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When Little Mi and Dingding bumped into the little 
boy, he was looking at a revolving festive lantern, lost 
in thought. “He isn’t wearing a hat nor shoes — he must 
be freezing!” Little Mi curiously eyes him.
“What is he so fascinated by?” Dingding asks. “Let’s 
have a look, too.”
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“Ahh! You troublemakers! You will have to pay for my 
festive lantern!”
A lady rushes out of the room. “It wasn’t us! It was him!” 
Dingding hastily asserts, but that boy is long gone.
“Run!” Little Mi takes to her heals and they run into the 
crowd. They could still hear that lady yelling behind them 
at first, but after a while, the sounds of drums from the 
shadow play mixed with the sounds of children’s laughter 
swallowed the lady’s shouting.
“The little kid was too evil!” Little Mi says grumpily. “The 
next time we run into him, we will show him.” “The road 
is narrow for enemies!” Dingding suddenly shouts. “Look 
at the boy in front of the shadow play — is it him?”



The kid is standing motionless in front of the 
curtain and seems to be lost in the play. They 
are performing Nezha’s Triumph Against 
Dragon King.
“Nezha holds and pulls the Dragon Prince’s horn and 
shouts: ‘You evil dragon! Today, I will pick your skin and 
rip you apart to show you my strength!’”

“How dare you!” The little boy shouts angrily. 
Nezha obviously ignores him, holds up his 
Universe Ring and is about to smash it on Dragon 
Prince’s head…







The boy claps his hands three times 
and something strange happens: the 
Dragon Prince, on the verge of death, 
abruptly turns his body, opens his 
large, fierce-looking mouth, and bites 
towards Nezha. No one expected this 
turn of events: Nezha was badly 
defeated running for his life.

The drums and gongs are in a 
turmoil and the actors behind 
the curtain are panicking. The 
audience is startled.
In the chaos, the kid roars with 
laughter and walks away.
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