steel bars above the iron
cage with both hands and avoided Henry's
whip kick. The leg hit on the steel bars. This
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time, it was not only so simple to bend the
steel bars, but it broke four steel bars in
succession and stopped.

Earlier, no matter if he was fighting the girl or
those three young men, the movements were
so fast that ordinary people could only see
the result but not the details. But now, after
seeing the power of Henry's punch and Kkick,
almost everyone subconsciously shuddered.
At the same time, they thought, what if this
punch and Kick landed on themselves?
Maybe they would be beaten to death
directly?

Henry grinned, gnashed his teeth, and rushed
to step flat again.

"Stop, stop, stop!" When he saw Henry's
sprinting movement, Binbo quickly pointed to
the palm of his right hand with his left index
finger. "Stop fighting, stop fighting, | admit
defeat!"

There were so many people watching. At



least, Binbo was the Master of the Four
Direction Sect. He was very reluctant to admit

defeat.

But what could he do even if he was unwilling
to admit? Henrys two moves just now, he
could escape by luck. Next time, he didn't
know if he would be so lucky. Under Henry's
attack, he didn't even dare to fight back.

"Admit defeat? Okay, I'll leave." Hearing this,
Henry immediately stopped and hurriedly
pulled the iron cage fence. He walked out and
called Daisy while walking, "Hurry up, drive
the car and tell me how long it will take to get
back home.'

"Brother- in- law, there are 29 minutes left.
Dont worry.”

"Worry? Do | look like I'm in a hurry? " Henry
said loudly. However, he didn't slow down at
all as he walked out. He was still in a hurry
and trotted out of the boxing field.

All the leaders of the club sitting around
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widened their eyes and looked as if they had
seen a ghost. Such a powerful and terrifying
expert turned out to be a... henpecked
husband?

Looking at Henrys hurried appearance,
Helen's eyes showed a hint of loneliness, but
it disappeared in a flash. "Big Boss, we're
lucky to win this battle."

"Haha, it is a rule ever since ancient times
that many heroes are youngsters" Black
Saber gave a thumbs-up.

Wade and the others, following Henry, got up
and quickly walked out of the underground
boxing house.

Seeing that Henry had left in a hurry, Brother
Tiger and others breathed a sigh of relief in
their hearts. It seemed that they would let go
of the matter this time. Such a master would
certainly not make trouble for them again.

The thought had just occurred to them when
they saw Henry, who had already left the



boxing field, bring Wade with him and return.

"By the way, | forgot to tell you that Brother
Dragon and Brother Tiger, | will come to you
later for a chat. Don't let me down!" After that,
Henry turned back and ran away.

Brother Tiger and the others nodded and
smiled. "Sure, sure.”

Their smiles were much uglier than their
cries.

On the way back, Henry was driving and
stepping on the gas pedal all the way. The
man in the car looked at Henry's anxious
appearance and covered his mouth to laugh.
There was no trace of a master who had just
showed off to all the people.

"By the way, Daisy, have you told your sister
what we are doing?" Henry asked.

Daisy shook her head. "No."

"Good." Henry breathed a sigh of relief.
"Please don't tell your sister. Just say that we
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were reading a book in the school library.”

When the car arrived at the Luxury Village,
there were still three minutes before the time
that Sylvia said. Henry didn't even have time
to say goodbye. He directly got out of the car
and ran home.

Henry opened the door at the last minute.
Only Sylvia was sitting on the sofa and
watching TV. Her hair was loose.

"President Lin, I'm back," Henry said with a
smile.

"Where did you go today?" Sylvia asked
without looking at him.

"Had a lecture at Yinzhou University."
"I know it. Is it finished?"

'l just had dinner with Daisy and others and

played for a while, and then..." Henry said with
an unnatural look on his face.

Sylvia 's voice suddenly became severe. |
didn't ask you this!"



"What did you ask?" Henry looked confused.

Sylvia stood up and tidied up her sky blue
pajamas. Then she turned around and stared
at Henry. "I gave you the phone number of
Manager Sun of the marketing department.
You haven't contacted Manager Sun, have
you? Three days and the last day is tomorrow.
How is your preparation going?”

"Well." Henry rubbed his hands together and
laughed dryly. In fact, he had never thought of
contacting Manager Sun. "President Lin, I've
found my partner, and he will be here the day
after tomorrow."

"You've found? A French International
Group?" Sylvia 's bright eyes were full of
doubts.
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Facing Sylvia's doubts, Henry nodded without
hesitation. "Yeah, | have already found."

Sylvia looked a little unhappy. "Henry, don't
take this as a joke. | hope you can treat it
seriously.”

"Don't worry, I'm definitely not joking. I've
really found a partner. You will meet him the
day after tomorrow."

Sylvia still didn't believe him. It was not easy

to find a French multinational group. How
could they reach an agreement in just three

days?

But since Henry said so, she could only
believe it first. "l hope so. It's all right. I'll go to
sleep first. You should go to bed early t0o."

Sylvia put on her pink slippers and went
upstairs.
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The moon and stars were moving, and the
sun was rolling up in the sky.

As usual, Henry cleaned up the house and
went to the company with Sylvia.

Henry had not been to the business
department for two days. When he came, he
saw that Amity was cleaning the floor
carefully with a mop in her hand. Her smooth
forehead was covered with sweat. Sister
Hong and others were sitting, eating
breakfast and discussing their new nails.
They threw the garbage bag for breakfast
under their feet and asked Amity to clean it

up.

Sister Hong and the others are clearly
bullying her by doing this.

Henry walked over and took the mop from
Amity's hand. He frowned and said, "Didn't |
tell you to stay home and rest for a few
days?"

He was not surprised that Amity was rejected
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and bullied in the company. Because of the
last incident, many people in the department
blamed Amity, thinking that she ruined
everyone's interests. If Amity did not earn
some achievements, this kind of exclusion
would continue.

Amity was surprised to see Henry, "Brother
Zhang, | am..."

"What?" Henry threw the mop aside and
grabbed Amity's thin arm. "Let's go. We'll do

some business outside."
Amity let Henry pull her out of the office.

Henry took a look at the two blisters in the
palm of her hand. He asked, "Have you come
to work these two days?"

Amity smiled and answered, "I don't have

anything to do at home, so | came to the
company. It's very easy for me to clean up

every day."

"Easy?" Henry curled his lips. Just look at the



blisters in her hand. These two days she
must have been grinding hard.

Amity saw that Henry's eyes were fixed on
her hand, so she withdrew her small hand
subconsciously.

Seeing the look of Amity, Henry sighed. "Little
girl, it's one thing to love work, but you also
need to know how to adapt. You know that
you can't do anything in the company, but why
are you letting yourself being bullied? Why
don't you stay at home until tomorrow? You're
a little stupid.”

Henry stretched out his finger and poked
Amity's head hard.

Amity stuck out her little tongue but did not
say anything.

Henry walked out of the company with Amity
and said, "Go home today and have a good
rest. As for the company's project, you can
have a look. The partner | found will come
tomorrow. It's up to you to negotiate with
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them."

"Okay." Amity nodded.

When the two of them passed the front desk,
Henry saw a person. It was the receptionist
he and Amity met outside the business
building that day.

The receptionist also saw two of them.

"Yo, in such a hot day, you still have to go out
and do business. You must be really tired.
You can't make much money in a month, so
you have nothing else to do." As soon as the
receptionist saw Amity, she sneered.

Amity looked at the girl at the front desk and
said nothing.

Henry didn't say a word. He walked past the
front desk with Amity and walked out of the
company's door. He heard a sneer behind him
again.

"Girl, do you have a grudge against that
woman?" After they went out of the company,

TiF =T



Henry asked curiously.

Amity's pretty face was slightly red. "l don't
think there's any enmity between us. Her
name is Ena Zhong, and she was in the same
dorm as me at school. Before, she liked a boy
in our school, but the boy was chasing me,
and then our relationship was..."

At this point, Amity was a little too
embarrassed to continue.

"All right." Henry nodded speechlessly. This
was a very small thing. Only these little girls
could hold a grudge against someone
because of this matter.

Henry squinted his eyes and looked above
his head. The sun in the summer was
scorching hot in the morning, making people
feel hot in the sun.

"Little girl, go home quickly and prepare for
tomorrow."

'Okay, Brother Zhang, I'll go first." Amity
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waved to Henry and walked to the bus
station.

After she left, Henry turned around and
looked at the company's door. Then he strode
toward the opposite side of the company.

In a cafe not far from Lins Group, Henry
ordered the cheapest Nescafe coffee and
looked at his cell phone.

A handsome young man sat opposite Henry
and ordered the most expensive Jamaican

coffee in the store.

"Wade White, | say you're quite good at
drinking. | drink the cheapest while you drink
the most expensive coffee?" Henry picked up
the Nescafe coffee in front of him and looked
at the person in front of him.

Wade chuckled and tidied up the Armani on
his body. “Boss, isn’'t it a waste of money if
you don't spend it welly? You pursued your
true love, and | pursued material things.”



"Don't pursue money that much. Tell me,
what's the matter with the appointment?”

"Three things, boss." When Wade was talking
about serious matters, his smiling face
became much more serious. 'First, the
people of the Sharp Knife have already
controlled the entire Yinzhou. They are ready
to attack the Thorn Ci at any time. Because of
her strength of, the three small teams of the
Sharp Knife can't pose any threat to her.
However, the people from the Nihon country's
Quicksand Society have also appeared in the
Yinzhou. The leader of the Quicksand was
assassinated by Thorn, and now they
wouldn't stop chasing her. This time, many
experts have come.”

"Quicksand?" Henry sneered. "This
organization, which lives like a mouse, dares
to chase people across the country? Let them
come. At that time, it will be a mess with the
Shar Knife. There will be many people who
worry about it. What about the other two



things?"

“The second thing. As for the Flame Crystal
Painting, there are rumours all over the world
saying that the last Flame Crystal Painting is
in your possession, Boss. Countless forces
are currently pressuring us. They hope you
will hand over the painting, Boss.” Wade’ s
face was a bit unsightly as he spoke.

"Put pressure on me?" Henry raised his
eyebrows. 'Do they think that | have been

completely disabled in the last battle?"

“Yes.” Wade did not hide anything. “There are
many rumours now. Most people believe that
the injuries you suffered in the last battle will
never heal. Otherwise, even if they had the
courage, they wouldn't dare to put pressure
on us.’

"It doesn't matter. Let's put it aside and talk
about the third one.”

"The third one. It's about a person who wants
to kill your wife. I've found him!"
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He has found the person who wants to Kill
Sylvial

Henry's eyes were full of killing intent at this
moment.

Seeing Henry's gaze, Wade prayed for the one
who provoked Henry.

"Who's that?"

'Su Enterprise in Yanjing, we have already
found out the specific person. Do we need to
do it directly?”

"No." Henry shook his head. "Il made an
agreement with China earlier this year. My
people wont make a big noise in China
unless there's no other choice. It's not a small
quarrel if you go to Su Enterprise and Kill
people. I'll handle it myself. You can send the
information of that person to me."



"Okay, boss, I'll go first." Wade looked at the
diamond watch of Patek Philippe on his wrist.
Without waiting for the top-quality Jamaican
coffee to be soaked, he got up and left the
cafe.

Henry looked at the message from Wade on
his mobile phone. A few seconds later, he
deleted the message. The identity and

appearance of the other party had been firmly
remembered in his mind. At the same time,

he gave the other party a title of dead man
walking.

As soon as he came out of the cafe, Henry
received a message from Sylvia, in which
there was a location.

"Come over here. I'll be waiting for you here.
Milan and the others will be here soon!"

Henry opened the location and arrived at the
fastest speed.

The location that Sylvia sent to Zhang Xuhui
was the location of an apartment. As soon as
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Henry arrived, he saw Sylvia standing
downstairs with an anxious face.

As soon as she saw Henry, Sylvia trotted over
in her black high heels and handed over a key
to Henry.

"This is.." Henry looked at the key with a
puzzled face.

"Apartent No. 2 on the thirteenth floor. You go

up first. Be more believable. Hurry up." Sylvia
didnt have time to explain to Henry. She

pushed and shoved. Henry entered the
corridor and walked toward the 13th floor
without saying a word.

As for Sylvia, she drove away after Henry
went upstairs.

Henry took the elevator to the 13th floor. He

found the door of apartment No. 2 and
opened it.

Although it was called a small apartment, it
was absolutely luxurious. The room in front
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of Henry was at least 130 square meters, the
super big living room, the super large single
bedroom, the super large bathroom, the
luxuriously decorated walls, and all the
furniture were high- end. The wooden floor
was cleaned and spotless.

There was a study room in the apartment.
Henry looked at the things in the study room
and knew what this single apartment was for.

The pieces of painted paper and colours
were all used to arrange Henry's fake identity.
Looking at the room, it seemed that Sylvia
spent a lot of time preparing this. Some of
the colours were specially opened and half
used. There was already half a picture on the
paper on the drawing board, creating an
illusion that someone often painted here.

Henry just looked around the whole house.
Before he could take a closer look, he heard
the doorbell ringing.

"Coming!
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Henry responded and went to the living room.
After thinking for a moment, he took off his
jacket and was only wearing a shirt. As soon
as he opened the door, he saw Milan, Nico
and Sylvia standing in front of the door. Apart
from the three qirls, there was a strange man
that he had never seen before, who had a
moustache, a dirty braid, and an artist's style.

His melancholic look was enough to call her
a female killer.

As soon as Milan saw him, she was
surprised. "Henry, you're really here. Sylvia
was not sure you would be here. She said
that you have been helping her in her
company recently, so you don't have much
time.

"Ha, ha'" Henry laughed drily and
unconsciously looked at Sylvia.

Her pretty face turned a little red and looked a
little unnatural. "Honey, an old friend of mine
is here. He's also specialized in painting. He



wanted to see your studio."

"Hello, I'm Mark Fong. | used to go to
university with Sylvia." The little-bearded man
with a dirty braid extended his hand to Henry.

Henry shook hands with him and made a self
introduction.

"Mr Zhang, | heard from Sylvia that you are
also in the field of painting. This is my
business card.

Henry took over Mark's business card and
glanced at it. It said that he was the senior
member of the Chinese Calligraphy and
Painting Association and the president of the
modern painted exhibition in Yanjing, both of
which represented Mark's achievement in
painting.

"Henry, Mark is also a painter. | think you two
should have many topics to chat about.
Otherwise, don't draw anymore. It's almost
noon, why dont we go out and eat
something?"
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Mark was called by Milan before. At that time,
she only wanted to expose Henry and so she
contacted Mark. In terms of painting, Mark
was an expert, and only experts could
understand some professional knowledge.
But at that time, Mark's phone had been
turned off. Since she couldn't contact him,
Milan sent him an e- mail, inviting him to
come to Yinzhou saying that Sylvia's husband
was also a painter.

Milan knew that Mark had always liked Sylvia,
but she didn't say anything. If she said that,
Mark would definitely come over and
challenge Henry. At that time, Henry would
naturally show up.

After so many days, Milan had changed her
impression of Henry. She had forgotten that
she had invited Mark to come. But this
morning, she received a call from him saying
that he is already in Yinzhou. This shocked
Milan. She quickly contacted Sylvia and said
that Mark wanted to talk about painting with



Henry.

After Sylvia received the phone call from
Milan, she arranged everything. The reason
why she asked Henry to come to this studio
that she had prepared for a long time was
that she wanted Mark and Henry to meet in
the studio and then go out for a meal. If
Henry was to see this studio for the first time
after the meal, it could cause unnecessary
trouble and even get him exposed.

Seeing that Milan suggested going out for a
meal, Sylvia naturally agreed. "Okay, let's go
eat first. Mark, you are a guest. I'll take you to
try our local delicates."

"Sylvia, don't worry about the food. You know,
the moment | see paintings | can't leave just
like that. This time, | would like to talk to your
husband." Mark smiled and walked into the
door. "Mr Zhang, do you mind if | come in?"

'Of course | don't mind. Please come in."
Henry made a gesture of invitation.



Mark was the first to enter and looked
around.

Seeing this, Sylvia and the other two girls
could only enter the house.

"Wow, Henry, your studios environment is
really luxurious." Nico looked at the whole
room. 13th floor, and with the huge French
windows in the living room, you could see the
scenery outside. The garden downstairs was
full of lush vegetation, creating beautiful
scenery.

"Haha, not bad." Henry laughed dryly. He had
not yet had the time to enjoy the scenery
outside the room.

Sylvia walked in, secretly tugged at Henry's
sleeve, and whispered to him, "You should try
your best to avoid communicating with Mark
about paintings. I'll try my best to stall for
you. The two paintings inside copy Master
Ferger's Sunrise and Forest. They are both oil
paintings. Don't say it wrong."
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Henry looked at Sylvia's serious appearance
and felt a little funny. This woman was not
usually as nervous as she was now, even
when she was dealing with businesses worth
millions.

"All right, all right, I'll keep it in mind." Henry
made an OK gesture.

'Also, the brushes are divided into many
kinds, such as flat, rounded and fan-shaped.
What are these for? You should check on the
Internet quickly and find out the most basic
things. There are two oil paintings in the
room. You just add some base to the Sunrise.
You can take the brush to paint casually and
move a little bit gently and slowly, and then it
will be fine. Do you understand? Try to finish
it and then we will go to eat. Then this matter
will be over.’
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"Don't worry, don't worry." Henry raised his
arm and put it on Sylvia's shoulders. "When
did | let you down?"

"Huh?" Sylvia thought about it. It seemed that
he really did not make any mistakes when
dealing with things.

When Sylvia was about to say something, she
saw Mark coming out of the study.

“Mr. Zhang, Sunrise in your room can be said
to have completely reconstructed Master
Ferger's original work. Do you also like his
work?”

"Yes." Henry nodded and said, "l met Sylvia at
Master Ferger's exhibition. His work brought
me so much happiness.’

"Mr. Zhang, you are such a romantic person.’
Mark's eyes wandered between Henry and
Sylvia, with a complicated look in his eyes. |
don't know what Mr. Zhang is researching
recently. | see that Mr. Zhang has prepared a
lot of Chinese art paper. Are you planning to
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learn traditional Chinese painting?"

"Well, | do have some ideas." Henry nodded.
"But traditional Chinese painting is too
sophisticated. It's hard to achieve anything in
a short time. This time, Mr. Fong, | hope you
can give me some advice."

"Haha, Mr. Zhang, you flatter me. Looking at
your Sunrise, it is easy to see that your
painting skills are not inferior to mine. There
Is no need to give advice. If you time, we can
go to drink tea at the tea house together.”

As soon as they heard the tea house, Sylvia
and Milan's faces changed at the same time.
Sylvia gave Henry a look repeatedly,
indicating that he should not agree.

"Of course, we can do it anytime,' Henry
replied with a smile.

"Better t do it sooner than later. Now it's
lunchtime. There should be a lot of people in
tea house. Let's go now.”
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They went out of the apartment one after
another and got in their own cars. Sylvia

drove her Mercedes- Benz and Henry was
with her.

"Why did you agree to drink tea?" Sylvia, who
was driving, looked very unhappy.

"Didn't you say that we should go to have a
meal as soon as possible? "He brought it up, |
agreed," Henry replied.

"You! Hey!" Sylvia took a look at Henry and
sighed heavily. She shook her head and said,
“It's not your fault. Tea house as a term,
people don't go there only to have a meal.”

"What do you mean?"' Henry asked curiously.
He had never heard of this tea house before.

"The so- called tea house is a place
specifically used to discuss painting. There is
such a place in every province's city. There is
a rule for the tea house. For every meal, a
painting will be taken out for the people
present to discuss, to check the authenticity
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and validity of the painting. Those who dare
to drink at tea house are quite good at
painting. Mark asked you to drink tea
because he wants to compete with you and
earn some respect.’

'l see." Henry nodded thoughtfully. Since he
came here, the people he had been in touch
with were all famous international painting
masters, and what he had seen were all
authentic works. Indeed, he had never heard
of the tea house.

On the Aiyi River, there was a wooden bridge.
The bridge was dark red and full of a sense
of time. Crossing over the bridge, there was
a wooden house. The wooden house was not
big, and it was quaint. There was smoke
above the tea house. This was Yinzhou's the
house.

This tea house was very famous in Yinzhou.
It only served vegetarian dishes and had
excellent taste. Many rich people would like
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to come here to have a meal, but not
everyone would be accepted. The most basic
thing was that you needed to be a member of
the painting association. Because this was a
place for art appreciation, eating and drinking
were not important, but talking about
paintings was the most important thing.

After Mark revealed his identity as a high-

level member of the Yanjing Painting
Association, he was naturally allowed to get

in.
Although Sylvia was one of the richest people

in Yinzhou, it was her first time to come to
this tea house, so she was full of curiosity.

The house was built on the surface of the
water, and it was built of wood. Standing in it

alone, you would feel a kind of detached
artistic conception as if you had returned to

the ancient era where scholars could talk and
laugh freely.

The area of the restaurant was not big. The
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dining hall was only a hundred square
meters. There were a total of 16 wooden
tables. Each table was wiped clean, and only
six people could sit at one table.

The walls around the restaurant were full of
traditional Chinese paintings for people to
appreciate.

The five people, including Henry, sat on a
wooden table in a corner, casually ordered a
pot of tea and some vegetable dishes. They
did not pursue delicious food. After all, there
were three international chefs sitting on this
table now. If they really wanted to eat
delicious food, none of these dishes would
be as delicious as the ones made by them.

At this time, there were still two tables of

people sitting in the dining room. Both of
them ordered a pot of tea, holding a drawing

board and writing on the drawing board with
wolf-hair brush in their hands.

Soon, a few plates of delicate vegetarian
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dishes were placed in front of Henry and
others, which smelled extremely nice. The
five of them ate and chatted while eating.
None of them mentioned the paintings.
Instead, they talked about interesting things
when they were at school, which made Sylvia
relieved. However, the less they chatted, the
less chance of talking about paintings. On
the way here, she urged Henry to check about
traditional Chinese painting on the Internet.
But how much could he find?

While they were chatting, more and more
people were gathering in the restaurant.

Henry was not very familiar with painting
industry so before he came to this restaurant,
he had never thought that so many people
would come to the restaurant to discuss
painting. All the 16 tables in the restaurant
were full, and there were still some people
coming. Because there were no seats left,
they left resentfully.
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Although the three girls, including Sylvia,
were sitting in the corner, they became the
most beautiful scenery in the restaurant.
There was even a painter who had already
waved the brush to paint these three girls.

"Ladies and gentlemen, it's my first time to
meet you." A fat middle- aged man couldn't
help talking to them. "I'm Richard Wan. | run a
small art gallery in Yinzhou."

The fat middle-aged man handed a business
card their table. To be exact, he handed it to
Sylvia and the other two girls.

'Boss Wan, if that's just a small gallery, then
mine cant even be counted as one. Your
gallery is the biggest in this city. Its size is
800 square meters." said the person who was
sitting at the same table as Richard.



Chapter 136

Sylvia glanced at the business card on the
table.

Wanhe Art Gallery.

Sylvia was somewhat impressed. It seemed
that this was the largest art gallery in the
entire Yinzhou. She had paid attention to it
twice. But Lins Group didn't do this kind of
business, so she didn't have any intersection
with it.

When Richard heard what the people on his
table said, he waved his hand. "Boss Wu,
what are you talking about? No matter how
big the gallery is, it is not as good as having
one masterpiece. Beautiful ladies, are you
here today to collect the paintings or to
validate them?"

Richard narrowed his eyes and kept glancing
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at Sylvia and the other two girls. These three
beautiful women had totally different styles,
which made him look at them in a daze.

"We are just having a meal and chatting with
a friend." Henry interrupted Richard.

"This isn't a place where you just come to
eat' Richard said with a smile. "Il wonder
which of you are qualified to sit here?"

When Richard asked about them, in fact, he
only asked Henry and Mark.

Now everyone in the tea house could see that
Richard's mind was on the three beautiful
women.

Mark threw out a business card and asked,
"So? Do you think we're qualified?"

"A senior member of the Chinese Painting
Association, the president of Yanjing Modern
Painting Exhibition?" Richard picked up this
business card and looked at the title on it
with a disdainful smile. "I thought you were a
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big name who drank tea and talked
cheerfully.”

'A senior member of the association and the
president of Modern Painting Exhibition
means nothing." A middle-aged man sitting at
the same table as Richard said.

Henry raised his eyebrows. He knew that he
couldn't have a good meal today.

Mark's face was a bit unsightly. No one would
be happy to be so openly mocked by others.
He looked at the middle-aged man who had
just spoken and asked, "Who are you?"

"I'm nobody." The middle-aged man picked up
a cup of tea and said with a smile, "I'm Bai Yu,
honorary member of the Chinese Painting
Association and the vice president of the
Suhang  Traditional Chinese  Painting
Association."

The title that the middle- aged man had
mentioned caused Mark's face to freeze.
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The honorary members of the association
and senior members were totally different.

Senior members needed to submit their
applications themselves to enter the
association, and they could apply to become
senior members when their painting skills
reached a certain level.

As for honorary members, they didn't need to
submit anything. Instead, they were invited by
the Association to become honorary
members.

There was a huge difference between them.

The other title of vice president of the
association of Suhang was even more
valuable.

As was known to all, Suhang, the south of the
Yangtze River, was the most poetic place in
China. Suhang was popular in ancient times,
and it was also the place with the most
prosperous culture in China. It could be said
that as the vice president of the Suhang
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Traditional Painting Association, he was quite
well-established.

"Bai Yu?" Henry was a little confused. He
looked up and saw several landscape
paintings on the wall of the restaurant, all had
name Bai on them.

Seeing the change in Marks expression, Bai
nodded with satisfaction. In this restaurant,
whenever he mentioned his identity, people
would be extremely surprised. Yu Bai enjoyed
this kind of feeling very much.

Bai stood up and said, "Young man, there is a
rule when you come here. There is a limit to
the number of seats. Many professionals
drive here every day. Because there are no
seats, they return in low spirits. You came
here and talked about family affairs. I'm
afraid it's not appropriate.’

"That makes sense. This tea house is
suitable for talking about painting and
enjoying paintings. It's not suitable to talk
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about other things here." said the man who
was just glorifying Richard's gallery a couple
of moments ago.

Mark's face was a bit unsightly. All scholars
had their own pride, and he was no exception.
At this moment, he had been provoked many
times by others here, and he was still in his
own field of expertise.

Mark put down the chopsticks in his hand,
stood up, and said, "Guys, what do you want
to talk about, talk about painting, praising the
painting, validating the painting, or competing
with each other?"

Mark's voice was not loud, but it attracted the
attention of everyone in the restaurant.

As soon as these words came out, everyone
knew that there should be a competition!

"Haha." Bai chuckled, "Young man, you are
just a senior member of the association. How
dare you say these words without shame?”
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Mark retorted, "Art has nothing to do with
age. Why shouldn't | dare?"

"Okay!" Bai patted the table and also stood
up. "Since you want to compete, let's
compete. You are young so | won' talk about
your painting skills. It's almost twelve o'clock.
According to the rules of the tea house, the
boss will take out a masterpiece. Why don't
we compete in identifying the painting?"

"Whatever,” Mark replied.

Henry sat there and looked at Bai. He felt that
this guy was more or less shameless.

When it came to identifying painting, the
experience was more important than talent.
Bai was more than ten years older than Mark,
he had much more experience, therefore he
had the advantage. But it was different when
compared to painting. Painting was based on
one's talent and comprehension. There were
a lot of young and talented painters who
surpassed the senior painter.
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Henry looked at the traditional paintings on
the wall of the restaurant. In the eyes of
ordinary people, they were smooth and
detached, but in his eyes, they were just
average paintings. There were many flaws in
each painting, and there was also a lot of
cutting. There was no spirit charm in the
painting, and there was no artistic
conception.

Bai's words meant that Mark was young so
he didn't want to compete in painting.
Obviously, he did not have much confidence
in his painting skills. In this way, the identity
of the so- called honorary member of the
painting association had to be considered.
Although there was no possibility of making a
fake one, it was worth considering its value.

At 12 o'clock in the afternoon, the restaurant
owner took out an ink- wash painting on a
Chinese art paper. It was of high quality and a
bit yellow. There were two or three shrimps in
the painting. The painter used both bright and
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dark colors. This simple ink- wash painting
gave people a vivid feeling.

The restaurant owner hung the painting on
the wall for people to enjoy.

The customers, who were eating, also set
their eyes on the painting.

"This is..."

"When you see shrimps, you will think of a
master who loved drawing shrimp.”

"This painting is good, and it has some
artistic conception."

"I don't know who made it."

The customers looked at the ink- colored
shrimp and spoke one after another.

"It's The Black Shrimp, the work of Master Qi
of modern times." Mark looked at it and
confirmed, "Master Qi liked drawing shrimp
very much. Look at this painting, the ink is
vigorous, a mix of dark and light colors, the
shape of shrimps is concise and vivid, and
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the artistic conception of the shrimp is
simple and honest. An extremely interesting
piece of work."

"Ah." Mark had just finished speaking when
he heard Bai's voice. "The Black Shrimp is
one of Master Qi's most famous paintings. It
took you a few seconds to recognize him. Let
me ask you, is this painting authentic or
copy?’

Mark looked at it for a few seconds and then
said, "It's fake."

"What a joke!" Bai shouted, "lt's not possible
to tell whether it's real or not. How can you
have the courage to compete with me in
terms of identifying the painting!”



Chapter 137

Bai was confident in his words, but in fact, he
couldn't tell whether the Black Shrimp was
real or not. The reason why he was so
confident was that Richard just told him that
the painting was real and was a treasure of
the owner of the restaurant.

"Really? How can you prove it?" Mark didn't
believe it. He had seen the authentic painting
in the building of the Southern Province.

"Of course | have a way to prove it." Bai put
his hands behind his back. ‘"Its just
meaningless that you and | compete with
each other. Why don't we raise some stakes?"

Mark asked, "What's the wager?"

"This has nothing to do with you." Bai shook
his head, and then his eyes fell on Sylvia and
her two girlfriends. "Three beautiful ladies,
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how about if your friend loses, you three
beautiful girls will have a meal with us?"

As soon as the white-haired man finished his
sentence, Milan immediately agreed. "Well,
what if you lose?"

"l lost? How could | lose?" Bai's face was
filled with confidence.

Milan snickered “Since there's a wager, then

both sides have to take it out. If you lose,
what will you do?”

"If we lose, we will do whatever you say.
Richard stood in front of Bai and said, " If you
beautiful women want a BMW or a Mercedes,
it won't not a problem. | will give you anything
you want."

"Okay," Milan said, raising his neck. "Boss

Wan, that's what you said. If we win, you'll
have to give everything we want."

'Of course.” Richard said in a heroic manner,
deliberately revealing the watch worth 20,000
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yuan on his wrist.

"Okay, since the wager has been decided, Kid,
you should listen carefully." Bai smiled.
"Master Qi was good at drawing shrimp, and
he likes drawing shrimp. Everyone knows that
this painting was painted on Chinese
traditional paper. Because of ancient times,
the colour of the paper is yellow. And you
should pay attention to that Master Qi had a
habit when he was painting. This habit is
something that many people cannot learn
from the copy of Master Qi's works- the front
view of objects. Look at this painting, the
upper parts of the shrimp are all displayed in
the front with no interruptions in strokes. In
the case of copying, even the most
experienced painter would not be able to do
this. Until now, no artist could completely
imitate Master Qi's technique.”

When Bai finished his words, he saw that
Mark was silent. So he continued, "Master
Qi's painting has two extremes, which are
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craftsmanship and simplicity. These two
extremes were perfectly integrated by Master
Qi and are helpful for each painting. When
drawing shrimp, Master Qi only needed to
use a few strokes to show the brilliance of a
shrimp. Every stroke and every depth of the
ink is extremely precise. You can carefully
observe that there are no rough strokes on
the painting, only one stroke, without any
breaking. Ask the contemporary instructors,
who can do this? If there was such a man, he
would be well-known all around China.’

Bai's words stunned everyone in the
restaurant. After a while, someone cheered
and applauded, "Great! It's really Master Bai.
He's really great. If he hadn't told us so many
details, we wouldn't know all this."

"Yes, it turns out to be true. There are so

many other theories. It's the first time ['ve
seen this."

"Awesome, he's really awesome!”
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Hearing the crowd's flattering, Milan's face
changed. “If you said it's real, then it's real?
Today, | insist that this painting isn't real. Do
you have any proof?”

"Proof?" Richard smiled and shouted to the
owner of the restaurant, "Boss Li, would you
like to tell us if this painting is authentic?"

"Master Yu, you are indeed very perceptive.
This painting is authentic." The restaurant
owner took out a certificate. This Black
Shrimp was a work from the Qing Dynasty!
There is a seal on the certificate, so it

couldn't be fake.

As soon as this certificate was taken out, the
pride on the faces of Bai and Richard became
more obvious.

Milan' s face, on the other hand, was
extremely unsightly.

Mark looked at the painting on the wall and
muttered, "Something's wrong, something's
wrong. Something must be wrong!”
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In the early years, Mark had seen the
authentic works. Although based on the
moves, the painting in front of him was
exactly the same as the authentic work, Mark
felt that there was something wrong with it,
but he couldn't tell it.

"You three beautiful ladies, since we're done,
please keep your promise." Richard looked at
Sylvia and her two friends with lustful eyes.
He was sure that as long as these three
women would have dinner with him, it would
not be a big deal for him to take them down
with his own financial resources.

"What meal?” Milan shook her head. Clearly,
she wanted to go back on her word.

Richard's face darkened when he saw the

look on Milan's face. "Hey, hottie, you're not
trying to break your promise, are you?"

"Of course not." Henry, who had been silent
all the time, stood up and said, "We lost. The
three of them should keep their promise and
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have dinner with you."

"Henry!" Milan stamped her feet and pulled
Henry's clothes. "How can you ask Sylvia to
accompany someone for dinner?’

There was something wrong with Sylvia's
expression. If it was more than half a month
ago, she would definitely think that Henry
was weak and afraid of trouble, so he asked
them to accompany other for dinner. But after
more than half a month's understanding,
Sylvia kind of did not believe that Henry
would do such a thing, but why did he say
that? Was it...

Sylvia thought of a possibility and her eyes lit
up.

Henry looked up at the painting on the wall
and then looked at Bai. "Vice President Yu,
right? In fact, | admire you very much."

"Oh?" Bai responded.

Henry grinned and said, "l admire you. When
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you observe the painting, you can see it with
your eyes that there were no interruptions in
stikes."

Bai put his hands behind his back and
proudly said, "What's so difficult about that?
It's a basic skill."

Bai's words caused an uproar in the
restaurant.

"Do you see it? This is the difference between
us. If we want to distinguish the interruptions,
we need to carefully observe it, and even use
the magnifying glass to see the ink. But for
the master, it is just a basic skill."

"That is why Master Yu is an honorary
member of the association, while we are just
the basic members of Ning Province's
association.”

"It's still a long way ahead of us.

The praise around made Bai particularly
happy.
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Henry chuckled and looked at the owner of
the restaurant. He remembered how Richard

called him just now. "Boss Li, do you have
paper and ink here? Can you give me some?"

"Yes, wait a minute.” Boss Li nodded. They
always provided free paper and ink.

When Sylvia saw Henry asking for paper and
ink, she asked in confusion, "What are you
doing?"

"Exposing him," Henry said matter- of- factly,
"This is the first time I've heard that someone
can see with the naked eye whether there is
an interruption in the ink or not."

"How do you want to expose him?" Sylvia's
small face was full of doubts.

"You'll know later," Henry said mysteriously.
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Soon, Boss Li handed Henry a piece of

Chinese art paper, fine ink, and a fine wolf-
hair brush.

"Boss Li, please take away the dishes on our
table." Henry took the paper and shook it in
front of him. After Boss Li arranged someone
to clean up the table he was sitting on, Henry
laid the paper on the table, turned his back to
Bai and waved the brush in his hand.

As soon as he finished, Henry suddenly
remembered something. He turned to Sylvia
and said, "Honey, watch out for me. Don't let
the master see me painting.’

Sylvia blushed because Henry called her
honey. She nodded slightly shyly. "Okay."

After that, Henry turned around and
continued to write.
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Hearing Henry's words, Sylvia and the other
two girls stood behind him in a row, staring at
Bai, preventing him from seeing what Henry
was doing. At the same time, they also
couldn't see what he was doing.

Only Mark could see Henry's movements. His
eyes widened and his mouth opened wide
unconsciously.

Five minutes later, Henry put down the brush
In his hand and took a deep breath. "Well,

okay, my dear wife, you didn't let Master Bai
see what | was doing, did you?"

"No." Sylvia shook her head, turned around
and asked curiously, "What were you doing?"

"This." Henry picked up the paper on the
table. At the same time, the things on the
paper were visible to everyone.

At the moment they saw the paper, almost
everyone, like Mark, widened their eyes and
opened their mouths, including Sylvia and the
other two girls.
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On the paper that Henry picked up, there was
a painting of several shrimps. But Boss Li's
painting was exactly the same. Every shrimp
was the same as the ones on the painting
they saw a couple of moments ago.

"How... how is this possible?’

Boss Li walked up to Henry with a look of
disbelief. Looking at the painting in Henry's
hand, he asked cautiously, "Sir, can you give it
to me?"

"Of course." Henry handed the painting to
Boss Li casually. The painting ink had not
dried yet, and it still smelled good.

Boss Li put the painting painted by Henry and
his painting together. After careful
observation, he found that the shrimps
painted by Henry were exactly the same in
size and length, even the inky colour of the
shrimp's joints was the same. Even if they
were printed, they could not be made the
same.
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"Henry, you..." Sylvia's beautiful eyes were full
of disbelief.

Henry smiled and said, "This is my method.
Master Yu, can you see where the painting |
painted has interrupted stikes?"

"You!" Bai stared at Henry and didn't know
what to say. He really didn't expect that
someone could imitate the Black Shrimp like
this. How did he do it?

Just now, interrupted stikes and drawing
style he was talking about were all made up
by him. He was so fearless because he knew
that the painting was authentic. But now, if he
had to talk about details, he could not do it at

all.

"What's wrong? Can't you say it?" Henry
looked at Bai, who was speechless and
sneered. "As a member of the association,
the vice president of Suhang's painting
association, you should do what you are
supposed to protect the reputation of the
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painting association and pass on the true
value instead of using your identity to act
wildly and talk nonsense! No one should act
like you when examining the painting. Just by
looking, you can't say whether the painting is
authentic or not. Now | tell you clearly that
Boss Li's Black Shrimp is not the authentic
work of Master Qi."

The moment Henry's voice faded, the crowd
burst into an uproar.

"How is this possible!"

"It's impossible! Boss Li has just taken out his
certificate. Is it fake?"

"It doesn't make sense. Who dares to make a
fake certificate? Look at it, there's a seal on
it

Boss Li's face changed. "Sir, | admire your
painting, but you should be responsible for
your words. The certificate of my painting is
clearly here. How can it be fake?"
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"Boy, you're exaggerating. You've gone too
far!" Richard mocked.

Not to mention these people who had nothing
to do with Henry, even Milan and others were
confused. Boss Li had already taken out his
certificate. Why would Henry still say that this
painting was fake?

Henry smiled and said, "Boss Li, pay attention
to what | said. | didn't say that your painting is
fake and | didn't doubt your certificate. | just
said that your Black Shrimp is not authentic
work of Master Qi."

As soon as Henry finished speaking, Richard
shouted, "What a joke! I've been doing this
business for more than ten years. Is it
possible that in the Qing Dynasty, there were
two masters who have painted this Black
Shrimp?”

Henry took a faint look at Richard and
whispered, "You are ignorant. It doesnt
matter, but you shouldn't be so loud to show
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off your ignorance. In the Qing Dynasty, there
was only one painting shrimp master, but in
the Qing Dynasty, there were many Black
Shrimps!”

"Sir, what do you mean?" Boss Li frowned.

"Ladies and gentlemen, have you ever heard
of collotype?" Henry glanced at everyone
present.

"Collotype? Doesnt that mean printed
version?" one of them asked.

"Not bad." Henry nodded. "The main methods
of copying calligraphy works are the artificial
imitation, the photocopy method, the
woodblock watermarking, the collotype
printing, and the inscription printing method.
The earliest collotype version appeared in the
early Qing Dynasty. This painting of Black
Shrimp was the collotype version produced at
that time. So Boss Li's certificate was correct.
This painting was indeed a product of the
Qing Dynasty, but it was not the authentic

Chapter 138



15:53 )
work of Master Qi."

"How can you prove it?" Bai asked in a low
voice.

Henry pointed at his head and said, "lt's
common sense. If you care a little about the
painting, you will know that Master Qi's Black
Shrimp has been stored in the Southern
province's library. Moreover, the original
colour of the ink shrimp is blue. Only
collotype version is yellow. If you want to
verify it, you can gently touch the thick colour
of the shrimp's shell. You should know that
the colour of the ink is heavy. When the
colour of the ink is dry, you can feel the rough
texture with your hand. But collotype version
doesn't have that. Although Master Qi's
technique was simple, he used a lot of
strength. In the collotype version, the black
ink would not penetrate to the back of the
paper.”

When Henry talked about the ink, Boss Li
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subconsciously reached out to touch the ink.
Sure enough, the ink was not rough at all, but
very smooth.

"‘Boss Li, is what he said true?" Richard asked
Boss Li with a sullen face.

"Wait a minute, everyone. I'll make a phone
call to ask for confirmation." Boss Li took out
his mobile phone and walked to the kitchen.

The people in the hall looked at each other
with some doubts. Now, they didn't know who
was telling the truth.
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Sylvia looked at Henry with excitement. She

had a lot of questions to ask him now, but
she couldn't because Milan and others were

there.

"Sylvia, your Henry is really amazing. He even
understands Chinese paintings?"

The mixed-race beauty, Nico, couldn't help but
praise, “He can cook and he can paint. I've
heard from Milan that he's even cleaning up
at home. He really is a good man.”

"Mr. Zhang, | admire your knowledge of
traditional Chinese painting!" Mark also
couldn't help but put out his thumb. He was
just thinking about what was wrong with this
painting. After Henry reminded him, he
remembered that it was the paper. The paper
of the real painting was light blue. Few
people could notice such details, but Henry
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knew it.

Soon, Boss Li took out the phone and came
out of the kitchen. Everyone was waiting for
Boss Li to announce the result.

‘I'm really sorry, everyone. My Black Shrimp is
indeed not Master Qi's authentic work. As
this gentleman said, it was a collotype of the
Qing Dynasty's."

Henry's expression was calm, and he had
already predicted this result.

Milan shouted excitedly, "Henry, you're
amazing! It's time for you to fulfill your
promise, Mr. Wan!"

Bai's face darkened as he sat by the side. He
did not speak. After today's incident, his
reputation would definitely be affected.

As for Richard, he also looked pale. He really
didn't expect that Boss Li's certificate was
actually about collotype!

"Why don't you say anything else, Mr. Wan?
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Are you trying to break your promise?" Milan
asked.

"How could 1?" Richard forced a smile. "Girl, if
you want anything, just tell me."

"What do | want?" Milan asked while placing
her tiny hand on her chin and tilting her head
as if she was thinking about something.

Sylvia suddenly said, "Boss Wan, your gallery

is more than 800 square meters big and it's in
a good location. How about this, I'll take your

gallery.”

"What!" Richard's eyes widened. "Young lady,
you're asking too much, aren't you?"

"How can you say we asked too much?" Milan
crossed her arms in front of her chest. "You
just said that we can have whatever you
want.’

"But you've gone too far." Richard's face was
gloomy. The gallery was the only thing that
could show off his wealth. How could he give
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it away so easily?

"Don't worry, Boss Wan, | won't let you give it
to me in vain. How much is the market price
for your gallery? I'll pay for it. This is my
business card.” Sylvia took out an exquisite
business card from her handbag and put it on
the table in front of Richard.

He took a glance at his business card, which
made his pupils narrow.

On the business card, the title of chairman of
Lins Group scared him.

He had heard that the head of Lins Group
was an iceberg beauty, but he never thought
that the extremely beautiful woman in front of
him was the chairman of Lins Group, Sylvia
Lin!

Richard felt as uncomfortable as if he had
eaten rat sh*t when he was showing off his
wealth in front of Sylvia. It was not as simple
as using a big knife in front of Mr. Guan.
Compared with Lins Group, his gallery was
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not even a thumb!

'Boss Wan, my people will contact you within
three days and talk to you about buying.
There are so many seniors in the industry
who are watching you. | hope that you can do
what you said. Don't be shameless, Boss
Wan. Let's go." Sylvia picked up her bag and
walked out of the restaurant first.

"Do what you said. Don't go back on your
word. Otherwise, I'll ask someone to go to
your gallery every day to talk about your
character,' said Milan, who patted Richard's
shoulder and narrowed her eyes, smiling.

Henry and the others left the restaurant in
succession.

Richard and Bai looked at the table in front of
them in a daze, and no one spoke.

Although Henry didn't talk directly with Mark
about the paintings, the result was self-
evident. Mark was also clear that the gap
between him and Henry was very big.
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"Sure enough, Sylvia is worthy of her
reputation. How can the man she likes to be
bad?" Mark said, sitting in the back seat of
Milan's car.

In the red Mercedes, Sylvia was not in a hurry
to start the engine after getting on the car.

"President Lin, why don't you start the car?
Milan and the others have gone far,' Henry
said in a strange voice in the passenger seat.

"Why did you lie to me?" Sylvia turned around
and looked at Henry.

"What did | lie to you about?" Henry was
confused.

"Don't tell me that you also checked what you
just showed up on the Internet, as well as the
black shrimp you painted. Your painting skills
are at least at the master's level of traditional
Chinese paintings!" Sylvia stared at Henry's
eyes and waited for his answer.

Hearing this, Henry covered his forehead and
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said, "President Lin, | didn't lie to you. I've
always known how to draw. Did | say that |
don't?"

"You!" Sylvia opened her mouth and thought
about Henry's words. From the beginning to
the end, it seemed that she thought he didn't
know how to draw. He himself really didn't
say that he didn't know how to draw.

Henry smiled and said, "President Lin, | know
a little about Chinese painting, so you told
Milan that I'm a painter. It's not a bad idea,
haha.'

Sylvia was speechless, and an embarrassed
expression appeared on her pretty face. For a
long time, she had been in the center. She
really didnt expect that Henry really knew

about traditional painting, she just assumed
he didn't know.

"Since you understand traditional painting,
why did you..
before she could finish her sentence.

Sylvia suddenly stopped
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"What's wrong again?' Henry asked curiously.

"It's okay." Sylvia shook her head. Recalling
her opinion of Henry before, she laughed at
herself. "When did | become such a person
who judges people by his appearance?”

She pressed the accelerator and started the
engine. The car started to move.

After knowing that Henry knew how to draw
the traditional painting, Sylvia felt a little
happy. She found that this man was actually
very outstanding, with excellent medical
skills and a high level of painting skills.
Besides, he also had a cooking skill that even
Milan and others admired. If he hadn't come
to the Lin family as a burden, if she had met
him on another occasion, maybe she would
have been interested in him.

Thinking of this, Sylvia's pretty face blushed
even more.

'"President Lin, what are you thinking? Why
are you smirking?" Henry leaned on the
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passenger seat, looking at this woman with
deep affection in his eyes.

Sylvia was a little aware of her gaffe. She
calmed down and said, "Henry, tell me
honestly, what else can you do?"

"l told you last time."

"You're bragging!" she curled her lips. The
last time this man said that he was good at
art, music, painting, delicious food, ancient
martial arts, investigation, explosion
materials, language, finance, and so on.
Sylvia did not believe his words. How could a
person be so good at so many things?

To be honest, if Henry was really good at
these things, why would he come to Lin
family and be a live-in son-in-law?



Chapter 140

In the second hospital of People's Hospital of

Yinzhou City, in an independent ward, a
bearded French handsome guy was lying on
the bed.

Gina and Ross sat next to the bed, looking at
their mobile phones, and said to Ross in
French, "That bi*ch didn't fire him, and gave
him three days. Let's wait and see, today is
the last day. Tomorrow, you pretend to
cooperate with us. When we sign the
contract, we'll get the money and then slowly
settle with that guy.”

“Then what if he has really found a partner?”
Ross asked.

"In three days, how can he find it? Even if he
is given three months, he will not be able to
find it! What's more, | already know what he
wants. This boy has the same idea as us. He
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also found an empty shell company and
plans to do nothing tomorrow. Don't worry, |
will tear him apart. According to Sylvia's
temper, she will never let him go easily. It will
be a sure thing to sue him in court. Before he
is arrested, we will break his legs and disable
him for the rest of his life!"

Ross laughed, placing his hands on Gina's

smooth thighs. "l really love you deeper and
deeper.”

Gina gave Ross a coquettish look.“We are in
the hospital.”

“So what? We can do it anywhere.” Ross
pulled her into his arms forcefully.

Gina giggled and glared at Ross.

Neither of them noticed that an

inconspicuous- looking nurse was standing
outside the ward, secretly aiming her phone
at them through the glass window.

Another morning arrived.
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Henry and Amity agreed to meet in a
business building.

When Henry saw her, the girl was standing
there with a nervous face and kept muttering
something.

"What are you thinking about?" Henry
appeared behind her and gave her a flick on
the forehead.

"Ah!" his action startled Amity. When she saw
clearly that it was Henry, she cutely stuck out

her tongue. "Henry, | am practicing my
speech.’

"What's the matter?”

"It shouldn't be a problem. It's just.." Amity
revealed a bitter expression on her face.

"What's wrong?"

... 1 don't know French.” This question was
only thought of by her last night. After a
whole day of practice, she suddenly found
that she could not communicate with the
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French people at all.

"It's all right" Henry waved his hand

indifferently. "Just let the other side speak
Chinese."

The location was at the corner of the
business building.

A big man with a greasy face was sitting on
the table, with five small steamed buns

placed in front of him. The fat man ate them
one by one, and his mouth was full of oil.

Opposite the big man sat an old French man.
The old man had a white beard and a large
eaves cap, and he was wearing a grey
windbreaker.

‘Mr. Homer, don't you want some?" The big
man grabbed a small steamed bun and
looked at the old man in front of him. "This
small steamed bun is much more delicious
than the one in France.'

"There's no need." The old man named Homer
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replied in fluent Chinese language, "Sir when
will the person who called me here arrive?”

"Mr. Homer, you know, people like us are
acting on orders. By the way, the card is for
you." The big man rubbed his greasy hands
against his clothes, and then carefully took
out a card from his pocket, which was printed
with a face mask. The big man was in rags,
but this card was neat and tidy without any
crinkles.

When he saw the card, Homer took off his big
eaves cap, stretched out his hands, took the
card from his hands, and then carefully put it
away.

A person, the more powerful he was, the
more he could know how small he was.

As the leader of the largest financial group in
France, Homer knew very well what this black
card represented in this world!

The owner of each card was de¥*il walking in
this world. They were in charge of the life and
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death of people. Every person who had this
card was daunting.

Henry came to the gate of the office with
Amity.

"Wait outside." Henry said and pushed the
door open and went into the office.

The glass door of the office made a slight
noise, attracting the attention of the two
inside the room.

At almost the same time, the big man and
Homer turned to look at the main entrance.

When he saw Henry, the big man showed a
face of respect. Homer, on the other hand,
immediately knelt down on one knee and
presented his highest etiquette. He was
about to shout his name out loud.

Henry was the first to speak before Homer
opened his mouth. "Stop, Homer, my Chinese
name is Henry Zhang."

How could he not understand what Henry
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said? Knowing that Henry did not want to
expose his identity, Homer nodded and said,
"‘Dear Mr. Zhang, | did not expect that it was
you who called me to China.”

Henry waved his hand and said, "Well, you
don't need to be so polite. Also, you can call
me by my name or Mr. Zhang. | called you
here this time in hope that you can sign a
contract with Lins Group in Yinzhou City."

"No problem." Homer did not ask anything
and directly agreed.

Henry was not surprised by his attitude. "As
for the details of signing the contract, you
can talk to the girl outside the door and
observe her character. If possible, sign it with

her.

Amity was waiting at the gate of the office.
She was really curious now. "Is it possible
that Henry's partners were found in this small
place? It doesn't feel like a multinational
group at all."
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Just as Amity was full of doubts, Homer and
Henry walked out of the office side by side.

The moment Amity saw Homer, she
immediately greeted him.

"Well, Amity, this is Mr. Homer. As for the
specific cooperation, you can talk to him
about the project.”

"Okay." Amity's eyes were a little flustered. As
a salesman, this was her first time selling
business to customers, so she was very
nervous. "Mr. Homer, please come with me.
Our company is not far away. | believe that
colleagues in the company will welcome

L]

you.

The performance of Amity made Henry nod
with satisfaction. It seemed that she had
indeed made a lot of preparations and
specifically learned some French etiquette.
Otherwise, she would not have greeted
Homer in this way.

Amity chatted with Homer all the way. On the
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way, she introduced the local customs and
practices of Yinzhou to Homer, but they did
not directly talk about business.

Henry subconsciously gave Amity a thumbs-
up. For a senior student who was still an
intern, her performance was already
excellent, which showed her ability.

When they entered the company, Jane Zhong,
the receptionist at the front desk, took a
disdainful look at Amity, and then looked at
Homer, saying, "Visitors are not allowed to
enter the company without registering. Come
and register.’



Chapter 141

Amity looked at Jane and explained, 'This is
Mr. Homer from France. He's here to discuss
cooperation with the company.’

"Oh, from France?" Jane chuckled. "Anyone
who comes has to register! Otherwise, they
cannot go inside!”

Henry had been following Amity. When he
saw what Jane had done, his face darkened.
Jane was obviously making things difficult
for Amity on purpose. If the customer who
has a bad temper came to the company and
was treated like this, they would probably just
turn around and leave, and the customer that
Amity had made great efforts to persuade
would go away.

"Quickly, register!" Jane took out a booklet
and threw it to the front table.
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Amity ran to the front desk with an anxious
face and said, "Jane, the company said that
there is no need to register when salesman
brings customers to the company.’

After Amity finished speaking, she looked at
Homer carefully again. She was afraid that
Homer would be unhappy.

Jane crossed her arms over her chest and
rolled her eyes. "You said he is a client, but
how can | be sure he is our client?’

"Sorry, I'll just register." Homer walked to the
front desk.

If in other places, where Homer was, if
someone dared to ask him to register, he
would absolutely turn around and leave.
However, today Henry asked him to come
here. He had no arrogance at all. Even if
Henry told Homer today, he had to kneel
down before he gave the money, Homer
would do so.

Homer's family in France was able to survive
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because of Henry. For Henry, Homer was not
only respectful but also grateful. Otherwise, it
was impossible for him to kneel down on one
knee at the first sight of Henry. Not even the
President of the world's most powerful nation
could enjoy such treatment.

Amity said apologetically to Homer, "Mr.
Homer, I'm truly sorry.”

"It's ok." Homer smiled and waved his hand.
He said to Jane, "Young lady, can you give me
a pen?”

"Didn't you bring your own pen?" Jane glared
at Homer. "You're here for business without a
pen? Are you here for real or are you just a

liar?"

Hearing this, Homer looked at Henry. Henry

stood there and smiled without saying a
word.

Homer, who was in charge of a large financial
group, had his own ability to judge people. He
said to Jane unhappily, "Miss, this should not
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be your way of receiving guests."

"What's wrong? Get out of here if you don't
like it. Our Lin family doesn't lack a client of
yours. It's really interesting. How can you tell
me how to treat guests?" Jane looked
unhappy. "Get your own pen, or you can go
out!”

‘| have, | have a pen." Amity hurriedly took out

a pen from his pocket and handed it to
Homer.

Homer ignored Jane. He took the pen and
wrote his name on the register book. After
the registration, Amity was just about to take
Homer to the reception room when she heard
Jane's voice.

"Wait! What's your signature?” Jane picked up
the registration book and pointed at the
French on it.

Homer took a deep breath and suppressed
the anger in his heart as he said to Jane, "Girl,
| am a French. This is my name.”
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"Hehe, don't you know how to write Chinese
characters when you come to China? Come
and rewrite it!" Jane slammed the registration
book on the front stage and said, "If you can't
write it, then come back after you have
learned it!"

Obviously Jane was trying to ruin the
business.

At this moment, Gina walked in through the
company's gate with Ross.

"Hey, what is going on?" As soon as Gina
entered the company's door, she saw that
there was something wrong with the
atmosphere here.

Jane smiled at Gina and said, "Manager Luo,
people from your department don't need to
register even when they are bringing guests.”

"Hehe." Gina sneered and cast a glance at
Homer beside Amity. "Tsk tsk, impressive.
Guess someone paid a lot."
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In Gina's mind, she believed that Homer was
a swindler hired by Henry.

Gina sized up Homer and then turned to look
at Jane. "Jane, there are some people who
don't come for actual business. You should
make them register.”

"Of course." Jane nodded repeatedly.

‘Hehe, some people’'s intention is just not

right” Gina let out two soft laughs and led
Ross towards the elevator.

"Wait!" Henry suddenly said. He pointed at
Ross and said to Jane, "Why didnt this
person register?”

Jane looked at Henry disgustedly and said,
"You da*n salesman, are you stupid? There is
no need to register the people brought by
Manager Lok?"

Henry was angry by what Jane said. "Do you
mean that the people brought by the manager
don't need to register? If they do something
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that will damage the company, who will take
responsibility? You?"

"Yes," Jane said.
"Okay." Henry nodded with a smile.

"Cut the crap. Write your Chinese name.” Jane
once again scolded Homer.

"Do it." Henry said softly.

By hearing this, Homer didn't say much this

time. He walked over and wrote his name on
the registration book in Chinese.

"Isn't that enough?" Even Amity was angry.

Jane picked up the registration book and
pretended to look at it for a few seconds.
Then she looked at Homer up and down
suspiciously. After a full minute, Jane said,
"It's okay for the time being. I'll check the
identity of this person first. If there's
something wrong with his identity, I'll ask the
security guards to get him out of here!"

Jane spoke in an unceremonious manner.
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With her attitude, even the best- tempered
customers would not be able to bear with
her.

"Mr. Homer, I'm very sorry. Please follow me."
Amity gave Homer an apologetic smile.

Homer shook his head indifferently, followed
the Amity, and went into the elevator.

When Amity and Homer passed by the

business department, they were seen by
many people.

Sister Hong frowned. "Did they really find a
French partner?”

"Impossible.”
"Let's go and have a look."

Some of the people who had bullied Amity
before trotted to the reception room and
looked awkwardly at Homer who was sitting
in the reception room. It had to be said that
although Homer was old, he looked very
imposing, which made people feel that he
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was not an ordinary person at first glance.

"She is really lucky that she actually found a
client.

"What client? Just casually found a French
man, and then they will say that the deal is
off. It's just a waste of time." A young woman
had a jealous look on her face.

"She's a newcomer. How can she find a
client? It's really interesting."

Those who had been standing on Gina's side
all spoke with sarcasm in their words. None
of them believed that Amity would be able to
make a deal by herself.

Gina looked at Henry and the other two, who
were waiting in the reception room, and
sneered. She didn't say anything and just
waited. When Henry was about to sign the
contract, she would go to President Lin and
report that this guy wanted to steal the
company's money!



Chapter 142

In the reception room, Amity made a cup of
hot tea for Homer and Henry. Henry sat on
the side and looked at Amity and Homer from
the outsider's point of view. Amity prepared a
lot of information and explained the
company's project to Homer. It could be seen
that Amity's negotiation method was very
naive, and there were not enough details for
certain issues, including Homer's questions.
Amity was unable to answer them, so she
was very anxious.

Of course, it was not her fault that she could
not answer some questions. She had only
been working for a short period of time and
did not have any access to these matters.
However, she had already considered what
she could.

Henry smiled. He had seen the efforts of
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Amity, which proved that he was right that he
had helped her.

As for the Amity, Henry did not know what
kind of person this girl was. At that time, he
just could not stand Ross and others’
behavior, so he helped her. In the end, Henry
did not want the people he helped be lazy and
wait for others to do everything first. Now it
seemed that made the right choice.

Henry walked out of the reception room with
a cup of tea in his hand.

Seeing Henry come out, Gina asked, "Is this
the customer you found? Which group is it?"

Henry thought for a moment and replied, "It's
the Gerald Group in France."

"Gerald Group?" Gina thought for a moment.

She had studied in France for so long, but she
had never heard of the group's name.

In fact, there were not many people who had
heard of Gerald's business, even in France.
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This was a financial group hidden behind. In
the business circle of France, it could be said
that it had the absolute power. Even the
members of the French royal family would
not show any arrogance when they saw the
direct descendant of Gerald's financial group.
It was normal that Gina had never heard of it.

“Sorry, I've never heard of this Gerald Group
and | am not familiar with their business. Do
not say that | will not give you a chance. Right
now, Mr. Ross is right here. You go and
apologize to Mr. Ross. After Mr. Ross
forgives you, this matter will be over. What do
you think?”

Sister Hong said, "That's right. Why are you
holding on? An old man is a member of a
multinational company? Then how many
multinational groups are there in the
business building nearby?"

“It really is interesting. Originally, we could
have reached an agreement a long time ago,



0940 B
but the two of you delayed it. Just apologize
to Mr. Ross, and it'll be good for everyone!”

Those who were standing next to Gina spoke
up one after another.

"I's hard to tell whether it's real or not
because they have found a customer in three
days!”

"Do not get us into trouble!”

Hearing these words, Henry just smiled and
did not answer.

In the reception room.

Homer listened to the narration of the Amity
and nodded with satisfaction. "Amity, since
that's the case, you can arrange the contract.
| will sign it."

"What..?" Amitys watery eyes were wide
open. "Really?”

"Yes." Homer looked at Amity, who was
almost the same age as his granddaughter. "I
came here to talk and cooperate with you.

Chapter 142
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Since this project is good for both sides, what
reason do | have to refuse it?"

The heart of Amity thumped heavily. She did
not expect that he would sign the contract so
easily. Before that, she did not even think
about the contract of signing.

"Great... great. Mr. Homer, please wait for a
moment. I... I'll ask Henry to sign the contract

right now." Amity's excited voice was
somewhat ambiguous.

Homer was confused. "You are the one who
discussed cooperation with me. Why do you
need to ask someone to sign the contract?
Shouldn't you get the reward for signing the
contract? Do you know how much bonus you
can get if you sign such a contract in my
company?”

"How... how much?" Amity's eyes widened.
She really did not know how much
commission she would have from this
contract.



"At least this." Homer extended three fingers.

"Three... three thousand!" Amity opened her
mouth wide. A commission was equivalent to
half a month's salary in her current stage,
which was too high.

"Three  thousand? Little girl, you've
underestimated this project, haven't you?
Don't be so bold to guess.”

“It can't be thirty thousand, can it?” Amity’'s
eyes were filled with disbelief. Thirty
thousand RMB as a commission! It would
take half a year to earn this amount of money
at the current stage!

"Hey." Homer sighed. "Little girl, | want you to
be bold to guess, but it is still too far. Not
three thousand or thirty thousand, it is three
hundred thousand. If you succeed in this
project in my company, | would give you three
hundred thousand RMB as a reward.”

"Three... hundred thousand?" After hearing
this number, Amity's eyes were a little dull.
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She came from an ordinary family, and her
parents had worked hard for a lifetime, so her
savings could not reach this number.

This amount of money was enough to buy
half of a house in Yinzhou. It was enough for
a person to do nothing and enjoy life for a
few years. It was enough to buy a BMW. For
Amity, it was a huge property she had never
thought of.

Now that she heard Homer say that the
reward for this project alone was that much
money! Amity was like living in a dream.

"So what do you think of this contract? Are
you going to ask Henry to sign it or not?"

Amity swallowed hard and stammered, "I...
-

Hearing the reply of the Amity, Homer's heart
was somewhat disappointed. Of course, he
also understood. To him, 300,000 might not
count for anything, but to normal people, this
was an amount that could change one's
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lifetime standard. With that much money, one
could buy a large house and a good car.

"I... | have to ask Henry to treat me with a
good meal. Three hundred thousand, that's
too much! Mr. Homer, please wait for a
moment, I'll call Henry!" With that, Amity ran
out of the reception room.

Homer, who was originally disappointed,
looked at Amity with great interest when he
heard what Amity said. "Girl, can you tell me
why you want Henry to sign this contract? If
you want, this huge reward will be yours."

"No, Mr. Homer." Amity waved her hand and
said sincerely with a small face, "Henry
offended the manager because of me. You
were invited by him. | just did some trivial
things for him. This reward originally belongs
to him."

Amity's words surprised Homer greatly. As
the leader of the Gerald Group, Homer had
seen a lot of money, as well as many






