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“The mortal world is a dangerous place, somewhere with no laws, absolute anarchy or corrupt leadership. It’s
only when the humans die, do they face the consequences. There are endless lines of just people awaiting
Judgment, for an attempt at lessening their eventual punishment. Kings with heavy crowns or half the population
of the planet.

Humans have an endless supply of love and affection; we have noticed. Detached from the living of a life slowly
fills one’s heart with everything but that. It’s a felony, to stoop down to the level of humans; to learn the live; to
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love. We have a_job, a purpose—to serve.’

Great Judge Pao was an immortal, an all—powerful being, in charge of the laws and justice, the daily ins and outs
of the dimension he resides in that disrupt the thinly spread peace, burnt bread and butter. Sentencing with an
iron fist. It was a mighty job, with the danger of a thousand gazes watching his every move. Working somewhere

only the dead may enter quite literally.

And Pao had done a wronging. His fault, really. Should’ve checked the fine print. Humans were delicate things,
all skin and bone.

So, demoted to becoming a measly messenger between mortals and immortals, ridiculed in his own blood and
soul—soaked court. The implied threat hung around his neck, a yoke he has to carry. All he can do is be
compliant; be good and Pao won’t suffer any more consequences.

And of course, he doesn’t.

There’s an earthy thrum in the air that Pao feéels; a trickle of laughter—like the stream of water—from a hut and the
silent wake of dawn. He doesn’t want to leave.

Why does it matter that a lower ranking gets to learn about his craft? How could Pao somehow, with a band of

pathetic humans at his side, create an army strong enough to overthrow even just one god?

A simple mission; a final test, and he doesn’t, can’t bring himself to do it. A guillotine stays clean, free from
blood. Attachment to a subject, to a person—a mortal is lethal. The grief could kill you when it dies. When the
rope gets cut in two and a crown falls from the king's head.

But then, love is a stronger word than hate, than law. A ghastly thing. Tangible when in great numbers, like ants

on a mission to destroy the thick walls people put up.

So simple, a mere concept the gods invented, once and never again. It's like an entirely new universe is created

out of nothing but dust mites, a floor, and a finger.
‘What good could punishment bring, if the criminal and his human had another world at their side?
Creature

The woman is in his every waking thought, while sat at his desk wasting away, all Pao could think was her soft
skin and coy smile. It should be illegal-already was—how enamored Pao was with her. Any chance at 2 moment
of freedom spent above the ground. The Great Judge acting like a high school girl, with an obsession with

crimes.

They are close, a hair's—breadth away from finding him, and Pao knows it. He just knows it. The creak of a

floorboard, a soft footfall and a shriek from a sword being pulled from its home.
A whistle. A bowstring pulled taunt. Then, a clatter. A matchstick struck.

“Come out, little bird.”



A giggle.

They were playing with him, Pao realizes. Like cats and a mouse. The couch he is hiding behind is just a
moment's pause from a grand reveal of his hole. Should he really just hide away, a little rat scratching away in the

walls?

He peeps out, a pair of tired eyes following a head of ruffled dark hair slowly emerging from the depths of the
charred cloth.

Hands held together, kissed gently. There’s a star in the sky that was for them.

“If you want to be a hero, you would have to die like one—fight to the death.” The masked god leers from the
center of his room. “Thought you would know, Great Judge.” Again, Pao’s title, mocked.

“And you know nothing about it.” It's a hiss, soft and snake—like.

The immortal pauses, turns in his direction. “So, you speak, Judge.” It grins, showing shining teeth and a knife
from its pocket. Feral. “Been a long while, hasn’t it?” A laugh, carefree as ever as it slips out of a void. It stings, a
jagged scar rips through something vital.

"Sensitive, aren't you? In such a weak body. First time for everything, huh."
Pao clenches his fists. Unclenches them.

Perhaps this should’ve been the moment where Pao rises and strikes, through the haze of pain and anger, a fitting
end to an immortal sitting duck. But he doesn’t, doesn’t hold the bravery in his heart to attempt a murder, where

it should’ve been a piece of a lion now turned into one of a rabbit.

Perhaps, it would be Pao’s fault, when the god easily picks him up and he is caught, bound like a bird with
clipped wings. A fish in a bucket.

And, perhaps, it was right.
A world burns.
Create

A cheer ran through the crowd, long and powerful, snaking between the rafters of the grand hall and onto the
waiting hands of the groom. He smiles, a ray of sunshine amongst the holy light of the window. Beside him is his
wite, his own personal light, Lady Zhang.

Pao misses the simple day of frolicking in the never—ending fields of corn, when a beaming face would turn to
him, like a sunflower to a sun and smile, all for him; one to bottle up in a jar to bathe in.

He rattles the bars of his new house and sighs.
"[ hate you so much,” Pao would say sometimes, grinning after Zhang suddenly appears to scare him.
And Zhang would always reply. "Love you too."

There's a tiny bit of him, a small evil part that keeps growing; like a parasite, a disease, regrets running away and
stealing another heart.

The gods show him memories he'd prefer stored deep in an eternal pit of fire and a live broadcast into his lover's

life without him, picking up the pieces and fixing the roof.

"Don’t look for me when I'm gone." Pao had confided once during an unprompted outing to his court office.
"Waste of time, I'll be too far away for you to reach me.” He refuses to elaborate, for her sanity.

There was a pool of blood on the floor, and that was the very moment, when Pao understood the life he had

built for himself would disappear in an instant. A silent warning.



A knock on the cage leads to Pao cowering in a corner, the floor gently swaying, one with the sea. A small wisp
of the acrid scent of hell wafts through the air. He savors the last of the tranquility before it shatters into glass and
is swept away, the destruction of a little world he created. Pao's ready to face the music.

Curse
“...and I want every last detail, why did ya do it?”

Pao doesn’t answer. The speaker’s shadow looms over his tiny body. He squeezes his eyes tighter. The still slowly

tracing shapes under his eyelids, creeping into an open wound.

“Ya tryin’ to change history, bud? Like your predecessor?” The voice inquires, harsh and brash like the lights
around him. A chatter of voices loud.

When he doesn’t reply, it moves away and tries to murmur to the other gods. Every time its lips chafe together
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creates a rough sound, “Man’s just had the scare of his life and ya'll ain’t helpin’.
And the silence became a chasm, louder than before.

This time, when the judge speaks, Pao is ready. He tells stories in broken whispers, a language no one else could
understand, wanted to understand. Nothing can be done. A creeping mistake entangling his hair and thoughts. A

familiar bang resonates around the courtroom, the hammer lands back on the pad, Pao can imagine easily.

“Defendant is silent, prov’n guilty. Punishment is based on the official handbook: Chapter three, article thirty—

sev'n.”
A quiet hush swept through, like a tidal wave. Suffocating.
A rustle of pages, a flurry of .

Pao feels fear.

“One day; you’ll find your world won'’t turn,
As everything around us seems to burn.
But you don’t need to be scared,

I'll take care of you, trust in me.”

He’s transported to a clearing, with a wall of vines climbing up a stone wall and a quaint house at the horizon.
Lights spills from the windows, warm and welcoming. Pao knows it goes on forever, an illusion from his happiest
time just an inch to the left. He screams; lets it all out.

A world is created.
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A slender figure stood near the fireplace, pacing around as he turned over the coftee stained pages of a new book.

On his mission to Daxingji with other archeologists, he had found a broken, wooden arrow with a blood red
fletching in the legendary Judge Pao's tomb. He examined it with interest before it was escorted to a museum. It
was delicately made for a weapon a thousand years ago, and Judge Pao's biography mentioned nothing about

archery.

He described the meticulous structure to his wife, a writer.

"An arrow?" Her eyes twinkled. "Thank you for the inspiration."

He looked at her, bemused. She then spent a few days in her study to complete a book. Her husband was the first
to read it as he traced the firm edges of the book, undaunted by paper cut.

"The weather is often not unpleasant enough to comment much about, but a heavy fall of snow graced the
palace grounds in an early December morning, as if foreboding a tragedy that followed the birth of the crown

prince."

— year 1030 —

The dashing Bao Zheng stood next to the Queen, who was drawing figures in the snow.
"Are you not cold?" Bao Zheng asked, slightly bent over.

"Not at all. Look, it's a horse." She pointed at her 'masterpiece' in the snow, beaming.
"It looks real." He complimented with sincerity.

"Thank you." The Queen responded, as she traced her fingers in the snow.

All of a sudden, as if she was reminded of something, the Queen stood up quickly. She brushed the snow off her

fingertips and excused herself to have tea with her friends.

Bao Zheng watched the young Queen, who was smirking mischievously, hurry into the palace. He shook off the
unsettling feeling in his chest, and returned to the Emperor's palace.

— The Queen's Palace —

The Queen signaled for her servant to come forward. The servant frowned, immediately understanding what the

Queen meant.

"Your majesty, please rethink your decision. I'm weary of someone discovering your plan." The servant said
timidly as she poured tea into the fine china teacups.

The Queen slammed her fist into the table, spilling the hot tea the servant had just prepared. Bit by bit, it dripped
onto her dress, causing the servant to drop the teapot. The Queen sat, furious and uncaring of the room in

shambles.

"I did not ask for your opinion." The Queen commanded coldly. "Now wear it. And don't forget to conceal

your face. Think of your daughter before you try to rebel against me."

— in the woods —



The Queen paced around the entrance of the woods, the anticipation on her face was apparent. She was dressed

in a commoner's clothes.

A lean figure appeared swiftly. As the figure came closer, his handsome features became clearer and sharper. He
was dressed in pine green, blending into the forest. He gripped a bow in one hand, smiling at the queen. She

gestured for him to take the lead and followed him into the forest.

After a while, they reached their old spot at the tree line, where he gave her secret archery lessons. They sat on
the ground, there was a safe distance between them, catching their breaths as they reminisced about their past.

"We need to stop." The assassin suddenly said sternly.

"Stop what?" The Queen challenged, swallowing the lump in her throat.

"This." He gestured to himself, her and the bow. "This cannot go on for any longer."

"It can." The Queen’s voice was firm.

"What will become of us if the Emperor finds out? I cannot allow you to be harmed."

"So you’re a coward." She stated plainly.

"I'm supposed to be your protector, and I will protect you." His grip tightened around the bow in his hand.

"You are my escape, Xiang Wei." the Queen attempted to resonate, "You taught me archery, you taught me
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love, you gave me the strength to fight for myself."
A pause followed her words.

"No, your majesty," He said under his breath, "there is no fight for us to participate in, we had already lost the
moment we began. And this," He pointed at the sky, "is fate."

"I'm the Queen of Song. The power I hold in my hands," Her lip trembled, "can make the stars align."

"Yet you are so powerless right now." He stated quietly and caught the Queen staring at him in disbelief and
hurt.

"Powerful or not, I would do anything for you." The Queen said shakily, swallowing her pride. "You bring me
happiness."

"You will find happiness after me." Xiang Wei replied forcefully.
"There is no happiness if you're gone." The Queen choked on her words.

Grey clouds formed above them. Xiang Wei handed the Queen a wooden arrow, his stare never left her for a
second, as if capturing her beauty with every bit of borrowed time. The Queen scrutinized the arrow warily.

"Why?" The Queen asked, a crease appeared between her eyebrows.

"To remember me by." He said with neither impatience nor warmth. He flashed her a last glance that lingered
on her glistening eyes, before stepping off the precipice. The Queen's cries of terror faded abruptly as Xiang Wei
was swallowed by the cold, raging waves.

— Year 1050 —

Judge Pao strolled behind the crown prince, who was invested in a book. The botanical garden was usually quiet
and peaceful. This time, Judge Pao had invited the crown prince to visit the Queen's palace together, but the

crown prince was preoccupied by literature and declined.

"The Queen had missed your visits." Judge Pao laughed lightheartedly. He had watched the crown prince grow
up into a talented young man. However, as he grew older, Judge Pao started noticing a striking resemblance



between the prince and the infamous assassin, Xiang Wei. Rumors spread among the palace maids, and words
reached the ears of the Emperor, who was infuriated. Judge Pao was sent to shame and banish the Queen, and so

he headed towards the Queen's palace after bowing goodbye to the crown prince.

The Queen sat without a hint of emotion on her face as Judge Pao arrived. She had been awaiting the trial for
her sins for 20 years, and she knew what they had prepared for her. She stared at her old friend with pity, as she
spoke.

"My political marriage was an arrangement to benefit my father. I was simply a pawn in his game, and my
husband despised me for my father's greed. My husband would avoid me and disgrace my family name. To
escape from the palace's customs and rules, I learnt archery from Xiang Wei, and our clandestine meetings

became frequent."

Judge Pao could hear the bitterness in her voice. He continued the story, "Xiang Wei proceeded to leave you

with a child, the crown prince of Song. Most presume Xiang Wei is dead after twenty years."

"I kept the arrow he gifted me, Bao Zheng." She smiled and reached for a box under her bed base. The arrow
was kept in good condition.

"This arrow," The Queen said firmly, "will pierce through my heart tonight." She had accepted death's

invitation.

Judge Pao was fast to break the arrow in half.

"Your majesty, come with me, there is a rural village where you will never be recognized. You can live under a

new name and identity." Judge Pao pleaded. "The Emperor's men are near."

"I have no reason to live and withstand humiliation." The Queen stared at the broken arrow.

"Do it for the sake of the crown prince. Don't bring him shame." Judge Pao begged, and that convinced the
Queen, who got up to her feet reluctantly. Judge Pao led the Queen into a modest carriage through the back
door of the palace. The carriage horses sprinted into the stygian forest, a rustle of leaves were what's left of the

carriage's trail.

The carriage travelled through the forest like lightning. Judge Pao stared into the rain, awaiting for a stranger's

arrival.

The carriage violently came to a stop, matching the raindrops' heavy thunder as each drop clashed with the roof
of the carriage. The forest smelt of a fresh, earthy scent, cleansing everything in the forest. Their pain, regret, sins,

were all met with an epiphany.

An arrow shot through the carriage doors, missing the Queen's neck by an inch. The Queen turned fearfully to
look at the weapon. It was a wooden arrow, its fletching a burning red.



The Reincarnation of China's Greatest Detective
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Bao Zheng, or otherwise known as Judge Pao, one of China’s most popular detectives, was screaming as
his soul was locked in chains in the Underworld. Every soul he met in his time in the Underworld was kind and
pure, but failed to defend themselves against the evils of human nature. Pao’s eyes grew bloodshot and bulging,
although his time was up, he couldn’t let the human race succumb to something as pathetic as greed, lust, envy
and more. After witnessing so many cruel deaths of kind—hearted people, the flame in his eyes grew larger and
larger. White light shot out of Bao Zheng’s eyes and as this white light was consuming his soul, he could only
feel pain. He heard legends that people who are worthy get the chance of reincarnation, but those were just
myths. Was this the king of the Underworld’s doing? Then, a giant man wearing golden robes appeared in front
of Pao —it was Yanluo Wang, the god of the Underworld, known for his harsh but fair judgment. A deep voice
came out of the deity’s mouth and He bellowed into Pao’s ears, “Fire, that flame in your eyes! You're different
from any other mortal I have met before, I trust you to save the human race from greed, and hence, I will give
you a second chance.” Pao felt his eyelids grow heavier and heavier as he collapsed on the floor.

‘When he woke up, he was on the street. Did the harsh god of the Underworld really give him a second
chance at life? This was too good to be true! He could now finish the quest he had once started in his past life —
to punish all the evil people on Earth. He quickly went to a detective agency to apply for a detective job. Due to
his prior experience, he passed the interview with flying colors and got accepted. He looked into the mirror and
saw a handsome man with chestnut brown hair and large black eyes staring at him. Did he possess this guy?
Suddenly, a bald person with a dark skin tone with his left hand holding a gun entered the room, “Oi mate! We
got a case! I'm Chuck, your future partner, and I found someone who’s able to give a hefty sum if we investigate
a rich old fart’s death! Hopefully we’ll get the money. We’ll start investigating in 3 days.” He tossed Pao a report
and left.

In the next two days, he read a few books that gave Pao a general idea of how modern technology
works. Despite his disappointment in mankind for being blinded by greed, he was still quite proud of his race
when it came to being innovative with their creations. He looked at the report Chuck left him,*“The wife of
Count Bill has been poisoned and found dead in her study. The Count claimed that it was a suicide but this
claim remains unconfirmed.” Once he got a grasp on the general situation, he called Chuck over and they went

to the Count’s mansion.

A plump short man greeted the duo, “Good morning detectives, I want you to help solve this case of
my wife’s suicide. Please prove that this was a suicide, as those police keep saying it’s a murder to try and earn
more money! My wife’s death is nothing to bargain about. If you succeed, I will be eternally grateful for your
help.” He tried to keep a calm demeanor but Pao heard a hint of despair in his voice. “Well, my wife and I were
actually quite into the field of inventing. She was normally unmotivated and on the verge of suicide , but she was
so close to a breakthrough to invent a machine and was extremely excited the day before her death as she got a
brilliant idea, but then something went wrong with her invention and she went mad. I don’t know what went

wrong but after that, she died. I guess her invention failed and she thought she had no other reasons to live.”

Then, three young men that looked like triplets ran out and introduced themselves as Sebastian, Oscar

and Wilbert. “Explain what you saw at the scene of your mother’s death in detail,” Pao instructed them.

“Mom was so close to getting a breakthrough on her project. Dad prepared a meal for her to celebrate
and then she went back to her study. I followed her inside but then she started getting mad and kicked me out,
then I came to see her after a while and she was dead, and the water cup beside her had some powder in it,”
Sebastian replied.

The group then went to the kitchen and Pao asked the head chef, “Did the Count cook the meal? And

what ingredients did he buy?” “He bought flour, some chicken, sauce, and oil.”



They finally went to the victim’s room. On her table there was a calculator and a cup with white
powder in it, just like how Sebastian described. On the calculator it said “7718”. Hmm, extremely suspicious. It
might just be a calculation, but Pao quickly took note of that.

“This is not a suicide,” Pao said gently. “This is a murder.”

Everyone was shocked, everything Pao said and wanted to investigate was so random, and now if it was
not a suicide, it... must be a murder! But how? His wife must have seen the white powder before she drank from

the cup, how can someone possibly fall for that?

“The murder weapon is not from the cup. It was just a trick to make you believe that it was a suicide, is
that right, Count Bill?”

Count Bill’s face suddenly paled while everyone else was utterly confused. Did they hear that right? Did

he just accuse the noble as the murderer?

“Count Bill, you tried to fool everyone into thinking that the white powder was poisonous, right? But
the truth is you put poison into the dish your wife was eating, and tried to shift our attention on the cup, while
the powder in the cup is just flour. Hmm?” Pao smirked. The atmosphere changed from confusion to rage. How
could the noble do something like this, killing his own family? For what?

“Y— You have no proof! What do you mean I killed her? Why would I kill my beloved wife?”

“Obviously the most logical thing to do when your wife got a better project than you— envy— you envy

her success, don’t you?”

“Damn it! Damn it! Damn It! I hired you as detectives! You amateurs don’t even have the proof to

prove your nonsense!”

“What does 7718 on the calculator mean, Count Bill? Flip the numbers upside down and when it’s on
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the calculator, it spells out B—I—-L—L, or more accurately, Bill

“Just a bunch of random calculations that happen to look like my name! How can you blame me for
this?”

“I don’t think roasted chicken needs any flour, Count Bill. You bought that and placed it in her cup
after she died so you could fake this as a suicide, is that right?”

His sons were shocked, “Dad, how can you do something like that?” A slight smirk appeared on Bill’s

face as he pulled out a pistol! Pao was the only one who looked calm at the moment.

“All of you shut up about this case or I will pull the trigger!” The sons’ pale skin was even paler after
this, their own dad was threatening them with a gun? What was wrong with him?

“Why is my wife the only one who succeeds? I spent years and years on creating a great invention, and
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now she’s the one who succeeds! It’s not fair'

Everyone turned to Pao, why was he so calm? He didn’t have any expression on his face, and calmly
said, “Judging by your position, you and Chuck hold a gun in a completely different way, and Chuck being a
professional investigator,I deduce you have probably never used a gun before. He slapped the noble’s gun off the
ground in a flash. He picked it up and his eyes gleamed as the noble was shaking in his boots.



“Jealousy always gets the best of us, doesn’t it?”” Bang! The noble was now a corpse lying on the ground.

Of course, this was just one of the many adventures Judge Pao would go through in his new life, and I
assure you he would wipe out every single murderer on Earth!



The Bronze Coin
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“For your crime of petty thievery, by the power vested in me as a judge, I sentence you to a beating
and to pay remittance to the victim. “Judge Pao’s voice, loud and clear, rang out from his seat. The convict
sighed in resignation, and the observers murmured in agreement that the verdict was fair. Thus, the crowd
dissipated, and as the night crept silently over the day, he strolled on the stone paved road back to his house.

The house was eerily silent, with the stench of death hanging in the still air. The crescent moon faint
glow reflected on the courtyard pool, the water glowing almost warmly. Judge Pao crossed the courtyard, and
stared into the pool. As he expected, the reflection in the water twisted into the shape of a wretched bat. With a
sigh, he touched his forehead, and it glowed as bright as the moon above. Mist arose from the pool, and a
wretched, clawed hand erupted from the pool like fire from a blaze, spreading its palm to beckon Judge Pao on.
He steadied himself, then sat in the beast’s claw. With a great roar, the palm closed, morphing into a cage, and
dragged him below the pool.

The crimson walls and fiery pillars of hell greeted him as he descended through the passageway between
King Yama’s realm and the mortal realm, sinners screaming just barely concealed by the seams of this infernal

court.

As the ground rushed towards him, the memories of his first summon to hell floated to the forefront of
his thoughts. His career as a censor had already taken off, being widely known for his judiciousness and
shrewdness.Ow2n that day, to celebrate his one hundredth case, he bought some Baiju to toast with his friend.
Drowning himself in his cups, he had only maintained enough of his wits to know when to retire, and excused
himself, leaving just at the strike of midnight. Tumbling through the dim streets so inebriated that it was either
his judicial work or luck that he had even managed to return home in one piece. With all strength leaving his
bones, he had fallen near the pool, deciding that the soft moist grass beside the pool being a adequate replacement
for the bed. As consciousness faded from his, a rumble jolted him awake, and he had barely stood up when the
hand he would come to know so well stormed out of the water, moonlight bouncing off him to make him seem
ever more threatening. His attempt to flee had been halted before he knew it, and the hand had pulled him
down, paying no heed to his horrified screaming.

It was much easier after many such nightly falls, such a great fall barely perturbing him. He pressed his
crescent mark, and the ground welcomed him softly. The palace of King Yama revealed itself to him, in its

stygian beauty. Its onyx walls contrasting the great golden door which led him to the court of Yama.

The courtyard was filled with endless souls, waiting for their verdict. Those that would be judged as
benevolent would be granted an afterlife of bliss, but woe betide those wretched souls who grievously broken the
laws of the gods. Though pity for them he had aplenty, justice must be done. As he marched solemnly through
the endless queues for judgement, the souls of the dead

The souls, startled by the scent of his life, stared at him, then hastily genuflecting, likely to earn his
favour for eternal blessings. He ignored them, preferring not to give them false hope. He had once sentenced his

uncle for a beating, refusing his plea of familial ties to reduce the penalties.

Inside the courtroom itself, his assistants awaited, as always ever impatient. The court dimmed, and the

din of the restless crowd began.

Glancing at the tally of the souls judged, he realised that he was almost finished. At last, the last person
to pass that day stepped forward. She was wrinkled old woman, with crow’s feet around her eyes and a silver

mane that fell from her mane.



Living up to the name
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I gazed at the mid—day sun, its blinding glow fading into streaks which dissolved into the ever—pristine
sky it was silhouetted upon. The sun’s piercing rays cast beads of sweat on my forehead which trickled down my
body, just like the memories of the city running through my mind. A twinge of sadness formed inside me as I
stared at the sun for what could be the last time.

Shaking myself from my trance, I forced myself to continue on my perilous journey. The inevitable end
was drawing near as I advanced closer and closer to the Great Hall. Moving my feet seemed to take the force of’
shifting mountains, and with every step I took it only got worse, along with the anxiety gnawing away at my

insides.

Each step blended into the other as I slowly made my way towards my fate. Eventually, I reached the

gate [ had long dreaded. Approaching the gloomy structure, I could hear passers gasping in hushed voices,
“Is he really going in there?!”
“"Doomed...”
“Well, there another one goes...”

The dark atmosphere that seemed to surround the gate, its looming and intimidating appearance and its
eerie feeling that it planted onto passers—by, was sure to leave an unforgettable mark. Not that I had time to
forget, anyways. Leaning on the gate was a sentry, who was on the verge of dozing off probably as few ever came

close to it. I lightly tapped him on his shoulder, and he bounced awake.
“You... are here for... that... I suppose?” he asked cautiously.
“That is correct,” I gloomily answered.
“Your number please.”
“308.”

He produced a clipboard and scanned though the pages. Suddenly, he stopped, face darkening, and he
sighed, shaking his head.

“I see this is not a joke... Well then, good luck in the afterlife.”

I was ushered into the Great Hall. The interior was larger than anything I had ever seen, everything
inside neatly polished and seemingly shining. Golden pillars of light appeared to extend as far as the eye could
see, and carved on the door were a pair of shining dragons whose gaze seemed to cut into my soul. Rows and
rows of people lined the side of the Hall, all of them staring and pointing at me while conversing in hushed
voices. The atmosphere seemed to radiate a supernatural golden glow, endlessly blending with the dazzling
background. Golden rays of light shone from the distant ceiling that seemed to focus on — could it be — Judge
Pao?! I had never seen him before, but I had heard enough to know that he was a renowned hero who sought

justice and fought evil.
Maybe I stood a chance?

“Okay, okay, SILENCE! The trial is about to begin!” he bellowed, his voice resonating through the
chamber and instantly silencing those in the court. “We are gathered here for the second assessment of the recent
murder, as I'm sure you all know. The outcome is pretty much set, as per the conclusion we came to last time,

but this time we are accompanied by the suspect, to hear his last words before he gets— *

He did not finish his sentence, instead gesturing to a sturdy man wielding an axe nearby.



“Or, in the unlikely event that he manages to convince us that he is in fact innocent, he shall walk out
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as a free man.

I wanted to rush forward and scream “YES I AM INNOCENTY, but was restrained by two guards
firmly grabbing my hands.

“You will get your say later,” said one of them. “Not like he is going to stand a chance anyways,” the
other said, chuckling. I tried to punch the second guard, but they constrained me with unbelievable strength. My
infuriated face only made them laugh harder.

Judge Pao’s booming voice cut off their laughter.

“For all newcomers, the situation is as follows: On the 9th of January, that is, five days ago, our victim
was brutally murdered. All clues and evidence we have discovered seems to point in the same direction. There
was only one single person seen near the vicinity during that period of time, and we have discovered his

belongings at the site of the crime as well.”
Cries of “Then why have you not executed him yet?!” could be heard from the audience.

“I know, you want to get this over with, in fact, so do I, but we must respect the suspect and the

procedures stated in the law. Anyways, let us see what he has to sa—*

Judge Pao glanced over at my direction, and almost got a heart attack as I landed an uppercut on one of

the guards restraining me.

“Well, this one’s certainly dead,” I could hear him muttering to himself as I was hauled over by four

guards, all the while triumphantly punching the air.

“So, what do you have to say for yourself?” Judge Pao asked, cautiously standing a good distance away

from me.

“Well, first off, I am innocent, and uh, secondly, uhm.... WELL I AM INNOCENT PLEASE DO
NOT KILL ME,” I pleaded.

Judge Pao rolled his eyes.

“WAIT I KNOW! You guy, uh, told me yesterday you found my scissors there right? I, uh, lost them
three days before it happened. I think the person who ACTUALLY did it stole them from me and uh, used
them to look like I did it,” I desperately told him.

“And who might this person be?” Judge Pao asked.

“Not sure, but I think the only person who has a grudge against me is...” I whispered the name in his

ear.

“Gyult huh... Would not be surprised it was him.” Judge Pao put his hand onto his chin and stared
forward thoughtfully. “Hmm, seeing as you do seem innocent from my experience, ahem, albeit violent, I will
investigate this further.” He ordered Gyult be brought over.

Not long after, several guards returned with Gyult in tow. He was confidently smiling, and when he

saw me he could not help but to widen the smile. I caught his gaze, and looked down, silently praying for the



truth to surface. However, Gyult’s smile faltered slightly when he noticed Judge Pao. He quickly regained his
posture, though, and loudly asked,

“Here to ask me for proof? You could not have found a better person!”
A slight smirk formed on Judge Pao’s face as he noticed the cocky smile that Gyult wore.

Licking his lips, Pao answered, “Oh, we are seeking proof, yes. Now let us not waste any more time. I
want you both to answer this question: What weapon did the murderer use?”

Hearing this, I realized Judge Pao’s intent, and could finally relax, a slight smile curling on my lips.

Gyult did not, however, and he could not help but to burst out,
“Scissors! Scissors! His scissors, in fact!” he said, directing a finger at me.

“I think my answer is irrelevant, Judge,” I said, finally lifting my head and returning the smile that Gyult
had on his face.

“That is correct. I know who to execute now,” Judge Pao confidently said, making some eye gestures

towards the guards next to him.

“No need to thank me for my assistance, now if you do not mind, I am going to take my leave as I have
important things to do,” Gyult said as he impatiently walked to the exit.

Only to be lifted up in the air by the same man with an axe from before.
“Well the problem here is, Gyult, you are the one who is going to die here,” said Judge Pao patiently.

“Wha— No— How?” Gyult’s eyes widened and his expression swiftly changed to that of terror as he
took in what Judge Pao said.

“Your answer was all I needed. Even if you somehow saw the scissors, there was no way you could
have identified it as his. Well, unless—* Judge Pao’s smirk grew wider and he continued, “— you are the one who
set up the entire thing.”

Leaving his final screams resonating in the Great Hall behind, I stepped outside. The sun was shining as
it was, causing sweat to fall from my forehead. I relished it this time, however. I had finally seen the light of day,
just like the truth of the murder case, together, in a perfect ending.



The Story of Judge Pao
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It all started in a horrible morning.

When Judge Pao woke up, he could sense that something was entering the sky. He quickly rushed out and shouted,
‘Help! Somebody please help...” A strong light quickly shone on Judge Pao’s face and it quickly teleported to the
aliens’ spaceship. He shouted out, “Who are you and why am I here?” The aliens quickly answered, ‘Our boss needs
your wisdom to take control of the Earth. If we succeed, Elon Musk will put Endgame on stage in real life!” “What’s
Endgame?’ ‘It means slashing the Universe’s population in half. Darn!’

The aliens chopped out a bit of Judge Pao’s backbone. Judge Pao passed out and saw Mr. Beast. He said to Mr.
Beast, ‘Beast, I need your help. The aliens are using my wisdom to control the Earth. They want to cut the
universe’s population in halfl” Mr. Beast answered, That’s not cool. We’re gonna stop them now before it’s too
late.” ‘But now, I've passed out. I'm seeing you in my illusion. We’re not in the reality...” said Pao. Soon, Elon
Musk cut the population in half and Judge Pao died because of excessive bleeding.



New Tales of Judge Pao

St. Margaret's Coeducational English Secondary and Primary School, Chau, Daisy Ying On — 14

“Please help us, Officer Tang. You’re our only hope. This case has been unsolved for so long!” said Abigail while
tugging on his clothing. Echoes of her desperate cries could be heard in the hallway, but only silence endured.
The officer dusted off his jacket and walked off without saying a word.

Disheartened and desperate, Abigail walked back to her worn down house and silently wept, “Why. Why are the
police not doing anything!” The sound of lightning pierced through the walls of her building, while she
pondered about people who could help her. She screams loudly, “This horrendous car crash has been unsolved
for 15 years, yet the police force who claims to bring justice wouldn’t even do anything! How I wish the legend,
Pao Zheng, was still alive. Pao never failed to bring justice to the weak and was never susceptible to bribery. He
really was a benevolent and honest person, he’s the only person that is able and willing to help me!”

Abigail sobbed uncontrollably until a beam of light illuminated through her windows. The bright light was so
blinding that Abigail couldn’t even pry her eyes open. Suddenly, Abigail felt a tap on her shoulder. Thinking she
was just hallucinating, she ignored it. She felt something moving behind her, so she decided to turn around. A
gasp can be heard as the distinctive face of Pao stood before her with a wholesome smile. “Is that you? Am I
dreaming?” Abigail says while trembling. Pao smiled and said, “No, you’re not. I am really here to bring justice
and closure to you.” Abigail was speechless, she couldn’t believe that one of the most respected and honourable
historical figures was standing in front of her. “I've seen how corrupted this world has become. Government
officials are like clay, they’re so easily manipulated. Your cries and pleas have been ignored for so many years, it
must've been very difficult for you. In order for me to help you, I would like you to tell me what happened on
that unfortunate day,” Pao said.

Abigail sat on the couch as she recounted what happened on that tragic day. She said while holding back her
tears, “Fifteen years ago, on a stormy night, my husband, William, was driving back home from work. Earlier, he
had called me excitedly to tell me how his hard work had finally paid off as he was going to be promoted the
following month. We had always lived in poverty, and life was very difficult for us. His promotion was great
news and I thought this would be the beginning of a new phase in our lives. I waited at home for William to
arrive, but hours passed and I grew frantic with worry. At 3:00 am, I received an urgent call from the hospital
telling me that my husband was in critical condition and might not make it out alive. I rushed to the hospital
with tears streaming down my face. I sat next to the hospital bed, hoping that William would be alright. As I sat
next to him, memories of our past rushed through my mind. Then, a long and ear—piercing bleep sounded from
the heartbeat monitor. I frantically screamed for the doctors to save him, but no one could. That was when my
happiness ended, my one true love, gone. I asked the police what had happened during the incident, but they
wouldn’t tell me anything! Please, Judge Pao, I beg you, there must be something you can do to give me some

answers!”’

Judge Pao nodded and touched his crescent moon shaped birthmark. Legend says that when Pao touches his
birthmark, he can see exactly what happened in a case and bring justice to the victim. He saw the exact moment
when a big, expensive black car ran a red light and smashed into William's car. It turned out that the driver of the
other car was a millionaire called Xavier Yeung. The truth behind this tragic affair is that Xavier was drunk when
he crashed his car onto William’s. The reason why the police didn’t do anything is because Xavier bribed the
head of the police department, Officer Tang and told his officers to stop all investigations in return for a large
sum of money.

When Abigail heard what had happened to her husband on that night, she was angry about the police
department and was shocked that they would do such a thing. “How can we possibly find evidence to prove that
Officer Tang had received bribes from Xavier?” asked Abigail. “I have a plan,” Pao said with a smirk. “Most
people don’t know this, but my birthmark has a lot of special abilities. When I rub it in a circular motion, I can
manipulate people’s dreams. Tonight, I will try to scare Xavier into confessing his wrongdoings. If my plan
works out, he should go to the police station and report all his past misconduct,” Pao said.



At night, Pao touched his crescent shaped birthmark and manipulated Xavier's dream. Pao turned into a ghost—
like figure and whispered into his ears “I know what you did 15 years ago. You bribed the chief police ofticer
and told him to stop all investigations on the car crash that killed William Wong. Have you ever thought about
the victim’s family? Abigail, his wife, lives her life with unanswered questions about the death of her beloved.
Are you not disgusted by your own actions? I'm sure you live with guilt every day because each night you have
difficulty falling asleep. This is your chance to confess and finally sleep in peace and undisturbed by guilt.”

Xavier woke up with a cold sweat, sobbing, “T didn’t mean it, I swear! I just didn’t want to be put in jail and
slander my reputation! Please, what have I done?” He sat and reflected on the last 15 years. While he has been
living every day as if nothing had happened, the victim’s family has been chasing for answers. He thought about
whether he should confess everything to the police or just leave it be and live with guilt forever. By confessing,
he would feel more relieved, and it would finally bring closure to Abigail’s family. However, if he doesn’t, he
could just go on with his life and live with iniquity forever.

He decided to go on a night walk to help clear his mind. As he walked by the familiar roads of Hong Kong, he
saw a lovely family holding hands while chatting about their day. He stared at them for a second and thought to
himself, “I destroyed a perfect family and made Abigail search and beg for answers that she would never find.
How awful am I?” Since he had a guilty conscience, he slowly walked towards the police station while he said
goodbye to his own freedom.

After Xavier confessed to all his crimes, both he and Officer Tang were sentenced to jail. Officer Tang was
infuriated with Xavier and screamed across the courtroom, “How dare you! We made a deal!” Xavier didn’t say
a single word and looked down as he was taken away by the court security. Abigail’s face lit up as she saw the
people who wronged her disappear into the shadows.

Finally, justice has been served and her questions have been answered. She gratefully said, “Judge Pao! Oh, the
almighty Judge! You have once again helped us, the underprivileged, with your talents. How can I ever thank
you enough?” “Don’t worry Abigail, I did what I was supposed to do. I'm glad I finally brought justice to you, I
hope that you can live your life to the fullest now,” Pao said with a smile on his face.

Once again, Pao Zheng — the prefect of Kaifeng, Justice Pao — has solved the unsolvable.



The Unknown Murderer
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Once upon a time, there was a wise man called Judge Pao. He helped many innocent people and solved many

cases. Many Chinese believe that he is the Yama of Department of Hell.

On a rainy and stormy day, a poor Indian spirit popped up in front of Judge Pao while he was taking a bath. He
freaked out and asked the spirit, “‘Who are you?” The spirit said that he was from India but his family had
migrated from India to China because of war. They migrated to a broke village and got bullied by other villagers

because of their skin colour and language.

Judge Pao asked him, ‘How did you die?” He replied, ‘I had been bullied by the villagers for years, and one day
they came in front of my house and threw rocks towards me. The rocks broke the window and hit me. I wasn’t
hurt until a guy rushed in and stabbed me with a sharp knife. I lost count on the number of times he had stabbed
me. I didn’t see his face as it was covered by a mask.

Judge Pao decided to go to the village and judge the case by himself. He poured oil around the village and
threatened the villagers that if they didn’t hand over the murderer of the Indian case, he would burn the village
immediately. The villagers were startled and pushed the murderer out. Of course, it was just an extreme way
Judge Pao hired to find the murderer out. He wouldn’t burn the village nor the murderer. He sent the murderer

to life sentence at the end. The Indian finally died with relief and peace.



Christmas Tales of Judge Pao
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There are many tales of the famous judge, Justice Pao. But one I bet you’ve never heard of is this one.

“Judge Pao, a crusading figure with a passion to fight crime and clean up the land, lives a double life, dispensing
justice as a human during the day and working as the immortal Yama, a supernatural judge sorting out affairs in
the afterlife of a Department of Hell known as “the Infernal Bureaucracy”, when the night comes.” There was a
hum of interest, and the sound of some papers rustling. The brown—haired man Chris clicked his tongue. “Pao,”
he paused and looked up from the papers he had been reading from. “They're onto you.”

I let out a sigh. “Don’t be ridiculous, Chris. It’s a silly tale. There’s one in every culture,” I reply, without
looking up from the pile of paperwork. “Their story is far from the truth.” Though, they were right about the
immortal part. Although we can die in real life, we continue to live on here, working for eternity.

I can’t remember exactly when I first got here, only that one night, after a day just like any other day, I went to
bed and woke up with many foreign faces watching me. Their features looked odd to say the least, and they all
spoke different languages. They explained that this was a gift to some people, and that it will be a job for the rest
of our lives. Don't ask me how we understood each other, because none of us knows. It's the power of
Christmas, they'd say. It was definitely a lot to take in at first, but I got used to it over time and have been
working here during the night ever since.

“Don’t you guys think we should be focusing on our work, rather than discussing weird conspiracy theories,”
Beatris, who, unfortunately, is also immortal, nagged at us.

“I have so much work left, it’s killing me,” a voice in the background interrupted. I couldn't recognize who it
was from. There's way too many of us for me to be able to keep track.

“Maybe if you started earlier, you wouldn’t be struggling right now.” Even without looking, I could see Beatris
rolling her eyes saying that.

“Exactly, there’s better things to do than spending your time looking at pictures of men with receding hairlines.”
Chris always likes to add backhanded comments.

“Shut up, you were the one who made me insecure in the first place,” the unknown voice replied. The silence
now made the background noise even more evident. Sounds of machines whirring and clicking, cutting and
folding of papers, and occasional crashes which I learnt, if not paired with screaming, were totally normal.

Some of you may be curious about what my job is. Well, I make lists. I sort out the priorities and make lists for
everything. Errands, materials, delivery dates, everything. It sounds way easier than being a judge, but I can assure
you it’s not. I don't mean to brag, but these lists are basically the glue that is fighting to hold the whole
production together, and that's not even the hardest part of my job.

The hardest part of my job is judging the naughty and nice lists. Why? It's the process of judging every little soul
in the world who still has faith in a man weighing 120 kg that flies around the world with reindeers (who, by the
way, does not exist) as to whether they’re good or bad, then writing all their names down, is a physically and
mentally painful process.

Some cases are simple and straightforward. For example, screeching with a volume that can rupture the eardrums
of anyone in a 10 metre radius at a mall is in the category of naughty. Putting a pullback toy car while it’s
moving on your sister's head, effectively pulling out a chunk of her hair is in the category of naughty. Submitting
your homework on time and not being late is in the category of nice. But what do you do when you come
across a kid who is neither good nor bad. For instance, the kid that cursed at people but also ate their mom’s
terrible cooking without throwing up. What about the kid who threw a frisbee at their friend's head, but helped
in beach cleaning volunteering works.



Nice or naughty. In my whole life of being a judge, this is the question that has haunted me every day.

After having gone through hours of painful deliberation, I find my vision going darker and my hearing starts to
fade. I wake up in my usual bed in my sleeping robes feeling, and possibly looking, like I had been through hell
and back, which made me come to a realisation of why the people would say I work in the department of hell
during the night. However, now that I think about it, it does seem to be an accurate description. I sigh and bury
my face in my hands. I don’t even celebrate Christmas.



The Quest of the Kingpin
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Seated on an armchair in his office, he looked through countless sheets of documents related to a drug trafficking
mob, reading them closely word for word. He knew that all those cases had been misjudged. Innocent people
had been imprisoned, perpetrators let loose. The magistrates handling those cases were all connected to one,
single official.

He was glad that he had come to Hong Kong to fix everything once and for all.

Not long after he passed away, he became the impartial spirit of Hell. He looked through a crystal ball where his
grandchildren lived and saw a divisive society, the local courts failing and corrupted. Drug trafficking was
prominent and the police could do nothing to stop the drug rings from expanding. “Something just felt
inequitable,” he thought. He knew that the city, where his grandchildren lived, was on the brink of destruction.
He rose from Hell and trekked through jungles and mountains to present—day Hong Kong to see what he could
do to help, while there was hope that he could salvage the legal system from the verge of death, and perhaps the
people of Hong Kong could live a better life.

The sitting judges of the Supreme Court were heading towards the atrium for a meeting. They were dressed in
long black gowns, all of them except for one.

The man alone in the crowd was dressed in a Daopao, and he meant business. He was subpoenaed by the
president to sit for the Supreme Court. He was the legendary Judge Pao.

The judges knew that Ae was the man who could think of solutions to end the corrupt regime. Recalling what
he had seen in his office previously, a plausible answer to the crisis instantly popped into his head — that one
official who handled the judiciary’s assets was the person to blame. That official gave magistrates of the tribunals
money in exchange for releasing many drug trafficking criminals and villainous gangsters.

Back in the day, Pao was a magistrate. He was famed for fighting corruption and punishing dishonest government
officials. He felt a strange sense of déja vu since he had dealt with several similar incidents in the past. He knew
what to do to bring the culprits to justice, so he went back to his office once again to gather evidence and found
where the magistrates worked. The problem was how he could hunt for ¢har official.

Pao went to the Central District Court. The magistrates knew he was coming for them, so they attempted to
escape by flocking to the basement. But what they didn’t know was Pao had been trailing them while the
magistrates were running for their lives and had studied the layout of the building before coming to prosecute
them. Soon, Pao found them and showed them the evidence.

“You guys are under arrest! How dare you go against the oath of justice,” said Pao.

The magistrates couldn’t help but confess to their crimes as they knew they wouldn't get out of this mess. “Well I
guess this is the first step of finding that felonious official,” Pao applauded himself. “I’'m lucky that I'm still quite
fit!”

Pao recalled how he questioned criminals back then when he was an investigating censor and encouraged them
to confess their crimes. Even before the Reid Method was developed, which is an effective technique to extract
information from suspects, had been developed in the 1950s, he already knew how to intimidate culprits, telling
them that there had been enough evidence to prove them guilty and threatening them that not confessing to
their crimes may result in a heavier sentence.

Without further ado, he escorted the magistrates into a room and applied his idiosyncratic approach to
interrogate them. He questioned each of them and they all pushed the blame on a single government official but
failed to disclose his whereabouts. That villainous person was Zhao, a clerk in the judiciary. Pao knew that his
greatest enemy, the mastermind behind the plot, wouldn’t be easy to defeat.



After a little more digging, Pao found that the culprit had always been working in the Central District Court
building, but he couldn’t find Zhao anywhere during last time’s sweep. Pao looked up the CCTV and figured
out that he worked in an enclosed office located near the basement. To catch the culprit, he secretly disguised
himself as a clerk in that office and saw what he could find. To his surprise, Zhao wasn’t even alert at any time
and Pao ordered the police to prosecute him the day after.

And that was it! Zhao was imprisoned and the case was solved. It wasn’t as complex as Pao had thought.
He thought that his work ended there.

Up till now.

The gang expanded their network of members. Even after they knew that Zhao was brought behind bars, they
continued to stage massive demonstrations and disruptions despite being under scrutiny by the authorities and
suppression from the police. Pao realised that the actual/ mastermind who organised these illicit activities and
behind this massive plot had not been arrested. He was on a quest once again to find the real perpetrator. He
needed to make it fas¢, as the city couldn’t afford to continue deteriorating.

The panel of Supreme Court Judges once again held a meeting to discuss how they could end the crisis. He sat
and listened, and just thought about all the possible suspects who were behind all of this mess. He noticed that
one of the judges was acting particularly odd. She seemed to be discreetly speaking over the phone with a
headset. She didn’t care about the Chief Justice’s speech and kept banging on her laptop’s keyboard. Her face
looked exasperated and in grief.

Pao knew it was her. She was a newly elected judge and she must’ve infiltrated into the courts to overturn fair
rulings.

But this was merely a feeling. Pao needed concrete evidence to prove his theory. He learnt fast back in school
and he recalled what he had learned over the course of several months in the modern world. The ultimate skill
— hacking.

He hacked into the judge’s computer and saw what he had suspected he would find. There were innumerable
documents relating to the cases in which district courts had overturned rulings and drug trafficking schemes.
Now there was enough evidence to prove her guilty.

Pao immediately reported his findings to the Chief Justice and notified the police. The force found where the
gang was located and soon enough, they arrested the mastermind of the plot.

“I shall continue to expand the network of my gang! Judge Pao shall never stop me!”

Despite her words, the gang had ceased its operations and the drug traffickers were brought to justice. Judge Pao
was relieved that everything in the city slowly returned to normal and shone magnificently as the IFC it had
always been.

He had finally finished his mission to remove the corrupt regime and arrest the perpetrators. The courts were
upholding justice once again, but there was still one particularly peculiar case — something that he still couldn’t
figure out — he decided to leave to the Hong Kong courts to resolve. He travelled to the nearest entry point of
the Yangtze River and let his body slowly drift back to his grave, while his soul sank back into Hell, ready to be
summoned for his next assignment to deliver justice.



New Tales of Judge Pao
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Much of the moon's beauty lies in the way it remains deeply mysterious while shining a light on that which
surrounds us, serving as a guiding light in the darkness while leaving the potential for growth and whatever else
we might do with it in our hands. With a simple yet elegant look, Judge Pao stands as a passionate crusader. As
the moon crescent forms on his forehead, it curves into the symbol of brightness and purity, echoing the Chinese
idiom ‘the bright moon hung high in the sky’. This distinct feature characterises his righteousness and
uprightness. He is the moonlight. He shines where there is darkness. Whether in reality or in literature, the
moon on his forehead always stays a slender crescent and shows great status on justice.

Time and time again, Judge Pao proved himself to be intelligent and worthy of the honour regarded towards his
cultural symbol of justice. The renowned trial, “Trial of the Rock" exemplified this clearly. The case began with
Pao confronting a sad boy who was robbed during his nap. Unconventionally, Pao decided to interrogate the
rock the boy napped on and, turns out, the interrogation was only a trick to divert everyone’s attention. Then,
Pao ordered everyone to drop a coin in a basin of water as a result of their rudeness in response to his
interrogation and the thief was identified since he dropped an oily coin into the basin, suggesting that it was
stolen from the boy who sold oily food. Pao’s intelligence impressed the public and earned him the respect and
appreciation of his people.

His good—natured and sympathetic character shaped him into the legend he is today and his legacy will ablaze for
as long as we know. He was impartial and fearless, standing up for the weak and powerless while making sure
that justice was served. He lived us to his name of being honest and impartial, using his power and influence
virtuously and displaying high moral standards.

He is the white diamond gloom on the dark side of their dynasty and a pathway that leads up to the stars. His
dear guards close to his heart form the five stars, Zhan Zhao, Wang Chao, Zhang Long, Zhou Hu. With a
profession in fighting crime and batting misdeeds, his beloved ones give him hope and affection and show him
the warmth side of the world. Always staying faithfully by his side, they displayed their loyalty and integrity, as
well as flaunting their ever present tacitness and friendship. They cooperate well on their occupations and have
solved countless cases together. He was also a bright son, refusing and postponing his career to take care of his
parents and staying by their side until their passing, he also followed all the traditional mourning rituals before
leaving to pursue his career a decade later.

So, Judge Pao’s legend taught us to live righteously and unapologetically so as to not be burdened with sorrow
and regret. Let us all be the moon to and for ourselves and gleam brightly for those who care for us and those we
cherish. For the rest, can be left for future historians to figure and wonder.

And so, should we, for what romantic tales does the crescent hide behind the righteousness of the moon? The
moon has long been associated with love and union. What if, when night falls, instead of transforming into an
immortal judge for the afterlife, he too, the greatest judge of Chinese history, falls deep in humanity’s biggest
lure?

On a very typical day of Pao’s job, he interrogated suspects as usual. However, he was feeling troubled as this case
involved many people, most of whom were highly influential. He knew he had to do something quickly but to
his disappointment his interviews were not providing him any helpful leads. Tired and disappointed, he buried
himself in heavy court files. It wasn’t long after when he heard a knock on the door followed by Zhan’s
announcement that a young single mother had arrived to help with the investigation. Pao ordered impatiently
that Zhan proceed with the procedures and leave him alone, but Zhan insisted that Pao interview the women.
Pao tidied himself and proceeded to welcome a familiar face. Pao greeted her and she introduced herself as L1
Hua, the ex—wife of the main suspect. After a long afternoon of intense discussions, they agreed to put the
heavy—duty tasks down and take a break. During their afternoon tea, their chats ranged from astronomy to music
to cooking to family, above and beyond the moon. Pao enjoyed listening to the experiences Hua had and Hua
adored listening to Pao’s cases. They were both surprised to learn of all their shared interests and were impressed
by each other’s knowledge.



They both tacitly agreed that Hua’s ex—husband was the culprit behind the whole bribery and with Pao’s
intelligence and Hua’s connections, they swiftly arranged a trap. Soon enough, Hua’s ex—husband was lured into
the courthouse, thinking he was there to report his stolen gold. However, back at his house, Hua fooled the
guards and sneaked in to steal the unedited versions of the corrupted documents. They were one step away from
success. Pao, on the other hand, was stalling for time with Hua’s ex—husband. But to their surprise, their plan
was exposed by Hua’s brother—in—law, who was rushing to Hua’s ex—husband house. Judge Pao was displeased
by Hua’s ex—husband’s calmness. He had just ordered that he was to be put into a cell, he shouldn’t have been
this calm, Pao thought to himself. Aggravated, he started interrogating him. Pao’s professional skills and his
recklessness showed great differences and Pao soon realised their plan was unveiled and that Hua was out under
danger. Pao rushed through to the scene subconsciously, with his guards following. When they arrived, the scene
of Hua being held by a knife revealed before Pao’s eyes. Pao was desperate, but he managed to put together a
plan. He took a candle and threw it across the room, causing the light to go out. In darkness, his guards fled to
arrest the armed person and Pao rushed to Hua’s side. As the light flickered on, all the suspects were arrested
while Hua was left unharmed. Pao wrapped Hua in his arms before making sure she was uninjured. The
ambiance shifted dramatically as Hua remained wrapped in Pao’s warm embrace.

They had finally collected enough evidence against the Wang’s and proceeded to court filings. Hua couldn’t help
but to feel proud of Pao. Closing the case, Pao let out a long breath, and remembered all the memories he
created with Hua. He cherished her and decided to thank her efforts with action.

Pao helped her into a small boat on the side of the river. They shared wine and grapes under the glistening
moonlight as the boat softly rocked them along the waters. Intoxicated by intimacy, they lit lily lanterns, laying a
bed of fiery passion on the riverbank. The idyllic scene of a bright crescent moon bouncing light on the light
crescent on Pao’s forehead will forever be carved into their hearts.



New Tales of Judge Pao

St. Margaret's Coeducational English Secondary and Primary School, Lam, Tze Ngo Jane — 14

The full moon in the dark sky appeared more brightly, the light of the moon shining through the window on the
man’s face. The man was lying on his oversized bed, sleeping deeply. Suddenly, a black shadow blocked the soft
light, the light shone on the knife that holds onto the shadow's hand, and the knife was glaring. The shadow
walked slowly to the man’s bed, standing beside it, and plunged the knife into the man’s heart without any
hesitation. The blood started to expand on his clothes, making a beautiful pattern. The shadow took out its long
finger and slowly put it underneath his nose, checking if he was dead. The shadow smiled creepily, bent near the
man’s ear, and whispered “You deserved it.” Then the shadow left the room without looking back.

‘Tudge Pao! Judge Pao!” the man that worked in the yamen, calling anxiously, ran to Judge Pao’s room. Judge
Pao was sitting on his chair, drinking his tea leisurely, talking slowly to the worker, “What happened that made
you run like a mess to me.” The worker answered worriedly, ‘Family Tong’s one and only son had died!” Family
Tong was one of the richest families in the Song Dynasty, and that’s why the worker was so anxious. Judge Pao
stood up and said ‘Calm down little boy, take me to the crime scene.’

The worker brought Judge Pao in front of Tong’s mansion. The worker knocked on the door, and then an old
man came out and looked at Judge Pao surprisingly. Judge Pao said ‘I am Judge Pao, to help Master Tong solve
the case.” The old man understood his words, and then took him and his worker to the crime scene. They
arrived at the son’s room. Master Tong was comforting his wife they both seem sad, and then master Tong
looked at Judge Pao his eyes were like telling Judge Pao to find the truth about his son. Judge Pao nodded and
walked to his son’s bed, checking his cause of death. Judge Pao put on his gloves, checked anything on his
clothes, and then he opened his mouth, smelling any chemicals in his mouth or he had drunk. After he had
checked the cause of death, he took off his gloves and carefully observe the surrounding of the room. ‘Although
your son’s valuables are gone, but the windows have closed no trace of being broken in this room. Also, he died
on his bed the murder killed him when he was sleeping at night, and the incident must be at night. So, the
murder must be inside these three suspects.” He said to master Tong. ‘The murder weapon is a knife in the
kitchen, so the female chef is one of the suspects.” ‘Second, the murder must grasp the victim’s daily itinerary. So,
this old man that brought us to the crime scene must be the housekeeper, this strong man that stood beside
master Tong, telling him the current situation must be the bodyguard of Tong’s son. They are the suspects that
murdered Mr Tong’s son.” Judge Pao explained an inference clearly. “The murder must be between you three!’
He pointed at them.

Judge Pao told them to sit down and introduced themselves and explained their timeline yesterday. The
housekeeper was called Li Yun, sixty—four years old. He said ‘After master’s family had eaten their dinner at
eight, then I went back to my room and ate dinner at eight—fifteen. After I finished my dinner at half past nine, I
put the dishes and bowls I used in the kitchen sink. At ten, I went back to my room and bath and slept at half
past ten.” The female chef was called Ru Xin, twenty—five years old. She said ‘After cooking dinner at six—forty,
I deliver the dishes at seven to the Tong family. I cleaned up the table and bowls, then brought the bowls and
dishes to the kitchen for washing at nine. At ten, I started to wash uncle Li’s bowls and dishes and finished at
ten—fifteen. At half—past ten, after working I went bath and slept.” The bodyguard of Tong’s son is called Liang
Yun, thirty—three years old. He said ‘After eating dinner with Tong’s family at eight, I accompany him back to
his room at eight—fifteen. Then I went back to my room, bath at half past eight, slept at nine—fifteen.” Judge Pao
after hearing their timeline, walked to their rooms and investigate, asking other workers in the mansion about
their relationship with Tong’s son.

After investigating, their reasons for murdering Tong’s son surfaced. Li Yun’ reason was Tong’s son wanted to
find another housekeeper to replace his position. He would lose his job and didn’t have the source of funds for
supporting his terminally ill wife. Ru Xin’s reason was Tong’s son complained the food she cooked tasted bad,
and threw the food at her, being a chef, the food she cooked was the most important thing, and they would not
accept such that insult. Liang Yun’s reason was Tong’s son needed Liang Yun to serve him and always vent his
unhappiness to him. He was only his bodyguard, not his outlet.



Judge Pao organized the things he observed and the information he heard. He smiles confidently, and said ‘I
know who is the murder that kill master Tong’s son!” Everyone looked at Judge Pao he said ‘A person that has a
strong killing intent, knows about his eating habits. That’s you chef, Ru Xin!” Ru Xin respond to him with a
provocative smile and said ‘Do you have any evidence?” Judge replied “You first put Rhodiola in his tea to let
him sleep. Rhodiola was a flower that could let people sleep deeply. If you put the right portion in his tea, it
could make him sleep deeply after 2 hours. Tong’s son had a habit, he would drink one cup of tea before eating.
He drank the tea at seven after two hours at nine, he would sleep deeply. Then when you finished putting the
bowls in the kitchen, you could go to his room and kill him. I checked the dining room was beside the kitchen
you should not go for one hour. You used this time to kill Tong’s son, am I right?” Ru Xin showed a flustered
look, then she calmed down immediately, said * Where is your evidence then ?” Judge Pao kept on explaining,

‘ When you were killing the victim you don’t want your clothes covered in blood. So you use a basket and insert
the knife in the bottom of the basket. When you kill him you just plunged the knife into his heart but did not
make his blood everywhere. The evidence is the basket that held the chicken. You thought that the chicken’s
blood would cover the victim’s blood, but look at the victim's clothes, there’s a circle drawn by blood dots which
surrounded the lethal position, which perfectly matches the basket edge. This is the evidence you wanted.” Ru
Xin knelt in despair, crying bitterly her eyes full of hatred and disgust, and said * He didn’t only insult my dishes,
but also my mother’s I” Everyone looked surprised, but not Judge Pao he said * He complained about your
mother’s cooking skills and dishes to let master Tong change to another chef. Your mother lost her job and
broke her economic source. She had no money to support her family, and then she suicides. I found the photo of
your mother with master Tong’s family in your room. You drew a big cross on Tong’s son's face. I also found a
journal that your mother had written, the days in Tong’s family were harsh for your mother. But did you see the
last page of this dairy, ‘ I hope my daughter will become a fabulous chef in the future!” Ru Xian stood up and
said thank you to Judge Pao with her tears. Judge Pao again solved another crime and returned the truth to the
victim.



The Morning

St. Margaret's Coeducational English Secondary and Primary School, Law, Yu Ching Megrez — 12

Pounding in my ears, I wake to the beating of my own heart. The crescent moon is still up at this hour but dawn
is sneaking in. The entire capital of Kaifeng should still be asleep, a momentous day lies ahead.

My veins are boiling to right the wrong. I feel rage against crime and a passion for justice. I uphold my position
as County Magistrate for our nation. It is my honour to serve and strive for a fair society. Every citizen is equal in
front of the law, and yet, my flesh is also boiling with remorse. To do the right thing on this day would be
hurting those closest to me.

The pounding of my pulse escalates. Caught in this agony, it was a sleepless night. The crescent moon shines
through the walls. I brush my trembling fingers against the birthmark on my forehead, it bears a similar outline

and my faith in righteousness.

As Judge Pao, it is my responsibility to do what is just. As son Zheng, it is my duty to be loyal to the family and
to reciprocate their love. Father and mother could afford to send me to school, but it was not without hardship.
Wu, my sister—in—law devoted so much of herself to care for me as if I was her own child. Memories from those

days in Hefei are still vivid.

I must appear calm and collected at the hearing soon shortly after dawn. The verdict of the case will be read out
today. I go through all relevant papers for one final time. It is my duty to listen, investigate, interrogate, judge
and sentence accordingly. I must be impartial, even when it means looking into the eyes of my family and

reading out the dire consequences of breaking the law.

This is tough for me. I clench my fists, I bear the heartache. I recite Confucius's teachings of filial piety. I have
my greatest respect for Wu who is like a mother to me. It will be hurtful for her to witness the sentencing of her
only son, my nephew, Mian. To prosecute him is a betrayal of our ties, but his actions must be punished.

Mian put self—interest above moral values. The evidence is clear. He used his official title to offer favours in
return for generous amounts of money. Such bribery is a very serious offence. As the authority of justice for our
people of the Song dynasty, I must carry out my job without bias. Members of the imperial family, government
officials and the privileged are subject to the same judgement as the poor, the illiterates and the commoners.

In the black robe of golden embroidery that speaks my rank, Mian’s sentence will be read out. Before the staft’
and audience are about to arrive, I walk into the silent courtroom. There lay my three knives. Emperor Renzong
has entrusted me with them. The dog’s head guillotine, the tiger’s head guillotine and the dragon’s head
guillotine rest on each of their sturdy stands. It is one of those blades that will be used during the prosecution

today.

Decisions to use guillotines are never taken lightly. Corruption is a serious crime, so convicted criminals must be
punished. Mian must be punished for his wrongdoing. I shall not fail as County Magistrate for our people, but I
have failed as his uncle. My heart is broken. Was I absent when he was still young and in need of guidance? Had
I kept myself unavailable for him when he had doubts? Did I not sense trouble in his path and gave warnings?

Greed is within human nature, and so is honesty. Mian has put himself through the same learnings as I did to
become a Jinxi. It is not an easy path to study and thoroughly understand the vast literature and wisdom that
came before us. After all those years of study and achievements, why has he deviated onto a dishonest path?

Should I have set a stronger and better example for him? Could this outcome have been avoided?

Early sunrise gradually reaches the entrance, the still courtroom feels ready for our day. The cold stone of porch
and pillars, painted wood furniture, and the polished bronze armament are familiar sights. The agony and despair

in me are not.



I return to my office behind and put on the black futou gauze hat. With it worn on my head, I shall speak and
serve as a civil official for a fair society. That is clear to me. There is no dilemma because I am the judge and I
represent justice. It is the early 11th century, our empire is strong, and I am part of its well—developed judiciary

system.

The pounding of drums grows louder and louder now. Our court recorders, jury, guards, the victims, the
criminal, their families, and members of the public fill the space, I can hear. The solemn pounding grows, and
that is a signal for all to bow for my entrance. I tidy my thoughts and my attire and put emotions aside. Courage

guides my footsteps into the courtroom once again.



A New Tale of Judge Pao

St. Margaret's Coeducational English Secondary and Primary School, Lee, Sum Yau Sharon — 13

One day I daydreamed about him and the story began.

Judge Pao said, “Wow, what happened? Where am I?” I replied, “Oh wow, are you Judge Pao? Nice to meet you.
It’s now 2022!” He exclaimed, “2022! I went to 2022! Everything here is so modern and beautiful!”

Then I brought him to another place and we saw a poor man sitting on a cardboard with very little clothes. Judge
Pao said, “Umm...can you help this poor person, Amy? I feel he is a bit sad and poor!” I said, “Ok, I'll give him
$1001” Judge Pao whispered, “Wow, I never thought that people would have that much money to give out!”

After that, I took him around and he was so excited and surprised all the time. When I was dreaming happily,
suddenly my mom said, “Hey Amy, don’t daydream. You still have so much homework to do!” I replied, “Yeah,

122

yeah, yeah, of course, I know

Then I started to think, “It will be very interesting to meet Judge Pao although I don’t really know if he really
exists! But I think if he really exists, he will help us people more.”



Another chance?

St. Margaret's Coeducational English Secondary and Primary School, Leung, Kiu Fung — 14

On a rainy winter evening, under the streetlights, young men in raincoats and hats hurry home through the
howling wind, grumbling under their breath while old folks cower under umbrellas on their way to their cosy
homes where their families and dogs and flat—screen TVs await them.

“I'm going back now. Don’t find me anymore,” the man said.

“I can’t promise you that. Maybe the world needs you again,” his partner replied.

The bid his partner goodbye and left in his car.

Back to his house he returned. He looked around for a place to sleep, but it was impossible, not with the
mountains of paperwork scattered all around his shack. Instead, he had chosen to leave his house once again to

evade work.

Off he went to the bar. He sat down and asked for a Gin Fizz. The bartender hurriedly made him the drink
because he could tell that the man in front of him was in a bad mood.

He chugged his drink in one go, wanting to drown all his worries, when suddenly his phone rang. He groaned,
annoyed and helpless, but still picked up the phone.

“Pao!” The voice on the other side of the call barked.
“Not again...I'll be there asap,”
The drink was left unfinished when he left, along with the money for the drink sitting on the table.

Pao didn't waste time taking public transportation, he opted to sprint there. When he arrived, he was wet, soaked
wet. He stopped to catch his breath when a car hit him.

BANG

Pao’s eyes saw stars, no, a galaxy.

“Oh my god! Where did he go?”

“I don’t know!”

That was all he could hear, then everything faded to black.

“Pao, the best judge, the best man on the court, the hero of the dynasty, welcome back.”
He was woken up by a mysterious voice.

“Who?” Pao questioned, but no one responded.

He looked around, trying to find the robotic voice to no avail. Strangely, everything seemed familiar to him.
From the bed, the desk, the chair, the smell, to the atmosphere in this room.

Was this a prank?



He was startled by the noises outside the room he was in. Frankly, nothing could prepare him for what he was
about to see. Everyone was wearing either Sheni or Chang Pao. He himself was wearing the court costume of
the era, a Chaofu. He looked at the calendar, and his eyes widened when he realised that today was the first day
he had gone to court.

He had time travelled? His mouth was left hanging open, but he calmed himself down right after. No wonder he
had a sense of deja vu. If today was the first day, then it must be the ‘Ubon case’. He sighed internally. This is not
a great start.

“Judge Pao, it's almost your turn,”

This must be a gift from God. I will change my life, and my destiny.

The gavel hit the wooden sound block. Court began.

“Without further ado, tell me what happened,” Pao asked.

“Greetings Judge Pao. My name is Zhang Bie Gu. I am a citizen who sells torches for living. Today I went to the
Zhao family who fired the kiln pot to ask for the firewood money owed four years ago. The gatehouse was
changed and it seems like they have become rich, and they do not have any more kilns, so they returned the
money,”

This is going the same as before. Perfect.

“Before I returned back home, I saw there were pots left over from the previous kiln in the yard, so I selected a
dark black basin and brought it home,”

Others were very confused about what he was saying, thinking that he was only wasting Pao’s time, so the guards
were told to escort and punish him for wasting Pao’s time. Pao quickly stopped them and let Zhang finish his
speech.

“But not long after, the kiln started to speak. It claims that he’s an unjust soul, and was originally a silk merchant
who stayed at Zhao’s house at night. Unfortunately, Zhao’s family was aiming for his wealth, and so killed him
for his money. Zhao and his wife were afraid of being discovered, so they incinerated the merchant’s flesh and
blood and burned them into a black basin.”

This is exactly what happened in the past. Thank God.

“He told me all this in hopes that I can redress his grievances on his behalf, so that his soul could go to
reincarnation with peace of mind.”

“Understood. Give me the kiln,” Pao requested.

People around the venue were all very confused as to the reason why Pao was asking for the kiln. People started
to speak in low voices. Some even started to question and doubt the ability of Judge Pao, whether he was capable
of handling this case. Pal ignored them, speaking in an unwavering voice.

“Soul, do you hear me?” Pao asked

“This man has gone crazy,” others were shocked. “What is he doing?”

The voices of doubt started to increase. Those who worked for Pao were baffled. What was our boss doing?

“How can you speak to me?” the kiln said.



It actually spoke. Everyone was stunned into silence. No one in the room could believe it, and yet they had to,
because they all heard it, not just Pao.

“I will explain that later. Now, tell me what exactly happened,”

Though Pao knew everything, he still needed to ask for some specific information, just in case he forgot
something. After the interrogation, he called for the guards.

“Pass down the order, bring me Zhao and his wife.” Pao commanded.

Not long after, the guards brought Zhao and his wife with their hands tied with rope.
“Kneel,” Pao demanded.

They did.

“4 years ago, on the same day as today, did both of you kill the merchant who asked for a place to stay?”
“No!”, both of them denied.

“Guards, please separate them, and only bring Zhao’s wife to me,”

Though the guards were confused, they still followed his command.

“I ask you one last time; did you kill the merchant?”

“...No,” Zhao’s wife mumbled

Pao could see the fear and the hesitation, he knew that she did.

The couple had acted and spoke in the same way. Nothing had changed.

“Insolent! Tell us the truth or else you will be prosecuted severely. If you want to reduce the punishment, tell us
everything,” Pao threatened Zhao’s wife. Without hesitation, Zhao’s wife spilled everything.

“Understood. Now bring me Zhao,” Pao ordered.

The guards were all surprised by Pao’s ability, no one was ever going to doubt him again.
“Zhao, did you kill the merchant?”

“No, I was in bed the whole time. I didn’t kill the merchant,”

Although his words were spoken with conviction, everyone saw through his facade.

“We have asked your wife and she told us everything. Since you have lied to me, one more punishment is

added,”

Before deciding on the punishment, he thought back on what he did wrong in the past.
He had used the wrong punishment and killed Zhao and his wife.

“Drag them out and have them flogged for 20 times.”

“No please! Judge Pao, do have mercy on us! We admit that we have committed terrible acts and deceived you!”
Both of them begged.



Pao kept his face impassive, waving his hand to call for the guards.
“Nol”

They thrashed and kicked against the guards’ holds until the doors closed shut behind them, blocking oft the
sounds of their agonised screams.

Right after the punishment, Pao checked Zhao and his wife if they were still alive. Good, they were. Pao had
successfully set a new history.

Pao wrote a report and sent it to his boss. The boss was satisfied with his good work and promoted him.

Last time I killed the couple. This time I didn’t make the same mistake again and I didn’t get fired by my boss.
That is not going to happen again. Thank you, god, for giving me another chance.

“Sorry to break it to you, but I am not god,”

“Wait, who are you? And why is your voice in my head?”

“I am the best system in the world, and you were chosen to change this world. Of course, I will be assisting you
on your journey. Congratulations on your first successful case, you will receive a newbie gift and 10 points that
you can add on your properties panel.”

“What?...”

“Project ‘New Tales of Judge Pao’ will now commence,”

Well, that was anticlimactic. At least he could look forward to the future with this system.

“Alright, system.” He huffed exasperatedly.

And off they go to save the world with a flash of golden light.



Judge Pao and the Stolen Horse

St. Margaret's Coeducational English Secondary and Primary School, Luk, Yuen Ching Charis — 14

We all know Judge Pao, the detective that was famous back in the Song Dynasty. He was known for indicting
corrupt officials and reprimanding imperial families. He brought justice everywhere he went in China, but what
if he still existed in the 21st century? I will now tell you a tale about Judge Pao and the Stolen Horse.

The story begins in the late 2010s in Hefei. Judge Pao was sitting peacefully in his palace, enjoying his afternoon
tea when one of his assistants came up to him. “Judge Pao, there seems to be a new case for you to solve.” He
handed the document over to Judge Pao, bowing respectfully then leaving the room. Immediately, he sat at his
desk, carefully reading through the case file and analysing the situation that was brought upon his hands. He also
took notes in his little notebook that he brings with him everywhere in case he forgets some crucial information.
After a few hours, he put down his pen and looked through his window, it was already past midnight. He closed
up the file along with the notebook and went to bed.

The sound of birds chirping outside his balcony woke him up, acting as an alarm to get his day started. He got up
and started to prepare to head to Tianjin to investigate the case of the stolen horse. By the time he arrived, it was
almost noon. He rang the doorbell and the door opened to the maiden. “Greetings Judge Pao, I am Songmei.
Please come in.” He bowed with gratitude and followed Songmei to the living room where they talked about
the current situation. “So, I assume you’ve read the file about my horse, right?”” Judge Pao nodded, then pulled
out his notebook from his pocket, “Could you give me some more details about what happened that night?”
Songmei paused for a second, thinking about the night the incident happened. She took a deep breath and began,
“Well, I run a cotton trading business and my horse is how I travel to different places and store the products I
have for trading. On Saturday, I went to the city to do some trading. I usually set up my horse near the fountain
which is located in the centre of the city. After, I went to a restaurant to go buy something, leaving my horse
unattended. When I came back, she was gone, nowhere to be found. All of my products are gone, I will have no
income.. Judge Pao, can you please help me find the person who is behind all this?” Judge Pao reassured her,
“With all that I have to offer for you, miss. Don’t you worry.”

The next day, he goes to the city to investigate near the fountain and the restaurant Songmei went to. He began
his investigation by asking the locals and the shopkeeper if they had seen somebody with a horse. They all didn’t
provide him with any information so he went around the area looking for certain clues that might help him
progress onto the investigation. He was looking at the area near the fountain when he spotted some faint hoof
prints in the ground. He then started to follow the hoof prints and ended up in a narrow alleyway which led to a
broken—down warehouse. He cautiously walked towards the warehouse and entered inside, making sure to
create no sound whatsoever. Then, he heard the voice of a man. He quickly hid behind a pillar to eavesdrop.
“We have been eyeing her for a long time now and we’ve finally captured this beautiful thing.” Dark chuckles
filled the room as another man spoke up, “Can’t wait to give this to Mr. Pei, we’re going to make so much
money.” He heard a tug and a groan. He got curious and decided to take a little peak to see what that sound
came from. He saw the shadow of a horse on the ground. He knew immediately that these men were going to
give Songmei’s horse to Mr. Pei to earn money. He took out his notebook and started sketching the appearances
and clothing of the men, some special characteristics of each of them. Suddenly, one of the men said,
“Gentlemen, let’s go grab some drinks to celebrate, shall we?” They all agreed and left, leaving Songmei’s horse
in the warehouse. Now is the perfect time to bring it back to her. Judge Pao quickly went to the horse to see if
it’s okay and to check if Songmet’s products were still there. Relieved, they are still there. He then safely brought
the horse back to Songmei’s house.

The day after, Judge Pao and Songmei went to the government office to report this incident. Judge Pao showed
his notebook to the government officials and they assured Songmei that they will take care of this case. It was
found out that Mr. Pei is a rich man that lives in Tianjin and wanted Songmei’s horse to sell it to the black
market along with the products to earn money. Mr. Pei and the men were sentenced to 12 years in prison for
attempting black market business. Judge Pao had successfully solved another case and brought justice to Songmei,
he then went back to Hefei with joy. I wonder what other case he will solve next?



New Tales of Judge Pao

St. Margaret's Coeducational English Secondary and Primary School, Mak, Ho Nam — 14

Judge Pao is a noble person. Known for his incorruptibility and justice, was called ‘Bao QingTian’ by later
generations. He never treats others discriminately. He told everybody what is person—first terminology from all
of his life.

When he was 28 years old, he met his future wife Dong in the county court. At that time, he was interrogating a
thief who stole things and trespassed into other’s houses. Judge Pao saw a curvy girl with a pair of stunning eyes
and extremely long legs. He fell in love with her at the first second. So, he talked to the girl after the trial. The
girl told Pao that her family used to be the richest clan in the whole town. But the thief stole many of their
ingots. For the punishment of the thief, Pao decided to lock him into the jail for 5 years and he also forced the
thief to hand over all the ingots he stole.

Pao helped Dong to solve the problem of the thief. She was totally obsessed with him. However, she was quite
introvert. Pao realized her feelings. Pao asked her out on a date. Once, during their date, someone on the street
pushed Dong coarsely and intentionally. Pao seriously reproached that guy. That guy apologized and ran away
immediately. Pao gave a sense of security to Dong. Although it was very trivial, it was a memorable experience
for both of them.

After a few dates, they have been through different things. Their relationship became stauncher and stauncher. So
they got married. Pao was responsible for earning money while Dong was responsible for taking care of the
whole family. However, everything changed when Pao was 30 years old. Dong was pregnant. 10 months ago,
everyone was celebrating the coming of the baby. Taking care of her supremely circumspect and attentive. She
gave birth to twins, but both children were stillborn. Dong became extremely distraught. She didn’t talk to
anybody. She didn’t eat anything. But just shut herself in the room.

Few months passed, and Dong still couldn’t accept the death of her two babies. She took a hemp rope and hung
it in the middle of the room. She wrote one suicide note, which mainly expressed her devastation and emotional
breakdown. She committed suicide. One of the maids found Dong when she was ready to deliver food to her.
The maid first said,” Omg, what is going on.” She was absolutely frightened. Everybody was so shocked. They
can’t even imagine how much Dong suffered. Pao came back home and comforted everybody. Although he
looked tough, he missed Dong a lot.

Time heals all wounds, Pao came over from the death of Dong and he started his new life...



The New Tale of Judge Bao
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Judge Bao, also known as Bao Zheng Tian, was a famous detective from Ancient China. He was known as the
most just, but also cruel person. People who have seen his distinctive long beard in person have said that seeing
him would make them tremble with fear. As a detective, he has solved many different and difficult mysteries, and

this story describes one of his famous ones.

Receiving cases from the people of China was not rare for the great detective, but receiving one from the
Emperor was something unique. Judge Bao opened the scroll containing the Emperor’s complaint and read it out

aloud.

“Dear Mr Bao, it was rumoured that one of the Emperor’s favourite performers has disappeared for a few weeks
now. The band and her family haven’t heard from her for a long period. The Emperor has stated that if you find
the performer, he will award you generously, as well as pardon all of your crimes, including the unauthorised

killings that you have carried out.”

“The performer’s name is Yi Yang. She is a part of a troupe called ‘The Angels of the Sun’, and both her home
and troupe harbour in the North of China, in a town closest to the Great Wall. The leader of the troupe who
goes by the name of Miss Tai, has already been notified of your impending visit. The Emperor hopes this
information will serve you well in solving this mystery.

The Emperor’s advisor.”

“A missing performer? I see. It is best if I get to the town in the early morning. I should pack up now.”, Judge
Bao thought to himself, while carefully planning out his route for his trip. He decided to stay in town for a few
days, as a missing person case normally takes a long time to solve.

The next day, he woke up before the sun rose and rode the train to the city where the performer was last seen.
Upon arriving in this rural town, Judge Bao was greeted by a woman, who was no other than Miss Tai. She
politely introduced herself and invited him into her house for a cup of tea. The house she lived in was quite
large, as it also included the troupe’s practice room. After settling down, she said to Judge Bao, “Yi Yang was an
astounding performer. Every time she danced, it looked like she was an angel. I remember when she was young,

her parents would bring her to watch street performers dance.”

“As her parents were poor, they couldn’t afford to send her to a dance school. If only more people knew how
well that young girl danced! I ended up naming this troupe after her. Now when the Emperor wanted to reward
her with gold, she ends up going missing. I feel bad for her and her family.”, said Miss Tai.

‘When Judge Bao looked at her face, there were tears forming in her eyes. He asked, ““What happened before she

: : ?’,
went missings

“As I have said before, the Emperor offered her money, but Yi Yang was always a humble and selfless girl, and
ended up trying to draft a letter to the Emperor to decline the offer and request that it rather be sent to the poor.
Unfortunately, the letter was never sent and it is still in my possession. Let me show it to you.” Miss Tai said

before leaving the room and then returning with a piece of paper.

Judge Bao carefully took hold the paper and read the contents. The words were slightly shaky but the more he
read, the more he was convinced that Miss Tai was being honest. Y1 Yang wrote about her past and her wishes,

but the only thing he was curious about was the handwriting. “Yi Yang and her parents never received an



education, in fact, they never wrote a single word in their lives.”, said Miss Tai. “So, her family never learnt how
to write?” Judge Bao murmured. Miss Tai nodded her head, and said, “I could take you to her house, but they
don’t know anything about Yi Yang and her disappearance.” “I see, well then, may you lead me to her house? I
have a few questions I would like to ask them.” Judge Bao replied as he nodded, stood up, picked up his
belongings and prepared to leave.

They soon arrived at a tiny old shack. Judge Bao knocked on the glass door slightly, before the owners of the
house opened the door and saw his face. They were in incredible shock; it was the famous Judge Bao right in
front of them! “Greetings! Uh... Miss Tai and... Judge Bao, if we are correct. [ am the mother of Yi Yang and
this is her father. Come in, it is very chilly out there. Aha...” A woman who opened the door standing next to a

man stuttered.

When they went into the house, it was very messy and crowded. There were books and items of clothing
scattered on the ground, and a few young children were running and playing in this cramped space. The man and
the woman managed to find a few chairs and some cold tea. Judge Bao declined the offer but asked them, “Did
you notice anything bizarre about your daughter before she went missing?” They repeated what Miss Tai
described earlier and how the Emperor was offering her money.

Judge Bao requested if he was allowed to have a quick look around the house. They agreed but seemed reluctant
as if they were trying to hide something. Without further hesitation, he began to explore the house carefully.
The search around the house was tiring, but after an hour or two, he managed to find something he thought was
important; a single piece of paper, filled with messy words.

After an attempt to read it thoroughly, Judge Bao said, “It seemed like she had committed suicide out of stress
and guilt, but didn’t want anyone to know about it, other than her parents. Plus, she wanted the money to be
transferred back to her family. That was why no one knew where she went.” “So, is the investigation over...?”
Yi Yang’s mother inquired. “I will have to book a few tickets to the centre of China because I will have to escort
the three of you to stand charge in front of the Emperor. Don’t worry, I just have to tell him what happened to

your daughter.”, said Judge Bao.

A week later, the family of Yi Yang, Miss Tai and Judge Bao gathered in the Emperor’s hall. “Judge Bao Zheng

Tian, please provide your evidence.” The Emperor’s voice boomed loudly in the hall.

Judge Bao handed over the suicide note and said, “I found this letter suspected to be written by Yi Yang, but I
believe that this is not the case.” At this point, the jury was whispering left and right, not sure what to think of
this scandalous piece of information. “You see, Yi Yang's family never received an education, which means they
never knew how to write. Yi Yang was only fortunate to be taught by Miss Tai, but her family could only read
and copy the words from books. That is how they wrote the letter themselves. I have compared both this letter
and the letter Yi Yang wanted to send to the Emperor. The ink used in her suicide letter was more watered
down and the handwriting is not the same as her handwritten one. The books randomly placed down in their
house plus their poor background proves my point. In the letter, Y1 Yang said that she wants to transfer the
money back to her family, but in her handwritten letter unfortunately that was not sent, she wanted to give the

money to the poor as she was a humble and selfless girl.”

Loudly Judge Bao pronounced, “I Judge Bao therefore provide evidence that effectively proves that Yi Yang's
parents have murdered their own child.”

Yi Yang’s body was soon found on the other side of the Great Wall and it was soon buried in a traditional way.
The country was soon back to its tranquil self and Judge Bao gained further recognition and respect due to this

case — Judge Bao and the Missing Angel.



The Secret of the Crescent Moon
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Many years ago, there was a man called Bao Zheng, also known as Judge Pao or Bao Qingtian.

It was another normal day, just when he put on his futou hat and was getting ready to work, someone
knocked on his door. A boy showed up and cried, “Sir, you’re the best judge in town. Please help my
mother, I beg you.”

“Kid, what happened? Come in and tell me.” Judge Pao let the boy in his house. “My mother and I
were at home, and the soldiers suddenly burst into the door. My mother, she’s accused of killing some
man in the market, but she didn’t! She’s innocent! She did not do that! But now the judge is going to
give her the death penalty, please do not let that happen...” the boy exclaimed.

“I see, who’s the judge of the case?”

“It’s Judge Wong,” the boy told him.

“I’'ll help you. Come with me. What’s your name?”’Judge Pao asked.

“My name is Chan Zhengfei. You can call me Fei,” the boy said.

Judge Pao brought Fei to Judge Wong’s office. “Judge Pao! How surprised to see you, what wind
blows you here?”’Judge Wong who was sitting on a chair said.

“Well, as you know about the case of a woman killing a man in the market, which you had been
investigating. May I know what information you have got?”’Judge Pao questioned.

“Oh, ha! What a curious man you are! But I think it's best if you stay out of it.” Judge Wong said it
half threateningly.

“I wish I could. However, this young man next to me claimed his mother did nothing, so how could I
ever not care about j—u—s—t—i—c—e—?"Judge Pao said.

“Alright, alright. Sure I did investigate it. The woman, Chan Juan, killed the man Cheung Feng two
days ago because she owed the man money, then she got scared that the man would go after her, that’s
why she killed him. There you go, justice, ” Judge Wong said with a laugh.

“Right...such an interesting case, but to help this young man Fie,” Judge Pao looked and smiled at him
to assure him he would find out the truth,” I’'m gonna look into it again if you don’t mind.” Judge Pao
voiced. In the Jail, Judge Pao found Chan Juan to do the interrogation.

“Chan Juan. Ma’am, where were you on the night of the day Cheung Feng got

killed?”

“I was at home.” Juan tried to speak with her soft voice. She looked miserable, her eyes could barely
open, her hair got messy as if it was a bunch of grass.

“Do you have an alibi?”

“No.”

“Ma’am, I hope you know I'm here to help you, so if you think of anyone who might have killed
Cheung Feng, please tell me.” Judge Pao said.

“What’s the point? No matter what I say, no one will believe me! In their eyes, 'm only a poor old
woman, who is scared of men and owes people money.” Juan said desperately.

“Then what about your son? He’s young, and you’re his only family. He cares for you and he needs
you, so don’t you lose hope.” Judge Pao said. Afterwards he left.

At night, in his sleep, he travelled to the underworld, where he was in charge of the “Court of
Yanluo”. In the middle of the dark enormous hall, there was a chair in the middle, which was his seat.
Next to both sides of the chair, there were two huge creatures, which were about the height of a door,
with heads of foxes and muscular bodies with blue skins.

“Bring in the next soul.” Judge Pao ordered.

A soul flew in, “Where am I? Am I in hell?”



“Well, hello. You’re not exactly in hell, if you didn’t do anything wrong in this life.

What’s your name?” Judge Pao explained.

“I'm Cheung Feng.”

“I see. Let me look at the life you have lived.” Judge Pao said and used his crescent moon on his
forehead as a vision to see those soul’s lives they had.

In the vision, Judge Pao saw Feng. Growing up, he was a good kid who treated his parents well and
other people politely. However, he changed. He became more aggressive, rude, and unapproachable.
On his last day, he suicided because of guilt.

“Wow, what a life. I can tell you were trying to change, but it’s not worth it to kill yourself. Since you
didn’t make huge mistakes like killing someone or treating your parents terribly, you won’t receive
punishment from this hell. You're free to go to another court to be judged.” Judge Pao said.

At day time, Judge Pao went to Cheung Feng's house and found evidence, a rope. He proved that
Feng suicided, and justice for Chan Juan. Little did everyone know how another case was solved easily.
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Majestic maroon doors open as Judge Pao orders the next case to be brought forth. The defendant remorsefully
walks inside with hands clasped together as if he were praying to his god. The prosecutor glares at the defendant,
trying to maintain his calmness. A case has been brought forward. An unconscionable, heartless servant has stolen
pieces of jewellery that were not only intrinsically valuable, but also sentimental to the master, the victim of the
incident.

“P—please,” the servant pleaded, “Have mercy! My name is Tung and never in my life have I stolen!” “Silence in
my court, please.” Judge Pao ordered. The room fell silent. A tear rolled down Tung’s cheek, swiftly dropping
down to the glistening wooden floors. “Tell me, Master Zhou, why are you two here today?” asked Judge Pao.
“This abominable servant of mine has stolen from my jewellery case! Even worse, he chose to steal the golden
ornament that I had just bought. He then proceeded to sell it at the pawn shop the morning after. I have lost a
considerable amount of money trying to get it back!” Master Zhou lamented.

As always, in every case, Detective Chiu had been sent to investigate the crime scene. The room looked regal
and almost spotless. However, he was still able to find some piece of evidence. Some fingerprints have been left
on a luxurious, glass box. The fingerprints matched the servant’s fingerprints and the loose thread matched the
colour description of servant attire.

The trial continued the next day. “At what time did the robbery take place?” asks the servant's attorney. “Around
half past 6 i think,” answers Master Zhou, “I had just come home after a wedding,” “And who’s wedding?” asks
the attorney. “My little sister, Tai’s wedding. Before the robbery, the ornament stayed in my pristine jewellery
box.” Master Zhou claims. “Where was the wedding?” “Lankao,” Detective Chiu enters the room and presents a
scroll and evidence to the master’s attorney.

Tai and Zhou were raised with a silver spoon in their mouths. They grew up in a spacious house and a
prosperous farm. Due to the fact that Zhou was a boy, their parents often favoured Zhou. They disfavored Tai so
much that they would even make her work on the farm if she acted out. Feeling like she had had enough, Tai
decided to flee from her home after being told that she would be sent to a finishing school to re—learn the Three
Obediences and Four Virtues. Zhou understood her frustration and wished her the best of luck. She was pleased
her brother had sent her a letter, asking her to visit.

Zhou had asked her to be his alibi. “What am I even supposed to say to him?” asked Tai. “Tell him that I came
to your wedding,” Said Zhou. “Wedding? What wedding? I’ve never had one!” Exclaimed Tai. Zhou pulls out
documents that he had faked for her. “Let’s say, you got married on the 20th day of the 12th month, to a man
named Zhen Ching,” “Wait a minute! I never even agreed to this. Why do I even have to fake that I had a
wedding? WHO IS ZHEN CHING?” Tai said, trying to shake some sense into her brother. “Zhen Ching is a
man who also needs to fake his documents. Don’t worry, I have taken care of everything. You will also be paid a
big sum.” Zhou says, trying to reassure her.

“Yes, he has come to my wedding. On the 20th day of the 12th month,” Tai confidently said. ““What happened

at the wedding?” asked the servant’s attorney. “Shoot! I wasn’t told what I should answer for this question!” Tai

thought. “We had a normal wedding with family members at Zhen Ching’s house.” Tai said, starting to doubt if
she should have agreed to get herself involved.

As time went by, the servant, Tung, started getting more and more anxious. He desperately wanted to prove to
Judge Pao that he had never done the crime but he didn’t know how. While doing his daily errands, people
started sneering and staring at him. “That’s the dirty thiefl” He often heard. At one point, he couldn’t take it
anymore. He put down his heavy pails of water and his carrying pole. He went to a secluded area in the deep
forest to clear his mind. He sat down under his favourite tree. Suddenly, he had a great epiphany. He knew that
Zhou was a cruel man and that he always caused unnecessary trouble for the servants. He remembered all the
times that Tung would exploit his servants by making them do extra work and sometimes, not even paying



them. He could prove that Zhou was cruel and sadistic. “My scar! That can help prove that I am innocent!”
exclaimed Tung. He also had a large scar he had acquired when doing dangerous work for Zhou.

“This is all the evidence that we have found against Tung. The scene shows brown thread from servant clothes
and fingerprints that match Tung’s fingerprints. You cannot deny that he has done it,” says Master Zhou’s
attorney. “I have a feeling that the servant is innocent. This may sound silly but despite the fact that all the
evidence shows otherwise, I don’t think he has done anything wrong,” says Judge Pao. “But how?” “You’ll see.”

The day has come for Tung’s testimony. “I may not have any direct evidence that I have not done the crime but
one thing I can tell you is that Zhou has been very exploitative with his servants,” “Objection! irrelevant,”
interrupts the master’s attorney. “Overruled!” says Judge Pao. “I am the only one that Master Zhou has asked me
to do dangerous work. He has also exploited other workers by overworking them and sometimes not even
paying them,” Tung explains. “What kind of dangerous work? Do you even have any sort of proof for even one
time he did it?” asked the master’s attorney. “I have this scar on my arm after Master Zhou has forced me to
retrieve his silver coin that he dropped on a busy road.” Tung confessed. He was always embarrassed to show his
scar as it was extremely large and prominent. But this time, he had great courage. Everybody in court was so
shocked that they could not hold in their hysterical gasps. The scar looked as if his skin had gotten caught
between a wheel. No one could erase the scarring image from their mind. It was clear that Tung could not afford
to go to the doctor as the scar had not healed even though the accident happened a year ago. Master Zhou’s
attorney could not figure out a way to defend Zhou anymore and was speechless. Remembering the evidence, he
was still up for the challenge. “What is this supposed to say? It doesn’t prove that you haven’t done the crime.
Also, we have evidence that you have done it,” Master Zhou’s attorney said defensively. The Master’s attorney
showed him the evidence.

It was at that moment that Judge Pao remembered a case that he had seen in the afterlife between a monkey spirit
and a man spirit. The monkey spirit was granted great freedom in the afterlife due to having close relations to
man. Many started to take advantage of their freedom and stole from the deceased people, even the good ones.
One time, it got so out of control to the point that all humans in the afterlife had their belongings and familial
offerings either stolen, or destroyed. The people in the afterlife brought it to the attention of the God of Justice
and Judge Pao. After the trial ended, monkey spirits were only allowed to steal from mortal and deserving people
at six in the afternoon. This improved the situation tremendously. From then on, six would be known as the
dark hour.

Tai had requested to privately see Judge Pao after realising that she was helping an abuser. “There’s something I
need to tell you.” Said Tai. “Go on, tell me.” Said Judge Pao. “The wedding never happened. He faked all the
documents. I am not married and he was doing something else, using the fake marriage as a cover—up.” Tai
confessed.

Judge Pao thought that there was a possibility that a monkey spirit entered Master Zhou’s mansion. Now that he
had gotten the information that the wedding was fake and that he was exploiting his workers, particularly Tung,
Judge Pao started to ask more questions. Why did he fake the wedding event? Who really did the robbery?

More information started to come in that Tung also worked at a printing station for town announcements by
night time. A servant by day, a worker by night. This meant that he would be working with a lot of transfer
paper and ink. It may be how the fingerprints were acquired. Detective Chiu also got sample threads from
Tung’s servant clothing and they did not match. The thread was a lot more durable and less susceptible to be
broken compared to the sample from Tung’s clothing. All the evidence could be traced back to Master Zhou.
The true thief. A thief of human rights to the servants and a thief of time to Judge Pao. But most of all, a thief to
his future. He was sent to jail for 25 years without probation for exploiting his workers and framing an innocent
person. He was also required to give compensation fees to all of his servants.

Tung was overjoyed that he won the case. With the compensation money he acquired, he was able to aftord
healthcare. After his arm fully healed, he built a small house in the forest and lived peacefully by his favourite
tree.
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It was still daylight in Per Hey City. Skies were supposed to be as blue as the seas of The Maldives. Soft, clear
clouds were supposed to hover around the sky as if a man was sitting on a yellow duck floatie hovering around in
his own pool, letting the summer heat get the most of him. But it wasn’t the case.

The sundial struck one, it was Judge Pao’s lunchtime.

“Did you make my favourite spring roll with no lettuce? You know I love those,”” Judge Pao shouted from his
office to his assistant outside the courtyard.

“Yes of course! Come outside and get it. I got an errand to run,” said his assistant.
When Judge Pao stepped out of his office to the courtyard, he noticed something. The sky was grey. As he
looked up again, he saw a void. A void that was sucking all the white clouds and turning them into grey ones. It
was sucking all the colours from the sky. In a blink of an eye, the whole city turned black and white, just like
how televisions were in the 1940s. Thunder and lightning were summoned by the void. The entire city was
plunged into darkness.
Judge Pao started to feel a magnetic attraction toward the void. The attraction got stronger and stronger, pulling
him upwards. Judge Pao gripped onto a pillar from the courtyard, but the force was just too strong. He was
sucked into pure darkness.

“Detective Evan, are you alright?” a voice whispered into Judge Pao’s ears.

A ray of illuminating light shined on Judge Pao’s dark brown eyes, making him squint.

“Did you just call me Evan?” Jude Pao looked around as he realised that he wasn’t in his courtyard but in an

unfamiliar environment. He knew something was wrong. All he remembered was a dark void pulling him
upwards. Then, it was darkness.

“Yeah? Are you too stressed from work? I get it. When I'm stressed, I tend to forget things such as my name,
too!” a man with messy blonde hair in a leather jacket tapped him on the shoulder.

Judge Pao stared at the man puzzled. He was confused about how he even got there in the first place.

“Why was I called Evan? Who is this unknown man?” Judge Pao mumbled to himself, as he tried to process
what happened.

“Who are you again?”’ Judge Pao asked the man, while staring into his pair of hazelnut eyes.

“Oh, I'm Tate, your assistant from the LAPD,”

“LAPD? What’s that?”” Judge Pao was baftled, he had never heard of such a confusing word.

“You're so funny! But fine, I'll play along. LAPD stands for Los Angeles Police Department.” Tate smiled as he
stood up and handed a yellow file to Judge Pao.

“Are you ready for a new case, detective?” said Tate.
Judge Pao hesitantly said yes. He stood up from what seemed to be a soft cushion—like structure then proceeded
to follow Tate to the lift, which led them to a car park. The awful smell of gasoline made Judge Pao nauseous.



“Yes, the distinctive scent that assaults your nostrils every time. I can’t believe I still haven’t gotten used to it.
Haha!” said Tate, while mocking Judge Pao’s disgusted expressions.

“What’s this?” said Judge Pao, pointing at a car.

“It’s a car. I guess I'm still playing along in your silly little drama,” said Tate.

“Get in. Let’s go to our crime scene,” Tate proceeded.

For the entire car ride, Judge Pao was staring out the window. He was flabbergasted by the view outside the
car. He thought the car was flying and the view outside the car was just his imagination. Tall buildings and

‘moving boxes’ on the streets were enough for him to question his existence.

“How could this be possible? Did I just time travel into another universe, or am I in heaven?” Those thoughts
kept Judge Pao busy.

“We’re here,” said Tate. “Time to solve some real crime,” Tate continued while closing the car door behind
Judge Pao.

“Looks like it’s a murder case. There’s a body there, let's go take a look,” whispered Tate.

As they got nearer to the body, the more distorted everything got. The footsteps. The chattering. Judge Pao’s
ears started to ring.

“Detective, are you OK? Do you need to take a break?” said Tate while patting Judge Pao’s back.

“I’'m fine,” Judge Pao replied. He had never experienced something like this before. He felt that same strange
force that pulled him into the void when he was walking toward the body.

‘Was that just a coincidence?

Judge Pao was shaken up. “That black and gold cloak, that distinctive boat—shaped hat, and that identical
moon-—shaped birthmark,” said Jude Pao as his eyes widened. What he saw was inconceivable.

“Victim’s name and age are unidentified. But all we know is that this guy is sure good at cosplaying. Look, he’s
cosplaying as the infamous Judge Pao. His makeup prosthetics sure made it even more realistic,” said a police
officer to Tate.

“How is this even possible?”

“I know right, he doesn’t even look like he belongs in this century!” exclaimed Tate.

“Tate, I know this might sound crazy to you, but I'm actually Judge Pao. I'm not Evan,” said Judge Pao,
grabbing his finger and pointing it at the dead body.

Judge Pao continued, “This is me. I don’t know how, but I woke up in this body because of the void I saw in
the courtyard.”

“Your imagination never fails to make me laugh, detective,” said Tate.
Judge Pao paced back and forth the crime scene, thinking this was all just a casual fever dream he would

normally have when he was too tired from work. He wanted to get back. He couldn’t handle this anymore. Not
only that, but he had had enough. He looked at Tate, and he came across a bizarre, far—fetched theory.



“Once the mystery of my own death is solved, I can summon the void again and go back home,” said Judge
Pao, mumbling to himself.

Judge Pao then returned to the crime scene of the dead body and asked Tate for the information he had about
the victim.

“The victim was last seen with his friends eating at this restaurant,” said Tate, pointing at a restaurant across the
street.

“Witnesses said that the victim and his friends were drinking whiskey. They seemed to be having a nice,
genuine conversation with no signs of conflicts at all. After thoroughly examining the body, the cause of death is
poison. At first, we thought that the whiskey they were drinking was poisoned, but after considering the fact that
the victim only had one cup while his friends had three, we realised we hit a dead end. Do you have any
thoughts?” said Tate.

Judge Pao saw how vexed Tate was, so he decided to go to the restaurant and start investigating. Judge Pao sat

down in the restaurant and carefully observed each and every order that the customer ordered. He found out that
the bottles of whiskey were always served with a large bucket of ice. Suddenly, it clicked.

Judge Pao rushed into the kitchen and pinned the chef down to the floor. “You know what you did,” said
Judge Pao.

“What did I do? ’'m innocent!” said the chef, while struggling.

A loud gunshot was fired. “LAPD! Put your hands in the air, or we will shoot now!”

Judge Pao then pulled a tiny bag of illicit drugs from the chef’s pocket, proving him guilty.

“Great job in catching a killer that quickly, you sure are detective Evan,” said Tate.

“I guess I'm detective Evan after all,” chuckled Judge Pao.

All of a sudden, that strange force was back. The force that he had been feeling all day long. Did that mean the
void was back? Judge Pao looked up as white clouds started disappearing into the void. Thunder and lightning
started striking the city of LA. The city of LA was plunged into darkness. The force that had been pulling Judge
Pao got stronger and stronger. In a blink of an eye, he was yet again sucked into a soulless and endless void.
“Judge Pao, do you need some rest?” said his assistant.

“Where am 1?7 asked Judge Pao, still half—conscious.

“You're in the courtyard. There are still a bunch of cases you need to solve,” the assistant replied.

“OK, then I should start getting my work done now,” said Judge Pao, squinting his eyes as he had just woken
up.

Had it all just been a fever dream? Was this all just his imagination the whole time? Was that void just an escape
from reality?

Oh well, it’s all in the past now. Shrugging, he returned to his work.
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“Alright, Ms Kwok. If you could just tell us what happened, we will make sure you aren’t convicted.”

Ms Kwok shifted nervously, fidgeting with her scabbed hands. Her eyes occasionally darted somewhere. I
followed her gaze to the intimidating figure in the room.

“Please feel free to pretend this gentleman doesn’t exist,” I said with a serene smile to reassure her.
“Insolent! I am Judge Pao, the best judge in history, the figure of justice! I call for respect...”

My smile only became more strained as I listened to his ramblings. Soon, his booming voice faded out as I
wondered how I ended up in this situation...

It was just the day before when I had been stressing out over a particularly important case.
BANG!
A loud crash resounded in the room, sending my paperwork flying everywhere.

“No! My files! How will I become a renowned lawyer and pay my bills when my very important papers are
lost?”

“Insolent! Who dares play a prank on me? You will be punished severely for offending this one, the famous
Judge Pao, the epitome of justice!”

The papers settled and revealed a dark—skinned man with a crescent moon on his forehead, a beard and a
moustache. Most importantly, he was wearing a Chaofu.

Is this guy just a devoted cosplayer or an old man with a few screws loose?
I awkwardly shuffled to help him up, carefully avoiding the documents scattered around.

“You, tell me where I am,” he ordered. His authoritative aura pressed down on my chest so hard I could barely
breathe.

“Uh, my workplace?” I managed to squeak out with considerable effort.
He paced around, muttering something unintelligible under his breath.

Seeing as he seemed to be quite distressed, I cautiously offered, “Uh, do you need help getting back to the
elderly home, uncle?”

Suddenly, the man’s eyebrows which were scrunched in concentration shot up in disbelief. He then pointed at
the calendar and shouted “2022?”

My god. Not only has this uncle gone senile, he’s also hard of hearing. Now there will be no reasoning with
him.

“Yes,” I affirmed absent—mindedly.

“Where do you live, uncle? I'm happy to drop you off there,” I repeated and was ignored once again.



“I time—travelled? Whoever you are, I command you to send me back right this instant or justice shall be
served!”

“Look, uncle. I don’t know how you got into my office but would you please leave?” I struggled to reign in my
irritation and it seeped into my voice. The deadline was fast approaching, and I didn’t have time to waste
roleplaying.

“How dare y—*

“Leave,” I cut him off with a stern voice. “or I will call security to escort you.”

“Wait! You can’t just do that!” He grasped the hem of my t—shirt, desperation evident in his tone.

Perhaps in that split moment, I felt a tinge of pity for the uncle.

I heaved a long sigh. I was too tired for this. “If you’re really Judge Pao, then prove it.”

After hours of Pao recalling all his noble deeds and endless amounts of research to confirm that he was saying the
truth and not just improvising on the spot (I doubt he could memorise the whole Wikipedia page of Judge Pao),

he somehow managed to convince me he was the real deal, though I still had some doubts.

“I would’ve never imagined Judge Pao being this obnoxious. Ugh, and now my case won’t be finished by this
week,” I lamented.

The vein above Pao’s eyebrow twitched. “How about this? You help me go back and I help you with your job,”
he proposed with a smile that didn’t reach his eyes.

“Hm? I didn’t know your abilities include debate too. I thought you just judged people.”

“Hmph, to be a good judge, you have to be well—versed in debate as well,” he huffed and crossed his arms.
“Can I decide after you demonstrate your skills?” I smirked.

Oh how I regretted even considering his proposal.

On the way to the clothing store (because I couldn’t have him walking around in ancient Chinese clothing), Pao
gaped and marvelled at every little thing he saw like a little kid, asking millions of questions. Everyone was
staring at him like he had gone cuckoo. I'd never felt that much second—hand embarrassment in my life.
Realising I had to teach Pao about the way of life in modern society, I dragged him back home, sat him down
and it was a pain. From slang to technology to clothing. There was so much to be taught. I vowed to myself that
day to never ever do everything for money.

I snapped back to reality. Ms Kwok’s glistening eyes were pufty and her cracked lips were wobbling. She was
clearly overwhelmed. Her gaunt face and frail trembling body all screamed that there was something more going
on behind the scenes.

Pao seemed to also catch on. He coughed to break the tension and spoke in a softer voice.

“It would be best if you told us the truth.”

She took a deep breath and began relaying her story. Ms Kwok was a victim of domestic abuse. Her husband had
been threatening the lives of her kids, her side of the family and her for about five years. On the day of the

incident, her husband was beating her son when Ms Kwok snuck up on him with a crowbar in hand. She bashed
her husband’s head repeatedly until he died of blood loss.



Ms Kwok wrapped her arms tightly around herself. Tears streamed down her face. Chanting to herself a mantra
“I'm sorry... It’s all my fault...” She wept in her hands.

I subtly glanced at the frowning Pao and back at the lady. I handed her a tissue and excused myself to talk with
Pao.

Shutting the door behind us, I broke the silence, “What’s wrong, Pao?”

“Is this what the modern world has come to, defending the guilty?”

“What do you mean?” I snapped. “She’s not entirely at fault here. She’s a victim too!”

Pao shot back, “Well, I don’t see how killing your husband is something a victim would do.”
“Her kid’s life was in danger! What else could she have done?”

“Murder. Is. Immoral.”

I gripped my fists so hard, my nails dug into the skin, but I was so angry I hardly felt anything but fury. My lips
were harshly bitten into with my teeth, leaving a bitter taste in my mouth.

“Morals. Justice! You always go on and on about all those things! Have you ever thought that maybe life isn’t
just in black and white?”

That seemed to stun Pao into silence but he quickly lashed out again.
“Vou—*

“Justice is the principle that people receive what they deserve! Who are you to decide what Ms Kwok deserves?”
I interrupted, eyes blazing with indignation.

“With your two eyes and ears covered, how do you expect to become a good judge, when your pride hinders
you from seeing the broader view? When victims can be made to sufter like that?”

I took a deep shuddering breath and whispered. “Do those who are deemed guilty not deserve a voice?...”

In my head played flashbacks of my mother as she said her last goodbye, as she was taken to the room where she
will draw her last breath, and it was all because she accidentally murdered my abusive father to protect me.
Before I realised, my face was wet with tears.

Pao had his mouth flapping open like a fish, at a loss for words. I turned around and left.

“Wait!”

Ignoring Pao’s panicked call, I continued down the hallway.

‘When I stepped out of the bathroom, Pao was waiting beside the door.

“Can I help you?” I remarked sarcastically.

“I... want to apologise for what happened just now.”

What. Was Judge Pao bowing his head down to me? My jaw practically dropped. To be fair, he did look like a

sad child, his gaze downcasted. Considering he was quite a prideful person, he must feel very guilty. Maybe he
could change for the better.



“I realised I'd been looking through a black and white filter all of this time. How short—sighted I'd been. I
reflected on my past actions and perhaps things would’ve been better if I had admitted that both parties were in
some way ‘wrong’, although to varying degrees.”

“So, what is your verdict, Judge Pao?”

“We should speak up for Ms Kwok.” Pao determinedly said.

My lips stretched into a beaming smile. “That’s what I thought.”

I had to admit, Judge Pao was not kidding when he claimed he was good at debate. With all his points, we
destroyed the prosecutor, won the case and earned easy money. Maybe accepting his deal wouldn’t be so bad
after all.

Clapping my hands, I said, “Alright, you’ve passed the test.”

I extended my hand and shook Pao’s.

“What are you doing?” Pao asked, confused.

“That’s a handshake,” I replied dryly.

“I guess I still have much to learn. About the modern world and morality,” he grumbled.

Chuckling, I responded, “I look forward to working with you, Judge Pao.”



The Growth of Pao % Symbol of Justice
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Each generation needs its own heroes. They represent the hopes and dreams of a society. For us, it is Hero Pao.

Pao was born in Hong Kong and his birth was very magical. Pao's father dreamed of a red egg falling into his
wife's body. When he woke up his wife, he told her that she had got a baby. However, the baby was not born
until ten years later. When Baby Pao was born, he was in black skin. His family first thought he was a monster,
and must not allow him to stay in their family. They wanted to throw the baby away. However, Baby Pao's
father and mother wouldn’t let them do it. At last, Baby Pao's uncle stole the baby when everyone was sleeping
and took him to a mountain near their house in Tai Mo Shan. On the way to the peak, Baby Pao’s uncle saw a
wild pig coming to attack him. He was afraid so he ran away immediately, but he had left Baby Pao in the
mountain. After Baby Pao's father knew that his brother had left the baby in the mountain, he decided to go and
find him. When he arrived at the peak, he found Baby Pao and a bag next to a big tree, and a flock of birds
surrounding the baby to keep him warm. Baby Pao was not hurt. His father brought him home.

Several years later, Pao became a child. His brother was afraid that he would finally grow up and claim the
family’s property, so he mocked Pao and locked him into his room. Accidentally, in the darkness, Pao bumped

into the wall. His forehead was hurt and a scar was left in the middle. The scar burnt and made Pao insightful.

After having the insightful scar on his forehead, Pao became supernatural. When there was an injustice, the
moon-—like insightful scar would bring him back to the past and show him how the injustice happened. Pao
found this wonderful and decided to make good use of his power. He started to study seriously. When he finally
finished his studies, he became a judge who shared many vision and mission with people in Hong Kong. When
he saw something unfair, he would stop it and try to solve the problem.



New Tales of Judge Pao
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Judge Pao has earned his title as Bao Qingtian, a name that marks his role in bringing justice to the people
through his many famous cases. He was best known for defending the poor and commoners against the corrupted
government. Judge Pao was honest and righteous, a role model towards all people to show that all wrong—doings
would be punished. Whether it was Judge Pao’s uncle or powerful families, he had brought every crime to
justice. Having heard case after case of him drawing lines between black and white, Judge Pao had come to
realise that justice was not as easy as it seemed.

Judge Pao had decided to settle into retirement a year ago, moving into a small village with his family. He quite
enjoyed the peace this village brought him. The village was far from the busy capital he used to work in, which

was perfect for him to take a break from all the hassle.

In this village, Judge Pao and his family were welcomed with open arms. Originally, they had no intention of
living there, but the care they'd received captivated their hearts into building their next home here. They were
quickly acquainted with the villagers and moved in after a month of staying in the village. People here were
genuine and hardworking. They all trusted each other. For once, Judge Pao didn’t have to second—guess anyone.

Bribery, theft and crimes simply didn’t exist in this village. At least, that’s what he thought.

July was right around the corner, and the scorching heat outside had discouraged the villagers from their usual
intense outdoor activities. Instead, they decided to organize their warehouse. The warehouse was located in the
centre of the village, where the villagers' blood, sweat, and tears were stored. It was the first year that Judge Pao
was here to witness this time of the year when everyone was gathered in the warehouse to count and move the
crops, which would then be transported to the market in exchange for their well—deserved paychecks.

The warehouse was significant, tracing back to the days when the village was first built. Judge Pao followed the
crowd along the mud—traced path into the warehouse. The villagers unlocked the rusted chains that kept their
crops safe. The wide wooden doors flung open, revealing the dim lights that hung over the tin roof that was
loosely laid upon the structure. Footsteps around Judge Pao quickened, the workers held onto the white cloth
that covered the crops. They gripped onto each corner to pull away the covers and grunted as they fell back
against the ground. A loud gasp was heard as the workers lifted it, and the piece of cloth fell along with the
villagers’ smiles. There were no signs of crops, no freshly harvested wheat, no potatoes, no barley. The rack was

as empty as it could be.

There was visible confusion on Judge Pao’s face, he quietly examined the empty rack that sat upon him. Empty
shelves, villagers panicking, chaos driving the village into a mess. It could only mean one thing. The crops were
missing, and Judge Pao was sure someone had stolen them. Not only that but sold it all before the warehouse
would be checked again.

Judge Pao had promised to leave his job behind, he swore he was done with crimes and corrupting people. Judge
Pao had done incredible things. He stood up for the poor, people who were so helpless that they have given up
on trying. He helped them get back on their feet and brought them justice. He even had the guts to punish the
most powerful families, gathering evidence bit by bit, along with the help of many scared and innocent people.

He had done what he knows best, being the Judge Pao that could always make things right.

Today, standing here in this empty warehouse, he saw the panic and fear in the people’s eyes, their shaky voices
as they begged for his help. How could he ever say no to justice? After all, he saw himself in them. The child
who once grew up as what the people called peasants. They looked down on him, never sparing him any
sympathy. He worked his way up here just so he could finally bring justice to those who truly needed his help.

This was his chance.



Judge Pao collected his thoughts as he paced back and forth in his bedroom. The culprit was quickwitted and
smart. This surely wasn’t planned in a day. This person, whoever it might be, had been waiting for the perfect
opportunity to strike and left without a trace. How could they have transported everything in such a short time?
Where would they have hidden the money? Judge Pao’s trail of thoughts circled. It led him back to staring
blankly at the ceiling. He had no idea where to start.

A gentle knock disrupted his thoughts. Then, there was another knock, then rapid banging. Hurried footsteps
marched outside his door. Judge Pao opened the door, it was the chief of the village. He was a middle—aged
man, who was voted to take over the position of the village chief after the former chief, his father, had passed
away. His brows furrowed as he clamped his hands together, fidgeting with his loose sleeves. “Judge Pao! I am
more than thankful to hear that you are willing to take on this case. As the chief of this village, I am responsible
to take care of my people... I was just wondering if you had any leads on the culprit?” The chief sounded out of
breath. No doubt was he stressed, the whole village was too.

“Chief, it is only my job to do so. I haven’t yet found any clues, but I would like to know if anyone would be
leaving the village soon.” Judge Pao knew that the thief would have to leave soon, with all the money they had

gotten off the stolen crops, there was no way they would stay in this village any longer.

“Actually, yes.” The chief stood still as he searched for the right words to say. “There is a villager, he informed
me about his move a month ago. He should be leaving tonight.” The chief answered.

“Tonight?” Judge Pao asked. “Yes, that’s right.” The chief confirmed. There is no better way than to get away
with this by escaping tonight. It has to be him.

Judge Pao took oft towards the village gate. He had to stop the villager no matter what. As expected, the villager
soon showed up with a wooden cart behind him. The cart was fully covered, but the golden spark under the
cotton bag confirmed Judge Pao’s suspicions. Bingo. There were coins. Bags and bags of coins. Judge Pao had
found the thief, it was indeed the villager who had planned to escape tonight.

The man was caught off guard, his incoherent words gave his panic away. It didn’t take long for the man to
admit to his crimes. It was almost too easy, too simple for a crime to be solved just like that. A single man who
took all the blame. He told Judge Pao everything, from start to finish, his plan and how he executed it. Judge Pao

frowned, this didn’t sit right with him. It felt like he was listening to this man read out a script.

Judge Pao searched the cart, five bags of coins. The warehouse was huge, and those crops would have cost a lot
more. Anything more than five bags of coins. He listened to the man as he confessed, he was sure now that there
was more to it. Who could have had the connections to sell all the crops? Who could have planned it so well that
would lead Judge Pao to this villager would take all the blame? “Yes, he is leaving tonight.” Leaving tonight...
Judge Pao’s thoughts brought him back to his conversation with the chief. It was the chief who had told him
about this villager, leading him here to stop him. So that Judge Pao could “solve” the crime by catching him.

The chief.

As if an idea sparked in his head, he raced to the chief’s hut and barged in without notice. Sure enough, there
were bags and bags of coins. He was right, the chief had planned it all. The chief panicked not because he was
worried for his people, but because Judge Pao had decided to solve this case. It all made sense now, the villager
was only part of his plan.

Judge Pao watched as the chief’s face fell into deep horror. He pleaded, “Judge Pao! It is not what it seems like.”
Judge Pao glanced at the man and cuffed him to the ground without a second thought. The chief was not getting

away with this.

Once again, Judge Pao had solved the unsolvable.



New Tales of Judge Pao
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After working as a judge for decades, Pao eventually passed away because of ageing. Just two days before his
death, he had his last trial day. Here comes a criminal. His name is Siu Ming, he was sued for thefting and
received a death sentence from Pao due to the strict law at that time.

Pao eventually went to Naihe bridge (Chinese people believed that the bridge is the entrance of the underworld
that connects to the main world) and surprisingly he met Siu Ming. Both of them sat down beside the bridge and
started to chat. “I didn’t expect you to die at the same time as me!” said Pao. “Yeah, what a coincidence,”
replied Ming. Siu Ming started to introduce himself. “I was born in a middle—low class family, my parents were
no longer able to support my college fees so I've decided to steal other people’s properties. And I was caught by
the night guards so I ended up like this...” (Siu Ming started to sobber) “I shouldn’t do this, It’s not worth it!”
Yelled Siu Ming as he threw a rock into the river.

Siu Ming calmed down after a few seconds and crossed the bridge with Pao. In the judgement room, Pao was
sent to Heaven because of his great contribution to society. When it was Siu Ming’s turn, the judge hesitated. At
first, the judge wanted to send him to Hell. After Pao’s plead, the judge decided to send him to heaven as Siu
Ming did a lot of good deeds when he was alive. At that moment, Pao and Siu Ming were separated in Heaven
due to their difference in their social positions.

After Pao settled down in Heaven, Yu Huang Emperor (the Chinese god of everything, basically the god of the
gods) offered him a job to be a judge at the end of the Naihe bridge. “If you can work there for one hundred
years,” said Yu Huang Emperor, “you will become a god and work for me to settle world affairs.” Pao agreed
without any hesitation. Actually, Yu Huang Emperor’s intention was to test Pao that is he really qualified to
work with him as a god. Yu Huang Emperor started to observe Pao when he was a baby.

One hundred years quickly passed. One day after Pao finished his work, Yu Huang Emperor invited Pao for a
drink. Yu Huang Emperor first expressed how astonished he was to see Pao keep his promise. “You're a loyal,
responsible and wise person. Pack your things and from tomorrow onwards, you will be working with me.” Pao
thanked Yu Huang Emperor with full gratitude.

However, things didn't go as planned. One day, Pao encountered an evil soul. The evil soul had done so many
bad things when he was alive, so many that even Judge Pao immediately sent him to hell without hesitation.
Consequently, the soul became angry and tried to kill Pao with his invisible venom gun. Luckily the guards
protected and escorted Pao from the court to avoid any unnecessary juries.

After this dreadful incident, Pao went to talk to Yu Huang Emperor. “Hey, I promised to work with you just for
my ‘living’. I didn’t expect to work under such a dangerous situation!” yelled Pao. “Calm down, it’s just an
accident. Evil souls should not be allowed to enter the court. I promise, this will be the first and last time. Please
forgive me!” cried Yu Huang Emperor. In order to compensate Pao, Yu Huang Emperor even bought him the
best Maotai (a type of Chinese liquor) and gave him a week off. Ever since that incident happened, Pao will
always bring a helmet to the court. Bringing him the title of “Helmet Pao”.

Twenty years later, Pao was promoted to the God of Justice because of his hardworking attitude. His job is to
help the Vengeful ghosts to find the reason for their death and to prove that they are not guilty if they were
accused of being guilty during their past life. Until now, Pao and his soldiers (from heaven) are still helping the
Vengeful ghosts and at the same time protecting the world with justice in order to keep us safe.



The Abandoned Child
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Judge Pao recently received a case in which a young maid called Daisy sued her mother Alma and Mrs. Wong.

One day, Daisy overheard Alma and Mrs. Wong’s conversation. She heard that she was Mrs. Wong’s
daughter while Mrs. Wong’s son was Alma’s son. That meant her real parents were Master Wong and Mrs.
Wong. She was very shocked, so she rushed to the bedroom to confront Alma and Mrs. Wong, but they kept
lying. So, Daisy filed the case and hoped Judge Pao could give her a justice.

Judge Pao ordered Alma, Mrs. Wong, Daisy and Mrs. Wong’s son, John to the court. He asked Mrs. Wong
and Alma about John and Daisy’s identity, but they continued to lie, so Judge Pao ordered his worker to draw
blood from under their skin to do a blood relation test. When Mrs. Wong heard this, she was very scared, and
decided to tell Judge Pao all the truth.

Alma and Mrs. Wong changed their children’s identity due to their selfishness. Mrs. Wong wanted to have a
son more than a daughter, so when she knew she was going to give birth to a baby girl, she was very unhappy
and angry. When she found that one of her maids had a newborn son, she exchanged her daughter for him. The
reason why Alma took the deal was that Mrs. Wong promised she would ensure her son a prosperous and happy
life, provided that Alma would take care of Daisy.

Judge Pao gave Mrs. Wong two choices. The first one was that Mrs. Wong should raise Daisy up as Daisy
was her biological daughter. The second one was that Mrs. Wong should give Daisy a large sum of money, a big
house and liberate her from being a maid. Judge Pao also gave Mrs. Wong three days to consider.

Judge Pao was really a great person. There is a lot for us to learn from him. He helped a lot of people to
fight for justice. Some even said that he was like the god Hades after his death. This shows he is respected by

many including myself. I really admire him.



The New Tale of Judge Bao
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Once upon a time, there was a judge named Judge Pao. He was known as the greatest judge in Ancient China's
history. There have been many stories involving Judge Pao and this one starts on a rainy morning in the Soong

emperor's palace.

“Judge Pao, may I request your help with this case? The empress’s antique tea set was stolen last night!” said a
king. Judge Pao replied, “Sure! Every case is a pleasure for me to solve. Your highness, please describe anything
suspicious that you may have witnessed?” “How about we go to the crime scene, as this would be easier” replied
the king. As the king led Judge Pao to the crime scene, Judge Pao realised that some of the king’s servants were
whispering to each other, and that there were wet, muddy footprints leading to an open window. “Huh,
suspicious.”, thought Judge Pao. He then kept searching for anything “weird”. The king asked Judge Pao if he
could stay for a few days to try and solve this case. Judge Pao agreed and continued to observe his surroundings
and explore the palace.

‘While searching the palace, Judge Pao found a pair of shoes which had the same pattern as the muddy footprints
beside the window. He asked the king who owned the pair of shoes. The king looked a bit nervous and
answered Judge Pao, “They are mine, what’s... what’s wrong?” Judge Pao nodded and said, “Ok, I just wanted
to ask, as I may have found something special in this pair of shoes, may I take a look?” The king then replied

nervously, “W...why? Just a look? please be careful.” Judge Pao proceeded to find some mud under the shoes.

Judge Pao felt strange because of the king’s odd behaviour and the way he acted while discussing the pair of
shoes. When the king left the palace to take an afternoon walk, Judge Pao followed him secretly to see where he
was going. He needed to be very careful since a few servants were protecting the king. As Judge Pao followed
him, he discovered that the king brought the shoes out and was telling his servants to help him clean them
thoroughly. “Keep an eye on Judge Pao and don’t let him touch my things without my permission.” He ordered

his servants.
Judge Pao realised that he had “fallen” into the trap of the king.

He quickly went back to the palace and packed his things to leave. The servants stopped him and asked where he
was going. “I'm sorry, I forgot that I had an important thing to do, I'll be right back as soon as possible.” he said,

while running away immediately.

He knew the servants would contact the king very soon so he escaped as fast as he could but unfortunately, he
was too late. The King caught him running away and he asked Judge Pao what was happening and why he was
in such a hurry. Judge Pao thought it was time to say something important so he asked, “Why did you make a
fake crime scene and call me to investigate? What is the purpose of this?” The king smirked and said, “You don’t
even have any evidence to prove what you are saying. How dare you say that to me. I'm the most powerful King

in China.”

Judge Pao replied, “I have evidence! Firstly, I'm certain that you made those footprints because the day before
you called me to investigate this case, it was a sunny day, it didn’t rain but the footprints were wet and muddy.
This shows that the footprints were made before you came to ask for my help. Further to this, whenever I asked
you questions about the shoes, you were very nervous. I heard what you said to your servants this afternoon too.
This evidence can already prove that you created this crime scene.”

The King was shocked by Judge Pao’s judgements, he didn’t know what to say.



All of a sudden, he took out a sharp sword and pointed the sword at Judge Pao. He shouted, “It’s all because of
you! My son wanted to be a judge for a long time but because you are always in the spotlight, my son doesn’t
have any chances to solve any cases. He is my only and beloved son! I'm powerful! I have the power to kill you
once and for alll” At this moment, the king’s son ran out and became to shout out. “Stop! Please stop Dad! You
are wrong, Judge Pao has always been my favourite judge. You misunderstand him, please don’t harm him!”

The king dropped his sword and remained speechless.

After he heard his son’s words, he came to realise the truth and realised all the wrongdoing he had committed.
He deeply regretted and apologised to Judge Pao. He promised he would not attempt anything similar again and
hoped that Judge Pao would forgive him. Judge Pao was very understanding towards the king because Judge Pao
also had a family.

Judge Pao even offered the king’s son an apprenticeship to learn from him. The King and his son were truly

thankful, and this act of kindness made Judge Pao even more famous than he already was.



Adventure
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And so our adventure continues. The bank was indeed empty, except there was messy paperwork. We parted
our ways to search for clues. I ventured into the secretary rooms and found nothing but a bunch of paperwork
and a note. A note that read the message ‘9 2399 691444 251521’ which was weird. It couldn’t be a phone
number, so what else could this message be. Then, I brought the notes back to Judge Pao.

‘Allow me to share my findings. The room that holds all citizens’ bank records was a complete chaos. All
drawers were opened, an obvious sign of robbery. The floor has clear and new marks of shoes, showing two men
were in there before. Then, I went to check the door, only to find a drop of blood; they might have got into a
conflict and fought. Leaving a person to leave before the robber did. I brought the samples of the blood for
further investigation. How about you Andrea, what have you found?’ Judge Pao said in monotone. There was a
minute of silence before I continued. The deduction made by Judge Pao was impressive! He was like Sherlock
Holmes! ‘Oh, I found nothing but the note. There were a bunch of numbers. It couldn’t be a phone number.’ I
share my thoughts. ‘Judge Pao, maybe we can check the security camera!’ Visible confusion was on Judge Pao’s
face. Oh yes! Oh how could I forget there was no security camera back in the early days. ‘It is a camera that
records images in or outside a building or at a public place.” I explained. Judge Pao nodded as acknowledgement,
‘It is indeed a good idea, but the police would hardly oblige to our request, considering them telling us to back
off from disturbing their matter.” We sighed in disappointment; at least we have found a few important threads.

Suddenly, I was reminded that all banks possess a bank book, recording all citizens' names on the book. We could
check for any missing records and find them for more information! I quickly told Judge Pao my idea and
executed it immediately. There actually had a missing person’s file. The person was Tom Hann. I took out my
phone to search for more information about the person. To our surprise, this person was known as an accomplice
with the recent crime activities. “Wait a minute, he looks quite familiar, isn’t he the police we have talked to
earlier.” Judge Pao said. I widened my eyes, he was not a police officer, he was in disguise. It was crystal clear we
needed to find and consult the ‘police’.

We went back to the place where we had talked to the man. Luckily, the man was still here, obviously doing his
‘duties’. ‘Officer, may I ask about the case’s progress?” Judge Pao asked with a fake smile. The ‘police’ sighed and
said,” How many times must I say this again, no interference from our business, now ,please leave.’ I rolled my
eyes at the horrible acting of the man. ‘Are you sure about that, Tom Hann?’ I asked. The man’s face quickly
darkened and smirked, it was terrifying. ‘It seems that it is inevitable and the truth will be discovered one day. I
will tell you the truth and the plot behind it all, T can’t hold a grudge about it anymore. The robber you have
saw earlier, was my friend, Bob Ham He was reported and on the run for murder and robbery. I was there as a
witness and he threatened me not to tell anyone about it. I was absolutely frightened and so I complied with his
order. He even went as far as forcing me to be his accomplice, to help with his crime and getaway. That explains
why I’'m in a police suit. Bob is currently in another bank, the one closest to this. I surrender and I won’t run
away. I will also plead guilty to the judges.” Now the truth was crystal clear, I would have been delighted, but I
felt otherwise. It was a mixed feeling of anger and pity. Anger for the horrible things Bob did to Tom but also
pity for Tom’s current situation. He was supposed to be innocent, and yet he got caught with this series of
unfortunate events. ‘I'm sorry, Tom. I know you’re in the clear but you still helped this wretched man with his
crime. Hence, I must put you and Bob behind bars. I must stop this horrible crime once and for all!’ Judge Pao
said strictly.

Later on, with the help of Tom, we arrested the two criminals successtully and we went to the court, as a witness
of the whole crime. Then, Judge Pao went and sat on the judge’s seat, “We shall start the execution in no time,
fellow witnesses in court, which way of execution should I use? Decapitation? Hanging? Or slow slicing?” Judge
Pao announced loudly. Everyone in the courtroom was in shock, including me. ‘Get back here, Judge Pao!
You’re not the judge and there won’t be any execution! That made you look like a psychopath!” I said half
whispering. It was quite embarrassing, everyone was shooting weird glances at Judge Pao. They must’ve thought



he was a cosplayer huh. Then the real judge said “This is ridiculous but let this go on this one. Now, let us rise
and start the trial.’

When Judge Pao and I got back home, there was paper on the desk ‘It seems like you have learnt a meaningful
lesson and made a new friend. You have also helped Judge Pao to solve the complicated case. My intention is to
send Judge Pao to end this series of unfortunate events in the metal land. You all did so well. Congratulations!
Here is a spell for Judge Pao to go back to Ancient China. “One must leave after their desires have been
fulfilled.” There is no need to know who I am.” I completely forgot about helping Judge Pao to go back to
Ancient China! I felt a sudden sadness take over me. * What’s wrong Andrea?” Judge Pao asked calmly. * It's time
for you to go back, Judge Pao, back to Ancient China! I have learnt so much from you, your wits, bravery and
your pursuit and yearning for justice! I had a really great time solving the case with you and I will surely miss
that. You are an amazing friend and I will never ever forget about you.” I answered without realizing tears started
to escape, 1 couldn’t stop crying. I immediately went into Judge Pao’s embrace, ‘Same to you too, Andrea. I, too,
had an amazing time with you. It will no doubt leave a memorable mark in my life, one that I will never forget.
Perhaps, sometimes, in your sleep, you might find yourself in Ancient China and see me.” Judge Pao said softly
while smiling radiantly. Then, I read out the spell and a dark green aura surrounded Jude Pao, just how he came

here! In a split second, Judge Pao was gone and I already missed him.

I went to sleep as usual, I closed the book of “The Great Judge Pao’ and went to sleep. In my dream, I found

myself traveling back in time, back to Ancient China....



One Good Tum Deserves Another

St. Mary's Canossian College, Chiu, Sam Yee Carina — 12

Thousands of medias have interviewed the award—winning detective — Diana Smith. They asked her everything,
ranging from her personal life to her inspirations. However, her answer is always the same — she always tells them

this story...

1998, HKSAR, China

Caressing her blonde hair with her slim fingers, Diana let out a depressed sigh. Known as being the most popular
and beautiful girl in the whole school, Diana’s smile was always visible and bright, until a terrible nightmare
caught her over and over again. The poor girl’s face turned pale like a ghost, with dark bags under her bloodshot

eyes. You might ask — why’d a nightmare cause so much a problem? In fact, that’s not a normal nightmare...

Judge Pao was currently the Infernal Bureaucracy in Hell and worked as a judge sorting out the affairs of the
afterlife. He was humming a tune after conquering a case again when his old colleague found him.

‘Hey man, do you want to have a trip to the Earth? I mean, I have a chance for one person to go up there, but
I'm busy...’

‘Save it for me.’

Judge Pao eagerly stepped into the glittering hole. In the twinkling of an eye, he landed into a temple with a
loud ‘thud’. The walls of the temple were moist and a little cold. Pao shuddered because of the unnerving
darkness and the icy—cold environment. Step by step, he got out of the temple and found some footsteps behind
him. He became alerted instantly. Glancing left and right, he finally found a small, shivering body near the door
of the temple. He moved his heavy body towards the tiny body slowly but steadily. He suddenly saw the girl
whose hair was wavy and blonde, and her eyes were a beautiful hazel. It was so puffy that you felt she couldn’t
see anything. Tears were streaming steadily down her rosy cheeks. The girl got alarmed by his presence and

pranced up.

‘Hi, I am Judge Pao. May I ask where am I?’
‘Hong Kong. And I beg your pardon, you said you are Judge Pao?’
‘Yes, may I help you?’
‘To be honest, this has happened for a while. I always saw a mysterious man floating on my ceiling at night. He is
always leaning closer and closer to me, but when I scream, he disappears, as if nothing had happened.’
‘How does he look?’
‘Cold, white, and very sharp teeth.’
‘It sounds bewildering...may I have the pleasure to help you investigate it, please?’
“Wait what...you can? Thank you so much...my parents just ignored me as usual. They are doing those

important work again.’

Diana led Judge Pao to her huge mansion and Judge Pao stayed there searching for things about
vampires. Judge Pao poured his heart and soul into investigating. Throughout his long, dull, but comprehensive
investigation, he not only realized that what Diana had suffered was absolutely rare, but also understood the
reason that the vampire had attacked her. He had soared through the Internet, found one record which had
similar events happening — but it was written by a mad woman who lived in the 18th century — and her
handwriting was simply amazing that Pao barely made out what she wrote. The creepy point was Diana and the
mad woman both had ignorant parents. Of course, Pao thought, those cranky parents would never notice their
daughters disappearing even if the vampire kidnapped them. Then, he searched for popular ways to kill vampires,

even if he was already an expert (in a controlled setting, obviously).

That night, Judge Pao dodged under Diana's bed, shifting ever so slightly to make himself comfortable.

The creature came into Diana’s room through the tightly closed window, when Judge Pao took a glimpse of the



pale young man. He was ready to kill it, but Pao suddenly recognized him. He was the most dangerous prisoner
in the whole helll The dark brows and blood—red lips were unmistakable. Judge Pao knew a crucifix wouldn’t
kill it, so he silently left through the trap door under the bed.

Judge Pao tried his very best to ignore those blood—curdling screams, and locked himself in his
investigation room. Taking a deep breath to calm himself, Pao understood that the vampire must not exist in the
world ever again — it had killed too many people to be counted. The vampire itself had been to hell five times
already, but managed to escape from the hell—jail every single time. As a firm judge, Pao had obviously tried to
kill his soul in hell, and those unsuccessful attempts hadn’t made him hopeless. He promised himself he would

bring the Vampire back to hell and wouldn’t let him hurt anyone anymore.

It was finally that spine—chilling night. Again, the creature came into Diana’s room through the tightly
closed window, and Judge Pao hid in his usual spot. The vampire seemed to notice something. He sniffed and
turned around. Diana’s heart skipped a beat as he glared toward the direction where Pao was dodging. The
vampire turned again. The room suddenly dropped to an eerie silence. Swiftly, the vampire kicked Diana
harshly. Diana grunted and was visibly shivering in both terror and pain. His body was a million cubes of ice. It’s

the vampire that first broke the silence.

‘Tudge Pao, my long—time friend...” he hissed silkily.

‘Oh, oh, oh, why’s our dearest Judge Pao being a coward today? Wow, your lips are even shaking!
What'd happened over you, my dearest friend?” The vampire mocked. Pao was breathing heavily by this point.
Even Diana was suspecting something.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk. How shameful, my friend?’

‘May...be you ca...an sp...eak in a be...tter way.” Judge Pao stuttered.

The vampire snarled at Judge Pao’s response. In the blink of an eye, he grabbed Pao’s upper arm
forcefully and began to suck his neck. Soon, Judge Pao closed his eyes. His breath was steady, too steady, to be
honest — to the point of not a beat of his heart could be heard. The vampire, on the other hand, let out a
contented sigh. Diana stole a glance at the vampire and gulped in horror. The vampire kicked away Pao’s body
without an effort. He inched toward Diana, as Diana let out a shaky breath.

‘Don’t hurt me...ple...ase, I beg you!’ she let out a wail.
‘Oh, and why shouldn’t I? You pathetic, beautiful girl. You know better than to involve anyone else
in...

‘Please...’

Diana yelped as she felt a mighty hand grab her chin violently. She sobbed silently, knowing her life
wouldn’t last any longer. She gasped for one more breath of the sweet air as she shut her eyes, accepting her fate.

‘Bang!” The noise startled Diana as she opened her eyes. Her chin felt so cold, yet so sore, but the
vampire just fell on the ground! His body was disappearing. It transformed into a gust of dust and vanished all on
its own. Diana shook her head in confusion, perplexed. What had just happened? She didn’t even have time to
think of them before she blacked out.

Diana slept and slept, until a sudden growl from her stomach woke her back up. As she opened her
eyes, she noticed her parents staring at her. But instead of asking her how she felt, they just walked out of the
room and told her doctor that she had woken up. Then it’s a ‘bang’ from the front door. Diana sighed,” Nothing
has changed, after all.” She even doubted that it was all just a dream. But when she noticed the purple bruise on
her chin, she realized that they were real. The questions that were swirling around her mind returned, this time
vigorous and strong. She dashed to Judge Pao’s ‘researching table’ and saw a Sherlock Holmes lying on the table.
Out of curiosity, she flipped to the page which was folded.



Sherlock Holmes jumped into the river together with his enemy, and were dead ever after. Another
mark was in the front: Dr. Watson found medicine to kill vampires, but it was also poisonous for humans, too.
First, mix... Diana’s eyes were basketball—sized by this point. There was only one possibility — Judge Pao
sacrificed himself to save her life. He made the medicine and drank it before the vampire sucked his blood, and
when the blood cycles around the vampire, it would also be dead. That explained everything — why was Judge
Pao so weak, why did he always ask her out of his ‘research centre’ before...Diana bit her lip, trying her best to
dominate her tears.

Every single time after telling the story, Diana’s tears just flow like an endless waterfall. And she always

ends her interview with this statement — “Thank you, Judge Pao, for everything.’

Although no one knows whether the story is true, she is a hero, a role model, and a true inspiration to
many people.
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7*December

Dear Diary,

So many things have been going on recently. Father finally got his sewing machine working at the shop. We got
our first bucket of gold—well, technically it was just bronze and metal coins, but it worth so much for my family

of six.

“Women simply do not have much priorities. It’s like we shouldn’t even exist except for helping men with the
housework. But don’t be mistaken: I love your dad as much as every child of mine,” this was the quote mother
gave us every day, to remind us that we need to study harder to make money and work for our own family when

we grow up.

As the oldest and also the wisest in our family, I need to help father with his store management. It was quite
interesting as I am able to see the world outside: camels of different countries came to our town to trade for
luxuries and goods; people shouting at one another to lower the prices down; the shop next door fixes wood
furniture and constructing materials and the one in front of us was the book store, where people surround that
place every time to hear what the book—reader got to say. We often knew the neighbour—hoods of the whole

street so we could travel around and help each other.

After a quick snack from mother at lunch, I worked at the new bundle of cloth that had travelled from foreign
countries to here. It was satisfying to watch the sailors roar at a loud, deep voice for the ship to turn heads.
People on the bridges, as I noticed, would come over and poke their heads out of windows and doors to see this

scene. But it was also stressful to think that I was going to work with dad on all this pile of arriving cloth.

The afternoon clock struck five as I finally let go of the sewing machine. But my work had not finished. I
covered up myself out of my father’s sight and took oft with a bundle on my back, which was full of freshly
baked donuts from the baker’s. I made a deal with the owner of the bakery that if I sold all the donuts they gave
me, in return they would gave me half the profit by letting me work in their shop as a co—worker, but the job
was really mouth—watering as I don’t need to do anything. Just to act like a teenager that was guarding the doors,
to check if people paid their stuff at the shop or not. This job means I could balance father’s financial stress. I can

prove to my family that I am capable of doing what I want to do!

Five past fifteen. This was the time when a huge crowd flows into the streets looking for food. I seized the
chance perfectly as I went up to each and called, “hey! Wanna try cheap, mouth—watering donuts? Come and I
will show you your satisfactory price!” This method attracted a lot of people because of the smell of the donuts
and the price, which they can call each by themselves.

As my last donut got its owner, it was already half past six. I laid down on the side of the street where there was a

gigantic stone for people to rest. I closed my eyes for a quick nap.

‘When I stretched my arms and woke, it was already nighttime. My hand went automatically for my bundle, but I
can’t feel it. With my heart skipping a beat, I looked around all my surroundings. There was no sign of a bucket

or money in my sight. I almost screamed in despair. I sat back down on the cold hard stone, feeling helpless.

Suddenly, a huge cheer broke the dead night. I jumped to my feet and rushed towards the noise. It was a crowd
surrounding something. I squeezed my thin body through the gaps of people and found myself staring right into a
huge man’s face. A face that was so dark that I didn’t even realize it came from a human on first sight. It
completely blended with the black sky. A bright symbol of the moon shined on the man’s forehead. His eyes
were fearful and somehow, kind looking. “Judge Pao, my shop just got robbed. What can I do?”



“Justice Pao, please help me with my cow. It got stabbed just now. It still have some breath coming.”

“Vet! Go with this gentleman. His cow is injured. We need to check out the bleeding. For your shop, young
man, is there any broken windows or objects or things that make you feel weird? Check the things out and
report it to me.” Judge Pao spoke in a booming voice. The crowd cheered loudly as though the cases had been
solved already.

“Hello young lady, I see a kind of disturbance in your face. What is your case, if I can help you with anything?”
I froze for a second or so before realizing Judge Pao was speaking to me. After all, I had made my way to the

centre of attention.

“My bundle was missing. Someone must’ve stolen it. I got money inside it. It was very precious to me.”My nose
became sore and my tears started to squeeze on the edge of my eyelids.

“Interesting case. What did you sell in your bundle?” Judge Pao lowered his voice down a bit.

“Some donuts from the baker’s sir. I helped them sell their donuts but now the money’s missing. Oh I'm so mad

at myself right now...”my voice died away as Judge Pao spoke again. “Can someone fetch me some water here?”

Everyone was confused and couldn’t figure out what Judge Pao was going to do as he set up a water bucket in
front of me. “I wish everyone to show your sympathy and gave this poor girl a kind help by dropping one coin
each into this bucket of water. I will go first.” Justice Pao took a shiny bronze coin and flipped it into the bucket
with a thump. Instantly, people started rushing towards me and did the same thing as Judge Pao. More and more
coins started to fill the bucket until the flip of a coin into the water. I noticed some oil floating on the surface of

the bucket as the metal coin dropped to the bottom.

“Thank you, everyone, for your kind support to this poor girll Now we know who the culprit is,” announced
Judge Pao. People whispered in the crowd vivdly as the guards grabbed a man by the arm, carried to face Justice
Pao, who suddenly became stern.

“ Are you the thief that stole this girl’s money?”’roared Judge Pao.

“Y...yes, yes sir.”’I cannot see the culprit’s face, but I knew he was over—whelmed by the majesty of Judge Pao

that he had no choice but to admit his crime.

Of course, the thief gave me back all my hard work and I gave them to the owner of the bakery. They were
touched by my diligence that they immediately accepted me. I told my parents about this at dinner excitedly.
Although mother was a little worried that I could not handle my studies, I made a promise to her that if I am
able to work in real life, studying hard would not be difficult to achieve. Thinking back, Judge Pao was really
smart. He could use the observation of oil to detect the mischievous ones, because he realized that selling donuts
would also make the money slippery. He also guessed that the thief would definitely come back for the bustling
and hustling nearby. I suppose this is the biggest reason why I need to keep striving for excellence: to be a useful

person in society and use my knowledge to help those in need, just like Judge Pao.
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She was gone. No one could find her. Can people vanish in mid—air? We were on board, everyone had

been searching, but she...is simply found nowhere.

It all began on a typical day. The wealthiest woman in the neighborhood held a boat party and her friends
were invited, including Pao Qing Ting.

“Madeline, Victor, long time no see!” There stepped a woman, in her fine red cheongsam which was
embroidered with exquisite gold silk, and a man in a classic robe beside her, holding her hand. The deck of the
boat was filled with laughter, until then...

Peering at the cabinet mirror, Judge Pao was wiping off the lather gingerly from his freshly shaved face
until his razor abruptly clattered into the sink by a rattle of loud bangs on his front door. As soon as the door was
answered, a podgy middle—aged man, dressed in a silky embroidered robe appeared, breathing heavily and

looking incredibly distraught.
Pao, struck by the unexpected disruption on a glorious morning, straightened up stiffly.
“What in the world is going on?” Pao questioned sharply.

“My wife is gone. She isn’t in bed when I entered the cabin, neither the deck.” wailed Victor with his

face all scrunched up.

Solemnly, Pao trailed along the frantic—looking husband to look for the wife. Soon, the news spread out
among the whole boat, and people on the boat started looking for the missing wife. However, she was gone, as if
disappearing throughout the night. After hours of searching, a friend of Victor, Warren rushed out to the deck
and said,

“Mrs...Mrs Madeline, she’s lying dead in the room beside the deck!”

Immediately, Pao followed him to the room. He spotted some charcoal, then started examining the
body. The skin of the dead body was cherry—red, meaning, she was died of charcoal burning. Beside the wife

was a handwritten testament, with no doubt, everyone thought it was a suicide, except Pao. He said,

“According to rigor mortis, the body was lying on its back with limbs raised, defying gravity. It is now
9:00am. Regarding to the body’s temperature, she should be dead 12 hours before. The handwriting doesn’t
seem to be Madeline’s, and there isn’t any lighter found, meaning it’s not just a tragic suicide, yet a devious
suicide.”

With the pledge of Mr. Victor, Pao agreed to help crack the crime, and started his investigation by having

a talk with all the suspects everyone could be one.
First, he talked to Cecelia, Madeline’s best friend. She muttered,
“I heard about Madeline...I can’t believe it’s true.”

“I am so sorry about that. What were you doing last night?”

“Madeline and I walked awhile on the deck, then went to bed early as we decided to watch the sunrise on
the deck on the next morning. This morning, I couldn’t see her, so I thought she was just too tired. Soon, I

heard from Mr. Victor that she’s gone.”
“The deck?” thought Pao.

“Did you see anyone on the deck?” questioned Pao.



“Yes, I think I saw Madeline’s maid. She was walking along the deck, holding a huge bag. It was probably
the laundry.”

“And do you recall Madeline having any enemies on the boat?”

“We are all her friends, but if you must say, she argued with her maid a few months ago as she stole her

diamond necklace.”
“Thank you, Miss Cecelia.”
Next, was Madeline’s maid’s cabin. She looked rather anxious and a bit frightened about the abrupt visit.
“Hello, we are here to investigate Madeline Yeung’s death. May I please have your full name?”
“Rosalina Tin,” she said
“Will you tell me what you did last night?”
Rosalina reflected a bit.

“Last night, Mr. Victor asked me to do the laundry, then bring the charcoal into his room for Madame
Madeline to warm herself. I didn’t see her, so I went back to my cabin. Madame knew how to handle the coal
herself.”

“Did you go anywhere this morning?”

“Yes, sir. I went out to the deck for a walk. I couldn’t fall asleep under the waves.”

Puzzled, Pao thought, “7've heard two stories: one said Madeline went to bed early, one said she didn’t go back
to the cabin. Who's telling the truth?”

Next, Pao went to Mr. Victor’s cabin. To his surprise, no one was there. He entered the bright room and
started inspecting. Indeed, this time, like the maid said, there was a burner in the corner filled with chunks of
coal remains. He touched the bed gingerly, and there was warmth. This meant that somebody slept there last
night, or could it just be the sun? His sight was led to the windows. There, he saw 8 holes, paralleling the
corners. Bewildered, Mr. Victor suddenly came back into the cabin.

“Have you found the killer yet? How can I help?” said Victor in a worried manner. He blurted out a

thousand questions all at a time before Pao could catch a word.

“Sadly, no. I haven’t finished investigating. I would like to have a talk with you.” The husband looked

rather unwilling.
“That’s my wife, how would I ever kill her? Do you still have to make me a suspect?”
“I am sorry, Mr. Victor, but I still must talk to you to prove your innocence. Where were you last night?”

“Last night, I asked my maid to bring Madeline some charcoal as she caught a cold easily before going to
my friend Warren's cabin, and I went back to my cabin during midnight once to check on my wife. Then, I

went back to his cabin, and we stayed up all night together.”
“Do you recall Madeline having any enemies?”

“No, I am 100% sure.” the husband said, without even thinking. To prove the alibi of Mr. Victor, Pao

went to Warren’s cabin.
“How may I help you, your majesty?”
“I am investigating the death of Madeline Yeung. May I ask if you were with Mr. Victor last night?”
“Yes,” he replied, “We were together last night.”

“Are you sure you two didn’t separate?”



“In the middle of the night, Victor said he would go and check out Madeline. Then, he came back in

about 20 minutes, if precisely.” Warren answered.
“Why didn’t anyone check that room, but you?” Pao questioned.

“This is my boat and that is a special room I made for the pilots to have a rest, no one should’ve known

about that on this boat except me.”
“And where are the pilots?”
“The two couples love peace, so I decided to control the boat myself.”
Pao was looking around when he noticed two wooden boards with again, 8 parallel holes on it.
“Where did you get those boards?” he asked abruptly.

“Victor offered me them for me last night to do some carving. He knows that I love doing that and said

he have already finished using them.”

Organizing his thoughts, Pao walked back into his own cabin. He thought to himself, “Either the maid or
Cecelia has to be lying. According to what the three said, the wife should have gone to bed. So, the maid is
suspicious, she walked past the deck, hence burnt charcoals. At the same time, the husband

got the wooden boards originally, and there were holes, meaning he must have blocked the windows on
purpose, then tried to remove proof.” Now, seems like the crime ended up with two suspects, and is time to find

out the truth.

“Rosalina Tin and Victor Kai”, said Judge Pao authoritatively. “Is over, the truth’s out. You two have
done everything. You two first blocked the windows with wooden boards. After checking she’s dead, you gave
away the boards to remove the proof. This morning, Ms. Rosalina, I believe you carried a bag with the dead

body inside, rather than just taking a walk.” The two’s faces flushed, left speechless.

Rosalina paused, then said with a little smile, ““You were just too clever, cautious and capable for us.

Would you like to hear about it from the beginning?”
“If you care to tell me Mademoiselle.”

“It was all very simple really. You guessed everything correct, just that Victor and I loved each other. It
was all a trick, we just want to inherit Madeline’s money, and get married together. I messed up and admitted

everything! Sorry Victor.”
He looked up at her quickly. “It’s alright. A fool’s game, and we’ve lost.”
“Love can be a frightening thing, ” Pao shivered, thinking about the tragedy love stories.

Soon, the body was brought ashore, and everyone mourns for the gruesome death of the once Madeline

Kai, the glamorous, rich, successful, prestigious Madeline Yeung.

Reading the newspaper, the Bei Song Dynasty Emperor demanded, “Ask Pao Qing Tian to come see
me, I'll grant him his place as the kingdom’s judge.” After all, Pao was still investigating crime cases, yet with the

title of the world—known, resourceful Judge Pao.
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I sat down on my chair, flipping through my book of investigations. I was worn out, but I still had to continue
with my case on a thirty—year old fugitive who kept on trying to bribe me. I yawned, and suddenly, exhaustion

hit me like a truck. I tried to stay awake, but slowly I dozed oft...

I drowsily sat up, rubbing my eyes. I saw a room with a big black rectangle that talked and I was
sleeping on a long, soft chair. “Where—where am I? I must be hallucinating!” I got off the chair, and looked into
the mirror. I was a fit man in his mid—forties! Then I looked at the calendar. My eyes nearly popped out of their
sockets. I was in the 21* century! How had I travelled through time? I walked through the living room, and saw
a table filled with gold, and a note that read, “For your future understanding. Enjoy, Judge Pao!” Strange. I
wandered into a hall filled with books, and took some files from the shelves. Flipping through them, I saw that I
was still Judge Pao, but I was infamous for taking up bribes! Assassins, and thieves, they had all been marked
innocent because of me! Now that I had taken up this man’s body, I was determined to change this fact.

Just then, a man in his mid—forties barged into my house. “Judge Pao! I need your help!” he said frantically.
“Calm down, young man. What’s your name, and how can I help you?” I asked. “My name is Li, and my dad
was killed this morning. I was coming home from work when I saw my brother stab him with a knife! You see,
my father’s rich, so my brother killed him for his fortune!” he cried. “Where did this happen, and can I have
information on you and your brother?” I inquired. “It happened in my house, and you can find our information
there.” He said and burst into tears. “Oh, don’t cry, Li. It will be fine.” I assured him.

The next day, before I set off for Li’s house, I chose a detective called Zhin Qiu (Zhin) to come with
me. I had chosen him because, I believe I had never chosen him before, as he believed in justice for everyone.
He was quite surprised that I had chosen him. When we arrived at the house, we put on plastic gloves and put
plastic bags over our shoes. Li was not there, so Zhin knocked on the door, and holding up his search permit, he
told the helpers to let us in. We started looking for clues in the living room. Just when I thought there was
nothing, Zhin sniffed the dining table and whispered, “I smell sleeping powder.” He opened the cupboard, and
sure enough, he found a bottle of sleeping powder. He took out a plastic bag, pocketed it and we continued
investigating. There nothing much in the living room but we found something very suspicious in Li’s brother’s
bedroom. There were no plants in the bedroom, yet there was soil on his table. Seeing this, I quietly made my
way to the garden. I didn’t see anything suspicious but as I was about to leave, I saw a bunch of freshly dug
pansies. Curious, I knelt down and dug at that spot. After digging for a while, I saw a glint of metal! A knife!
Aha! I thought. This may be the weapon Li’s brother used to kill his father! I quickly put the knife into a plastic
bag, when Zhin yelled from the kitchen. Going back into the house, Zhin asked me about the knife. I explained
about the pansies in the garden and he then told me he found a tape recorder too. Then, we interviewed the
helper. We asked her where she was and what she was doing between 3 to 6pm yesterday, and she told us that Li
had told her to buy some milk at 4pm. She returned at 6pm and found Li’s dad’s corpse on the ground.
However, she mentioned that there was something peculiar with his posture. His finger was pointing towards a
locked drawer. We hurried to the drawer and tried to open it, but it was locked. Then, Zhin took a paper clip
and started picking the lock. The drawer slid out, and I eagerly reached into it. There was nothing but a paper of
Li’s dad’s will. I started to read it, but then was left confused, because it clearly stated that all of his fortune would
be left with Li’s brother. However, on the will that I had received, it said that the fortune was to be split into
two for Li’s brother and Li. After collecting all this newfound information, we returned home to piece the clues

together.

Late at night, Zhin and I returned to the house for a secret search. While we were searching the garden, we
suddenly heard a faint banging noise. “Hush,” I whispered. I tiptoed to the area where I heard the noise, and felt
a piece of hollow ground under my feet. Feeling for any trapdoors on the ground, my shirt caught onto a metal
handle. Eagerly, I yanked the trapdoor open and made my way down with Zhin. It was a basement! There was a
bed, and enough food to feed a person for weeks. Then, I saw a shadow. I ran towards it and saw that it was Li’s

brother! I caught him by his shirt and said, ““What are you doing here? You're a murder suspect!” Zhin slipped



handcuffs on his wrists and we took him back to the police station. We held an interrogation, but he kept on

claiming he was innocent.

Two days later, we were at court. “I believe that Li Huen Wang, our defendant, is guilty of murdering Li Chen
‘Wu, the father of both plaintiff and defendant. We also have a witness, which is our plaintiff.” The prosecutor
claimed. Li nodded in agreement. “I do not agree with your point, as [ believe that Li is the killer. I have solid
evidence, which is a knife with his fingerprints on it.” Zhin announced, holding up the knife. “This piece of
evidence was found under a batch of freshly dug pansies. Soil was falsely planted in Li Huen Wang’s bedroom,
most likely by the plaintiff; to lead us away from the true fugitive. Sleeping powder was found in the milk the
victim had drunk. The body was found pointing towards a locked drawer, which contained the original will
where the father stated that the will would be left to Li’s brother. I also have a tape recorder of the victim
announcing his knowing of the plaintiff’s plans to kill him for his fortune.” Zhin continued, and slipped the tape
recorder into the player. Everyone in the courtroom was astonished at the turn of events. I announced, “Well, it
seems that the true villain of this case is not the defendant, but rather the plaintiff of this case. So, as long as there
are no objections, I have decided that this case will be adjourned until further advice,” Li was in horror, and his

brother looked immensely relieved.

After the court session, as I was leaving, Li approached me and with a wicked glint in his eyes, he said, “Judge
Pao, here I have a million dollars! Accept it, and mark me as innocent in the next court session!” At this
moment, Zhin approached me and warily said, “Judge Pao, you promised to not take up this kind of bribery
anymore.” I solemnly said, “Keep your money. Justice is served to ones who deserve it, and letting you off scot—
free would not be very fair of me.” Li looked like he wanted to throw a fit, but there was nothing he could do to
keep him out of jail now. “Please have mercy on me! I don’t want to serve time in jail!” he sobbed, falling to his
knees. “I’'m sorry, but the truth is not to be denied. I hope you will not make this mistake again in the future.” I
replied gravelly, leaving him.

One week later at court, Li was sentenced to life imprisonment for the crime of patricide, and his brother
declared innocent. Justice was served, and I grew very popular. I was now known as the Judge who went from

unfair to just. [ was very happy in my new life, and settled down in the 21* century.
After a long day at work, I flopped onto the sofa and read a magazine, Slowly, my eyes began to droop...

I sat up, wondering why the alarm clock hadn’t rung yet, when I saw my oh so familiar desk. I was back in the

past! Was it all just a dream?



Who was Judge Pao?

St. Paul's Convent School (Secondary Section), Choi, Eunis — 12

Judge Pao, known today as the Chinese Sherlock Holmes, with countless movies, books and operas written
about his life. But just who was he? Let’s find out.

Let’s start with the facts. Judge Pao went by many names, but the most accurate one is probably Bao
Zheng. He was born into poverty during the Song dynasty. He started learning to read at five, and did well at
school. He went on to become a Jinshi at the age of 28, a comparatively low age. However, he postponed his
career till his late thirties to take care of his parents. He then was accepted into the government, and became a
high ranking official. He was said to be an uncompromising judge who delivered justice to all wrongdoers
regardless of class and relation, and hated corruption. This led to him being given the honorific title of Bao

Qingtian, signifying a person who brings justice.

Now, let’s look at the more famous stories about him. One of the most famous stories about Bao Zheng
is “The Case of the Black Basin”, about the ghost of a murdered man possessing a basin created by his murderer.
The ghost eventually testified against the murderer and told Judge Bao everything, and he was arrested and
executed. Another famous story was “Civet Cat Exchanged for Crown Prince”. In the story, the Emperor’s
consort’s son was swapped for a dead civet cat by a eunuch and a jealous consort. Judge Bao disguised himself as
Yama, lord of Hell to frighten the eunuch and get his confession.

As you can see from these stories, some contain supernatural elements and therefore are partly true at
best. However, these stories are still interesting, and have interesting morals, and we should definitely read them,
as we can learn much from them.



The Descendant of Judge Pao

St. Paul’s Convent School (Secondary Section), Chong, Hebe Ching Hei — 13

Judge Pao was a legendary detective who lived long before Sherlock Holmes and modern detectives. Wherever
he went, he’d solve every single crime that was presented to him with wisdom. In fact, he was so intelligent that
stories from Sherlock Holmes are based on the cases he solved. Judge Pao died after living a long and fruitful life,
but his bloodline didn’t end there. His descendants are currently residing in Hong Kong, where they are known
by all the locals. The cases the Paos solved were brain teasers for many, but to them, it was just another easy case
thanks to their intelligence inherited from Judge Pao.

Despite having solved countless difficult cases, there was a single case that the Paos racked their brains over for a

whole decade — the cold case of the jewelry store.

Fast forward to the year 2019, when little Paisley Pao was finally old enough to start working the family business
of solving crimes, she decided to take a crack at the unsolved murder case. In fact, the only lead the police had
was a ghost. Residents nearby had heard a gunshot and the security alarm going off inside the old jewelry store,
but when the police arrived, the perp seemed to have vanished into thin air! They swabbed the crime scene
thoroughly, but not a trace of DNA was found. The police interviewed the witnesses, but all they could
remember was a mysterious black shadow, for the perp’s face was completely concealed with a hoodie, a black
mask and dark shades. Some boldly claimed that the perp must be a man, considering how fast he fled the scene
of the crime. The security cameras were conveniently broken at the time of the crime, and the only person at the
crime scene was the jewelry store owner who laid on the floor, unconscious, with a bullet wound right to the
middle of his forehead. There was no doubt that he was dead, cutting off the ends to the only legitimate clue.

Seeing Paisley looking through that particular case file, her brother, Patrick, laughed snootily: ‘No one in the
family had been able to solve that case, let alone you, a little girl!” His teasing, however, only made Paisley even
more determined to solve this case. Frustrated by constantly being undermined by her family, this was her only
chance to prove them wrong.

The witnesses’ contact information were all documented on the file, and Paisley decided to interview them for
herself. She didn’t get anything new, except annoyed witnesses who were irritated by how unprofessional the
little girl seemed to be.

“What if it had been an inside job?’ thought Paisley. She went to the jewelry store, which seemed to have
overcome their loss and was running business normally. The jewelry store, like the Paos’ detective gig, had been
passed down from generation to generation. Paisley interviewed the man sitting behind the counter. The man,
whose name was Daniel, seemed to think Paisley was a joke. After some convincing by Paisley’s wit, Daniel
begrudgingly told Paisley that the dead jeweler was his father, Donald, a honest—to—goodness man who didn’t
have any enemies whatsoever, except a competing business with the jewelry store across the street. Aha! That was
a lead! Paisley was buzzing with excitement at this point. However, just in case her gut feeling was right that this
brutal murder was an inside job, she cautiously asked Daniel if he had any brothers. “Yeah,” Daniel replied

dismissively, ‘he’s coming home from his business trip tomorrow. You can do your silly little interview then.’

Paisley got home in time for lunch, then decided to set off to the jewelry store across the street afterwards. She
bragged about her process at the dining table, only to get laughed at. Apparently, her brothers had already
interrogated Daniel, his brother and the other jewelry store and got nothing. No one, really, had high hopes for
her whatsoever. Paisley was used to all the belittling because she was the only girl in the family. But that didn’t

stop her from continuing sleuthing.

With a heavy sigh, she went to visit the other jewelry store. She was greeted warmly with hot cocoa and cookies.
Paisley sat down on some comfortable chairs and interviewed the owner of the store. “Yeah, we did have a



rivalry with Donald, but we would never try to eliminate other businesses! We like to play fair. We were also
really good friends with his daughter, Darcy. She would come over to our store against her father’s will and vent
about how unfair he had been treating her, compared to her two brothers. That kid is so smart, she helps us
finish the crossword puzzles in our newspapers. Our son, Sergeant Ethan also runs marathons with her, so why
would we murder her dad and ruin our friendship?” explained the owner. Ignoring the vaunt about how their
son was a police sergeant, Paisley thanked them for the hospitality and went back home.

That night, Paisley tried to sleep, but couldn’t. She was so determined to solve this case and prove herself once
and for all. She thought of all the stories her parents told her about her ancestor, Judge Pao. He had solved all his
cases with ease, and didn’t seem to struggle at all. He was the coolest detective of all time and was Paisley’s role
model. Paisley smiled herself to sleep, seeing how smart her idol is, fighting crime left and right.

At breakfast, her brothers made fun of her even more for attempting the unsolvable case. “That’s it]’ exclaimed
Paisley, standing up for herself, ‘I will solve this case. And when I do, I'll rub it in your guys’ faces. Just because
I'm a girl doesn’t mean I’m incapable of doing things you can, if not better!” Unfortunately, this just made the

boys laugh even harder.
That’s when it hit her.

Darcy! Donald’s estranged daughter! She matches the profile of the perp; clearly, all those years of running
marathons with Ethan gave her the speed of a cheetah. But where could she possibly have gained access to a gun?
Then, the gears in Paisley’s brain shifted again. Ethan, being a police sergeant, probably had access to the police
armoury! And a smart girl like Darcy surely wouldn’t have any problem removing all evidence from the jewelry
store. Paisley had underestimated Darcy the same way her brothers underestimated her. She left the dining table

in a hurry and ran as fast as she could to the jewelry store to confirm her hunch.

When she got there, she was completely out of breath. She definitely needed to train with Darcy once she got
out of prison. When Daniel saw her, he said, ‘Ah! The wannabe detective! I'll go get my brother.” ‘No need,’
said Paisley, catching her breath, “Why don’t you go grab me your sister?” ‘Darcy?’ asked Daniel, confused.
Paisley nodded firmly. Daniel went to the back and got his sister, who was looking all confused. ‘Here, I'll give
you a scenario, and you tell me if it sounds familiar,” said Paisley. She explained how Darcy had committed the
intricate crime, and Daniel shook his head in disbelief. ‘No... Darcy couldn’t have possibly done it. I mean, look

at her! She’s a girl! How could she have possibly pulled oft something that complicated and well —planned?’
Right as the last word left his tongue, Paisley and Daniel were met with a furious Darcy.

‘See, it’s you and Dad thinking too little of me that set me oft! Well, guess what? I did murder him! I've had it

up to here with your comments about weak little girls.” yelled Darcy, her face all red from anger.

That week, Paisley was the talk of the town. Paisley’s brothers were all dumbfounded when they found out she
had solved the case that no one else had been able to. They apologized to her sheepishly and came to an
agreement to never belittle Paisley, or any other girl for that matter. Paisley was now treated as an equal, like was
supposed to at the very beginning, after totally nailing her first ever case. A cold case that has not been solved in

over a decade.

Looking down on them from heaven, Judge Pao smiled at the sight of his descendants continuing his legacy of
solving crimes and doing as good of a job as he had.



New Tales of Judge Pao

St. Paul’s Convent School (Secondary Section), Chong, Sonja — 12

It was common for Judge Pao, the famous hero in China, to receive a whole stack of letters during his check on
the mailbox every morning. He was opening the mailbox one day when he, from the pile of white envelopes,
noticed a particularly odd—looking sheet of paper with a big red ‘Urgent!” and lines of ugly handwriting
underneath. He muttered gruffly, hoping that it was not another scam, but he need not to worry as he soon
realized what was going on. His face turned pale. Princess Snow White from the Snowy Kingdom had been
poisoned.

Quickly, Judge Pao finished off the cold vegetables and his last cup of green tea. Then he began to spin around
and chant a magic spell (he was born supernatural) which brought him straight to the Snowy Kingdom. He
ended up sitting in front of the back door of the seven dwarfs” house, while the miserable dwarfs were all
mourning for poor Snow White. Judge Pao walked towards them and said, “Greetings fellow dwarfs. I am Judge
Pao from the Song Dynasty...”

Before he could finish his sentence, the dwarfs excitedly yelped, “Oh it is such a pleasure to meet you Judge Pao!
We’ve heard about you from the elves, the giants, and the fairies, and we all know that you’ve solved many cases

before! Remember the murder in that horrible wedding?”

Judge Pao smiled. After all, it is not everyday when you meet a bunch of huge fans. Still, Judge Pao replied,
“Well thank you for your support. However, I must return back to my main point. I am here to study Snow
‘White’s case.”

The white moustaches on the dwarfs drooped down. “Sigh... our dearest Snow White. We miss her so much!

And we don’t have a single clue as to how we can wake her up!”

Even Grumpy, the grumpiest of them all, sobbed, “She even used to cook pumpkin soup for us and tell us

bedtime stories every night.”
Another draft mentioned, “She fainted after eating this apple in the grass. An old lady gave it to her.”

This was an enormous clue to Judge Pao, causing him to become suddenly intrigued about that very apple. He
observed that after some ants came to eat it, they immediately turned white and stopped moving on the ground
as if they were dead. He also noticed that the apple released quite a unique smell. Bashful, a very adorable dwarf,
commented, “I’ve smelt this weird aroma in the king’s and queen’s castle before! I was collecting coal for the
castle’s royal fireplace (yes, they even have a royal fireplace), when I felt that smell in my nose as I was passing
through the royal garden. It made me want to puke so I left swiftly.” This raised Judge Pao’s curiosity, so he
decided to search the castle for the queer chemical next and attempt to figure out the cause of Snow White’s
faint.

As he entered the castle, the king greeted him with the warmest and loveliest hug he could offer. Judge Pao
briefly stated that he wanted to examine the royal garden, so the king let him in. Just outside that mysterious
garden, Judge Pao could already smell the acrid odour. For safety, he wore a set of protective gloves and masks.
As soon as he went into that unordinary place, he could see a great cloud of pink smoke, which he could tell by
the scent was the hazardous stench. Judge Pao noticed that the smoke was coming from a pointy, purple plant at
the corner, right inside the queen’s planting area. To make matters more surprising, Judge Pao discovered lots of
syringes and fruits beside the plant, and a dark figure chanting some magical spells. It was the queen! And her face
looked absolutely horrifying! She had a wart on her chin, a wrinkly face with lots of scars, and sharp teeth
pointing in all sorts of directions. Nobody would ever think that the seemingly elegant queen was a wicked

witch!



The witch cruelly cackled, “How nice to meet you, ‘world—wide famous’ excellent Judge Po.”
“It’s Pao.”

“Pol”

“Pao! How would I not recognize my own name?”

“Whatever. Since you discovered my little charming secret, I'm going to destroy you and your trivial
companions back at that tiny cottage with just the wave of my wand! Citizens will since then complain, ‘Such a
fool Judge Po is!’” and they’ll realize how powerful I am and obey every single one of my instructions! The whole

world will stand under my complete control...”

While the arrogant witch continued to bicker about how amazing she was, Judge Pao grabbed a heavy wooden
bucket and tossed it on to her head. “BANG!” The evil witch fainted and dropped onto the ground.

Judge Pao ran to the witch’s bedroom and saw a green and shiny mirror, in which appeared a spooky, mystifying
face, somewhat like a ghost. When it saw Judge Pao, it pulled a frown and said, “You’re not the queen. Who are

you?”

Judge Pao thought this must be the witch’s loyal assistant and scolded, ““You won’t need to know my name to
answer this question. Did the witch poison Snow White?”

The mirror refused to answer. “Why should I answer a stranger?”

So, Judge Pao carried the witch into the room, who was tied up to a long metal pole by a string of strong rope.
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The witch muffled, “You may think I’ve been beaten, but I still have my wand

He replied, “You do not, as I have broken your wand to half and thrown it into the toilet. Now the wand
should be in a better place in the world.” After the mirror realized what Judge Pao did to its owner, it had no
choice but to nervously tremble the truth out...

“Yes. It is true that Snow White was poisoned by the witch. She was jealous of all the attention Snow White had
had, so she wanted to kill her by giving her an apple full of poisonous liquid extracted fresh from the garden.
However, Snow White only ended up fainting, so the witch wanted to inject more of that deadly substance into

another fruit, which is why she was in the garden.”
Judge Pao was suspicious. “Is this all she has done?”

“Of course not. Many, many years ago, there was another queen, who was the real mother of Snow White. She
was much more gorgeous and loving, and everybody loved her. There were also rumours about a crazy witch,
desiring for beauty, fame, and power, dreaming to take over the kingdom by being the queen. They never
thought the rumours were real, until one day when the witch poisoned the ex—queen just like how she did to
Snow White. She did not bother to murder the king though, as after the queen’s death, the guards’ attention all
shifted to protecting the king and it was way too difficult to attack him. Hence, she simply became the step—
queen. She had always asked me who the fairest of the land was, and I had always answered it was her. That is
until one day when Snow White turned eighteen. She asked the same question, but I said it was Snow White, as
my identity as a magic mirror does not allow me to tell lies. Thus, the witch wanted to get her hands on Snow
‘White since then.”

After listening to the story, Judge Pao felt both furiousity and pity. Since the witch had almost murdered twice,
he thought it was impossible for her wickedness to change and it was meaningless for her to stay in this world.
Therefore, he sentenced the witch to death, ending the era of being ruled under an evil queen. Everyone else
was happy and the world was peaceful ever after. Until now, people still discuss and admire the magnificence of
Judge Pao solving this puzzling case.



Judge Pao: Origin of the Moon Mark

St. Paul's Convent School (Secondary Section), Chu, Chloe — 12
More than 900 years ago, 3 July 1029

Judge Pao had just finished celebrating has 30th birthday with his family and was getting ready for a good night
of rest when he saw something out of the corner of his eye. A wall that is opposite his bedroom door was
glowing faintly. Judge Pao rubbed his eyes thinking it was just a figment of his imagination. It didn’t stop.
Curious, he slowly walked towards the wall and as he came closer, the glow became brighter. It was as if the wall
wanted Pao to go near it. He touched the wall with his shaky hands and after a blink of an eye, he was no longer

standing in that same corridor with wooden flooring.

3 July 2022

Judge Pao stood in the middle of a busy street. It seemed that no one had noticed him although he stuck out
like a sore thumb. People were going about their day, nobody paying attention to this strange man with a weird
sense of fashion. Pao looked around bewildered, trying to find clues as to where he was and what year it is. He
had arrived in this place with only a pendant on his hand that has a blue crystal in it that he had no memory of
owning. There were tall buildings with some ‘rectangular boxes’ on it, there were people ‘trapped’ inside
promoting products. Judge Pao was surprised to find out he understood what the lady in the advertisement was
saying in Chinese. He thought ‘I must somewhere in China’. He asked people on the street for the year and they
all told him 2022 but they looked at him with judging stares and raised eyebrows thinking that this man must
have lost his marbles.

Judge Pao finally decided to find somewhere to spend the night. He wandered around and found a building with
a sign saying ‘library’ that looked quite ideal. Inside, there was only a teenage girl considering the late hour. She
was reading a booked titled ‘Famous Chinese Historical Figures’. Judge Pao cautiously approached her. The girl
looked up from her book in shock. “But you must be Judge Pao!” she exclaimed. Pao told here about his current
predicament. The girl who introduced herself as Lina oftered to help him go back in time. She offered him to
stay at her apartment with her family, who was kind enough to let a stranger with an ‘awfully familiar face’ to
stay.

The following week, Judge Pao and Lina tried everything that could possibly help to get him back. Wishing,
tapping walls, imagining the corridor of his house, but nothing worked.

One day, it was Lina’s birthday party. There were "round floating ovals’, also known as balloons all around the
apartment. There was also a face paint station. To take Pao’s mind off everything, Lina offered to do a small face
paint drawing for him. She decided to draw a small crescent moon on his forehead just like the ones she has seen

in so many movies and books.

At night, Pao started to feel homesick, he fidgeted with his pendant, coincidentally tapping on it in a rhythmic
pattern. Suddenly, a voice spoke to him, seemingly from the pendant, “To my descendants, I found this magic
pendant many years ago, I had set the pendant to activate as a magic portal to the future of whoever found this.

You will automatically travel back in a few days upon arrival.
Something tells me whoever found this secret. I left behind is going to be great and well—known someday’.

The next morning or at least Judge Pao thought it was, he opened his eyes and found himself once again standing

in the corridor of his home. It was like nothing had changed during his trip to the future.



3 July 1029

Judge Pao had thought everything was back to normal and it was all a dream, that was until his wife, Lady
Zhang, called from the bedroom,”Honey, come! It’s time to sleep!”. He walked into the bedroom still in a daze.
Lady Zhang took one look at him and asked “What happened to your forehead?”

Apparently, the trip to 2022 wasn’t just a dream or Judge Pao’s imagination, because one thing did remain as a

souvenir, that was is crescent moon mark on his forehead.



Olden Tales of Judge Pao, the Incorruptible Judge

St. Paul's Convent School (Secondary Section), Hon, Angel — 12
A bright silver crescent moon that shines through the darkness of corruption.
The immortal Yama of the underworld, incarnated in the mortal realm.

“And this, is the temple of the legendary judge Bao,” said our tour guide, as we stepped into the
traditionally decorated room. A gilded bronze statue sat in the center, surrounded by murals depicting the cases of
judge pao. Draped with official robes, it towered solemnly over us, its glare intimidating. “They say if you point
your finger at the stone inscription, it’ll reveal your evildoings by turning your finger black. Now, who wants to
give it a try?” There was a flurry of movement as we all shoved our hands into our pockets. I wasn’t convinced
that a simple inscription could do all that, yet couldn’t bring myself to look, much less point in the direction of
the carving. I realized that although Judge Pao has already left the world for a long time, the awe and veneration

he inspired outlasted him for generations and generations, even to the present day.

The tour guide had shared some famous cases of Judge Pao with us during the tour, including ‘Judge Pao
interrogates a rock’ and ‘Civet Cat Exchanged for Crown Prince’, filled with interest, I booted up my laptop and
dug out as many cases of Judge Pao as I could possibly find, and there started my journey along the life of Judge
Pao, the incorruptible Judge of China.

Judge Pao, or by his most exact name, Bao Zheng, was born into a relatively bourgeois family in Hefei,
Anhui, in 999. His father was a scholar and civil servant, therefore high hopes were placed in Bao. He was a
hardworking and intelligent boy, reading at the young age of five and doing well in his education. Though his
parents could afford to send him to school, Bao Zheng also experienced hardships endured by the working class,
allowing him to understand their grievances. Bao’s mother even had to trek up mountains, collecting stacks of
bulky firewood before giving birth to him. At the age of 29, he qualified as a Jinshi in the imperial examination,
the highest—ranking attainable position that many would spend their entire lives trying to achieve. With that, he
was set to start ruling as a magistrate of Jianchang.

However, his career came to a screeching halt. Since his parents were too frail to live on their own, Bao
withdrew from his duties to care for them. During that time, Liu Yun, the magistrate of Luzhou at the time,
visited him often. Liu Yun was a fair—minded and capable official, who had a talent for poetry and a passion to
abolish evil from the land. He greatly influenced Bao with his loyalty to the throne and his love for the people.
After his parents’ passing, Bao observed the proper mourning rites for both of them. Fortunately for Bao, not
only did the people not reject him for his delay in attending to his duties, they were even impressed with his
decision to sacrifice years of his life to care for his parents, and offered Bao a position as magistrate of Tianchang.

There, he quickly built a reputation as an adept judge who was immune to corruption.

In 1040, Bao was promoted to the prefect of Duanzhou, a city in the south famous for its high—quality ink
slabs. While working there, he discovered that previous prefects would collect several dozens of times more than
the required amount from manufacturers, just to keep the outstanding ones for themselves and bribe influential
officers. Bao put a stop to this by ordering the manufacturers to only produce the required number of ink slabs.
When he finally left Duanzhou in 1043, the residents gave him an ink slab as a souvenir, but Bao even went to
lengths of throwing it into the river when he boarded his boat to not take a single slab from the city.

Bao was named an investigating censor in 1044 when he got back to the capital. In two years, time, he
wrote 13 memoranda to the Emperor Renzong of Song, reporting flaws in multiple areas such as the military,
taxation, the examination system, governmental dishonesty, and incompetence, all while avoiding punishments

from corrupt officers calling for his execution.

Bao was appointed the prefect of Kaifeng in 1057. Though he held the position for merely one year, he
reformed several administrative laws, including one that would allow citizens to directly issue complaints to city
administrators without having to go through the scrutiny of the city clerks, who were believed to be corrupt.

During this time, he gained much fame but lived a life of modesty like a commoner. Apart from his intolerance



for corruption and crime, he was also famous for his sternness. People would say that his smile was "Rarer than
clear waters in the Yellow River". It was also around this time when Bao earned the name “bao of the clear

skies”.

Bao had two daughters and a son with Lady Dong, one of his two wives. His son, Bao Yi died at the
relatively young age of 20 in 1053 as a government officer. Astonishingly, when a maid of Bao Zheng, Lady Sun
became pregnant, Bao Yi’s wife, Lady Cui sent money and clothing to her, and when the son was born, even
took in the boy and fostered him in her home. The year after, she took the boy to her father—in—law and the
boy’s biological Father, Bao Zheng. Bao Zheng and his wife were overjoyed and named their new son Bao

Shou. Lady Cui was greatly praised for her dedication to the protection of the family’s bloodline.

Judge Pao passed away in Kaifeng in 1062. The cause of death is unknown, but it is suspected that Judge
Pao was poisoned during his illness to the end of his life. In Song Shi chapter 316, he wrote: ‘Any of my
descendants who commits bribery as an official shall not be allowed back home nor buried in the family burial
site. He who shares not my values is not my descendant,” as a last note to be left to his descendants. Bao was

buried in Daxingji, Hefei, with lady Dong being interred beside him when she died in 1068.

During and after his lifetime, Bao’s fame grew with each case he tackled. His cases were retold and
popularised by Chinese opera plays and Pingshu readings. They were also rewritten in the form of gong’an, and
as their popularity grew, authors started writing greatly fictionalized tales featuring judge Pao as the protagonist.
Recently, TV adaptations have also been created featuring the cases of judge Pao, such as the series ‘Justice Bao’
Though Judge Pao is long gone, his memory and deeds remain recorded in time for future generations to marvel
at, and follow the example he set for all of us.

Bao Zheng was a truly legendary judge in Chinese history, fair, just, honest, and upright. To this day, it is
safe to say that the legend of Judge Pao will never die, as new tales of him continue to be written by the young

writers of Hong Kong.



The Price of Justice

St. Paul's Convent School (Secondary Section), Hung, Valerie — 12
A horse—drawn carriage bumped along the rocky roads of Shenxian.

Inside the carriage, sitting with his back straight as a board was Judge Pao Zheng. His steely
and focused eyes usually gave you no way into his thoughts, but today was different. A tiny sliver of
horror shone through his eyes.

I nearly killed my nephew today.

He had been raised by his sister—in—law, Wu, so he had been particularly close to his nephew.
Today he had nearly destroyed all those fond memories with a guillotine decorated with a tiger’s head.
It was ironic, to be honest, considering he had been sent on this path by his nephew’s mother. He still
remembered the day like it was yesterday. He had just turned six and had seen his first case in court.
The final decision of the judge had shocked everyone in town. The suspect (they called him a suspect,
despite dozens of people witnessing him commit the crime) had been let off scot—free. No one was
pleased by this outcome but who were they to protest? The judge’s word was law and they risked time
in prison by fighting against it.

‘Sister—mother,” he had whined outside the court, ‘He should’ve gone to jail!’

‘Quiet, Zheng,” hushed his sister—in—law, glancing nervously at the man of topic as if Pao was
risking his neck by talking about the trial.

‘Why didn’t he go to jail?’

Wu hurried him towards the direction of home.
“We'll discuss this later.’

‘But why—

Wu bent down till they were face to face with each other and placed her hands on
his shoulders. ‘Zheng,” she said ‘Bribery. Corruption. Ever heard these two words?” ‘No?’

Wu sighed exasperatedly.
‘Forget it. Just.. promise me something.’
“What is it?’

‘Promise me that when you grow up, you will not be swayed by money or power. Lead a life
of righteousness.’

Pao’s eyes gleamed.
‘I promise,” he said breathlessly.

He hadn’t really understood what Wu had meant back then. The words had just enticed him.
But when he did, he only felt more determined to fulfil the promise he had made. He remembered
endless nights of beating the books and a proud Wu looking over his shoulder. To him, being
righteous was not enough. He had to make a difterence, and the only way to do that was to become a
judge. He remembered the pride he had felt when he was appointed magistrate, then prefect, and

finally a judge. His time to shine had come.



He had put his all into being a good one. They called him the ‘Iron—Faced Judge’ and he had
been rather merciless, he supposed. He had never hesitated, never wavered to slam his gavel down to
condemn the wrong—doers. Until today, that is.

His nephew had come in struggling against his binds. He never stopped, not even when he
was chained to a table roughly. ‘Charlatan!’

‘Execute him!’

He had been accused of bribery and malfeasance—one of the worst crimes that could be

committed. The people were determined that justice would be served.

Pao knew what he had to do. The people wanted revenge and it was his duty to execute Pao
Mian. But behind the cries for blood, behind the insults, he heard his nephew’s desperate pleas for
help. The condemned always cried for mercy in front of him, but he had always ignored them. But

this time he balked at the thought of executing his nephew.

‘What was wrong with him? He had ignored bribes, brushed oft empty promises, and here he
was, shrinking away from the prospect of a rightful execution because of one futile beg from his
nephew. s he faltered, the outcry grew. There was so much at risk right now. If he let Mian escape
punishment, his reputation would be ruined. He could see it, the people shouting at him, calling him
names like traitor and fake, mocking his claims of being an honourable judge.

But what he couldn’t see was his nephew.

His head without his
official’s hat. His body
without a head.

Thoughts clouded his already aching head, yet the shouts of the people and his nephew still
rang out loud and clear. The people had noticed his hesitation and were whispering among themselves,

having hushed conversations about whether the judge would condemn Mian or not.

His nephew, on the other hand, didn’t bother to hide his feelings. As Judge Pao struggled

between justice and family, Mian thrashed wildly. When a guard tried to restrain him, he screamed.
‘Unclel’

Uncle. The word cleared a few clouds. A good uncle would let Mian go. But that would give
Mian an unfair advantage. And justice applies to all, family or not. Yes, he must give his nephew the

same sentence he would give to others who committed the same crime.

The death sentence, whispered his inner judge’s voice. Pao wanted so badly to banish that
voice but managed to stop himself before his heart and brain started warring against each other again.
He lifted his gavel.

It was all a bit anticlimactic, to be honest, considering the chaos issued before. The court
immediately quieted down when they saw his raised gavel. Mian ceased his pleas and the struggling
noises that had been coming from his direction stopped. Pao didn’t dare look at his nephew. He knew
it would break him to see the desperation and hope in Mian’s eyes, and he needed to get this done
with.

The gavel shook as it descended at the pace of a sloth. He could change his verdict, he

supposed, but he was determined not to let family soften his sense of justice. I'm sorry, Mian.



The gavel was now milliseconds away from slamming into the wood. Pao raised his eyes and
prepared himself to speak—

The doors of the court slammed open.

A man rushed in, drenched in sweat.

‘I have information that can affect the outcome of this case,” he managed between pants.
Pao nearly collapsed from relief.

The rest was a bit of a blur. The criminal who had framed Mian was executed a few days prior
his arrest and Mian was given a comparatively lighter sentence (by another judge, thank Shangti ) for

accepting a few bribes. All was well.
Well, not for Pao.
In the heat of the moment, he had ordered a carriage heading to his hometown.

Which was why he was here, sitting in a carriage speeding past the marvellous countryside,

traumatised, conflicted and alone.

In the past, righteousness came easily to him. When Pao gave trials, he would only focus on
the criminal’s crime and swiftly deliver the sentence that best suited it. But after this experience, he
looked back, into all the criminals’ cases and backgrounds, and he saw more behind the story. Justice
was a crucial part of society, but it had taken so many lives. Which was more important?

Justice or life?

The carriage halted to a stop abruptly and he hurtled forwards, bumping his head on the seat
opposite him. The driver had apparently heard the quite loud bump (and the curse that followed) as he
rushed towards the passenger door and jerked it open. ‘Sir, are you okay?’

‘T'm fine,” snapped Pao, rubbing his sore head and feeling irritated that his train of thought had
been disturbed.

‘Do you need a doctor or —°
‘I said I'm fine.’

‘My deepest apologies sir. I didn’t mean to
hurt you.” Pao ignored him and stepped out of the
carriage.

“Well,” said the driver, giving an awkward wave which matched his tone, ‘welcome back to
Shenxian.” Pao gazed around the town and felt like he was walking down memory lane. The trees,
the houses, everything was exactly as he remembered. He stopped in front of the courthouse. This
was where a unrighteous judge had condemned innocents and let the wrong—doers go. This was
where many lives were lost because of injustice. He forced himself into to keep walking and stopped
again in front of a house. It was neither grand nor fancy, and its owner was a woman around 20 years
older than Pao. She had been walking around the garden when Pao stepped in front of her gate. She
dropped her fan when she saw Judge Pao. ‘Zheng,” croaked the woman.

‘Wu.’

The two stared at each other for what seemed like a millennia in silence.



“Welcome home.’

As he approached her, Pao thought of the promise he had made to her so many years ago. A
promise to be the face of justice. The road there had been hard.

Still, a world without justice would be a much worse one. A corrupted one filled with deceit
and evil. He knew as a judge, he would be given tough choices, stuck at crossroads, and he would
expected to put justice first over human lives.

But it was a price he was willing to pay.



New Tales of Judge Pao
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It was a normal day for Judge Pao. He got up, got dressed and went to the courthouse. Whilst he was doing
paperwork, he came across a case that no one dared to solve. It was a murder case in Jihui Village, the taboo
village. No government official dared to solve this haunted case. It was a huge omen of bad luck for a huge
crime, such as murder, to happen in a cursed village such as this. The government locked up the village and
forbade any civilians to come in and out of the village, for fear of the bad luck spreading He rubbed his temple
and sighed, “How come I haven’t seen this case? One such as important as this must be investigated!”

In the presence of the Emperor, he knelt and bowed. “Long live his eminence, may his highness live longer than

a million years.” “Be on one’s feet.” Emperor Renzong ordered. “What brings you here Judge Pao?”

“I have come to ask your majesty’s permission to go and solve the murder case of Jihui Village with my
bodyguard and secretary.”

“Why on Earth would you want to go investigate? The village is haunted and there are rumors about an evil
spirit being the culprit. You will be cursed with bad luck when the evil spirit finds you!”

“Your highness, some events believed to be bad omens may reveal to be misunderstandings instead. For justice
and truth, I will go to the place many of your brave men dare not to go. For the sake of justice, may your

eminence grant me authorization to go to Jihui village?”

Upon hearing Judge Pao’s words of wisdom, Emperor R enzong allowed Judge Pao to go investigate, but not
before giving him an imperial seal and charms to ward off evil.

Once they got to the village, they discovered that the village was eerily quiet. There wasn’t a single soul. They
walked through the village to the inn noticing all the frightened people peeking out from the windows of the
cottages. Gongsun, Judge Pao’s secretary, then remarked, “Shall we go to the scene of murder, Justice Pao?”
Suddenly, two people flung open their window and pleaded them to come inside. The bodyguard, Zhan Zhao,
was wary of the two people, and demanded their identity.

“I am the victim’s mother, Li Yu. My precious daughter, Li Fengmian, was gruesomely murdered! Please, help

me find the murderer!” The woman pleaded.
The man joined in, “Please, Justice Pao! Please help us find out who murdered our beautiful daughter!”

“Take us to your daughter.” Judge Pao’s team followed the grieving couple to the daughter’s tomb. “My dear
Feng Mian is here. Please treat her carefully.” The mother wailed and returned to her cottage.

Judge Pao examined the body carefully, there was traces of oleander poison from Feng Mian’s intestines.
Otherwise, there was no traces of harmful substances anywhere else. The victim seemed to have died from
poisoning 2 months ago. “That’s it for today,” Judge Pao sighed. As they walked back to the inn, Judge Pao saw
a trail of colourful flowers. Upon further inspection, he discovered they were oleanders. ‘Turns out we still have

more to do.’

As Judge Pao’s team ventured along the flower path, they were careful to avoid making contact with the
oleanders with their bare skin. They discovered a house at the end of the path and a man raking leaves. As Pao
held up a seal, he commanded, “T am Judge Pao and bear the imperial seal. Everyone in this housing will be
questioned immediately.” The man bowed and said, “I am Chen Haoyu, the youngest son of this house.
Welcome to our house.” As they walked in, an angry voice suddenly boomed, “Haoyu, you are done raking the
leaves? How come I see leaves still outside? No dinner for you, you worthless brat!” An older man stomped out
from another room and came face to face with Judge Pao.

“Haoyu! What blasphemy is this? Welcoming an unknown stranger into my house? This is new even for you,

you stupid child!”



“I am Judge Pao. I have come to investigate the Jihui Village murder case. All personnel in this house are to be

interrogated,” quipped Judge Pao, holding up the imperial seal.

The man quivered and knelt on his down. “I-I am terribly sorry Justice Pao, I didn’t recognise you. This peasant
here did not mean to offend you.” He looked up. “This boy should have caused you a lot of trouble didn’t he?
Why didn’t my other son guide you?”

“There is no need to trouble your other son. I would like to start my interrogation now.”
Judge Pao and Gongsun Ce walked into a study room with the father.

“What is your name?”

“Chen JunFeng”

“When did you plant the flower trail?”

“My son Haoyu planted them about 3 months ago”

This went on and on until Judge Pao declared to see the other son, Chen Yulong.
“When did Haoyu plant the flower trail?”

“3 months ago.”

“What is yours and Haoyu’s relationship with your father?”

Yulong stopped.

“May I receive another question?”

“No.”

Yulong sighed, “My relationship with him is fine. On the other hand, Haoyu has a complicated relationship with
him. Haoyu does not possess any talents our father sees as useful talents. He had a fiancée before, Li Fengmian.
However, she died 2 months ago. Now, our father views Haoyu as worthless and he is cursed! But I swear that
Haoyu has nothing to do with the case!”

“Very well, tell Haoyu to come in.”

As Haoyu sat down, Judge Pao asked, “When did you plant the flower trail?”
“3 months ago.”

“Why did you plant them?”

“They looked beautiful.”

“Did your fiancée die not too long ago?”

“Yes, she did.”

“That is all, you may go.”

Judge Pao wrote down his observations. Apparently, the mother of the Chen household died due to an illness.
Chen Haoyu planted the oleanders 3 months ago and Li Fengmian was Haoyu’s fiancé. Based on Haoyu’s

reaction to Fengmian’s death, he couldn’t have been the one who killed her.

The next morning, someone tried to poison Pao. Judge Pao detected a whiff of oleander from his morning tea
and decided to test it for poison. He found crushed oleander seeds at the bottom of his tea. Pao concluded that

the person who murdered Fengmian was also the same person who attempted to murder him. When he was



leaving, he found gloves with a strong oleander scent in Haoyu’s room. He confronted Haoyu about the

poisoning.

While Judge Pao held up the scented gloves, he stated, “Chen Haoyu, you are the culprit.”

Haovyu stared at Judge Pao. He could not deny it since the evidence was right before his eyes.

“Please, Judge Pao! Here my reasoning!”

Curious about the commotion, Chen Junfeng heard what Judge Pao said. He walked in and slapped Haoyu.

“Haoyu you despicable child! Is it not enough that you caused the death of your mother? Now you cause the
death of another woman! You waste air when you’re alive and waste land when you’re dead! Even talking to you
gives me bad luck!”

“That’s it! I won’t stand you harassing me anymore! You keep saying that I bring you bad luck! Why won’t you
just kill me! Keep saying that I caused Mother’s death! Keep saying that I am worthless and useless, what have I
done to deserve all of this?”

As Chen Haoyu laughed in pain, tears spilled from his eyes. Who are they to be able to understand what he was
feeling? They are the blessed, they won’t ever feel pain like he does. Chen Haoyu grabbed a jug of wine and
doused it all in one gulp. He passes out. Judge Pao sniffs the jug and is immediately hit with the strong reek of
oleander. He immediately calls his assistant and tries to pour out the poison from Haoyu’s mouth. The local
physician comes and a miracle is performed. Haoyu is alive once again despite being heavily poisoned by the

wine.
“Turns out Fate truly won’t let you die, Haoyu.”
“Judge...I’'m sorry. Turns out I really am useless...”

“No, Haoyu. You can never believe that you are worthless. Although you have committed grave sins, don’t ever
think that you deserve to suffer. There are still people that care about you, like your brother, the locals, and even
me. Haoyu, you are in the wrong, but no matter how grave the crime, everyone can have a redemption. Isn’t
that right?”

“Yes, Justice...thank you.”

“Continue living and make me proud.”



"The Start of a New Generation with New Adventures"
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Far away from the heart of the city, near the flowing streams and the rolling hills, there was a well—
known temple called the Temple of Justice. People went out of their way to visit this secluded temple, for it
commemorated China’s most well—loved judge throughout the generations — Judge Pao. One beautiful July
morning, Jasmine Pao, one of his grandchildren, decided to pay a visit to this temple. That day was when her life
changed forever.

Jasmine stepped into the entrance carefully and looked around warily. “Hello? Is anyone here?” Her
voice echoed, bouncing oft the walls. No one answered. Nevertheless, Jasmine kept walking with her head up
high as she gazed at the elaborate statues and paintings that decorated the grand hall. Suddenly, a gust of strong
wind whirled around her...

“Jasmine... Jasmine...” The wind murmured.

She instantly turned around, but there was no one to be found.

“Is someone here?” she stammered, “what is going on?” At that moment, as if a horror movie was

happening before her very eyes, the statues moved and started talking, bursting into clamour.
“Fung Xi, why are you frightening the poor girl?”
“Exactly, are you certain she is the granddaughter of Judge Pao?”
“I am certain! Well, at least she looks like him.”
“Why — How —” Jasmine exclaimed, her eyes growing wide and alarmed at the sight in front of her.
“See, you scared the girl!”
“I don’t care. The spirit world needs her now!”

“Child, are you the granddaughter of Judge Pao?” One of the statues turned its head and spoke to her.

The chatter instantly died down. All statues swung their gazes at Jasmine, waiting for her answer.

“Yes, but how—" She was cut off as the statue flicked its fingers, and sent her falling into a hole,
engulfing her in darkness.

"She's awake! She's alive! Thank the underworld gods!" A voice rang through Jasmine's head. Groaning,
she slowly opened her eyes and saw a man peering excitedly over her head.

"Allow me to introduce myself. I'm Li Xing, the dignified Judge Pao's secretary, and you have been

summoned to the Realm of the Afterlife to carry out a mission that cannot be delayed any longer."
"Where is my grandfather? Can't he do it instead?"

"Unfortunately, he is away on a mission and is unable to contact anyone at the moment. What you’ll
have to do is retrieve the Book of the Afterlife from a rather... angry spirit. Due to some misunderstandings, she
has stolen it. However, without the book, the stability and foundation of the Realm of the Afterlife will be at

serious risk. Are you up for the job?”



Jasmine pondered in silence. It would be an interesting experience, and she might never have the
chance to do it again. On the other hand, having to deal with an angry spirit didn’t seem like the best idea. As
she recalled in the tales she’d read before, spirits were never easy to handle, especially ones that were out of

control.

“So, what is your answer? Will you do it?” The secretary implored, his eyes getting increasingly
desperate by the second.

“Yes. I will try to retrieve the book to the best of my abilities.”
“Splendid! Now, what you need to know about the Realm...”

So off Jasmine went with the fresh knowledge about the Realm of the Afterlife, a map in her hand, and
magical tools to assist her along the way. After days and nights of following the map and figuring out the clues
that the angry spirit had left behind, she finally arrived at a cave that was tucked deep in the woods. She carefully
tiptoed into the cave, terrified of what would await her. As she followed the path in the cave, the torches on

both sides of the walls lit themselves with a fiery red blaze, as if alerting the spirit of her arrival.
A sharp voice suddenly rang out, startling Jasmine hugely.

“Who are you, and why have you arrived, mortal?” A woman wearing a long, white dress floated
towards Jasmine and glared harshly at her, with words burrowing into Jasmine like sharp flicks of a knife, and her
hands grasping tightly at the Book of the Afterlife. “I know what you want. And no, I will never return this
book. If T should suffer for killing a person that had betrayed me greatly, then the Realm should suffer along with
me! [ was perfectly justified for what I'd done, yet they still punished me!” The spirit wailed, the fires on the

torches burning even stronger.

Jasmine racked her brains on what to do, drawing up timelines of endless possibilities. Should she take a
run for it? Should she try to distract the spirit with cheap tricks? No... Jasmine knew what had to be done. Not
with force, not with magic, but with communication and understanding. Jasmine took a deep breath, nervous
that she would anger the spirit further. However, she mustered up her courage and spoke to the spirit. At first,
the spirit was clearly vexed. But slowly, as if the heavens decided to perform a miracle, the spirit was touched by
Jasmine’s empathy towards her. Finally, after much persuasion, the spirit willingly turned herself in to the Court
of the Afterlife for a trial and returned the book to Jasmine.

“I have returned with the Book of the Afterlife — Grandfather Pao?” Jasmine exclaimed, shaken at the
sight of her ancestor standing before her with his secretary. “How have you done this task, my dear?” Jasmine
chuckled at his question and said, “Well, to be completely honest, all she needed was someone who would listen
and understand her perspective. That’s how I did it.” Judge Pao nodded. “Excellently executed, my grandchild.
You’ve certainly inherited our family’s sense of justice. Now, your parents are getting rather worried about you.

I better send you home now.”

“But wait, grandfather! Will I be able to see you... or possibly help you again?” Jasmine asked
hesitantly, not sure whether her grandfather would be pleased with the idea. “Certainly, dear. You will be seeing
more of me in the future.” Judge Pao’s expression remained stoic, but his eyes gleamed with a sliver of mischief.
With a flick of his fingers, Jasmine returned to the Temple of Justice. “Well, this has certainly been a thrilling
day,” she murmured as she left the temple, as the sun breathed her last breath. She would definitely be coming

here more often.
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Chapter 1 — Alfred’s reminder

“Master Wayne. I thought it would be in your keen interest to know that your old friend is back to the
City; meanwhile Commissioner Gordon and a number of his deputies were injured quite badly fighting in the
line of duty last night. It won’t be sometime before any of them could resume active duty in the police
department.” said Alfred, in his ever so calm and gentle composure regardless how dire the circumstances he was
facing.

“The Joker and his gang of delinquents never get tired of messing with Gotham, don’t they, Alfred? I
know where you are getting at. But I must honor the pact that Gordon and I had made and I am no longer in
the position to restore the balance.” said Bruce Wayne in a low voice, looking at the wavy meadows from the
windows of his century old American grand mansion, countless scars from past injuries could be seen on his
forearm while swirling a crystal glass of scotch.

“Ever since your retreat from the line of fire, Commissioner Gordon has become a symbol of justice to
Gotham. With him lying in bed, with all due respect, sir, Gotham needs you more than ever. God knows how
many buildings will be set on fire and innocent lives lost tonight.” replied Alfred austerely, trying his best to put
across his worries to the once young master whom he has served for years. “You know most of our equipment
were destroyed in our fight with Bane, including those on wheels and in the air. All R&D came to a halt. You
know that Alfred, and Lucius should know better.” Bruce raised his voice, apparently struggling in his own
thoughts and suppressing his anger. “I love Gotham. It’s a city where people work hard to realize their dreams.
There will never be a moment that I wish to see the city fail and crumple to its feet.” said Alfred, eyes looking at
the old tricycle tread marks on the old cedar floor of the corridor.

“Don’t get emotional on me, Alfred. You know my days being a vigilante are numbered.” said Bruce.
“If you haven’t quite forgotten, my young master, those were the words of your late father, Thomas Wayne.”
replied Alfred, who nodded his head full of strands of grey hair and gently turned away.

Chapter 2 — Lucius

Days felt like weeks. Gotham was swarmed in mayhem. Without Commissioner Gordon and his
deputies on duty, Gotham back pedaled into the times when corrupt politicians and greedy capitalists made the
call. Bruce became impatient and the words of his late father began looping in his mind. He decided to visit
Lucius Fox, the Head of R&D of the Wayne Enterprise. For years and without the knowledge of the board of
directors, Lucius has been at the forefront of research and development of artillery and cyber technology
advancement.

“What can I do for you Mr. Wayne? I hope you’re not here to talk about my retirement package.” said
Lucius candidly.

“What have been keeping you busy these days, Lucius? I'm seeing some sort of a new toy being tested
over there,” said Bruce.

“That Mr. Wayne, is a tele—transporter which I call the Coach, an old hypothetical concept now put
into actual test runs. I heard about what happened to Commissioner Gordon and the city is in urgent need to
instill confidence in its people. Now, before you and I engage in a debate of any kind, I wish to let you know
that I’'ve managed to reach out to someone whom you may feel intrigued to meet with.” said Lucius assertively
while Bruce takes a seat on Lucius’ desk.

“I have successfully travelled back in time via the Coach to Song Dynasty of Ancient China, and got
into touch with the Dark Knight of the old times in the Orient.” Lucius continued. “And who would that be,
Lucius? Why would I want to meet him?” asked Bruce curiously while flipping through the project schematics
drawings scattered on Lucius’ desk.

“A judge much revered by the people for his noble conscience and relentless fight against injustice and
corruption; and feared by criminals and immortals alike for his determination to lay on harsh punishment, which
can be quite unpleasant at times”, answered Lucius. “That sounds like someone sharing my DNA.” joked Bruce.



Bruce was very interested to meeting Judge Pao. Not because he felt Gotham needed his help to fight
the Joker, but he felt that this righteous judge from ancient China reminded him of his mentor, Ra’s al Ghul,
whom he had defeated. “I shall return with Judge Pao in about an hour’s time.” said Lucius before he leaped
into the Coach. “You’re always so confident, Lucius. What makes you so sure that he would come to
Gotham?” asked Bruce as the humming noise from the Coach began to get louder. “No worries Mr. Wayne.
He’s already waiting.” assured Lucius as he looked back at Bruce with a smile.

Chapter 3 — When heroes meet

The Coach began humming again and lightnings could be seen flashing inside the chamber as soon as
the digital timer jumps to 00:57:59. The Coach was vibrating violently and the chamber was filled with mist.
Bruce tried peeking through the small glass panel on the 8—inch thick polycarbonate steel door. He could
vividly see some movements. The humming noise from the turbine engine began to subside. Lucius’ voice
came through the intercom console, though statically breaking, “Judge Pao... and... I shall exit...the
Coach...now.” The red LED lamp above the steel door began blinking. The door slowly opened and the
chamber decompressed with a noticeable hiss. Bruce took a few steps back, arms crossed in his tall stature,
waiting to meet someone who shares the same morals as his.

Stepping out in big strides from the chamber was someone in a long black outfit with a golden dragon
embroidered on the front. Judge Pao was much taller than Bruce expected. His skin was dark and a yellow
crescent could be spotted on his forehead. The sheer presence of his towering height and brawny body build
could be imminently felt inside the lab. “It’s no wonder why the bad eggs and even the immortals fear you. I
am Bruce, welcome to my world.” said Bruce, his head tilted up at a perceptible angle in an attempt to exchange
eye contact. Judge Pao looked around the room. He looked serious and focused, righteous and restrained. “I
am Pao Zheng, Prefect of Kaifeng, loyal servant to my Emperor Renzong.” Judge Pao said, humbly introducing
himself to the knight of Gotham in a low, rather raspy but authoritative tone.

“I learned a little about you, Judge Pao. Gotham’s police force is incapacitated and corruption is
spreading like a virus. I can’t do this alone, not without someone like Commissioner Gordon.” said Bruce.

“There isn’t much difference between you and 1,” said Judge Pao, he continued “...except, I was a
little less fortunate. I know how it’s like to be poor, and the injustice brought upon the poor because of
corruption. I was born to hate corruption. Those who do bad deeds, I spare no second chances.”

“It sounds like you have found your match, Mr. Wayne.” said Lucius, he continued “I may have the
right kind of gears for you both.”

“That won’t be necessary, Mr. Fox. If you’d known me better, my strength fares stronger than my
instincts.” said Judge Pao. Bruce and Lucius looked at each other and nodded in agreement.

Chapter 4 — Dawn or Dusk

The Joker and his gang of delinquents stormed into a prison, freeing countless of high risk category
criminals from their cells. The facility was terrorized in immense chaos and the wardens were completely
overrun. While the gang was setting fire everywhere, a senior member of the gang in a clown mask and rifle
over his shoulder, walked near the Joker and whispered “Sir, Batman is back on the streets. And there is
someone else.....”

The Joker, with a painted face and sporting long curly coloured hair, turned around and questioned
with a vicious smile, “....and who is this ‘someone else’?”

“They said he is from the underworld, laying merciless judgment on a number of those big guns in the
government we bribed. Most of them vanished overnight; some of them, executed.....” answered the gang
member shakily.

The Joker, who prided himself as the only sworn nemesis of Batman, began inserting shiny bullets into
the cylinder of his long, silver pistol then said: “T am never a fan of the supernatural. Let them come and have
the streets know this: The game has begun.” The joker stepped on a cigarette butt with his worn leather shoes,
put on his lime blazer and casually walked out of the prison in a hysterical guffaw.



The Dark Secret of Judge Pao

St. Paul’s Convent School (Secondary Section), Lam, Ching Hei Hayley — 12

There are always legends, tales and stories about various Gods, immortals and heroes. Maybe you have heard lots
of them, such as the legend of Chang Ngo from a Chinese fair who stole an immortal’s medicine and flew to the
moon. And you must be familiar with Greek Myths, Jupiter, Apollo, Poseidon...Before you tell me your answer,
let me tell you a tale about an honourable and upright Chinese official — Judge Pao.

Pao was born in China’s Song Dynasty (999—1062). He had dark skin with a crescent mark on his forehead. He

was known for his justice. However, in this tale, Judge Pao wasn’t such a fair and justice official initially.

Everyone has a dark side. In the daytime, people are optimistic, polite, patient and help one another, but in the
dark, they are all vicious — all their actions and conducts are just a cover of their nefarious hearts, they are just
PRETENDING. You may think I’'m just joking. Let me tell you how Judge Pao, the upright judge became an
icon of justice in Chinese history.

“You dared to take away my power, and the time of my revenge will come.....Hahaha.....” the Old God of
Evilness shouted before he faded....

Millions of years ago, before the existence of human beings, animals and plants, there were Gods in the universe.
Pao was the weakest God in the Imperial Mountains (a mysterious place where all Gods lived). He was the God
of Peace and Justice, without much power. Although other Gods always played tricks and teased him, he never
got furious but forgave them. However, do you think he doesn’t really have an evil mind, a black desire in his
heart? When the Gods were all asleep in the middle of the night, he went to the library of knowledge and search
for multifarious ways to become the most powerful God in the universe. One day, he went to the library as
usual, and he found a strange book that he had never seen before. He picked it up and read it in one sitting.
Then, he whispered to himself with a wicked smile, “I will be the most powerful and invincible God in the

world!”

The book was about the darkest magic in the world. Anyone who owned it would become the most invincible
God. However, it was forbidden to be touched since it had caused wars between all the Gods of the Imperial
Mountains. The book had disappeared for a long period of time.

To get the power and control the darkest magic, you need to collect the Seven Deadly Sins in the universe and
murder the most rightful and powerful God (The Sun God). Although Pao knew this was an evil act, he was

determined to do it. He wanted nothing but power. His avaricious heart revealed....

In the next following days, he came out with a plan to murder the Sun God. He planned to use spells to summon
the souls of the Seven Dead Gods to fight against the Sun God on his birthday which was three days later. He
thought this was a great idea since he could murder the Sun God and pretend to be innocent at the same time.

On Sun God’s birthday, Pao followed his evil plot. He summoned the souls of the dead Gods successtully. He
kept inspiring their resentment against the Sun God and persuading them to trade with him. “On Sun God’s
birthday, you shall murder him and I will give you the power of resurrecting yourselves when I become the most
invincible God!!” Pao said. In the world of Gods, getting freedom and being powerful were the most eager

things for all Gods. Therefore, the dead souls promised him immediately.

At the time when the party was over and all the guests had left, Sun God went to the House of Memories (a
place where everyone’s memories were filled) to carry out his duty. His responsibility was to destroy painful,
sorrowful, unwanted memories and bring peace, brightness and happiness to all the Gods. He was finding
memories which were distressing, full of darkness, sorrow and pain. He gently held a bubble—formed memory

and looked inside. It was about a memory of a war between the God of the Sea and the Goddess of the Moon.



The war destroyed the Fairyland of the mysterious underworld. Sun God saw it and tried to use his power to
turn it into dust. However, when he was concentrating on controlling his power, the souls attacked him and
killed him. Pao hid behind the doors of the house and grinned wickedly.

He laughed, “Haha! Now the only thing that I need to do is to collect the Seven Deadly Sins in the world...”

In the next few weeks, he tried hard to find where the Seven Deadly Sins were. Until one day, he discovered
that the Seven Deadly Sins were transformed from the souls of the Seven Dead Gods which were the ones that
Pao had traded with. Between justice and power, he had already chosen to be a villainous Devil. He decided to

kill the seven souls as well...

Pao went to a forbidden place called the Deadly Graveyard of the Devil. He opened the tomb of the Devil and
took a ring oft his fingers. In a legend, the ring was said to be able to control the army of skulls. Pao was excited
and wore the ring...

Suddenly, the ring was surrounded by clouds of black smoke. The black smoke quickly flowed into the sky like a
tornado and covered the whole bright sky. A storm was formed, and lightning transferred its energy to the ring.
Pao was shocked because he saw an army of skulls. They kneeled before him and shouted, “My Lord, you're
finally back! We’ve waited for you for three thousand years. Now it’s time for our revenge!” Pao was in a daze
for a few seconds before he recovered. He announced, “My soldiers, pick up your weapons and fight against the
Seven Dead Souls!” An invincible army was formed, Pao summoned the souls again and told them, “It’s time to
keep my promise.” The souls thought that Pao would really give the power of resurrecting themselves to them.
However, Pao yelled, “Kill them alll” The skulls started to attack them and all of them were killed. Their body

faded away, and seven different colors of power turned into one black—colored power...

In an instant, a strong lightning stroke Pao, strong power filled his body and when he opened his eyes, he had
already become the most powerful devil, the God of evilness.

After a week, Pao arrived in the Imperial Mountains with his mighty army. All the Gods were shocked and
frightened except the new ruler— the Sea God who was very brave and calm. A war between Pao, the God of
Evilness and the Sea God had started. With the mighty army and the most powerful and darkest magic, the Sea
God lost the battle.

Unexpectedly, a bright light shone from the sky, Pao was unable to move and was beaten instantly! All the Gods
looked up in the sky and they saw their past ruler, the Sun God! Then, all the Gods kneeled and said, “Our King
has come back!” The Sun God smiled at them without answering, he put his attention on Pao and said, “God of
Peace and Justice or God of Evilness, will you surrender?” Pao answered, “I won’t surrender!” Then, the Sun
God said, “Take Pao to the Eighteen Floors of Hell to stand trial.” All the Gods cast a spell and Pao was tied up
with a big rope. He tried to struggle but failed as he had already used up all of his power when he was beaten by
the Sun God. After a few seconds, he heard all the Gods shout, “Teleport!”

‘When Pao opened his eyes again, he had already found himself in hell. The King of Hell, Yama sat before him,
with two guards standing right and left respectively. He found himself being tied with six chains from different
positions and he was standing in the centre of a demonic circle. There were tongues of fire and all kinds of devils
around him. He lost all his power and he wasn’t the God of Evilness anymore. Yama said, “This was a place for
punishment, according to your evil sins, you need to bear the pain and sorrow of the eighteen floors of hell. You

can never get out of here, unless the black desires in your heart have disappeared...”

Eight thousand years later, Pao was set free and reincarnated. At this time, human beings had already appeared.
He was born in a Chinese village... In his new life, he was famous for being a justice judge and he solved many
critical cases and was transformed from an evil God to an honorable, upright Chinese official — Judge Pao.



New Tales of Judge Pao

St. Paul's Convent School (Secondary Section), Lam, Colette — 12

Do you like detective stories? If you do then you're at the right place. Heard of the famous detective Sherlock
Holmes? Well, today I will be introducing you to the well—known detective. The one and only Pao Xiao Er

who is the descendent of Pao Qing Tian! One of Pao Xiao Er's famously solved crime puzzle, '"Money and Love'.

It was one winter night in 2002. A man came out from a restaurant to take a cigarette. When he clicked on the
lighter, there were footsteps too, Judge Pao, the nickname of Pao Xiao Er, passed by as he was about to go

home, but he didn't think much about it. As he was walking, he heard a soft gravelly voice from the alley, he
looked at the alley and saw a man stabbed and fell to the floor, all of a sudden some wearing black hoodies and
masks came out from the dark and rushed to the man and dragged him to a van nearby, Judge Pao saw the face of
the victim as the moonlight was shining at the same spot. After the van left, Judge Pao hurried to a police station,
as soon as he got into the building, he found a police officer and told him everything that happened just now, the
police immediately called his team to go to track down the van and go to the crime scene, but there wasn't even
a blood drop left which made Judge Pao confused, the police were suspicious if Judge Pao was telling the truth or
not, but still, the police continued their investigation, they went to the restaurant and gave the description of the
victim to the manager, as Judge Pao was inspecting the three suspects which have the similar appearance to the
victim, the first one, Judge Pao passed by, the second one passed, but when he came to the third suspect, Judge
Pao stopped, he was the man, the victim he saw! Judge Pao was shocked and asked for his name, the man smiled
and said, 'Lee Man Xie, nice to meet you, sir.' Judge Pao immediately told the officer right after they left the
inspection room, the officer didn't trust him though, after all, how would it be possible for a man who was dead
to be alive and standing right in front of them? The police officer told Judge Pao that they had decided to put a
stop to this investigation. Judge Pao was suddenly on his own.

Judge Pao decided to find out who was Lee Man Xie first, he thought for a while, good manners and a black suit
and glasses perhaps he was a wealthy man. After a few days, he then took off to the rich residential area, he asked
people if they knew who Lee Man Xie was, and most of the residents there all know him, Mr Lee was a
successful businessman and a kind—hearted person. Judge Pao asked for the location of his place and decided to
question Mr Lee. When Judge Pao arrived, he went into Mr Lee's mansion with the title of an investigation.
‘When he was led to Mr Lee's office there were fancy lights, and lots of certificates: Mr Jack Lee, the best
businessman, eco—friendly 12 million dollars investment, best plastic surgeon he then kept on reading, to Mrs
Mary Lee, 'Sir, we're here this is the office of Mr Lee' the maid said, Judge Pao thanked the maid and went into
the office. Judge Pao asked what Mr Lee did last night and he said that he ate with his wife and went back home,
nothing special. However, Judge Pao still believed that something fishy was going on, he wanted to find evidence
to discover what had happened. Judge Pao decided to ask the maid if she thinks Mr Lee is acting strangely lately,
the maid said everything, just as Judge Pao was about to take his leave the maid said, 'Oh right, if I remembered
correctly Mr Lee had a small burnt mark on his hand, but I didn't see it these few days, perhaps he had a surgery,
I am not sure?.' Judge Pao thanked the maid and left the mansion, I need more evidence, Judge Pao thought...
Just then, a man wearing a black suit also came out from the mansion, Judge Pao asked who he was and the man
said he is a businessman and works with Mr Lee, Judge Pao asked if he noticed anything strange about Mr Lee
these few days. The man thought for a second and replied, 'Mr Lee, ah right, Mr Lee used to smoke during our
conversations, but he didn't smoke these few days. Perhaps he is making a change for his wife?' With that being
said the man left. Judge Pao was more sure that something fishy was going on. Since then, he decided to follow
Mr Lee.

After a month of following Mr Lee, Judge Pao finally got some evidence. One day, Judge Pao saw Mr Lee
coming out of the mansion in a hurry and continued following him. Mr Lee didn't go to a fancy restaurant or
make deals with the businessman like usual. Instead, he went to an old disused factory where an old woman was
talking to him, Judge Pao walked up closer to them so he could hear clearly what they were talking about.



' My dear, you need to stop this nonsense instantly, what if the people find out that you aren't the real Mr Lee?

You would be in grave danger!' the old woman said.

' No! Mom, look at me now, I married the woman I truly love and I have money! I am rich! They won't notice!
I'll just say that I would retire and the money Jack had made is enough for me and Mary to live the rest of our
lives.' 'Mr Lee' said.

Judge Pao was astounded.

Judge Pao went to the police station and told them what had happened. With doubt, police came to assist in the

investigation. The old woman hesitated, but then told them the ins and outs of the situation.

'"The current Mr Lee is not the real Mr Lee... He is my son, John. You see, Mary and John were childhood
sweethearts. They were deeply in love until Jack used his power and forced Mary to be with him. Which made
John and Mary separated. About half a year ago, John and Mary met by chance at a grocery store. They talked
for a while and John knew that Mary wasn't having a nice life because Mr Lee had been treating her poorly and
hurting her. After talking and secretly meeting out, they were madly in love. That's why they had decided on this
plan.' After hearing what the old woman said, the police immediately called his teammates and arrested Jack and
Mary. Both of them were punished by law and put behind the bars.

However, nobody knows where the real Mr Lee is...



The Era of Judge Pao
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The tales of judge Pao is a collection of glorious, passionate stories, his being the preeminent embodiment of
justice in ancient China, the pure, astute, incorruptible judge who tells innocent from evil. But his era is long
gone, his time vast, faraway, distant... a history. Some honour him, stating that his existence is part of the
Chinese culture, an irreplaceable element in tradition, but most have not heard of his name, nor the great lengths
he went to restore moral justice to his community. His legacy is like a tiny flame — almost extinguished by the
intangible passing of time, yet is still waiting — waiting for somebody to reignite that flame and fuel the blazing

fire within.

Oliver looked back at his house one last time. He was positive that it would be the last time he heard the way
that doorbell rings, or the way the windchimes on his window frame created melodious tunes every time a sweet
breeze brushed against it. He had not taken his parent’s separation very well. It was not a sudden decision in their
case, it was precedented by nights of fighting and yelling and the shattering of each other’s belongings that led
Oliver’s parents to this point. As Oliver bade goodbye to the United States, to the country he grew up in, he
stepped into the foreign country of China. His mother’s homeland.

It had been a month since Oliver had moved to Hefei, Anhui, and it was time for him to start school in this new
city. Hefei is a developed city, with infrastructures so tall that it shoots up like arrows and skewers through the
clouds. Oliver does not know his way around the city, nor does he speak its language, so he resolved to being a
tiny, almost invisible speck of dust in the dense population of Hefei, lost and intimidated by the changes in his
life.

It was a Monday when Oliver’s teacher assigned a project on an aspect of Chinese culture. It was Chinese
Culture week, and the students were expected to present their findings, laid out in utmost detail by the end of
the week. Oliver knew nothing about Chinese culture — he was too busy dealing with his own problems to
explore the intricate and highly historical Chinese traditions. Besides, he already had the perfect solution to this
project — he had extensive knowledge about the tales of Judge Pao. In the rare nights of tranquility back in The
States, when Oliver’s father wasn’t home yet, His mother would tell him story after story of the mighty Judge
Pao, and how his fierce and unwavering attitude brought equity to the people. He wasn’t afraid of authority, nor
did he disregard the poor; he criticized the oftenders all the same regardless of their background. Nothing stood
in the way of Judge Pao’s pursuit of justice.

The next day rolled around, and Oliver begrudgingly trudged to school, fidgeting with his ridiculously heavy
school bag. It was early in the morning, and most students were still blissfully asleep in the comfort of their beds.
Oliver did not have that privilege of picture—perfect slow mornings with slivers of sunlight slowly illuminating
the sky, covering the land with its crisp and golden gauze of light. Sulking, Oliver turned into a corner, the edge
of his eyes catching bright colors splattered on the walls of his school, with canisters of paint discarded on the
ground, staining it with splatters of red and blue. As Oliver stepped closer to identify the culprits of this act of
vandalism, his eyes went wide with paralyzing horror. Through the blurry side profiles of the vandals, it was
apparent to Oliver that they were his classmates, talking and laughing over the clattering of paint canisters.
Unsure of how to react, Oliver did the only thing he could think of. He turned, walked away, and didn’t look
back.

As Oliver sat quietly in class, his mind quickly drifted away from the teacher’s lecture. He thought about what he
had seen that morning, the ruthlessness of his classmate’s actions still echoing in his head. He was quickly faced
with a dilemma — on one hand, Oliver had just arrived in this foreign environment and could not afford to be an
outcast in his new school, but on the other hand, it was really unlike him to endorse these types of behaviour.
Oliver sighed and rested his head in his hands. He wished, now more than ever, that the universe would give

him a sign and show him what to do.

That night, Oliver tossed and turned in bed. He couldn’t sleep — the events of the day still weighed heavily on
his mind. He reminisced about his childhood, when bedtime stories about Judge Pao’s legacy were a great source



of comfort for him, getting him through his sleepless nights. As hours passed and Oliver eventually caved to
exhaustion, he dreamt about Judge Pao and his pursuit to justice. Oliver wondered, then, if that was the sign he

was looking for.

Dreams are strange things, and it is hard to believe that the elaborate actions and spaces in them are merely

figments of human imagination.

1298 — the era of Judge Pao

Royals, they were called. Royals, who expertly utilized religion, dynastic family ties and control of
peripheries to maintain authority, who imposed just enough threats and exercised just enough violence to ensure
bands of loyal subjects at their service and flocks of feartul citizens at their feet. But perhaps the ruling system
didn’t use to be so corrupted, perhaps their predecessor was truly worthy of leadership, with years of evolution
damaging the royal bloodline, leaving only egoistic, conceited, entitled descendants. But none of that mattered,

because the ruling class still held highest power, and whoever dared oppose would face serious consequences.

Yes, indeed, these elites had their own unique method of ruling. They knew how to keep everything in
line and to strategically ensure loyalty, even it it meant exploiting their citizens with utmost brutality. For one,
the monarchy endorsed slave—trading initiatives enthusiastically, victimizing many of their own people all for the

Increase in domestic sources, claiming it would benefit the empire socio —politically.

This particular group of royals though, were the biggest problem in the region. Being directly related to
the ultimate ruler in the Song Dynasty, they had blood ties with the Emperor Renzong himself. There were no
boundaries to the evil they inflicted on the people — threats of terrorisin were ensued when the working class

failed to provide the unreasonable amount of “protection fee” that the royals demanded for.

Judge Pao saw this injustice and seethed with rage. He knew he had to do something. And so he asked
his men to bring in the royals to convict them of their wrongdoing, despite fully knowing the consequences of
this untimely arrest. It was a time of social unrest, where rumours of opposition against the ruling class spread like
wildfire. Convicting the royals at a time like this would give Emperor Renzong a chance to point fingers,

accusing Judge Pao of leading the rebellion.

As most would agree, Judge Pao stepped onto a path that would only end in misery. He brought the
royals before him and loudly proclaimed their offences. As the royals finally received the retribution they
deserved, Judge Pao understood his work there was completed. Emperor Renzong ordered Judge Pao executed,
leaving him no room for retaliation. Now a fugitive in his own country, Judge Pao fled and settled in a distant,
rural town, where he continued to bring justice to the community. When he eventually passed at the ripe old age
of 1052, he was fulfilled, knowing that he committed to justice his whole Iite.

The continuous buzzing of Oliver’s alarm drew him out of his slumber. As he got ready for school, he
made up his mind on what to do. He strode through the school walls sprayed with graffiti and walked into his
classroom, where his homeroom teacher was aggressively locating the culprits of the vandalism from before.
Oliver raised his hand, mustered up all the courage he had and declared his discovery. The vandals were punished
and peace was restored. Just like Judge Pao, Oliver understood that school life from then on wouldn’t be easy,

with him outing his classmates in the very first week of school.

However, knowing that he stuck to his moral values and belief in justice, Oliver established a certain
respect for himself. Class began and people shuffled to their seats when the teacher announced the start of
Chinese Culture presentations. Oliver’s turn arrived and he walked to the front of the class, nervous but eager as

he started to speak.

“Judge Pao is the preeminent embodiment of justice in ancient China, an inspiring historical figure who
always does what is right, even when the world tells him otherwise...”



Judge Pao and Coroner Liu
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The corpse was lying on the bed, the discoloration of the victim’s veins indicating that he had likely passed away
several hours prior to Bao Zheng’s and my arrival at the scene. I carefully examined the body, looking for signs of
foul play, but there were none. “There are no visible physical injuries,” I remarked to Bao. He tilted his head in
acknowledgement and turned to the victim’s widow. “Lady Zhao, I offer you my deepest condolences. My
subordinate, Coroner Liu, has already performed an autopsy and confirmed that your husband died of natural
causes. We shall excuse ourselves and allow you to mourn in peace.” The woman nodded and discreetly brought
up a hand to dab at the corner of her eye. Having concluded our business there, Bao and I left through the

courtyard of the siheyuan.

After some idle chatter and a series of friendly goodbyes, we parted and went our separate ways. By the time I
returned home, my wife, Lady Xia, was setting the dinner table. As we sat down to supper, she asked me about
my day. Sighing in response, I regaled her with the tale of the case Bao and I had been investigating that
afternoon, and she listened with rapt attention as I bemoaned the tragic fate of the victim and his widow. “Poor
Lady Zhao! What will become of her now? A widow, with no living relatives or children. How unfortunate that
her husband passed away, and yet I could not identify the cause of his death—he had not been suffering from any
medical condition before his passing.” After several years of marriage, my wife had grown accustomed to my
nightly conversations with her about the cases I encountered at work, and would lend a patient ear, occasionally

offering her own opinion.

As I spoke, a contemplative expression passed over my wife’s delicate features, concern tugging at the corners of
her eyes. “Did you examine his skull? I have heard that it is possible for a murderer to force long steel nails into
the brain, thus leaving no other visible trace on the body of the victim. Oh, how I pity Lady Zhao! She must be

overcome with grief.”

The next day, I mentioned my wife’s words to Bao Zheng, and he accompanied me to the village mortuary.
Upon closer inspection, I saw the rusted head of a nail, nestled in the victim’s thick hair. Staring at the corpse in
horror, I wordlessly pointed it out to my companion. A deep frown settled upon Bao’s face; then, he whipped
around and ordered the servants to prepare a carriage to take us to the victim’s house. Naturally, I followed
along, still in disbelief. My wife’s suspicions had been right: the man had been murdered with a long steel nail,

driven through his skull. But by whom?

Bao was uncharacteristically silent during the carriage ride. For most of the journey, he stared out of the window,
seemingly deep in thought. When we arrived at the residence, the maid at the door attempted to prevent us from
entering, stating that Lady Zhao was exhausted from the events of the previous day and not to disturb her in her
grief. I hesitated, but Bao never faltered in the act of dispensing justice, and he barged into the sitting room
despite the servant’s protests. Upon his entry, Lady Zhao set down her sewing and stood to greet us. For a brief
moment I saw a flash of panic in her eyes, but it was replaced so quickly by weary misery that I thought I had

imagined it.

Bao certainly spared no time beating around the bush. “Lady Zhao, who do you suspect could have murdered
your husband? Did he have any notable enemies that you know of? Anybody who held a grudge against him? A
political rival? Or, perhaps,” he paused, “someone close to him who committed betrayal?”

Lady Zhao reeled back as if she had been slapped. “I do not know what you speak of,” she replied carefully.
“Did you not tell me yesterday that my husband had died of natural causes?”

Bao began to pace around the room. “You see, Lady Zhao, something very unusual has occurred. Last night,
your husband’s ghost rose from his corpse and told Coroner Liu and I that he had been murdered by someone
whom he had loved deeply. I was wondering if you would be able to decipher his ominous words.” As he spoke,
Bao’s dark, piercing eyes seemed to bore a hole into Lady Zhao’s forehead, as if he could see through her skull
and read the thoughts in her head.



Lady Zhao appeared stricken with terror at Bao’s words. Her voice trembled as she whispered feebly, “My...my

husband has told you that he was betrayed...murdered by someone close to him?”

“Yes. He also informed us that if we were unable to bring the culprit to justice, he would haunt the person who
betrayed him for the rest of their lives.”

At this, Lady Zhao broke down into tears. “Oh, lord...I confess! I con